


Bring Filmdom's Brightest 
Stars Into Your Home 

Read PICTURE PLAY 
,. PICTURE PLAY, splendidly illustrated, stands for the very best in motion-picture maga

zines. Every month it contains special articles that take the readers into all corners of the 
film world, introduce them to players and show them everything they want to know about 
every one they want to know about. Beautiful pictures of the famous actors and actresses 
both at work and away from the grinding camera. It follows the screen very carefully, 
reflecting in its pages only the decent and clean things about the industry and its people. 

Special introductory Offer-Five Months for $1.00-Saving 25 Cents 

- --- ----- -FILL IN THIS FORM AND MAIL IT WITH REMITTANCE-- - - -- - - - -
PICTURE PLAY, 79 SEVENTH AVENUE. NEW YORK, N. Y. 

Yea, I want to take advantage of your five month'� spec.:lal ofhr for $1.00, which Is inclosed. 

NAME . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

ADDRESS ...................................................... . 

CITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  S'fATE ..................... . 
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,tmT.RTISIXG SI�CTIO.V 

1\lly Now Famous-

"Work Sheet and 
Job Ticket" Method 
guarantees you simplified, practical instruction 
along- work-shop lim:,;. Yuu leam at home, but 
it's just like having me· at your side c·vcry 
minute. And that mean,; ,·ou ll'am Ekctricitv 

�ri.td1t. 
" ,.· 

. 

I h<>u,;ands nf my bnvs arc now making 

'3500 to 
•10,000 a year 

\Vhy don't you get into thi,; Big-Pay Fivld 
too? Nn cxpl'rience necessary. Lack Clf edu
cation no dra\\"hack. Yuu can read. Yuu 
can \\"rite. That's c·twugh. 

Investigate ! 
Look hPforc �·ou hu�·. Gl'l t l11• best. 

SPnd f'OliJHIII fur w�· hiJ.! i'n·P hunk. "How to :'\{;lkf• 
Bi� ::\lotH',\' in Elf't'll'idty." It wnn't co�t ynu a 
C'Pnt. It won't ohli.:.mt+· �·o11 in any way. J:ut it 
Jll :l,\' })(> tlH' 111('<111� of jlllll]lill.:.! ,\"IIIII' pa,\· iiii!Hll'r'tf:.

Of tlollnrs a month. just a:-; it hn:-: don·• fot· 
so mau�· nfhl'l'S. 

Tools and Electrical 
Apparatus to Work With 
Six Dig Outfits in all. l'\ot toy;, hut hotll'>lto-PL"tl' tunis and apparatu>. I give· you 
th('SC so that ,·uu can do \\"ith nmr h:utcb 
what I teach yot.i" to do in my Work Sheets. You 
learn by doing. That's why L. L. Cooke Training 
is practical. That's why "Ttw 
L.L.Cooke Trained man is tht.• 
Big-Pay Man"-he knows 
how and does it. Make Big 
Money in Electricity 
-Be an L. L. Cooke 
Trnined man yourst.·lt. 

r·-·-·-·-·-· 
l. L. Cooke, 
Chief Instruction Enqinrf'r 
l. L. Cooke School of Elec
tricity, Dept. 71. 
2150 Lawrence Ave .. 
Chicago. 

l'lr:t!'{' l'\'rltl llh', wi!holll ohlii.!.lli<�n. ,\·••••r hi..; fr•·•· lu.ol;, 
;1·1\ f·:�;·io�:� �-1,;1t�t�· /:,\�uu�10!1\�·u:.\� ��';;.';,\ri';,i/!.\; ·,:,,.�:·I !:!i'/.'!;t•1��·: 
:\h•thod. 
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MAGAZINE 
TW. R�Ut�r«< U-· S. PaU1U. OJ!iu � 

EVERY WEEK 
The entire contents of this maa:azine nre protf':�tf'ci by cooyrJcht, and must not hA reprinted without the publishers' permtulon 

Vol. LXXV Contents for January 7, 1928 

ONE NOVEL 

The Bunk House Pest . ] ohnston McCulley 

TWO SERIALS 

. The Maverick of Marble Range R9bert f. Horton 
A Seven-part Story--Part Five 

Sooner Land . 
A Six-part Story-Part Six 

"1 obaccy for Bears 
Bad Men Both 
The Monarch M9ose 
Flapjack and ·Sirup 
A Bear-Raising Ride 

George W ashingt�n Ogden 

FIVE SHORT STORIES 

Austin Hall 
Harley P. Lathrop 
Kenneth Gilbert . 
Frank Richardson Pierce_ 
Ray Humphreys 

TWO ARTICLES 

Western Pioneers of To-day. Edward H. Smith 
(Ray Lambert, a Wilderness Exterior Decorator) 

Loco-Scourge of the Range Charles H. Coe • 

Good News for the Elk 
Birds of the West and North America 

(The Downy Woodpecker) 
A New Use for Missouri Snakes 
A New Use for Iowa Cornstalks 

Miner's Potlatch 
The Round-\lp 
The Hollow Tree 

MISCELLANEOUS 

43 With Bow and Arrow 
The Hospitable· Tire 

63 A Snowproof Highway 
92 TI1e High Value of Eskimo Dogs 

100 An Elevating Railway 

DEPARTMENTS 

]. A. Thompson 
The Editor 

Where to Go and How to Get There 
Helen Rivers 
john North 

Missing . 
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1 

44 

73 

36 
64 
93 

108 
122 

101 

120 

107 
119 
129 
132 
141 

130 
133 
136 
139 
142 

Publication issued e-rery week hy �treet & Smith Corporation, 'j9-89 Seventh A"renue, New York City. Ormond G. Smith, 
President; George C. Smith, Vice President and Trt>asurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Vice President: Ormond V. Gould, Secre
tary. Copyright, 1927. by Street & Smith Corporation, New York. Copyright, 1927.: by 5treet & Smith Corporation, Great 
Britain. F.ntered as Second-class Matter, Septt>-mber 4. 1917. at the Post Office at New 1ork, �. Y., under Act or Congress 
or :\larch 3, 187". Canadian Subscription, $7 .50. Foreign, $8.50. 

We do not hold ourselves responsible for the return of unsolicited manuscripts. 

All manuscripts must be aC::dressed to the Editors. 

YEARLY SVBSCRIPTION, $6.00 SINGI.E COPIES, 15 CENTS 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Get into ELECTRICITY 
-Learn in 90 Days WITHOUT BOOKS 

OR LESSONS-
Don't spend your iife waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. 
Now • • •  and forever • • •  say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. 
Let me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, 
$60 and up, a week, in Electncity- NOT by correspondence, but by 
an amazing way to teach, that makes you a practical expert in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! Act now, today! 

NEW ... Quiek Amazingly. Easy Method! 
�;�.o���o2f:�rl�d;:a"�.fo':-C::io'it':�k: no difference Don't let lack of money atop you. Most men·at Coyne have no mon money thaD you have. 

Earn While Learalac 
If you ahould need r:rt �e work, I'll assist You in�-
�:P�t·oi1��;'.;e� 1!11 t.�fo -;'�!. �ot�enrv::'td=� 
you, could be \Rined. 
No Books-No Prlated Lessoas 
YOu work bn ·real live electrical machin�ry. buildin� 
��:oe::_u��=n:::�':f 1'::�,:�r::�r:;n:�:::i��u� etC., etc �ere in thia world famous parent school. with its hundred• of thousands of dollars worth of new up. to-date electrical equipment. 

· .Jobs- Pay -Future 
Don't worry about a job. Coyne training settles the 
��ri�1!��r�� :�:·thfld'�e�t w!!�� ��if�si!�0�v�; $100.00a week That's not unusual We can point to 

COYNE. Eleetrieal 
SCHOOL 

. H. C. LEWIS, Pr ... . Dcpt.18·8S-£•tabli•A•tll898 
soo So. PauUna Street, Cbieago 

Prepare For Jobs Like These 
Rt� rre a fnr.of hundred• 

of poeiUon• Opton to Co7ne· 
tr.ined men Our free em· c��=te!�J-:::.of"!!rJ!u 
A.nnature EJ:I'*'t $60 a Weelr: and up 
Subatation Ope.-. tor, S&ia Week 
Auto Eleetrieian JliU a W.elt and up 
IMentor • Unlimited 
Malot.eD&Dee �n:ti-':!'11: 

a.nd up 
SerYiee Station o�nn-$60 a Weelt and up 
Rad�Erpert,$60aWeelt and up 

CoYne men making up to $600.00 a ·month. £asy to get jobs leadin� to S50 a week and up, while starting your own electncal business puts you in a I)Nitioo to t»�me independent. 
Get the Facts 

���:S?�m�;!b:!:b�����:o�?��f�t'fs1��h:!: many earn expenses while training and all about our Jifetime employment service. We are now in our new $2,000,1)00 school-the finest school in !he world devoted 
to the exclusive training in Electricity. · 

COyne is yOur one great chan� to get into. electricity. Every obstacle is removed. 'l:his school is.28 yean oldCoyne training is tested-proven beyond all doubtendorsed by many laige electrical concerns. You can find oul everything absolutely free. Simply mail.the cr>upon and let me send you the big, free Coyne book. 

Send lor Free Book! 

A�r�---------------------

L----------------------------1 Cil¥---------- s'""---------

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 
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Due to ov�rheated homes, 
stuffy offices, crow d ed 
cars, sudden changes of 
temperatu r e, and ex� 

: posure to bad weather, 
· you are in constant risk 

of colds, sore throat-or 
worse. 

You can reduce this 
risk considerably if you 
care to. Every n i g h t  
when you get home, 
gargle with Listerine used 
full streJ?.gth. 

r!DVERTISING ST.CTION 

Many a cold and sore 
throat threatening to be� 
come serious has been 
quickly checked by this 
pleasant antiseptic. 

Listerine · immediately 
attacks the germ-produc� 
ing bacteria in the mouth, 
nose, and throat. 

The wise thing to do, 
of c o u rse·, during bad 
weather, is to use Listerine 
systematically night and 
m orn i n g. Rinse your 

mouth with. it. � lnliale. it. 
through the nose .. Gargle 
with it full strength. 

It may be, and very 
p r o b a b l y  will be, the 
means of sparing you 'a 
long and trying siege of ill
ness. Lambert Pharmacal 
Co., St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A 

Gargle when 
you get home 

L I STERIN E 
-the .rafe antiseptic 

Ple::tse tnention th:s t:::J.gazinc whca ans\vering ::!.dvertisements 



.-lDFERTJSJ.VC: SECTION 

"Which Man Shall I Promote?" 
THERE is probably no one problem in business 
that gives an employer so much concern as this· 
-"Which man shall I promote?:' 

He must not-he dare not-take chances 
when a position of 

.
responsibility is open. The 

success of hig department, ·his business, his very 
reputation dep�f!ds on his ability to pick men. 

In every office, in everyractory, the problem 
always is the same. 

1\·fany, many men. Old men, young men, 
men of middle age. A score, a hundred ordi
nary routine workers. 

But how few whose vision of the business, 
or whose aptitude for it, extends be)·ond the 
narrow limits of their own particular job! 
How startlingly few "·ho are equipped to han
dle bigger "·ork when_ Opportunity" calls! 

'Vhat does your employer think of )'OU when 
a good position is ope·n? Does he pass you by 
as just an ordinary routine "·orker, or does he 
say-"There's a man I can depend on because 
he's training himself to handle bigger work"? 

Do not try tei .delude yourself. Your em
ployer kno\YS more about you than you some
times think. He's constantly checking up on 
your \YOrk, your ability, your ideals, your aspi
rations. Stored away in the back of his mind, 
or fil�d a\Yay in 'black and white, are his im
pressions of the kind of man you are and the 
kind of mari you want to be. 

There is no _better way to get _out of the rut 

and lift yourself above the crowd than to take 
up a home-study course with the International 
Corresponde-nce Schools. In just an hour a day 
of the spare time that now goes to waste, you 
can prepare yourself for advancement and a 
larger salary in t.he work you like best. 

At least find out how by marking and mail
ing this same success coupon that has meant so 

· much to so .manr other men. 
It doesn't obligate you in any way to do t.his. 

but it may be the means of changing your entire 
life. "Do it now!" 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
uTile L"11irersal C11irt'r8itJI, 

Ccx 2008�8. Scranton, Penna. 

Without C'ost or obligation, pleast' send me a eopy of JOur book .. 
let, "Who \Y ins and Why," ant.l fun particulars about the subject 
before wW.Ch I have marked X in thl! list below : 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES. 
0 Advertising 
0 Business Correspomtence 
0 Show Card and Sign Lettering 
0 Stenography and Typint: 

� Industrial Mana&:::ement 
Personnel Managenwnt 
Trame Management 
lluslness Law 
Accounting and C.P.A. CoachinK OEngllsh 8 Cost Accounting 
Bool>Kce(Jing 8 Secretarial Work 
Spanish 0 French 0 Salesmanshio 

TECHNICAL AND 
OElectrlcal Engineering 
0 Electric Lighting 
0 Mechanical Engineer 

B Mechanical Draftsmen 
Machine Shop Practice 

B Railroad Positions 
Gas Lngine Operating 8 Civil Engineer 
Surve:vlng and M'Rnnln�; 

B Metallurgy and Mln.l!lg 
Steam Engineering 

Name ............................... . 

Street Adt!:ess ..................... .. 

City ................ ....... ............. . 

0 Ci\'il Service 

B Hal lway 1\Inll Cleric 
Common School Suhfects 

0 High School Subjects 
0 lllu::;trating 0 Cartooning 

INDUSTRIAL COURSES §Architect 
Architects' Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder §Architect ural Drartsrnan 
Concrete Bullder 
Structural Engineer § ChemJstry 0 l'hurruacy 
Automobile Work 
Airplane EnginE's 

OAJn"lculture D Nnlgatlon 
OHathematlco 0 lladlo 

.�:ato ............................ , 

Occupation ..... ....... . . . . . . ............... .. 

�t:::i1'c';:��!,':,�d��c�0��::o,!11C�,�a;f�',�. tl1:nft�'l0Jl:J�t::::� 1':J;.��; 



ADr.T:RT!S!NG SECTION 

DO YOU WANT an important,billb-aalariecl -ltlon! 
Yoaeao baveoneif you can do the work. LaSalle 
experb wW abow you bow, pide you etep by step 
to eoceeee and help eoli�lafar personal bUBineea &':.b...,.. tbru tbe tim .. o&vllllr e Problem Method. 

�r
3=�fb:t!:1ne:!�!:fC: -��r;=�p��f 

dutieo. Simply mark on tbe eouf': tbe 6eld In wh1eb J'OU �=:t'�:uu:-oP:::U:,�:iiL. m�ar�.�. ·:::e��:r � � 
ontline of oar utary./ncreorlnll plan. Also copy of "Ten 
Yean• Promotion 1o One." Tbereia oo eoet or obUptlon. � .o:J :::e:.b:n �"': �'=:� t::= 
lodependenee. Cbect and mall tbe coupon NOW. 
---Find YONnd/Th�h Z...Salle--
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

'TIN World' .1 Lorwut Baulnu6 Trolnln6 llt#lltllkM 
Dept. 165-R Chica�ro 
.. a����:t �-= :�fi�x:r 

my advancement fn tbe bDBineu 6el4 
cheeked below. 
0 Buaineaa Management 
0 Htaber Accountancy 
OTraffic Management 
OModera Sateemanahip 
ORailwayStatlonManaaeoo 

meat · 

0 Law-DeJil"ee of LL.B. 
OCommerclal Law 
0 Industrial Management 
OModern Foremanship 
0 Peraonnel Management 
0 Bank ina and Finance 
OModero Business Corre� 

•pondence 
0 Expert Bookkeepina 
OC. P. A. Coachioll 

OBaalneaa Enalloh 
OCommercial Spaniab 
0 Effective Speaklna 
0 Stenotyp)'-Stenoarapby 
0TeleJI1"aphy 
0Credlt and Collectioa 

CorreapondeDCe 

Nam•�--�--------------····----··---------------------------·--
Preaent Poaltlon ....................................................................................................... .._ .. .. 

Addre••----·-·········-·····-·-·-··---·······---..................... _ .. 

BUCHSTEIN'S FIBRE LIMB 
soothing to your stump, -strong. 
cool. neat. light. Guaranteed 6 

years. Easy payments. Send 
for Catalog Today. 

B. B•c1steia Ce., 
610 Jnl A .... S. Miaaeapolia, Miu. 

120 Miles on 2 Gals. of Gas 
Starts Coldest Motor Instantly. For All cars. 1 Free 
to Exclusive Agents. Liberal drawing account and 
traveling expenses guaranteed to Distributors. 

CURT AN-QUICKSTART CO., 
Dept. 889·T 154 E. Erie St., Chicago, Ill. 

Easily Cleaned CaD removed in a aec:· !"'a\ no burnlnJr of 
nanos... An ideal low pressure boiler and 
pasteurizer for home 
and farm. 

A thrilling new love 

serial 

When a Man 
Marries 

:BJJ 

VIVIAN GREY 
In 

LOVE STORY 
MAGAZINE 

On the News Stands Now 
15c per copy 

Please mention this mag-azine when answering adv<.>rtisemen•ts 



ADVERTISING SECTION 
-----------------------------------·:· 

....w to prove you can 
learn at Home, 

in spare time! 
We have developed a new simplified, rapid way to teach 

· Drafting, and we want to send you three sample les
sons without cost 0'1' obligation. So you can test your own 
ability to master this fascinating work at home, in your 
spare time. And see for yourself how quickly and easily 
you can qualify for a fine well-paid Drafting position. 

1. �� f���
�:��

'\�
il�� 11� �t,�,);:r:,.� ��:.�·�.�: 

ith our C•'mrl� h: ,our'!." uf h.•o\� tr:..ininlt In 
Or.1f1in:,:; 

$50 to $125 a week paid to 
EXPERT DRAFTSMEN! 

"l WE GL . .o\HA:-\Tn: 1ll,n •.1i.lr11:o;.itiun ''ill 
1'-t . r .. ,. Y•IU il !l.,i.lr.· u! ,1( !.:.,, "\' nl<lh' th.m :i! you an:: .:;�mil\): I<•Ja,, rro•\idt-.1 yrmr l'f\�n! 

· �;�:nr') iJ It•\ 1han �·h' pu '"d�;; 

Home-training backed with 
an agreement to get you a 
DRAFTING JOB at a SO% 
RAISE-or money ;refunded 

Pick up the want ads of any big-city newspaper and 
you'll see why we urge men to go into Drafting. 
70,000 fine positions advertised in the past year. 
Draftsmen are urgently needed in Building Construc
tion, Manufacturing, in the Architectural, Mechanical, 
Electrical, Structural and Automotive industries. Get 
in touch with me, and I'll tell you how you can get one 

Here is a word-for-word copy of the Contract which we have 
made with 30,000 men in the past three years. I shall be glad 
to make the same agreement, backed by our entire resources 
of $2,000,000.()()-with YOU. 
This agreement proves our training does make -real Draftsmen. 
It proves that after you finish, there are u·ell-flaidjobsavailable. 

�::.l�Ycg� J���J;����U:��o��u�j�bg 
o� 

O.C.MILLER 
Director 

Eztension 
Work 

leaving home! 

The American School 
Chartered 30 yearsagoas anEDUCATIONAL 
INSTITUTION, and. like the best resident 
schools and' colleges, conducted NOT FOR 
PROFlT. We offer complete, thorough, u�t� 
date instruction- prepared by 200 leading En
gineers, Executives and Educators. A unique 
instruction, built to meet the specifications of 
well-paid jobs as laid down by employers them
selves--yet simplified for ready understaodio& 
by men with only common echooling. 

1J/tl;\meric4Choo1 
Dcpc. 0.14-· :r ·exel Avenue at S&h Street, Chicago 

of these fine jobs. 

Come Into Drafting! 
The ability to read blueprints 
and draw plans is· the entering 
wedge to success in all building 
and manufacturing lines. Learn Draft
ing and you 'II be "sitting pretty." It's 
INTERESTING work and Draftsmen 
are a wonderful bunch of fellows. 
You're bound toenjoythe goodnatured 
atmosphere of a Drafting office and 
the contact it gives you with important 
activities and BIG MEN. r------------� 

0. C. MILLER, Director, Exteruion Work * 
The American School, Dept.Th14 I Drexel Ave.&. 58th St.", Chicago I I am interested to get particulars of your Job and Raise 

I Guarantee. Also send 3 Drafting Lessons without cost or 1 
obligation. 

Nune------------------------------------1 Address I 
I Ag Occupation :J L- � ---------



ADVERTISING SECT-ION 

Here is the greatest buying opportunity 
today! Just $1.00 down brings you the famous 
21-JewelStudebaker Watch direct from factory. 
Balance in easy monthly payments. Lowest prices ever 
named for equal quality. You aave fully30% to 50%. Your 
choice of 80 magnificent, new Art Beauty cases and dials. 
Latest case designs in yellbw, green and white gold 
effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 Size and 16 Size. Send 
coupon for catalog of Advance Watch Styles .and 
full particulars. 

00 
down 

STUDEBAKER 
7he Insured Watck. 

.The Studebaker Watch Company is directed by members of the 
famous Studebaker family-known throughout the world for three
quarters of a century of honest dealing. Studebaker Watches have 21 Ruby and 
Sapphire Jewels, 8 Adjustments-for heat, cold, isochronism and 5 positions. 
Made so good we insure them for your life-time. Insurance policy free with 
every Studebaker Watch. Ladies' Bracelet Watches, Men's Strap Watches, 
Diamonds and Jewelry also sold at lowest prices and easy monthly payments. 
s�nd coupon for details. II.AJI, COIJI'ON Let us send you a copy of our beautiful 

new 6-color catalog. It contains complete 
for I'BIEB -.AA.Wa information on watch making. It tells. how __. you can buy a 21· Jewel Studebaker Insured 

Watch direct from the maker-save big money-and pay for it in easy monthly 
payments. Mail the coupon. 

SPBeiALOftPBRI Watdl Cia••• nBBt 
For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain Free. To 
all who write immediately we will include particuJars of this astounding 
offer. Time is limited. Send the coupon NOW before this offer expires! 

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY 
Dir.,.ltwtM Bcu� .fo.,,..tlu·C4rft-quBrt•r• of a centt�rw of /air d.cdino 

Mail This W atche.s • Diamonds • Jewelry 
C Dept. E908 Sguth Bend, In diana oupon Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario 

� r;TU�;A���A-;��O:P-:-N-;---� I Dept, E908 South Bend, Indiana I D Pleaae eend me your free catalol' D Pleue aend me free f of Advance Watch Styles and de· catalott of Jewelry ( I 'taUs of J'OIIr $1.00 dowa ol!er. and Dlamonda. 

Nam4 ...................................................................... . 

Strut orR. F. D . ........................................... : •........... 

I 
mT!'I"""'�I"!'f I 

I Citu ... ....... .......... .............. Stat• ........ . 

I 
I 
I 

������������ "=::!.1 
Please mention th:.; m::�az;n: \\·h,·:l answering advertisements 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Flndthe"One,Boase'Diat. 
Is Dlffereat From tbe Others-It's FREB 
There are 14six-room houses pictured here. · 
To be sure they all look alike, but examine them 
clorely, Thirteen of them are exactly alike, but one, 
andonlyone,isdifferent. Itisn'taseasyasit looks. 
See if you can find the different one. It is going t o  
be given away ABSOLUTELY FREE. 

These Clues At firs� glance all 
the p1ct ures l ook 

Wm B·-•p �OQ alike, but on closer 
ca ... examina t i o n  you 

will see that one, and only one, differs in some way 
from all the others. The difference may be in the 
fepee,ateps or even shutters. If you can find the 
one house that is different from all the others write 
meTODA Y QUICK. You may become the owner 
of this house without one cent of cost to you. 

BaDt ADJ'where Ia 11. S. 
The one house that is different from all the 
others is going to be given away ABSOLUI:EL Y 
FREE. It makeano�erencew.hereY.6Ulive. The 
house can be built anywhere in the U.S.,andifyou 
do not own a lot I will even arrange to buy a lot on 
which to build the house. A beautiful and com
fortable six-room house may-be yours if you can 
find the different house. Certainly you have longed 
for tile day to come.when you could own your own 
home-this isyourgoldenopportunity. ActQUICK. 

You Cannot Lose Positively 
every one 

taking advantage of  this opportunity is rewarded. 
Find tbe one house that is 11ifferent from all the 
others and r\18h your name and address to me TO
OA Y. A postal card will do, just say, "House No. 
-is different from all the others. Without any obli
gation please tell me how I can get this fine six-room 
house without one cent of cost to me." 

Please mention .this .. magazine when answering advertisements 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Classlfied Advertising' 
Agents and :Help Wanted 

EARl'{ 110 DAILY oll .. rlna mlrron, plat-
��f;,:,�ftC!���=d����:�:; tu�!���t

.•
. =; Laboratarles, 225 Variek St • •  New York. · 

BIG 1\fONEY ANl> J' AST BALES. II:Yet 1 owner b\111 aold tnlttab for hit auto. You 
cbareo t1.50; make 11.35. Ten ordero ·dallJ 
easr. Wrlte for partleulan and free nm· Ple1.. A;merlc:an Mono1ram Co.. DtPC. 110, 
�nee. N.·J. 

AGENTB-I�0-1125 A WEEK. J'ree 
aamplea. , Gold Jetten for atore1 and omce "C:.��::::. Meta111o Letter Co . . 428 N. Clark, 

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR, 
SoaPt. Ertract1, Pertumet, ToUet Goods. 
E1oerlence unneceuary. Carnation Co., Dep&. 2860, St. Loula, Mo. 

AGEJ:o."TS-WE START YOU IN JIFSI· 
XESS and help :rou succeed. No capital or 
t>J:pertence needed. Spue or full time. You 
tan earn $50·$100 weekly. Write Madison 
:\lanutacturen. 564 Broadway, New York. 

REPRESENT auto seat cover manufac
turers: make $125 weekly: biggest commh
!-lons paid dally: loweat prices, htet.est 
Qualtty; elaborate outfit tree. )flrrelo Co., 
:t30 R Paullna St.. Chlcaco. 

... GENTS: .113.80 DAILY (In Advance) 
Rpare t1me�.w111 do. Introduce 12 months 
Guaranteed Hosiery. 57 styles, 39 colors. 
for Men. Women, Children, including latest . . Silt to the Top" Ladles' Bose. No capi
tal or experience needed. We furnish sam
ples. Stlk hose for your own use free. :Sew 
Plan. �Uiton Mathews. Park 4501, Clncln· 
nat!, Ohio. W!l START YOU IN BUSI::O.'ESS, tur
nhhlnt e�erythina:: men and women $30 to 
$100 weekly operat1nc our . . Specialty Candy 
Factortea.. anywhere. Booklet free. ,V, 
��lY.er Racsdalt", Drawer 29, East Oranee, 

A .rent.. and Help W•�Coatlaued' 
AMAZING NEW GLASS CLEANER offer:a yop $15 a diJ' surel Cleans win

dows, windshields, ahow caaea, etr:., without 
water, soap or ehamola. No muas. Easily 
demonstrated. Bouaewhet, motorists, ea
rages. stores, hutltut.lon1 buy on sight. 
Write for Special lntroduetm7 Offer. Jiffy 
Glaso Cleaner CompaDJ, 1672 Monmouth. Clnclnnati,

�0�·.---..=,.....,=-::----=:-7-""- ?.IE:"J IS UP. $1900-$2700 year. Ralllfay way Postal Clerks. Steady . Particulars fret. \\'rite immediately. Franklin Institute, 
Dept. T2, Bocheoter, N. Y. 

$75.00 WEEKLY TO l!lo"TRODUCE .,Chieftain" 3 for $4.95 Guaranteed Tailored Shirts. Ji'ull working outfit Free. Your own 5hlrts Free. Clnclnnatl Shirt ComJ)aDJ, Lane 1921, CIDtlnnatl, Ohio. 

Coins, Stamps, etc. 
-OLD �lONEY WA..'IITED. Will Pa>" 

$100.00 tor 1894 Dime, s. liint .. s:;o.oo tor 
1913 Liberty Head Nickel (not Butralo). 
Big premlum.!l paid for all rare coins. �end 
4c for Large Coin Folder. )fay mean ntuf'lt 
���ft{v��:o�.

e:r. 
Numbmatlc Co.. Dept. 440, 

Patents ancl Lawyen 
P.+,TII:NTI!. Send ek- or model tor 

flf��r::�::fere'::.r:!lna:f:'i ��:.klt&Pro::: 
nen anurtd. · Wat10n •· ·eotemaa. Patent 
LaWJor, ru M1lllll IlL, WaiiiiDPoa. D. o. 

IN VII NT IONS COIOBBCJALIZED. 
Patented or · unpaltDled. Write Adam 
rJ:.

ber ·Ute. Co., IJI, Enrlabt, Bt . Louh, 

PATENTB-Wrlte for Oulde Booko ond 
':B«ord .of InYintlOil BlaDk" before dllelol• 
Ina fnnntloDJ. Seacl model or U.etcb or tn
nntlon for Jnapecttoa &IUS Jutrvetton• 7ree. 
Term• reuonable. Vietor 1. Etau Co., '181 
Ninth, Waahlneton, D. C. 
- JNVE!>"TORB-Wrltt for our culde book, 
"Bow to Get Your Patat," ·and ntdenee of .. 
lnveGtlon bloDk. Bend model or oketeb tor 
Jnapeetton and Inttruettooa rru. Terms ;:��':"�� ... J."�olpb • eo.. DeJ>l. m. 

-PATENTS, trademarb bert and abroad. 
Georce e. Heinlcte, 82 Union SQuare. New 
York. Moderate rattt, 2t 7ears e:rpertence. 

Help Wanted-Male 

si���ilo <!.�� a�d0���; ����.:!�� Pt,C::.: 
nent; bunt, ft1h, trap. For detatb wrtte 
Norton, 288 Temple Court. Denver, Colo. 

Help Wanted-Instructions 
:MEN WANTING OUTDOOR WOBlt. 

qualif7 for foreat raneer polltto� Start $125 
month: <'I bin and vaeatlon; patrol the: for· 
:':'!:: pr

\��t
t
e 

t�o=::'.�
; 

t•:;t.
to

���'3, ,1�����: 
Colo.-· - · 

ALL :\!EN-\\'OlfEN, 18-55. wantlne 
Government positions, commence SII0-$2SO 
r:���

h
. ��!i:�ct'tO:n ����a��P[oa·:�r.'vr.!�������� 

Business Opportunities 
�TART YOu'll OWN BUSI!Io'ESR; remun

erative, lnterest1n1; Jtttle capital. J.�earn 
prtrllege t.radln&'. Paul Kaye, 149 Broad
\V&Y, N. Y. 

Help Wanted-Female 

How to Entertain 
PLA. TS, Vutleal oomedltl an4 revuea, 

. rninatrel must�. blackface aldts, ·nudevtue 
aetl, monoloca. dtalott, redt&tiolll, enter
talnmente, mulfcal readlntl, Jta&e hand
books, make·UD aoods. Bilr catalog frte. 
T. 8. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, 
Dept. 132, Chlcaeo. 

Detective• Wanted 
KEN-J:nterltnct UDDHftiii'J; traYel ; 

make Herd lnvtttlcattOill; report•: eatart11� 
eZPtDJH. Write Amtriean roreiiD Detlt
the Auaq, llf, Bt. Louie, Mo . 

DETECTIVES J:ARN BIG MONEY. 
Great demand. l:nellent opportuntt,. J:J
perlence unneennrr. Pertleulars frM. 
Write. Oeorre Waaner. 2180 Broadwar. Ntw 
York. 

W'ouldn't You Like to Have Your 
Own Business? 

TO HAVE an extra, independent Income? To 
work whenever it suits your conYenlence? Make a 
host of new friends and gain Yaluable experlenee 
from contact with other people? HaYe money to 
buy the 101 things you've always wanted but felt 
;rou couldn't alford? Know the happiness that 
comes from doing something really worth while? 
Then our easy money-making plan olfers a splen
did opportunity to gratify your desires. Hun
dreds of men and women, ;roung and old, 95% 
of whom were inexperienced beginners when they 
started, are earning substantial profits. You can 
also. All you need is a few spare hours to take 
care of the new and renewal subscriptions · for 
Sport Story, Picture Play, Far West Illustrated, 
and Complete Stories. _ 

IMMEDIATE PROFITS 
You begin earning money at once--the very first 
hour you start. Besides liberal cash commis
Bions, you also receive monthly bonus checke. 

I! yon feel at all interested send the coupon below. 
It costs only a two-cent stamp, but may lead to a 
substantial income. We're so sure you will suc
ceed that we supply eYerythlng you need free of 
charge. Every day you delay Is a money-mnklng 
opportunity lost, so 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 

r:l s;;;_;;;;-�.; ��;;.:;;�- --
7e..ss Seventh Ave.. New- York. N.Y. .I Without obligation to me, please send · me full 

1 details ot your easy money-making plan. 

I 
( 
I 

NAME . • • • . . . • • . . . • . . • • . • . . • . . . . . . . • • • • • • • . . .  

STREET . . . . . . . . • • . . • • . • . • • . . . . . . . . . • • • • • • • •• 

CITY . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . ....... . STATE ......... . 



SHARPENS ANY MAKE 
OF RAZOR BLADE 

KRISS-KROSS works on 
practically any known make of 
razor blade, single or . double 
edge (except Durham ) .  Gives 
excellent results with Gil lette, 
Gem, Valet Auto-Strop, Keen
Kutter, Enders, Ever-Ready, 
Darwin, Schick, Ch-risty and 
over 2 dozen others. 

ADVERTISING SECTION 

Another Triumph for KRISS-KROSS. The Moat Amazing 
Shaving Invention Ever Patented ! Mr. T. Liddle, of lllinoia, 
Wrote Recently: ") Have Been Uaing One of Your Stroppera 
Since May, 1924. I Shave Every Morning And I Am STILL 
ON MY · FIRST BLADE!" Read Aatoniahing Detaila. Then 
Act At Once For Real Shaving Joy. 

NO wonder KRiss:;noss mnrks such a radical advance In 
Rhnvlng con1?ort an« economy ! For now at last It ha< 

captured a Recret that bas batlled scientiRts for years ! It nc
tunllr reprodUCPR nwchanlcRlly the dlagonn! flip-flop ma•ter
barber's •troke thnt gives rnzor blades the keenest cutting edg" 
thn.t steel cnn . tnke ! Pressure decrenses automntlcnlh·. And In 
just 11 seconds �-on nre rendy for -the coolest. slickest 'shave you 
enr hnd ! 

An Economy-And a Luxury, Too 
KRISS-KROSS not only lntrodurf"s you to undreameod-o( shaving tuzury-hut 

ruts J;havln& costs 831'f... lt makes your blades last almost 1ndeftn1tely. 
Any numbtr of cjlses art! on rerord where a KRISS�KROR� user reports o•er :lfl:i 
keen shaves a year from the same blade! For example, C. s. Stephenson. 
(Oklahoma) \\Tiles: "I hal"e heen using one blade continuously for one yeu 
and nine months and hal"e no idu ho" murh longer it wiJJ last." • . . 
No . wonder there are over a million sa'ttstled users of KRISS· KROSS tn 
.America today I 

Get Free Offer 
And now-to lntroclure this sf'nsational device that makes old hlade:<� keentr 

thau new-we are givlna- wtth it free an amaztne Ot""W kind of razor. In· 
stantly ad-justable to any an�le. Comes with 5 new·process blades. Fln1l 
out all about this astonishing introductory otrer. No oblleallon. Just ftll 
out and mall the coupon abo\'e today I 

RHODES MFG. CO., Dept. A-802 
1418 Pendleton Ave., St. Louia, Mo. 

World'• Lar11••t Mfr•. of Mechanical Stropper• 

AGENTS!· $5-$15 An Boor! 
Make blr money with KRISS-KRO� � !  It 

is sold only through authorized agents who 
are making up to $200 a week and. In some 
caseS, nen more � All you do Is demonstrate 
and take orders for this untque Invention whJrh 
11 heavily advtrtlsed but never sold In atores. 
Nine out of ten mfi"n want to own U as soon 
11 they see how It works. B. S. �ooklns 

()!lch!gan) made $50 his first day. Spare 
Ume worken, fartory men. mechanics. etc., 
oftpn make $8·$12 extra a day just showlnr 
KRISS· KROSS to friends and· fellow·emnloyPs. 
Generous rommtsstons and bonus. i\o obllga· 
tton. Get detalls and liberal proposition 
today. Check bottom line of coupon above 
and mail lt now! 

Please . mention this magazine when answering advertis�en.ts 



A DVERTISI.VG SECTION 

EARLE E. UEDERMAN-TIM Muscle Builder 
A"thor ofSt:!'f:;:1:•fl!'.iJf.':f.• -��'jtf:.'.':''1.1l.J::r.,;���·�;;.s.enu of 

HOW STRONG ARE YOU? 
Can You Do These Things ? 

l.ilt 200 II>•· or more orutrhcad with one arm; bend anti 
6realt a horae•hoe; tear two declta of playin6 corJa; 
hnJ apiltea; chin yo�rae/f with one hand. 

·ri\:st/��m��k:,�re «g����\�:���;s ! ��l��� ���\t)!ll�.��� 3! i�ni�t��n!; �:re 
no his mlntl t o  lie 11trong. I ha,·e taken mt>n who were ridiculed 
htcausr or their fral.l mllke-up and develOI)Cd them into the 
,;troneest men ot thel'r loraUts. · _, · 

I WANT YOU F O R  90 DAYS 
Tht>st" n r e- the days that c·all for SJlee-J. In oh.Jen dars it took 

)'ears to den•lop a strong. ht>althy botly. I ran completel:r trans .. 
form you In 90 days. Yes, make a complete change Jn rour enUre 
J)hYJit"al make- up. In ::o dan 1 guarantee to Increase ),·our bleep� 
one fu ll Inch. I also guarantet> to Increase your ch<':it t wo inches. 
Hut I don't quit thefe. I don' t  stop till you't·e a rtnl:ohe..I athlete 
-a real strong mlln. I will broaden your shouh1ers, lleeot>n Tour· 
dtest , ·st rengthen :'-:our rwck. I will gin? l'OU the arms and lt>gs of 
a Hercuh•s. 1 will llUt an armor ulate or muscle Ol"er rour entire 
'md.r. Hut with it come the -strong, powerful lungs n11tdi enrich 
tht• hlood, lltlttinJC Jlt'\V life Into your ent.lre being. You \\'111 be 
IJUbbllng m·er with .strength, pep �ml Titalitr. 

A DOCTOR W H O  T A K E S  H IS O W N  M E D I C I N E  
�!any say that �•w form o r  t>urci�c 1d gootl, lJut this is not true. 

1 hue f:N•n lllt'll wor·ktng in the factories and mills who literally 
kl lltd 1 hC'm�elrf's whh l':ternlst". '.fhey ru ined tht"ir hearts Ol' other 
,·ttal org:m.s. ru1'1 ureU themseln•s ot' klllt•lf otT wh;�t little Tltallty 
thty PQSSE'SSt'd. 

1 was � trail wtnkl ing mysC'If Jn searrh or health nnd strrn��:th. l .spt"nt H'BI'S In � t udy .and re::t>ardl, nnalyzin.g my own dt>fects to 
lind what I tll'etled. .-\ fter many t(>!its -anti experiments, I dlscov
Pred a ��'1.-rC't of prngr€.'�slre E':terdsing. I Increased my own arms 
un>r six and a half lneht>:i, my nt'ck thre(> Inches and other narts 
nf my body ln. lli'OilOrtlun. I dt'ritl<>d to bt>t·mne a puOllc benefactor 
and impart this knowledge to Olh(>rs. l'hrsldan:; ami tJ1e highest 
authorhlrs on physlc·al <·ultul'e JHn·e te�tNl .ms -system and �re
nounced 1-t to he the surest me<�n:i of llt'f!Uirlng ))E.'rrect manhood. 
))o you C't'ale a strong, well- proportioned lmdy and th(> abundance 
or health that. goes with I t ?  .-\re :rou true to yoursE>lf ? It so. 
... pend a pleasant halr-hour in lt>armng how to attain it. The 
knowletlee Is :ronrs for the asking. 

Send for My New &4-pace Book 

"MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT " 
IT IS FREE-Doo'l S.nd 0.• Penny-Your ume and address oo a poslal wi<l olo 

l t  ront alns ronr-rl�ht fu11-pagf' photographs or mnelt an•l some 
••f thr many prizt•-winning lliiPi J� 1 ila,·e trained. ' :-;;ome of these 
•·ame to .me as Jli tlfu1 lrt>aklings, imploring me to hPlP thf'm. Look 
1 ht>lll O'ff'l' anti m�rreL This 'hook wi1J prm·e a real Jn�Jllntion t o  
.ru•t. For the !l- R k e  of )'OUr futurE> hE-alth a n d  ha p}llnt�s < 1 o  not put 
it oft. Send today-right now hE>fore you turn this pa£'t', 
EARLE E. L I E D E RMAN. 305 Broadway. Dept. 401. New York City 
iE'a.;L' u;d;;m7n:' o� 40i"' -- 305a;;;dw;;:-N;:-Y;.:; Ct;"y I 
J Deer Sir: Plea•e send me, ab•olutely FREE and without an)' obliption on I 1 my part wbate\·er, a (.'OPY of your Jate•t book, ' ' MUIICular �,·�)opment. •• 

X a me I 
Street . . . . . . • . . . • • • . • • • • . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  ,. _ . .  1 City . . . . . . . . . . . . • .  , . . . . . . . • . . . . • . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

_ __ __  __:�- � �i�i� - - --J I 

Drives 40 Miles a Gallon . 
for Five Years 

"I have had one of your gas savers on my Ford 
for the past" five years. I anragc about 40 mi1es 
a gallon/'-writes G. S. Higgins oi Xew York. 
And he is only one oi mill ions who have ins1alle<l · 

this amazing invention. It fits any car aild can lx' 
installed in a few minut L'S. Guarante<:tl to double 
your mileage, and carbon troubles and pep up 
motor-free if it  fails. Send ior samples to test 
at inycntor's risk. Xo obligation. S imply send 
name and address to J.  A. Stra1. sky, .-\-.?20, 
Stransky Block, · Puk\Yana, S. · D. · Distributors 
wanted in every town. 

C ET R I D  
OF YOU R PAT 

Free Trial Treatment 
Sent o n  request. · Ask tor m y  upny-�hen-reduced'' 

orrer. I han aurceasfully reduced thousands ot per• 
sons \t'lthout starvation diet or burdensome enrcist.. 
often at a rapid rate. Let me send l'OU proof at m:r 
expense." 

Dr. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physlclorn 
State it New York. 28& Fifth Aven•e, N. Y., Desk • 

SKIN-TROUBLES 
ANDRE'S ACNE CREAM is Guaranteed for all Skim 
Troubles no maiter how severe or chronic. Brines im
mediate results. Quickly ends Pimples. Blackheads. &up. 
tiona on face or body. Eczema. Barbers' Itch, Scales, Cnuts.. 
Pustules, Enlar�red Pores, Oily, Shiny or ltchine Skin. 
Lightens Freckles, Softens and Whitens the Skin. 

Full Particulars FREE. Write at once. 
ANDRE 6. C0�4029 Cottage Grove An.,Sulte COl, Chicago, I ll. 

DEAFNESS IS MISERY 
Multitudes of persons with ddective hearing and 

Noises enjoy conversation,J:o to Thu· 
treand Church because theY OJseleonard 
Invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums. Tiny 
Meg.,hones fitting in the Ear entirely 
out o sight. No wires. batteriesor 
head piece. They are Unseen Com· 
forts and inexpensive. Write for . 
booklet and swornltatemcnt of the 
inventor who was himself deaf. 

A. O. UONARD, lno., Suite 1 98. 70 5th Ave., New 

PIMPLES 
Cleared up-orten in 24 hours. To prove 
you can be rid of Pimples, Blackheads, Acne 
Eruptions on the face or body, Barbers• Itch, Eczema. En· 
Jarged Pores. Oily or Shiny Skin. simply send me your name 
and address todny -no cos�-no obligation. CLEAR-TONE 
tried and tested in over 100.000 cases-used like toilet water
is simply magical in prompt results. You can repay the favor 
by telling your friends; if not. the loss is mine. WRITE TODAY. 

E. S. GIVENS, 413 Chemical Bldg. , Kansas City, Mo. 
Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 



.-lDVERTISJNG SECTION 

lVIH 'n I }irst s t a l'fcd ma/:.ing ,·cal im.po,·tan.t 
m.oucu 1 -. usc<l. t o go_ llou;n. t u  the bonk� draw 
out a roll-and just th u mb it ·· o t:er o i n � my 
o.f}icc a n d  grin ! That's ll o<v good it felt to 
get 8Ucl'C8� a tHl big m rn1cy, after years at a 
IOil'·])(lid job . 

. i8uccess and Big Money 
Were For Others, Not Me 
Believe It or Not, That Was What 

I Thought of Myself-Just 
Twelve Short Months Ago 

I ':II TELLI:\t� YOC, just onP )'l'nr ago I'd ne"�r st•�n a h u ndred 
dollar bill in my life nnt"i<lP of a hn u k .  

You'd think I 'm kidding �·nu if �-ou " " w  th� line Radio busi
ness I own now. But it'" go�pd thtth. .lust tweh··� nton ths ago 
I was ouly a poorly pa id th·rk, and I t hought succe"s bad passed 
me by. 

All 1u:• tl'•>W<l in tl"'"'' da�·,-the fPilow• I met in i·!Je l>Ool-hnll 
; t n<J. at t lH! l>owling-·ullt·�·:-;-:-:n i d  a fl'llow luul to ha 1:.: mou<'Y to 
mnkP. mon<'.r. Thl'.\" t.:lnimt•tl . th(lrc wns uo t·hnuce for a fe.llow 
whose family didn't hnre p1oney or :-:onH.• IJu�in•�:-:s t o  �tn r t llim 
out. iu . . .AnU l'U tleddt.•tl tht•.r muxt IJE' right. 

I gue>� at ttint tim.- I had just about l;iv.n up hop<'. I tllougilt 
1 ht•re mu�t bP �Oillt' kind of n mystery a bou t Inak iug n lot of 
money. But. I was tlue for a bi"' 
a wakl>ning. Did I get I t ? Oh, boy ! Hastily I began t h umhing i b e  
Rend · my ><tory a n d  judge f o r  y o u r - pag�s o f  a magazine o.u t he table, 
self. Ncarching for an alln�rtl�enwnt that 

I •.r A LI, <tn.rt�d one day last sum
mer, wllt• n  Helen, t lw g-irl I 
wan tf•tl to mnrr�·, wn� Ienving 

for the :"t.'nshore. Of course I went 
t o  the station t o  see her off. 

As I stepped onto the station pint
form Bob Onkes and Wilmer l'rutt 
had just rolled up in t lwi r cars. 
They cli mbed out with th ei r arms 
full of bun<lles-hook", expensi n 
enudy, ttow�·r�. nll  �orts of things. 
w�n sir, I wi•h�tl I coultl hn,·e 
"'"allowed In one. �tulp the little box 
nf drugstore cand�· I bnd bou�:h t 
for Helen-It certainly looked piti
ful beside nil that stuff. 

We th i'Pf' stood there talking to 
H�len u nt il train thue, whll•• Ht'len·s 
mot.lwr JookP<l me u p  nnd down . 
Likf• any youn g ,�:rirl"s mothPr would. 
:--1u• htHl m�· tinnneinl standing nl� 
rt•:t tl)· �lz.t•d up within thirty-five 
,.,.nt". Cheap suit. chen]> hat. she 
t ook i t  nil in. Antl yon c•onld RPC 
nu " " "  face nil the tlnw what a lot 
of l l t ' I'YP �hP t hOll J:h t I h:ul to give 
lJoh :uul \Yil mP r n run for HPl rn . 

\YP i l .  to mnkP a long :-:tory short, 
II�>l••n wa � nirP. IJnt hPr m othPr 
:-:tood t lwrp looking scornful wh en
t • \' P I" :-:11•· �ln ncNl my wny. ancl she 
l<a rdlr >lwke t o  m e  n t nil. I felt 
:�lwnt n =-- w£>lcom�, as the uu·nsles9 
: . n d  :1:-\ u n c·omfortahle n s  thP i tch . 
I lli'J:Il u to wi'h that I nud my 
du•a p suit  n tul C'lu•np h a t  could 
d u k  t h ron;:h t he floor, but I stny.ed 
t h t•rp a u d  � t uek it out. 

W H E X  Hl'!en'• train finally left, 
I � l u n k  home. n �hnmrd and 
h u miliate<!. I went up"tair" to 

111�· room n nd sn t thPrr with n 1 nmp 
in 111�· t llrun t ,  g-t• t t ing hotter nnd hot
tt'r mul mon· nshnnu•d of myself. 
':'lu•u I hpg-an to RN:' red ancl redder. 

Finallr I jnmp•·d n p  anti banged 
thP thhle. " I ' l l  �how ·rm," I 
.:::row!t>d thrnn;.d t dPndlt'<l tf'\eth . 
'''£lwre UIIUt/ iu• :-:onw Wfl;l" for a 
m a n  to mnkP n·u/ HHJIIf'!J !" .·\n idC'n 
�lHh.!r>nJy t1a�ht'1.� th rough my brad. 

l"d �een ma"ny tin1rs, but pas=--e<l up 
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ties. I read the book car�fully and 
when I fin i <hed it I made my de
ci•lon. 

W
IL\ T' S hapJH'llP<l i n  the tw�lve 
mouths �itu•t.• t ha t dny, as I 've 
alrendv told von. �PemR almost 

like n d r�n ni to nie uow. For ten 
of tho�e twelve months I '-ve hn d a 
Uadlo bu�infl>�s of my own ! At first, 
of cou'"P, I sta rted it ns a li ttle 
proposition on t h e  �itlP. nntlC'r the 
)':nidnnee of the Xa tlon nl Radio In
stitute, thn ontiit thnt �ave me IllY 
Un tlio train ing-. It wa:o:n't Jong be
fore I w a s  g�tting "o mu ch to do In 
the R a <lio litH' that I quit my ruPasly 
little rl<'rlcnl joh. and dHoted my 
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To daily divers 
The desperate gentleman wearing the sub
marine millinery has climbed into his bach 
determined to go down ameng the molluscs 
and the octopi, if need be, on the trail of his 
cake of sinker soap. 

If you ha Ye been compelled to plow along 
the cub-bottom in search of a cake of soap 
like chat-

And if you do not own one of these fash
ionable deep-water derbies-

you can simplify, shorten and immeasur
ably improve the whole bathing operation 

by investing a carfare in a cake of Ivory . 
Ivory floats.' 
Perhaps i t  has already occurred to yoy 

that the function of a soap in the bath is to 
get you dean-comfortably, l uxuriously, · 
quickly and triumphantly-and not co be 
the object of a feverish search every time ic 
slips out of your hand. Well, then, you will 
welcome a floating cake of Ivory as a ship
wrecked man welcomes the approach of a 
fifty-foot yacht with dinner on the table. 

P R O C T E R  & G A M B LE 

IVORY SOAP 
I T  F L O A TS 

0 1128, P. A G. 0.. 
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CHAPTER L 

TROUBLE COMES TO THE TWIN C. 
aUT of a cloudless sky on a 

peaceful Sunday a fter
noon trouble came to the 
Twin C ranch, though it 
did not look like trouble at 
first, and it did not come 

because of the usual quarreling of Hank 
Swerle and "Stubby" Bane, as might 
have been expected. 

Even Uncle Peter, the sage of the 
outfit, did not know that it was trouble 
when he first saw it, being too busy lis
tening to Hank Swerle and Stubby 

Bane arguing, and expecting them to 
clash at any moment. 

Uncle Peter was sitting on a rickety 
bench on the shady side o f  the adobe 
bunk house. He puffed at a pipe almost 
as ancient as himsel f, and strummed an 
old guitar. That pipe was reserved for 
Sundays and holidays ; at all other times 
Uncle Peter's indulgence in the weed 
was confined to the eating variety. 

Uncle Peter was by far the oldest 
cow-puncher in the district. Men said 
he had been there to welcome the first 
cal f .  He was not much for looks, and 
he was a total loss sartorially. His face 
was the color of weather-stained leather, 
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his eyes squinted, his gnawed gray mus
tache was stained with tobacco juice, 
and he was almost bald. He had the 
thinnest neck and the biggest Adam's 
apple in the county. Years in the saddle 
had bowed his legs. His hands were 
gnarled. 

But Uncle Peter was thoroughly re
spected throughout the range land by 
men who knew him. Uncle Peter had 
the knack of reading a human being, 
and he could take care of himself. In 
his  middle age he had been a wicked 
hand with a six-gun, and he was not to 
be despised as a gunman now, despite 
the fact that age had dimmed his sight 
somewhat. 

To suggest that Uncle Peter was 
merely a pensioner at the Twin C Ranch 
was equivalent to inviting a battle. 
Uncle Peter still did a man's work with 
the outfit, summer and winter. He also 
gave advice when requested to do so. 
Sam Wurst, the capable foreman, was 
not beyond consulting him at times. And 
Uncle Peter liked the youngsters, and 
many a budding cow-puncher had 
learned valuable things from him. 

The regular Sunday afternoon horse
shoe-pitching contest had terminated an 
hour before, with Uncle Peter the vic
tor as usual. The boys were inside the 
bunk house now. Some were resting, 
and others were slicking up for visits 
to neighboring ranches or to the nearest 
town, Lizardville, ten miles away. 

From a sky that was innocent of 
clouds a blazing sun poured down and 
seemed to smother the Twin C outfit 
with its relentless heat. Black heat 
waves danced around the buildings. 
Little swirls of dust and litter skipped 
here and there, driven by a fitful hot 
breeze. In the cal f pasture, baby beef 
hunted patches of shade. Down in the 
corrals, horses stood with drooping 
heads, lazily switching at flies. 

Up at the big ranch house, which was 
constructed of adobe after the approved 
pattern in the district-three sides 

around a patio and with a wall at the 
back-Hiram Cladlan, the owner of the 
Twin C was sitting on the porch in the 
shade with his only daughter, Mary. 
Cladlan was dozing, and Mary was read
ing a book as though she did not care 
very much about it, and lifting her head 
every few minutes to glance along the 
dusty highway that curved through the 
land like a dirty khaki ribbon. 

Uncle Peter liked to sit out in front 
of the bunk house on Sunday afternoon 
and estimate the men with whom he 
worked. He was doing this now as he 
strummed the old guitar. He knew that 
Stubby Bane, the juvenile of the outfit, 
was impulsive and foolish at times. He 
knew that Hank Swerle was mean and 
not to be trusted. He admired Sam 
Wurst, the loyal and hard�-working fore
man. He liked the jovial old cook. 
And he believed that Hiram Cladlan, 
the owner of the Twin C, was one of 
the greatest men in the country. 

Glancing up from his guitar, Uncle 
Peter beheld Sam Wurst walking to
ward him from the horse corral. Uncle 
Peter continued plucking at the strings 
as he watched the foreman's approach. 
Sam Wurst seemed to be bothered about 
something, Uncle Peter thought. He 
walked slowly, with his head bent for
ward, and his arms were hanging lazily 
at his sides. That was Sam Wurst's 
usual attitude when he was thinking of 
troublesome things. 

Uncle Peter kept right on plucking 
the strings as the foreman sat on the 
rickety bench beside him. Sam Wurst 
did not speak at first ; he sighed, and 
squinted at the burning landscape. He, 
too, was looking at the dusty highway 
that so much resembled a dirty yellow 
ribbon. 

" Pete, stop fussin' with that clanged 
musical instrument !" Sam Wurst said, 
after a time. 

"Now, Sam, you don't mean that !" 
Uncle Peter said. "You j est want to 
blow off steam, and you're pickin' on 
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my poor ())d guitar. Music, says the 
poet. is soGthin' to the soul." 

"Maybe music is, but we never hear 
much of it around the bunk house!" 
Sam Wurst said. 

"That's a right down nasty remark, 
Sam," Uncle Peter complained. "I've 
been playin' the guitar for goin' on 
thutty years." 

"Might as well give up, then, for 
you'll never learn," the foreman m

formed him. 
"Sam, you're a regular snappin' turtle 

to-day," said Uncle Peter. "Somethin' 
must be on your mind. Open your 
mouth and let the words come out, Sam. 
Get it off your chest and you'll feel bet
ter. What's the trouble ?" 

Foreman Sam Wurst sighed yet 
again. "I like to have a smooth-runnin' 
outfit," he explained. "It shows that 
I'm a gpod foreman, and it pleases the 
old man." 

"Best outfit on the range!" Uncle 
Peter declared, with an unhesitating 
loyalty. 

"All shot to hell!" Wurst corrected. 
"I had a sweet-runnin' ranch machine 
once-before that clanged Daddley gang 
affair." 

"My stars!" Uncle Peter ejaculated. 
"What's the Daddley gang got to do 
with it? Rustlers and murderers and 
boss thieves! Didn't we all chip in and 
join hands with the sheriff and his dep
uties? Didn't we turn ourselves into a 
posse and round up that there Daddley 
gang? Ain't Joe Daddley doin' life in 
the pen, and the rest 0' his hellions doin' 
all the way from three to twenty years? 
What in time you got to worry about 
regardin' the Daddley gang? Let them 
de the worryin' !" 

"We never found the man who killed 
Silas Mental!," Wurst said. 

"Y eh ? We know clanged well that 
the Daddley gang did it." 

"But who was the actual murderer?" 
the foreman persisted. "Silas Mentall 
was a good man, almost as good as 

Hiram Cladlan. His death ought to be 
avenged." 

"Dang it, Sam, I kn9w that! He was 
k illed durin' tfle raid on his ranch. The 
Daddley gang made that raid. But the 
murder cDuldn't be pinned on any o' 
them, and slick lawye<s saved them 
from stretchin' rope. That whole gang 
should have 9een strung up before the 
sheriff got his hands on 'em and carted 
'em off to jail ! "  

"My sentiments ," Wu<st said. "But 
what happened simply happened. It's 
too late now. And we didn't get all of 
the gang." 

"Stuff !" Uncle Peter said. 
"Remember how Joe Daddley laughed 

when they sentenced him? 'You got us 
all but two,' he said. 'I'm lookin' to 
them two to keep you busy wh�le I'm 
away. I'll be back soon!' That's what 
he said, Pete." 

"Don't I cktnged well know it? 
Wasn't I there?" 

"And he told the deputy who took 
him to the pen that the man who shot 
Silas Mentall was one of the two we 
didn't get. Pete, every man in the 
county has been watched. Not a 
stranger who's Rot accounted for. Joe 
Daddley told the truth." 

"What about the tvl•o men, then?" 
"They're somewhere around, Pete. 

They are under cover. They might be 
workin' as honest punchers on any 
rancn in the district--even on the Twin 
C." 

"My good gosh, Sam! You mean to 
insinuate that one o' our boys could 
have been a member o' the Daddley 
gang?" 

"It's possible, Pete." 
"I'm right down ashamed o' you ! "  
''We've got t o  face facts, Pete," Sam 

Wurst declared. 
"I can't believe it," Uncle Peter de· 

dared. "Yet there's a man with the 
outfit--" 

Uncle Peter ceased speaking, and his 
eyes met those of the foreman squarely. 
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"Exactly ! "  Sam Wurst said. "We 
ain't mentionin' any names just now." 

"And what abeut the other man ? Joe 
Daddley said there were two. There is 
a certain gent who hangs around the 
town o' Lizardville, gamblin' and drink
in' and always havin' plenty o' money, 
but never workin'." 

"I take it that you mean a gent by 
the name o' 'Brute' Heyberg," the 
foreman saitl. 

"Maybe." 
"Oh, he's been watched !" the fore

man ct>ntinued. "I got my suspicions o '  
him myself. Deputy Sheriff Bill Albi
son has had his eyes open." 

"Bill Albison couldn't see the sun
shine on a bright day," Uncle Peter re
marked, with scorn in his voice and 
manner. "If Bill Albison is watchin' 
Brute Heyberg, then Heyberg is watch
in' Bill Albison." 

"Heyberg may be all right. He never 
did like to work. He won a pot at poker 
a couple of months ago, from a pilgrim 
who was passiri' through the country. 
Fifty dollars will keep Brute Heyberg a 
long time, and he won several hundred. 
He'll get out his horse and ride around 
lookin' for a job when his money is 
gone. I ain't sayin' that he's innocent, 
and I ain't sayin' that he's guilty. Wha( 
I am complain.in' about is that Dad'
dley gang affair is wreckin' the smooth
runnin' ranch machine that I've worked 
hard to build up." 

"How's that ?" Uncle Peter asked. 
" Men takin' sides about everything, 

and it all started through arguin' about 
the Daddley gang. Men suspicious o '  
one another. How can I have a smooth
runnin' outfit with things like that goin' 
on ?" 

It was at that moment that loud 
voices poured through the open win
dow of the bunk house. Hank Swerle 
was doing most of the talking. 

"Stubby, with one hand I could take 
you apart to see what makes you run !" 
Hank Swerle was shouting. "I'm about 

fed up with you and your wise re
marks !" 

"And everybody around here was fed 
up on you a long time ago !" Stubby 
Bane retorted. "Maybe you think you're 
runnin' this here bunk house. I got a 
right to express my opinion, ain't I ?  
I 'm sayin' that the two missin' mem
bers o' the Daddley gang are punchers 
on this range !" 

"Got any names to mention ?" Hank 
Swerle asked. 

"Not just now. I didn't say I had 
evidence. I said it's my belief them 
men are punchers." 

"That's a dirty crack at every man on 
the outfit," Hank Swerle said. 

"The i nnocent ain't worryin' any 
about it-and makin' a fuss," Stubby 
Bane said, smoothly. 

"You meanin' anything personal by 
that ?" Swerle shouted. "Why, dang 
your hide--" 

The foreman got inside the bunk 
house j ust in time. Hank Swerle was 
jerking his six-gun out of its holster. 
Stubby Bane was separated from his 
artillery by the width of the room. 
Wurst struck Hank Swerle's arm and 
knocked it aside in time to prevent a 
shot. 

"That's enough !" Wurst snapped. 
"Put up that gun, Swerle !" 

"You're the boss, Wurst, but since 
when did a foreman think it his duty 
to horn in on an argument ?" 

"None of your lip !" Sam Wurst said. 
"If you'd shot Stubby, and him with
out a gun on him, what defense would 
you have had ? You don't seem to be 
in your right mind, Hank." 

Swerle growled something and re
turned his gun to its holster. Stubby 
Bane, his eyes blazing, was crouching 
against the wall a few feet away. 

"You bunch o' ninnies, listen to me ! "  
Sam Wurst commanded. "You act like 
a gang o' infants who wasn't dry be
hind the ears yet ! We've got some 
work to do on the Twin C. The outfit 
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is down to bedrock. I 'm shy one good 
man right this minute. But, shy a man 
or not, if you two don't stop this cussed 
scrappin' I 'm goin' to give both o' you 
your time and tell you to ride! Under
stand that ?" 

"Hank started it !" Stubby Bane said. 
"I don't care who started it," the 

foreman replied, as Hank Swerle 
opened his mouth to voice a denial. "But 
I clanged well know who'll finish it if 
it  keeps up. Tryin' to turn the bunk 
house into a slaughter house, ain't you? 
Hank, you're considerable older than 
Stubby Bane. You quit pesterin' him. 
Stubby, you leave Hank alone. You 
two jaspers get down to business and 
bury the hatchet. Get me ?" 

They both nodded and turned toward 
opposite ·corners of the room. Sam 
Wurst glared at them, glanced around 
at the others, and stepped forth into 
the bright sunshine again. 

Uncle Peter had not ceased strum
ming his old guitar. He looked up and 
grinned as Wurst emerged. 

"Them youngsters are right down 
snappy," Uncle Peter observed. "Only 
Hank ain't so much o' a youngster. It 
ain't right to have a calm and peaceful 
Sunday afternoon spoiled by gun play. 
It takes away a man's appetite for his 
supper, and the cook is makin' apple 
pies." 

"A little more of this nonsense around 
here, and I'll be goin' crazy !" the fore
man said. "What's got into this here 
outfit? It was an right before that 
Dadclley gang affair." 

"Here comes a pilgrim," Uncle Peter 
observed . 

"Huh ?" 
"Down the dusty road," Uncle Peter 

continued. "He's comin' along like it 
was a right nice day and he was takin' 
a hossback ride for air and exercise. 
In this heat ! That jasper is loco, I 
reckon." 

Sam Wurst shaded his eyes with one 
hand and looked down the highway. In 

the near distance a horseman was loping 
along, swaying to one side of his saddle, 
and nonchalantly surveying the country. 
He had turned down the lane that led 
to the Twin C buildings, so there was 
no doubt as to his destination. The 
foreman's eyes narrowed slightly as he 
watched the horseman's approach, and 
it was not because of the bright sun, 
either. 

"He looks mild and docile," Uncle 
Peter observed. "But he ain't got right 
good sense, I reckon, ridin' in this heat. 
Me, I wouldn't even r.ide for the doctor 
on a day like this, i f  my best friend was 
needin' him bad !" 

Uncle Peter was at fault in his judg
ment for once. Mild and docile the 
newcomer looked, yet' he represented 
trouble coming to the Twin C. 

CHAPTER II. 
CONCERNING BOB LANE. 

HE was between twenty-five and 
thirty, and almost any woman 

would have called him handsome and 
entertained romantic thoughts concern
ing him. He was tall and lean. · His 
smile seemed to light up his entire face. 
He was dressed in the habit of the 
range, but there was a touch here and 
there that stamped him a dude. He 
wore a sombrero with an ornate carved 
leather band and a chin strap with a 
silver buckle. His boots were things 
of beauty, and his spurs glistened in the 
sun. 

Heat and fatigue had not stamped 
their evidence upon him. Even the 
horse he bestrode seemed to prance as 
though it had just come from the stable. 
And it stood to reason that the stranger 
had ridden from Lizardville, ten miles 
through the dust and heat of the day. 

Neither Sam Wurst nor Uncle Peter 
said anything as this newcomer passed 
the ranch house with only a glance at 
the porch and guided his mount toward 
the bunk house. Uncle Peter continued 
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strumming the guitar, but he watched 
the stranger closely. 

"Range dude !" Uncle Peter said to 
the foreman then. "But he looks like he 
might have something to him, at that. 
Probably lookin' for a job. Bet lie 
thinks women were made just to fall 
in love with him." 

"I need a man, but I'm particular," 
Wurst replied. 

"He acts like a regular cow-poke," 
Uncle Peter observed. "Got a dandy 
outfit, too. That hoss ain't to be 
sneezed at." 

The stranger came to a stop less than 
fifteen feet from the bench upon which 
\Vurst and Uncle Peter was sitting. 
The punchers inside the bunk house 
learned of his arrival and filled the door 
and windows suddenly, curiosity in 
their manner. 

"Is this the Twin C ?" the stranger 
asked. 

"You've arrived," Wurst replied. 
"What a wreck she is !" said the 

stranger. 
"What's that ?" chorused a dozen 

voices from the windows and door of 
the bunk house. 

The stranger glanced up and seemed 
to see the assembled waddies for the 
first time. He smiled. "Figure of 
speech," he explained. "I reckon some 
of you jaspers ain't much on rhetoric. 
I said 'What a wreck she is !' speakin' 
of the Twin C, and what I meant, of 
course, was just the opposite. 'What 
a wreck she is !' say I, givin' a light 
laugh. That means--" 

"Loose with your talk, ain't you ?" 
Hank Swerle snarled at him. 

The man on the horse turned and 
eyed Swerle. "I don't know your name, 
hombre, and I ain't got time to find out 
now, unless you happen to be Mr.  Sam 
Wurst, the foreman o' this ranch. He 
is  the man I'm seekin'." 

"Right here !" Wurst said, getting up 
from the bench. 

The newcomer to the Twin C dis-

mounted and smiled again. "My name 
is Bob Lane, Mr. Wurst," he remarked 
"I'm from down Texas way. I'm a 
poor, young cowboy tryin' hard to get 
along." 

"What can I do for l'ou ?" Wurst 
asked. 

"I might be compelled to take a job 
at this here ranch, i f  everything is sat
isfactory." 

"Can you ride and rope ?" Wurst 
asked. 

"0' course, that depends on what you 
call ridin' and ropin'," Lane told him. 
"I'm rated pretty good where I come 
from. But maybe you've got some 
regular he-champions hereabouts that'd 
make me look foolish. However, I 
doubt it." 

"You doubt it do you ?" snarled 
Hank Swerle, who was acknowledged 
the champion of the Twin C when it 
came to riding and roping. 

''I'm handlin' this, Hank, so you keep 
out of it !" Wurst snapped. The fore
man turned to face Lane again. "Know 
the game ?" he questioned. 

"I reckon ! Born and raised on a 
ranch. My dad ran his own stock." 

"From Texas, huh ? I don't know 
the brand on your horse." 

"It's a Texas brand. I've got a bill 
o' sale, if you've got any doubts about 
me havin' a right to be ridin' this ani
mal. I'm dead willin' to show the same 
if urged. But I'd never feel quite the 
same afterward toward any man who 
urged me." 

Sam Wurst blinked rapidly. "Bad, 
are you ?" he said. 

"That all depends on what you call 
bad," Lane replied. 

"He's got a gun on, but it may be 
an ornament," Hank Swerle put in. 

"Don't ask me if it is," Lane said, 
quickly. "Dog-gone it, two gents asked 
me somethin' like that durin' the last 
year, and where are they now ?" 

"Well ,  where are they?" Hank 
asked innocently. 
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"Not bein' Saint Peter, I ain't able to 
tell," Lane assured him. 

"Can you shoot ?" Wurst demanded. 
"That there is a question open to 

argument. "I've seen worse shots than 
I am, and I 've seen a heap better, so 
you can make a guess at it." 

"I need a man," Wurst confessed. 
"But he must be a regular, all-around 
cowboy, and not an imitation. We 
aren't strong for any imitations on this 
ranch." 

Lane turned and looked at the punch
ers in the windows and door of the 
bunk house, then �Tinned. 

"What you mean by that grin ?" 
Hank Swerle cried angrily. "If  you 
think that I 'm any imitation, you--" 

"Don't say it!" Lane snapped sud
denly. The smile was gone from his 
face, his eyes flashed, and his hand 
dropped to the butt of his gun. 

For once in his life, Hank Swerle did 
not go into action. He gulped and 
glared. 

"Maybe you're the ranch bully," Lane 
observed. "I 've met up with such be
fore. You'll pardon me, but right now 
I 've got . some business with Mr. 
Wurst." 

"You're hired !" Wurst told him. 
"That is," said Lane, "you mean that 

you're willin' to hire me. Now, I 'll ask 
some questions o' my own. How's the 
grub with this outfit ?" 

"Why, dang your hide !" Uncle Peter 
exploded. "The Twin C is noted from 
the Canadian line to the Mexican border 
as a ranch where the grub is ten feet 
above the ordinary, and maybe twelve." 

"Uh-huh !" Lane said. "That's your 
opinion. However, I'm dead game to 
take a chance. Mr. Wurst, I reckon the 
bunk house is clean and sanitary ?" 

"Why, dang you--" Stubby Bane 
commenced, from one of the windows. 

"Just wanted to know," Lane said. 
"I've glanced at you waddies, remem
ber. I reckon that I 'll take a chance, 
;Mr. Wurst. I only got this one horse, 

and I don't like to work him much. So 
I hope you've got plenty good horses. 
Of course, I don't expect anything 
special in the horse line." 

"Cuss your hide, the Twin C is fa
mous for its horses. We raise our 
own ! "  Uncle Peter snorted. 

" Maybe that is what's the matter witl! 
'em," Lane responded. "However, I'll 
look 'em over come mornin' , and try 
to pick out mine." 

"I hope you've got your own rope," 
Hank Swerle sneered. 

"I have, thanks. And my own gun!" 
Lane said, his smile fleeing again. He 
turned to the foreman. "Well, Mr. 
Wurst, I 'll give you and the Twin C a 
tryout," he continued. "Bein' as this is 
Sunday, I hope that the cook has some� 
thin' special for supper. I'm used to a 
fancy Sunday evenin' meal." 

"Can't we have somethin' extra 
cooked for you ?" Swerle asked, sarcas
tically. 

"Oh, I'll just take potluck to-night, 
since you didn't know that I was com
in' ! If I stay a week, I 'll be acquainted 
with the cook by that time, and give 
my own orders. Cooks always take a 
fancy to me." 

"You turn your mount into that cor
ral and pack your blankets to the cor
ner bunk," Sam Wurst said, suddenly, 
making an attempt to give a show of 
authority. 

Bob Lane nodded to indicate that he 
had heard. He removed his blanket roll 
and carried it into the bunk house, the 
waddies ·getting out of the way to let 
him in. Not a word did he speak to 
any of them ; it was as though for him 
they did not exist at present. 

Then he went outside again and led 
his horse down to the corral, where he 
rubbed the animal down carefully, 
watered him, and turned him in. He 
stacked his saddle with the others and 
put his bridle on a peg in a corral post, 
then washed his hands carefully in the 
watering trough. 



8 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

"He's right down clean, ain't he?" 
Hank Swerle said to the watching wad
dies. 

Now it is probable that, under ordi
nary circumstances, Stubby Bane wouiCl 
have disliked the newcomer, because 
Lane was you'ng and good looking, and 
Stubby did not want a dangerous rival 
for the affections of such young femi
ninity as happened to be in the neigh
borhood. But the mere fact that Hank 
Swerle was showing open enmity for 
Bob Lane was enough to make Stubby 
Bane champion him. 

"Suppose he is clean?" Stubby 
snapped. "That won't hurt this bunch 
any, will it?" 

"Are you aimin' to stand up for this 
new jasper with his sassy ways, and 
take his part?" Hank Swerle demanded. 

"I reckon that he don't need anybody 
to take his part. He looks all right to 
me," Stubby Bane declared. "I've seen 
a lot worse-and on the Twin C, too !" 

"You mean in' anything personal by 
that remark?" 

Foreman Sam Wurst came between 
them. "What did I tell you two 
hombres?" he demanded. "Lay off each 
other! You'll get yoar time if you 
don't. Can't I even, hire a new man 
without you jaspers tryin' to stage a war 
about it?" 

They subsided, and Bob Lane re
turned from the watering trough, his 
face wreathed in smiles again. He 
entered the bunk house and looked 
around it carefully. 

"Not bad!" he admitted. "I've seen 
worse. Now I'm ready to meet all 
you boys and learn your handles. I 
always like to get acquainted real quick 
lmd pick my friends and enemies, so 
['II know 'em and not make any mis
take later." 

Sam Wurst muttered introductions. 
Bob Lane seemed to take a liking to 
Uncle Peter immediately. 

"A man can tell at a glance that 
you're a real old-timer," Lane said. "I'll 

bet you've thrown lead and downed 
booze with the best of 'em in the old 
days. You look like a Texan." 

"Montanny," said Uncle Peter. 
"Ain't looks deceivin'? I thought at 

first you was a regular he-man. But, 
comin' from Montana that a way--" 

"Say!" Uncle Peter choked, and the 
rest of the waddies grinned. It was 
the habit of Uncle Peter to herald Mon
tana as the greatest State in the Union 
if not in the world. He had not been 
in Montana since his bGyhood days, but 
bragging about the State was second na
ture to him. 

"The further south you go, the bet
ter the breed, and Montana is away up 
at the northern boundary," Bob Lane 
observed. "But you can't help that, of 
course, Uncle Peter." 

Now the waddies of the Twin C out
fit beheld a strange thing. They ex
pected Uncle Peter to put aside his 
guitar, stretch himself to his full height, 
take a deep breath, and lay out this new
comer oratorically. They anticipated 
the outburst. But none came. Uncle 
Peter looked at Lane and gulped, and 
turned away wordlessly. But Uncle 
Peter, a judge of men, had noticed a 
peculiar twinkle in the eyes of the lat
est addition to the outfit. He judged 
that Lane had some reason for the at
tack, and that it really was not an at
tack on him or on the sovereign State 
of Montana. Being puzzled, Uncle 
Peter would bide his time and keep his 
eyes open. 

Stubby Bane proceeded to cultivate 
the newcomer, since he had championed 
him. 

"Lane, we're hopin' that you can ride 
and rope and shoot," he said. "We 
need another good man. We have some 
high times in Lizardville on pay days, 
and pay day is Tuesday. We'll all ride 
in." 

"Won't have any pay comin'," Lane· 
said. "But I've got a little money, and 
I always like my fun." 
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"You'll have it if the M Bar gang 
feels ornery." 

"What is the M Bar gang?" 
"The M Bar is the next biggest ranch 

to the Twin C. Silas Mentall owned 
it. The Daddley gang got him a few 
months ago, and then a posse got the 
Daddley gang. Since Mental! was 
killed, his foreman has been runnin' the 
ranch for Mentall's daughter, she bein' 
his only heir." 

"Well, what about it?" Lane per
sisted. 

"The waddies at the M Bar think that 
they own the earth and want to run it. 
That don't suit the Twin C punchers at 
all." 

"Well, my good gosh! Have I .gone 
and got me a job in the middle of a 
range war ?" 

"Not exactly," Stubby Bane said. 
"There ain't much shootin' -not much 
-out o' respect for Miss Clara Men
tall. But M Bar and Twin C men can't 
rub shoulders without somethin' hap
penin'. There are other ways besides 
shootin' ." 

"For instance?" Lane asked. 
"Ropin' and rid in', for instance. 

They've got a couple o' good men, and 
they're always braggin'." 

"Yeh !" Lane said. "I reckon that I 
know the rest. Little bets are bein' 
made continual, huh? And I gather 
that the Twin C bunch has been losin' 
regular." 

"Not regular, but too much," Stubby 
Bane replied. 

"You mean to tell me that the M Bar 
boys can put it over the Twin C ridin' 
and ropin' and doin' things like that?" 

"Mostly they play tricks." 
"Uh-huh! Well, what can I do about 

it?" 
"Probably nothin'," Hank Swerle 

horned in. "I don't reckon that we'll 
be much better because you've joined 
up with the outfit." 

Bob Lane turned and faced Hank 
Swerle squarely. His arms were folded 

across his chest, and his feet were wide 
apart. The smile had left his face 
again. 

"Swerle, for no good reason at all, 
you started to pick on me as soon as I 
got out o' the saddle," Lane said. "I 
reckon that you're goin' to keep it up. 
That means that we're goin' to have a 
show-down one o' these days. Just let 
me know, Swerle, when you want it!" 

"Why, you--" Hank Swerle began. 
Once more Foreman Sam Wurst got 

between two would-be belligerents. 
"That's enough!" Wurst said. 

"Swerle, you've been actin' nasty for a 
couple o' weeks. Lane is right. You 
started pickin' on him for no reason at 
all. I don't aim to referee personal 
scraps, but I sure and certain do aim 
to have peace around this ranch! The 
next man who tries to start anything 
gets his time and rides !" 

Swerle and Lane glared at each other, 
then Hank Swerle left the bunk house 
slowly and wandered down toward the 
corral. Bob Lane began arranging his 
belongings. 

"If there are any prizes hung up for 
ridin' and ropin', I'll probably win 'em," 
he said. 

"Oh, yeh ?" asked Uncle Peter. 
"I generally do," said Lane. "And 

if there is any violence, you c'n count 
me in, too. I'm right down handy with 
a six-gun, if I do say it myself." 

"That's mighty fine,�· Uncle Peter ob
served. "I'm right down glad that 
we've got a champion of the world of 
everything in the outfit. You could take 
a few prizes for ground and lofty talk
in', too, couldn't you?" 

"I never thought o' that! Maybe I 
could," Bob Lane replied. 

Sam Wurst had wandered up the 
walk to the ranch house. Mary Clad
Ian had gone into the house, but Hiram 
Cladlan was sitting on the porch. Wurst 
went up to him. 

"Well?" Cladlan asked. 
"He's come," the foreman replied. 
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"I saw some man ride in, and was 
hopin'. What did he have to say?" 

"He sure fits in with the letter you 
got. Said that he came from down 
Texas way. Sassy and boastful. Ain't 
that what they wrote you?" 

"Y eh," Cladlan replied. "They said 
that the man they were sending was a 
peculiar duck. He wouldn't admit his 
identity or business, they said, for he al
ways worked in his own way. He'd 
ask for a job as puncher, and we were 
to give it to him." 

"I did," said Wurst. 
"Then we're to make it easy for him 

to snoop around and do his work. We 
ain't to even hint to him that we know 
his business. He don't want any sus
picion to get into the air, I reckon. He 
was to say that he came from Texas. 
It's his way to brag and boast and make 
himself a bunk house pest." 

"He's sure and certain started in 
fine," the foreman said. "Hank Swerle 
started pickin' on him, but he didn't get 
far. I'm itchin' to give Hank his walk
in' papers, but I thought that, under 
the circumstances, it would be better to 
let him stay as long as we can." 

"Yeh !" Hiram Cladlan agreed. "Just 
keep your eyes open, Sam. What's the 
new man call himself ?" 

"Bob Lane." 
"All right, I'll remember it. Just 

keep in mind who he is, Sam, and give 
him a chance to do his work. But make 
everything look natural." 

CHAPTER III. 
A SHOT FROM AMBUSH .  

fOREMAN SAM WURST lived not 
in the bunk house, but in a tiny 

adobe building apart, as became his sta
tion. So news of what passed among 
the men in the bunk house came to him 
as hearsay. 

The following morning, he was up at 
dawn as usual and issued orders 
promptly after breakfast to all the men 

save Uncle Peter and Bob Lane. He 
told the latter to wait, and led Uncle 
Peter aside. 

"Pete, you're old enough to have 
some sense," Wurst said. 

"I've made most o' the mistakes and 
know better .. than to repeat 'em," Uncle 
Peter acknowledged. 

"This new man, Lane, for instance. 
You got any ideas concernin' him?" 

"Maybe?" 
"As which?" the foreman asked. 
"He's a right bright young man and 

ain't tellin' everything that he knows," 
Uncle Peter said. 

"I reckon. Can you guess at some 
things he don't tell?" 

"Maybe," Uncle Peter confessed. 
"I'd say that he don't depend on punch
in' cows for a livin'. I wouldn't be a 
bit surprised if he was one o' these 
bright young detective fellers who work 
for the Cattleman's Association now 
and again." 

"If he was, Pete, what would he be 
doin' here?" 

"Maybe he's after the remainin' two 
members o' the Daddley gang and the 
murderer of old Silas Mentall." 

"Uh-huh! You've got sense, Pete. 
Hades! Do you reckon that it is as 
plain as all that to the others?" 

"Nope! I been watchin'. The other 
boys think that he's just a fresh young 
waddy prowlin' around through the 
country and workin' here and there
a sort of dude range tramp. There are 
many sich. Me, I think his freshness 
is to cover up somethin'. I saw a 
twinkle in his eye, so I didn't ride him 
hard when he pestered me a mite." 

"You've got it, Pete," the foreman 
admitted. "Now, you listen to me. His 
business ain't to be mentioned even to 
him. The old man got a letter sayin' 
he was a peculiar duck, but just to let 
him work in his own way. He's got 
an idea, I reckon, that even hintin' at 
his business might make folks sus
picious." 
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"I reckon that I understand, Sam." 
"I'm goin' to send him out with you, 

but you let him stray where he will. 
Don't mention this detective stuff un
less he opens up about it first. Keep 
your eyes open and see if any of the 
other boys suspect. And-well, guard 
his back a bit, Pete." 

"Yeh !" Uncle Peter said. 
"Anything happen last night?" 
"He riled Hank Swerle a little," 

Uncle Peter said. "Stubby Bane is his 
friend because Hank ain't. He grilled 
all the boys and made 'em think he's a 
bunk hBuse pest." 

"That's probably his wise way o' 
workin' ," the foreman said. "The boys 
will get to thinkin' that he's a pest and 
keep away from him as much as pos
sible. They won't take him seriously, 
and he can do his work." 

"He talks a l@t with0ut really sayin' 
much," Uncle Peter reported. "Wise 
young lad, he is. I sure hope he runs 
down the man who shot Silas Mentall 
and finds out who the two Daddley gang 
men are. It gives a man the shivers to 
think he might be livin' in the same 
bunk house with one of 'em." 

"Careful!" Wurst warned. "Not 
even a hint about any suspicions you 
may have." 

And so, a short time later, Uncle 
Peter and Bob Lane rode forth for the 
implied purpose of inspecting some 
fence :1round a calf pasture up the slope, 
a place from which Bob Lane could see 
the surrounding country and orient him
self. 

Uncle Peter chewed tobacco and re
frained from conversation except to 
answer queries voiced by the newcomer. 
They inspected the fence slowly and 
found nothing wrong. Uncle Peter 
knew very well that the fence had been 
examined carefully only a week he
fore. 

When they reached high ground, 
Uncle Peter dismounted to inspect a 
saddle girth that did not need inspect-

ing, and gave Reb Lane a chance to sur
vey the surround.iag country. 

"That's the M Bar ot.ttfit over there to 
the right," Uacle Peter said, as he got 
back into the saddle again. 

"Uh-huh! It's a right nice place, 
from the looks of it." 

"Silas MentaH was a good man, and 
I hope that they land his murderer some 
day," Uncle Peter offered. "Clara Men
tal1 is an dandy girl, too. I reckon she'll 
sell out and go East to live with her 
aunt. There's been some talk o' it." 

"Uh-huh !" Lane grunted. "The M 
Bar adjoins the Twin C, don't it?" 

"Y eh ! Hope no ornery jasper buys 
the M Bar. The two ranches oon get 
along bett& if the men as own 'em are 
friends. We need their water at times 
more'n they need ours." 

"I'd sure like to ride over that way 
and take a look some time," Lane said. 

"We c'n do it right to-day," suggested 
Uncle Peter, remembering what the 
foreman had told him. "This here 
fence is all right. We'll ride around to 
the M Bar and cut home by the main 
trail, inspectin' a little more fence that 
side. It'll be all right with Sam Wurst. 
When you're out inspectin' fence for 
him, it means you're on a vacation 
mostly. Then he'll want yQu to spend 
to-day gettin' an idea of the ranch and 
the country. He always likes to have 
a new man know the lay of the land." 

That fixed it all right, Uncle Peter 
thought. They rode across a natural 
meadow. down a slope, and approached 
the M Bar Ranch from the north. As 
they rode into the ra.Rch house yard, 
Miss Clara Mentall came from the 
house, and the Twin C men dismounted. 
Uncle Peter performed the introduc
tions. 

"I'm right glad you happened by, 
Uncle Peter, because I want to send a 
note to Mary," Clara Mentall said. "I'll 
go into the house and write it." 

She disappeued into the house. Uncle 
Peter suggested that he gG down by the 
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corral and talk to a friend of his who 
happened to be mending a saddle down 
there, and that Bob Lane wait for the 
note. Uncle Peter thought that would 
give Lane a chance to talk to Clara 
Mentall, if he wished to do so. Uncle 
Peter did not know much concerning 
the methods of a detective, but he had 
a vague idea that a detective always 
asked a multitude of questions of folks. 

As he talked to his friend, Uncle 
Peter observed that Lane held a long 
conversation with Clara Mentall, and 
Uncle Peter judged that it was a sort of 
business conversation. Neither Lane 
nor Clara Mentall acted or looked as 
though they were making small talk. 

Peter waited until Lane mounted his 
horse and Clara Mentall disappeared 
into the house, then he rejoined the 
newcomer and they rode out to the 
highway and toward the Twin C. 

"Miss Mentall gave me a note for 
Miss Cladlan, and said to deliver it to 
her special and personal," Lane said. 

"You c'n do that as soon as we get 
home," Uncle Peter said. 

"Miss Mentall is a right nice young 
lady." 

"Yeh! She's all of that!" Uncle 
Peter saud. "I hope they find out who 
killed he.r father. The man who found 
that out would sure stand high with 
Clara Mentall. She's sole owner of the 
big M Bar outfit now, too." 

"Uncle Peter, you're tryin' hard to 
put mercenary ideas in my head," Lane 
said. "Would you advise a young man 
to marty for money?" 

"Nope," said Uncle Peter. "But it 
ain't hard to fall in love where money 
happens to be around. Me, I never 
married. I reckon I was too particular 
-<1r maybe the women was." 

Uncle Peter expected Lane to ask a 
lot of questions then concerning the 
slaying of Silas Mentall, but he did not. 
Probably knew all the details already, 
Uncle Peter judged. They rode slowly 
along the highway in the blistering sun, 

their neckerchiefs up over their mouths 
to keep out the dust. Talk ceased. 
Uncle Peter was compelled to drop his 
neckerchief now and then to take a 
fresh chew. Bob Lane seemed to l!le 
surveying the country. 

They came presently to a place where 
the trail ran through a jumble of rocks 
and into a tiny canyon a couple of hun
dred yards long. Uncle Peter rede 
ahead, and Lane followed fifty feet be
hind. 

A rifle cracked. The crack was cl�r 
and distinct, and echoed and reechoed 
through the little gorge. Uncle Peter 
heard Lane give an exclamation and 
turned quickly. Lane's hat was in the 
highway. Lane himself was tumbling 
out of the saddle. 

Uncle Peter thought at first that he 
had been hit and was falling, and 
wheeled his mount to go back. But 
Lane had not been hit. He tumbled out 
of the saddle on the far side of the 
horse and darted to the cover of a bunch 
of rocks. He had seen at the first 
glance that he could not ride up the side 
of the gorge. 

Six-gun in hand, Lane ran from rock 
to rock, attempting to reach the top. He 
made no replies to Uncl-e Peter's 
shouted queries. Uncle Peter sought 
cover without dismounting, and watched. 

The rifle cracked again, and near the 
· top a puff of smoke showed for an in

stant. Lane fired twice at the puff of 
smoke. Assured now that this was an 
attempt at assassination, and remember
ing what Sam Wurst had told him, 
Uncle Peter unlimbered his own artil
lery and joined the battle. 

He shouted to his companion to 
mount and follow, and turned his horse 
down the trail. There were no more 
rifle shots. Lane got ipto the saddle and 
galloped after Uncle Peter. The latter 
knew the country, and turned his horse 
into a little trail that ran to the top of 
the rock wall beside which they ha4 
been riding. 
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It was a stiff climb. They reached 
the top in time to see a horseman dis
appearing in the distance. He was using 
his spurs and going fast. They had j ust 
a flash of him, and then he vanished 
into a depression in the earth. 

"No use chasin' him now," Uncle 
Peter observed. "He can turn almost 
any direction there while he's out o' 
sight. There is a maze o' coulees there. 
Did you get a good look at the j asper ?" 

"I got a good look at his horse, and 
I'll know it if I see it again," Lane re
plied. "The horse was marked funny 
on the left hip." 

"Yeh ! Big white spot," Uncle Peter 
said, looking at Lane closely. Uncle 
Peter knew that horse, but he decided 
he would not volunteer information un
less asked for it. 

"What's the idea ?" Lane said. "Can't 
a man ride through this clanged country 
without somebody takin' a shot at him ?" 

"Don't look like it. Maybe he was 
gunnin' for me," Peter said. 

"If he was, he's a mighty bad shot. 
That first one sent my hat into the dust. 
And he took another shot at me when I 
was out o' the saddle, and it didn't miss 
me much, either. If he had been shoot
in' at you, Uncle Peter, he'd have got 
you the second shot." 

"Looks like it," Uncle Peter said. 
"You got any enemies hereabouts ?" 

"And me only arrivin' yesterday? 
You're givin' me credit for workin' 
mighty fast," Lane replied. 

He said nothiag more, but turned his 
horse and started down to the main trail, 
and Uncle Peter followed. There, Lane 
picked his hat up out of the dirt. There 
was a hole through the high crown. 

"Four inches lower, and it would have 
been curtains for me," Lane said. 
"Dang it, it makes me mad ! I f  some
body around this here part o' the coun
try thinks that they're initiatin' me by 
playin' tricks like this, they're clanged 
well goin' to have 'a fight on their 
hands!" 

"You reckon that it was all in fun ?" 
Uncle Peter asked, easily. 

"I don't know, but I'm goin' to find 
out! I'll know that horse if I ever see 
him again, and I can hook him up with 
his rider. It might have been a Twin C 
man, or a M Bar man, or j ust some 
maverick prowlin' through the country." 
Bob Lane rode for a time in silence. 
"And that was my pet hat, too !" he 
added, as an afterthou�ht. 

CHAPTER IV. 
POUNDING FISTS. 

WHEN they came to the Twin C, 
Hiram Cladlan was talking to Sam 

Wurst down by the corral, and none 
of the other men seemed to be around. 
Bob Lane stopped before the ranch 
house. 

"I can introduce mysel f, Uncle 
Peter," he said, "and give Miss Mary 
Cladlan the note Miss Mentall sent." 

Uncle Peter rode on to the corral. 
He supposed that Lane wanted to ask a 
few questions of Mary Cladlan, too, 
and he did not want to be in the way. 
He joined the foreman and the old man, 
and related what had happened out on 
the trail. 

"Did you know the jasper ?" Cladlan 
demanded. 

"Couldn't see very well. But I knew 
the horse." 

"What horse was it ?" Wurst put in. 
"It was a big bay with a peculiar big 

white splotch on the hip," Uncle Peter 
explained. 

Cladlan and his foreman looked at 
each other quickly. They both knew 
that horse. Cladlan had raised him on 
the Twin C. 

"So it was Hank Swer!e who shot 
at him !" the owner o f  the Twin C said. 
"Least, Swerle rode that horse out this 
mornin'. I saw him start." 

"I hate to think that a man of the 
Twin C, even a mean hombre like Hank 
Swerle, could be one of the Daddley 
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gang and maybe the man who shot 
Silas Mentall ," Wurst said. 

"Well, he's under suspicion ! But 
why should he take a shot. at Lane un
less he suspects that Lane is after him ?" 

"Hank is right down mean, and him 
and the new man didn't hit it off any 
too well right from the start," Uncle 
Peter explained. 

"But they ain't got to the shootin' 
point," Cladlan declared. 

"Want me to tell Lane who shot at 
him ?" the foreman asked. 

"No," Cladlan replied, after a mo
ment's thought. "Let him attend to 
his own business in his own way. He 
may suspect Swerle and want to handle 
him in some fashion. We don't want 
to spoil his work. Give him a hand or 
help if he needs it. We don't want any 
man around here shot in the back or 
murdered in his bunk." 

"If  it comes to a show-down, I 'l l  have 
to let Swerle go," Wurst said. "Maybe 
Lane is figurin' on that. He may think, 
if Swerle is fired, that he'll come out 
into the open." 

" Sam, you j ust let yourself be guided 
by circumstances," Cladlan said. "Pete, 
where is Lane now ?" 

"Miss Mental! sent a note to Miss 
Mary, and he stopped to deliver it," 
Uncle Peter replied. 

"f'm goin' to look at the rest o' these 
horses with Sam. You go back and get 
Lane and play around with him until 
night. Go over and look at the colt pas
ture fence. Keep him right here around 
the house. Don't leave him alone un
less he acts l ike he wants it. I don't 
want him killed be fore he gets started." 

Uncle Peter rode back to the house 
and found that Lane had gone inside 
with Mary. Lane's mount, the reins 
trailing on the ground, was making a 
meal off the grass Hiram Cladlan had 
planted in front of the house. 

Uncle Peter dismounted and went 
slowly up the steps, his old boots mak
ing no noise. He hoped that Lane 

would stay inside long enough to give 
him a chance to sit in the easy-chair 
on the porch for a time. Uncle Peter 
had moments when he wanted to rest. 

He glanced through the screen door, 
and got a shock that almost stopped his 
heart. He saw Bob Lane standing with 
his arms around Mary Cladlan. They 
were oblivious of Uncle Peter's pres
ence on the porch. 

Uncle Peter was about to tear open 
the door and rush inside, but he hesi
tated because it appeared that Mary 
Cladlan was not putting up a struggle. 
He turned away toward the chair. 

"That boy is certainly one who works 
fast," Uncle Peter said to himsel f.  "I  
reckon that I 'd better watch him a bit. 
The old man will shoot him sure if he 
fusses around Mary. He must be a 
wonder with women. Mary has been 
pretty standoffish with men." 

He did not pretend to explain it to 
himself. Lane came out in a moment, 
his face inscrutable. He mounted and 
followed Uncle Peter to the colt pas
ture. 

"Mr. Lane, I got somethin' to tell 
you, and it's for your own good,'' Uncle 
Peter said. 

"Yeh ? What's that ?" 
"It seems to me that you're a devil 

with women. I was watchin' while you 
talked to Clara Mentall, and dang my 
hide i f  you wasn't makin' up to her !" 

"N othin' o' the sort ! We were talk
in' business." 

"And when I came up on the porch 
a few minutes back, I happened to 
glance through the screen door." 

"And just what did you see ?" Lane 
asked. 

"You was holdin' Mary Cladlan in 
your arms. I f  it had been the old man 
seen you, you'd be buzzard food this 
minute. Mary Cladlan ain't a girl to 
be played with." 

"Well, my star� ! Who's playin' with 
her ?" Lane asked. "I was talkin' after 
deliverin' that note, and she looked so 
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clanged pretty that I just had t o  put 
my arm& around her. We was laugh� 
in' all the time. It was j ust in fun." 

"I'm right down glad o' that," said 
Uncle Peter. "Heaven help the man 
who ever plays around Mary Cladlan ! 
Tbere ain't a man on the range wouldn't 
go gunnin' for him." 

"Cuss it, Uncle Peter, suppose she 
likes me ?" 

"In that case, you've got only one 
man to count, and that's her father. 
He's run away half a dozen youngsters 
as come sparkin' Mary. Seems to me 
you're in a mighty hurry. You meet 
her the first time and start makin' love." 

"That's just my way, Uncle Peter." 
"Uh-huh ! Your way'll end in dis

aster one o' these days." 
"You get this straight, Uncle Peter ! 

I ain't the kind o' man that'd insult a 
woman. I ain't flirtin' around, either ! 
Mary Oadlan won't ever come to any 
harm through me. She's a mighty fine 
girl !" 

"Don't we all know it?" Uncle Peter 
snapped. 

"I reckon you're jealous." 
"Like a granddaddy !" Uncle Peter 

said. "I just can't understand Mary 
lettin' you get so familiar on short 
acquaintance." 

"I reckon she liked me at first sight," 
Lane replied. " I'm sure glad that she 
did !" 

"WeJJ, I 've warned you," Uncle 
Peter said. "You're a cow-puncher on 
the Twin C-far as I know." 

"Yep ; that's right !" 
"I f you've got any other business, it  

ain't any of mine. But I 'd hate like 
sin to see the old man take out a six� 
gun and fill you full of holes." 

"He won't !"  Lane asserted. "What's 
all this row about, anyway ? I just put 
my arms around her." 

"Lane, you was a-kissin' her !" 
"Did you see that, too ? You've got 

pretty good eyes, Uncle Peter. Don't 
say anything about it." 

"I won't if you behave yourself. I 
was young myself once, and kissin' a 
pretty girl came handy. But don't you 
go to makin' her love you unless you're 
the kind o' man Hi Cladlan would want 
for a son-in-law. You bust her heart, 
Lane, and a dozen men will be all set 
to bust you." 

Tll.at was all was said of ·it, except 
tlrat Uncle Peter, knowing Mary as he 
did, could not understand her swift sur� 
render. Perhaps she had acted on im
pulse, Uncle Peter told himself. Or 
maybe Bob Lane was Clara M entall's 
sweetheart, and for that reason had 
come here to find the man who had shot 
her father. 

Maybe that was it ! Clara had been 
away to school and had met a lot o f  
men, undoubtedly. Perhaps she was 
secretly engaged to Bob Lane. Perhaps 
her note to Mary told Mary as much, 
and Mary in her delight had welcomed 
Lane with a kiss, delighted that he was 
to marry her chum. 

"That must be it!" Uncle Peter 
mused. "Well, Clara is a nice girl. But 
if I was her, I wouldn't want my sweet� 
heart kissin' my chum!� 

Lane was rather taciturn as they rode 
back to the bunk house as night de� 
scended. They turned their mounts into 
the corral, and Uncle Peter hurried to 
wash up. Lane fussed around with his 
saddle, eying the horses in the corral. 

"Who's that big bay belong to ?" he 
asked Sam Wurst, who happened to be 
near. 

"Belongs to the ranch string. He 
ain't owned personal," Sam Wurst re� 
plied. "He looks mighty good, but he's 

, only an ordinary horse. Any time you 
want to buy a horse, we've got some in 
th upper pasture that'll look good to 
you." 

"Uh-huh ! Did anybody ride that 
horse to-day ?" 

"Hank Swerle had him out." 
"Uh-huh !" Lane said. 
He went to the trough to wash, taking 
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his time about it, as might a man who 
was thinking deeply. Going into the 
bunk house, he got ready for the eve
ning meal . He talked to Uncle Peter 
and Stubby Bane, who was playing the 
part of a hero-worshiper, but not once 
did he look at Hank Swerle. 

"Uncle Peter was sayin' that some 
jasper took a shot at you from am
bush," Stubby said. 

"Uh-huh! He plumb ruined a good hat," Lane replied. 
"Tryin' to potshot a man!" exclaimed 

Stubby. "Got any idea who the jas
per was ?" 

"Maybe. I ain't sayin' just now," 
Lane answered. "I don't like to have 
anything spoil my appetite for supper. 
You've got a right down good cook on 
the Twin C." 

"Shouldn't think you'd have any 
stomach for supper after being that 
close to death," Stubby said. 

"Shucks ! A� long as I ain't dead, 
I got to eat, ain't I ?" Lane asked. 
"That jasper was a right poor shot. The 
distance wasn't so great, and he had a 
rifle, too." 

"How'd you know that ?" Swerle 
asked. 

"Sound!" Lane replied, without look
ing at him. 

"And he got away!" said Stubby 
Bane. 

"He got away for the time bein'," 
Lane corrected. "Me and him are goin' 
to have words, I reckon, when the time 
comes. He sure started an argument, 
and I reckon I ought to finish it." 

The cook's call came, and they 
trooped into the room where they ate, 
und got their places. Bob Lane was 
between Uncle Peter and Stubby Bane, 
and Hank Swerle was almost at the 
other end of the table. Swerle appeared 
to be rather uncommunicative. He 
grunted monosyllables in reply to words 
addressed to him, but that did not at
tract much attention, since Hank Swerle 
had his surly fits. 

Uncle Peter studied the situation as 
calmly as possible, and decided that 
Lane would make a move when it 
pleased him. Sam Wurst, who took his 
meals at the ranch house, put in an ap
pearance j ust as the meal was finished 
and the men were returning to the bunk 
house. \Vurst had been a bit nervous. 

"He knows that Swerle rode that 
horse," the foreman whispered to Uncle 
Peter. 

"Y eh ! There'll be hades poppin' be
fore long, I'm guessin'." 

"We'll let him handle it his own 
way," Wurst said.  "But we'll see fair 
play." 

There was nothing unusual in the 
foreman's paying a visit to the bunk 
house after the evening meal, for he 
did so often. He sat down at a table 
in a corner and watched a peker game 
between three of the men, who were 
betting in thousands because w€lrds cost 
nothing. They kept an accurate record, 
however. 

"Pay day to-morrow," one of them 
chanted. "Then we'll have real money 
-for a few minutes."  

" I  suppose the M Bar bunch will be 
in town," Stubby Bane put in. "I lost 
my shirt on that fake horse race they 
pulled last month. Dog-gone that out
fit!" 

"But we've got a champion with our 
gang now," Hank Swerle said sneer· 
ingly. "Mister Bob Lane. He'll take 
'em on, singly or in groups, for money, 
marbles, or chalk, at any old game they 
plan." 

"I'd probably win if I did!" Lane 
said. 

Hank Swerle choked. "You'll have 
the chance to do somethin', probably," 
he replied. "The crowd will be waitin' 
to see you perform." 

"I always like to perform in front of 
a crowd," Lane said. " I  like to do my 
shootin', for instance, out in the open 
where folks can see it." 

An electric thrill seemed to run 
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through those i n  the bunk house. The 
poker players gave strict attention to 
their game. The others were very busy, 
suddenly, fussing around their bunks. 
Uncle Peter scraped at his Sunday p.ipe, 
and Sam Wurst breathed heavily as he 
watched. 

Hank Swerle was sitting on the side 
of his bunk, oil1ng a pair of boots. 
Lane stood beside a wall l ighting his 
pipe. He failed to meet Swerle's eyes. 
He glanced toward the poker game as 
though thinking about joining the play
ers. 

Swerle stooped to pick up another 
boot, and Lane stepped quickly in his 
direction. Hank Swede's six-gun was 
on the end of his bunk. Lane placed 
himself so that Swerle could not reach 
the gun first. 

"Swerle, if you can spare the time 
from polishin' that footgear, I've got a 
few words to say," Lane remarked. 

"Y eh ? To me ? Go right ahead and 
say 'em." 

"I just wanted to know, Swerle, what 
you meant by hidin' in the rocks and 
takin' a few shots at me late this after
noon." 

"What's that ?" Swerle cried. He 
sprang to his feet and whirled to reach 
for his gun. But Lane had whipped out 
his own six-gun and had him covered. 

"Easy !" Lane warned. 
"You-you've got me covered, so I 

reckon you can say anything you want,'! 
Swerle said, snarling. 

"I'm askin' you a question, Swerle. 
Why did you shoot at me with a rifle ? 
You tried to murder me, cuss it ! And 
you ruined a good hat." 

"What makes you think I shot at 
you ?" 

"I think so because I got a good look 
at the horse, and it was the horse you 
had out to-day. But mostly because I 
asked you that question and you ain't 
answered it yet. Maybe you didn't like 
me from the first, Swerle, but that ain't 
any reason for you tryin' to assassinate 

me from ambush. That's a right down 
cowardly trick !" 

"Are you callin' me a liar and a cow
ard both ?" Swerle yelled. 

"A man who is one is generally the 
other," Lane replied. 

"So that's the kind of man you are !" 
Swerle cried. "Get the dr0p on a man 
and then call him a liar and a coward ! 
Maybe you'd not be so free with words 
if I had my gun." 

"Back up !" Lane ordered, shoving 
the muzzle of his gun against Swerle's 
stomach. I j ust want to be sure that 
you don't make a dive for your gun, 
Swerle. I ain't goin' to use mine, 
either. I'm going to toss it to M r. 
Wurst to take care of. And then I 'm 
goin' to give you the eangest lickin' you 
ever got before or will get again ! You 
ambushin' coward !" 

Bob Lane tossed his gun toward 
Wurst as he ceased speaking, and an in
stant later slapped Swerle's face with 
such force that there was a sharp crack. 
Swerle's head snapped to one side with 
the violence of it. 

He bellowed like an enraged bull and 
charged. Lane stepped neatly and 
quickly to one side and ripped across a 
blow that sent the bully of the Twin C 
reeling against the wall. Hank Swerle 
snarled oaths and came back. Standing 
on the balls of his feet, fists ready, Lane 
met him. 

They mixed for a moment, and when 
they separated it was seen that Swerle's 
face was marked, and that Lane's was 
not. The waddies had got out of  the 
way and were giving the combatants 
plenty of room. Hank Swerle was like 
a maniac. He depended more on brute 
force than science, for he was a strong 
man. Yet brute force availed him noth
ing now. 

Every charge Hank made was met by 
a rain of blows, and Lane always man
aged to escape with a minimum of dam
age to himself and his clothing. His 
fists cut Swerle's face into ribbons and 
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clesed one of his eyes. Swerle realized 
that he was �hting a losing battle, that 
the man before him could send him to 
the floor with a crashing blow whenever 
he wilied, knock him out. 

Hank Swerle had not been raised in a 
scheol that advocated fair play. To 
wil'l was the thing, no matter by what 
method, he believed. Lane rushed again, 
and this time Swerle gave ground. He 
seemed to be retreating, throwing up his 
ara1s in front of his face. 

"Got enaugh ?" Lane demanded. 
"No, damn you !" 
Swerle had accompfished his mission 

he had maneuvered to get near his 
bunk. And now he made a dive for it, 
and for his six-gun there. A chorus of 
cries from the waddies and the foreman 
warned Lane. Han� Swerle intended 
murder. 

But Lane had been watching for that. 
He crasked upon Swerle as the latter 
grasped the gun. He tore it away and 
hurled it across the room. One-,.two-
his fists founli landing places on Hank 
Swerle's head. 

Hank Swerle colla.psed on the side of 
his bunk and slipped from there to the 
foor. Sam Wurst went forward ahead 
of the others. 

"Go outside and wash the blood off 
your hands and bathe them knuckles, 
Lane," the foreman ordered. "Then 
step right back here.'' 

Stubby Bane gleefully got a bucket 
of water and threw it into Hank 
Swerle's face. Swerle regained con
sciousness, sat up on the floor, then got 
up on the edge of his bunk, where he 
held his han!Ls to his head for a mo
ment. 

"Hank, yttu're done on the Twin C !" . 
Sam Wurst told him. 

"Yeh ?" Swerle snarled. "Sidin' with 
the fresh newcomer, are you ?" 

"We don't want any bushwhackin' 
skunks in this outfit !" Wurst continued. 
"And we don't want a man who can't 
play fair. You went for your gun when 

you knew yeu were losin'. It'd served 
you right if Lane had pluggt!d you. Roll 
up your blaukets. I'H hue one o{ the 
men catch up yoar hor•e and get him 
ready. I'll see you in town to-morrow 
and give you your pay." 

Hank Swerle did not argue. He 
snarled at the roroman and turned to 
collect his meager belongings. One of 
the men w611t t�t get the horse and put 
saddle and bridle on hiw. Bob Laue 
returned from outdoors. 

Lane said l'lothing after Sam Wurst 
motioned to him to kee-p silent. He 
went to his locker and got out a bottle 
and anGinted his knuckles. He behaved 
as though Hank Swerle had not been in_ 
the room. 

"Your horse is ready, Swerle," the 
foreman announced. "Get on him, and 
ride ! r11 give yoli your pay to-morrow, 
as I said." 

"You'll give me Ute money that's due 
me--that's what yau mean," Hank 
Swerle replied. "As far as my pay is 
concerned, I'll collect that mysel f, 
later !" 

"Are you tryin' to threaten me ?" 
Wurst demanded. 

"I'm referring m Mister Lane--as he 
calls himself !" Hank Swerle replied. 

CHAPTER V. 
IN LIZAIUlVILLE. 

THE M Bar punchers got to Lizard
ville first the f<tl!ewing day, being 

approximately two miles nearer the 
town and getting an early start. 

When they descended upon the town 
in old frontier fashion, whooping their 
range cries and shooting the air full of 
holes, one of the first things they saw 
was Hank Swerle, his face badly 
bruised and cut, walking down the street 
from the l ivery stable and going to Liz
ardville's favorite resort. 

They thought little of the fact that 
Swerle looked as if he had been in a 
fight, for he fought often, but they wQn-
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dered who had marked him. Crowding 
into the place after leaving their horses 
at the hitching rack in front of the gen
eral store, they were surprised to find 
that Swerle was not in the company of 
the other Twin C punchers. 

Since Swerle was alone, they did not 
hesitate to bait him. 

"What horse kicked you in the face?" 
one of the M Bar men asked. "Or was 
it a mule ?" 

Hank Swerle snarled at them and 
turned to talk to Brute Heyberg. He 
had been much in the company of Hey
berg since getting to town the night be
fore. Heyberg was still in funds, it 
appeared, and not eager to work. He 
hung around town, gambling and drink
ing and making a nuisance of himself. 
Deputy Sheriff Bill Albison watched the 
pair from a near distance. 

"Looks like he'd been in a fight with 
a bear," an M Bar man commented. 

Hank Swerle whirled to face his tor
mentors. 

"If you waddies are so anxious to 
hear, I'll tell you," he offered. "I had 
a fist fight with a hombre who's come 
new to the Twin C. He is a dude 
waddy f rom down Texas way, and Sam 
Wurst seems to have taken a great fancy 
to him. Calls him�el f Bob Lane." 

"Uh-huh !" the M Bar man replied. 
"I heard tell that you had a new hand." 

"I got licked, if you want to know it, 
because Sam Wurst acted as a sort o' 
dry nurse to this Lane and wouldn't let 
me get at my gun. I got fired. Any 
more questions ?" 

"Evidence is all in," an M Bar man 
said. " It's right in front of us. He 
must be some scrapper." 

"To hear him tell it, he's everything," 
Swerle replied. "He can ride and rope 
and shoot better'n any man on this 
range, he says. He ain't a bit bashful 
about sayin' it, either. We told him 
you M Bar men were pretty good and 
had taken us into camp a few times, 
and he passed the remark that things 

would change, now that he was with 
the Twin C." 

"Oh ! Y eh ?" the M Bar man asked. 
Hank Swerle turned to walk to the 

rear of the place with Brute Heyberg, 
where they sat down beside a table near 
the wall, away from the others. 

"Rib up them M Bar waddies, and 
they may take this Lane into camp," 
Hank said. 

"They might seek to pester him some, 
:but that don't mean it'll end in gun 
play." 

"Gun play is what we want, don't 
we ?" Hank asked, lowering his voice. 
"You'd better plug him, Brute. It'd 
look bad for me to do it, me havin' had 
that trouble with him. I 'm a fool for 
missin' him yesterday !" 

"You sure and certain are !" 
"You can pick a quarrel with him and 

make it look natural. I 'll be right on 
hand to swear it was self-defense. If 
he riles the M Bar punchers, they'll side 
in and say the same thing. We've got 
to get him out o' the way." 

"Maybe he won't be able to do any
thing," Brute Heyberg said. "We got 
the tip that they was sendin' a detec
tive down here, but that don't mean that 
evidence can J:>e found. And we'd bet
ter not be too much together, Hank. 
Bill Albison has been watchin' me pretty 
close." 

"All right, Brute ! But you do your 
part. I'll stay away from you, but I 'll 
be near at hand." 

Swerle left the table and purchased 
one drink at the bar. For the benefit 
of Deputy Sheriff Bill Albison, who 
happened to be near, he remarked to the 
bartender that even Brute Heyberg was 
no fit company for a man. He was 
going to ride south and get him a job 
where there were some decent waddies, 
he remarked. 

Into the place at that moment there 
shuffied an individual who appeared de
void of energy. He staggered to the 
end of the bar and came to a stop a few 
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feet from Swerle, and he was not stag
gering because of liquor he had taken. 

He had been in town for about ten 
days, and he called himself Jim Bock
ton. He was tail and thin and white 
of  face. His appearance was that of  a 
man who has j ust recovered from a 
severe illness. 

There was no mystery about Jim 
Bockton. He had told his story, and to 
Deputy Sheriff Albison first of all . He 
had done time in prison in a State to 
the east, he admitted, sent there for ten 
years for slaying a man. Now he was 
out, and his health was not what it 
should be. He had money, and he was 
resting and getting back his strength 
in a place where he was not known. 

Albison seemed thoroughly satisfied, 
but he watched Jim Bockton now and 
then for a bit. The man did not try to 
make friends, though he talked when 
spoken to. He was rather inconspicu
ous. A man looked at him once, heard 
the story. and then seemed to forget Jim 
Bockton. 

Bockton purchased a package o f  
smoking tobacco and leaned against the 
bar to manufacture a cigarette, which 
he did slowly and with shaking fin
gers. 

"You're pretty shaky," Hank Swerle 
offered. 

"But I'm gettin' stronger every day," 
Jim Bockton replied. "My nerves are 
gettin' more steady. 

"You lookin' for a job as puncher ? 
The Twin C will be needin' a man." 

"I-I ain't sure that I want a job 
punchin' right now," Bockton replied. 
"I want to get my mental balance first. 
I've been wronged and spent ten years 
in hell." 

"I  should think that you'd want to 
get square with the whole human race," 
Swerle suggested. The bartender had 
moved away and nobody could hear 
their conversation. 

"Maybe I do." 
"We're in the same corral," Hank 

Swerle said. "If I knew you better, I 
might talk turkey." 

"Yeh ?" Bockton questioned. 
"Have a drink," Hank offered. 
The bartender served them, and they 

carried their drinks to a table in a far 
corner of the room, where they might 
talk without being overheard. 

"You ever hear of the Daddley 
gang ?" Hank wanted to know. 

"Yeh," said Jim Bockton. "I heard 
they plugged two and sent the others 
up." 

"Two they never got, accordin' to 
all report," Hank told him. "Them two 
are paradin' around somewhere now. 
And it's bein' whispered that there's a 
detective around these parts, too." 

"After them Daddley gang fellers ?" 
Bockton asked. 

"Yeh ! Old Silas Men tall was killed 
by the gang, and there's some folks 
think the man as killed him ought to be 
found. But what I was goin' to say 
is that there's an opportunity hereabouts 
for men as have nerve and no con
sciences." 

"What's that ?" Bock ton asked. 
"I'm right down sick o' workin' hard 

night and day, winter and summer, for 
any forty a month and found, and hav
in' some pesky foreman tellin' me when 
to wash," Hank said. " I  think a he
roan with guts ought to get out and 
handle things himself." 

" I  don't know but you're right." 
"I know this here country," Hank 

continued. "Cows can be made to dis
appear mighty easy; and horses too. 
And a market ain't hard to find." 

"I  never did any cattle rustlin'."  
"Maybe I -haven't, either, but that 

ain't sayin' that I can't. But a man 
can't do such work alone. I know an
other good man. Three o' us might 
start somethin' that would make the 
Daddley gang look little. The Daddley 
gang would be goin' yet i f  Daddley 
hadn't got big-headed and started raids 
and killin'. Far as the law is concerned, 
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you've seen Bill Albison, and the sher
iff himself ain't much better." 

"Aibison don't look any too power
. ful," Bockton assented. 

"I've even got a hunch who the two 
remainin' members of the Daddley gang 
are, and we might j oin with 'em." 

" I 'll think it over, Mr. Swerle." 
"You call me Hank ! You ought to 

be sore at the world, the way you've 
been treated. Get square with it ! I 
want to do the same !" 

"This here detective you mentioned 
--" Bockton suggested. 

"He showed up at the Twin C a 
couple o' days ago and got a job. Folks 
knew he was comin', and he ain't fool
in' anybody. Calls himself Lane. He's 
the one I had a fight with-couldn't 
stand his fresh talk ! Tried to say that 
I shot at him from ambush." 

"Y eh ? Did you ?" 
"I ain't sayin'," Hank replied, wink

ing. "If I did, I'm kickin' myself for 
missin'. You good with a gun ?" 

"Yeh !" 
"But jest now, you bein' sick--" 
"I may be nervous, but not when I'm 

handlin' a gun. You may have noticed 
that I wear one," Bockton replied. " I  
can use it i f  I have to." 

"You're a stranger. You never met 
this Lane. I f  you just accidentally got 
into a row with him, and plugged him, 
nobody could say it was becau::'! of old 
trouble. Understand ?" 

"Maybe." 
"Certain parties might make it inter

estin' for you in a money way." 
"I'm a lot more interested in what 

you said about startin' a gang, especially 
if we can side in with the Daddley boys. 
That'd be fun and profit and a chance 
for me to stay out in the air and ride 
and get strong again." 

"All right ! We'll talk about that 
later. But remember what I said about 
this man Lane. I'd plug him, but I've 
had trouble with him, and I'd never be 
able to call it self-defense." 

Swerle left Jim Bockton and wan
dered out through the rear door. Brute 
Heyberg watched him go, and glanced 
with interest at Bockton himsel f. He 
could imagine the line of talk that Hank 
Swerle had been giving the sick 
stranger. 

In from the north trail, at that j unc
ture, came the Twin C boys. They 
came shouting and shooting, and ahead 
of them came a buckaoard containing 
Hiram Cladlan, his daughter Mary, and 
Clara Mental! .  The buckbQard stopped 
in front of the bank, and the girls got 
out to go into the store. Cladlan 
hitched the team and went into the 
bank, and Sam Wurst followed him. 
The punchers dismounted, tethered their 
mounts, and prepared to receive their 
pay. 

Sarcastic remarks greeted them from 
the sidewalks and the door of the town's 
resort as the M Bar waddies hailed their 
old rivals. Deputy Sheriff Bill Albison 
was much in evidence. Albison lived in 
the fear that one day these two outfits 
would go too far and start a genuine 
range war that would be hard to quench. 

Bob Lane stood at one end of the 
hitching rack, surveying the single 
street of the town. He was looking for 
Hank Swerle, but he saw nothing o f  
him. From the bank came Stubby 
Bane, always the first Twin C man to 
draw his pay. 

"I 'm buyin', Bob," he said. 
"I ain't takin' anything stronger than 

lemon soda, and it's a shame to make a 
man pay for that," Lane replied. 

"Yeh ? You want
' 
to be stone sober, 

huh ? Think that you're goin' to meet 
up with Hank Swerle ?" 

"A man never knows what or who 
he's goin' to meet up with," Lane said. 
"It's best to be always ready." 

"Swerle is a mean hombre and don't 
always play square." 

"I've noticed that, Stubby. I've got 
my eyes · open." 

"He sure went far when he took a 
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shot at you. And you watch out for 
them M Bar waddies, too. They think 
they're tough." 

Uncle Peter came from the bank and 
headed for the store. Bob Lane fell 
in beside him and Stubby waited out
side. The two girls were buying ging
ham at one end of the long counter, 
waited on by the storekeeper's wife. 
The storekeeper himsel f greeted Uncle 
Peter and was introduced to Lane. 

Uncle Peter purchased a pair of over
alls and some socks, laid in a supply 
of eating and smoking tobacco, refused 
to buy a new pipe, and then stepped 
aside. He kept his eyes on the door, in 
case Hank Swerle should appear. Peter 
had orders to see that Lane was not 
caught off guard. 

Lane spoke with the storekeeper and 
passed over a bill. He received in re
turn a huge box of candy. Carrying 
this,  he headed for the two girls. 

"I'd like to be bold enough to make 
you young ladies a present," he said, 
speaking to them both but looking only 
at Mary Cladlan. "I don't know how 
fresh this stuff is, but it's the only box 
in town." 

They giggled and took the box. Lane 
walked out into the street with them. 
They were going to visit a woman who 
lived in Lizardville, and they suggested 
that Lane walk with them. 

"There he goes !" Hank Swerle said, 
as he watched from the door of the re
sort across the street. "In the country 
two days and playin' beau to the two 
dandiest girls here." 

"He's sure got his nerve with him !" a 
M Bar man said. 

"If  he marries Clara Men tall, you'll 
sure have a fine ·boss !" Hank said, with 
sarcasm in ·his voice. 

"He might be a fine one, at that," 
came the reply. "What you tryin' to 
do, Hank-get us to jump this hombre ? 
We ain't fightin' your battles any. We 
got scraps o' our own." 

"Let him get fresh around me, and 

he'll learn somethin' I" Brute Heyberg 
said, thrusting his way forward. "Who 
is he, anyway, thinkin' that he can come 
here and run the town and the range ?" 

"He been botherin' you any ?" an 
M Bar man asked. 

"I just don't l ike his looks ! "  
"Then tell him," the M Bar man sug

gested. 
Now, the Twin C men, money in their 

pockets, were streaming across the street 
to the resort. The M · Bar men retired 
inside. There was a regular ceremony 
to this. The Twin C men had the right 
to wash the trail dust out of their 
throats, and then sarcastic remarks 
would start flying. After that, anything 
might happen. 

Some of the Twin C men nodded to 
Hank Swerle, but he only glared at 
them. Hank knew that he did not have 
a real friend in the outfit. He was not 
one of them now, and they had no sense 
of loyalty toward him. He was an out
sider. He had shown lack of sports
manship. Hank was a man to be ig
nored. 

So he remained at the lower end of  
the bar with Brute Heyberg. They had 
untasted drinks before them, and they 
toyed with their glasses and talked in 
low tones, meanwhile watching the open 
front door. 

Repartee already had started between 
the M Bar and the Twin C men. The 
trail dust had been washed completely 
away. 

"You fellers got any new ropers or 
riders ?" an M Bar man called. "Got 
anything but old women at the Twin C 
these days ?" 

"Sur:e they have !" Hank Swerle 
snarled from the end of the bar. 
"They've got a new waddy who thinks 
that he's champion of the world at 
everything. Wait till you see him. He's 
busy right now runnin' around with the 
women. Maybe he ain't the kind, 
though, to come in here and play with 
rough boys and drink and play cards." 
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"You shut up !" Uncle Peter cried. 
"He championed against you all right !" 

"If  you wasn't so old, I'd make you 
eat them words !" Hank said. 

"Maybe I'm old, but I can hold up 
my end," Uncle Peter declared. 

Swerle knew there was nothing to be 
gained by attacking Uncle Peter, who 
was a sort of range pet with all out
fits. But Stubby Bane was different. 
The impulsive juvenile of the Twin C 
believed t '·at his friend was being be
littled. 

"You cun talk big when Lane ain't 
around !" he told Hank Swerle. 

"And I don't want any nonsense out 
o' you !"  Swerle snapped at him. "I'm 
about fed up with you, Stubby ! One o' 
these days I 'll take you over my knees !" 

"Don't try to spank me from am
bush," Stubby advised. 

Hank Swerle roared like a bull and 
rushed toward him. Stubby Bane 
darted nimbly to one side and waited to 
see what would happen next. Swerle 
whirled to face him. 

"Make funny cracks at me, will 
you ?" he roared. "I'll take that gun 
away from you and ram it down your 
throat, you infant ! For ten cents 
I'd--" 

"Pardon me, but I reckon that this 
is my fight !" said a cool voice beside 
him. 

Bob Lane stood there, smiling. 

CHAPTER VI. 
A PECULIAR GUN. 

T HEN another voice was heard. 
Deputy Sheriff Bill Albison was 

at hand. He had seen the storm com
ing and had determined to prevent 
bloodshed. He had his eye on Hank 
Swerle and Brute Heyberg, and he did 
not anticipate the sudden appearance 
of the new waddy from the Twin C. 

"That'll be all !" Albison said, quietly, 
stepping between Hank and Lane. "I 
heard you men had some trouble out at 

the ranch, and you ain't goin' to con
tinue it here. If you want to fight fair, 
go out behind the place. You won't 
mess up this here establishment. You 
behave yourself, Hank !" 

' 'Seems to me that everybody is tak
in' this jasper's part," Hank said. "Who 
is he-the governor or somethin' ?" 

"You heard me, Hank ! Keep your 
hand away from your gun, or I'll do 
a little shootin' myself." 

Hank Swerle did not crave a show
down with Lane. After what had hap
pened a self-defense plea would avail 
him nothing unless Bob Lane really 
started trouble. And Hank was start
ing this himself. Perhaps Brute Hey
berg or Bockton would take care of 
Lane. 

Swerle growled something no man 
could understand, turned away, and 
went into the street and hunted up Sam 
Wurst. He got his pay and stuffed it 
into his pocket. 

"Hank, you're a right good cow
puncher, and I'd like to give you some 
advice," Wurst said. 

"Keep it !" 
"All right, i f  that's the way you feel 

about it ! I was just goin' to suggest 
that the biggest enemy you've got is 
yourself. If you could manage to lick 
yourself, Hank, you'd be quite some 
man. That is, if you haven't gone too 
far already and done somethin' that 
makes you an outsider forever." 

"What's that ?" Swerle demanded. 
"What you hintin' at ?" 

"Maybe nothin' in particular, Swerle. 
I 'm just tellin' you," the foreman of the 
Twin C replied. "You're liable to feel 
sore because I let you go. You may 
have some idea of gettin' square with 
me and the Twin C. Better not try it, 
Swerle !" 

"I wouldn't dirty my hands on you 
or your outfit," Swerle said. 

He left the foreman and went into 
another, smaller resort, one patronized 
almost exclusively by Mexicans. The 
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habitues of this resort were a peaceful 
lot, and they did not like the idea of 
Hank Swerle coming there. 

However, they attended strictly to 
their own business. Swerle stood at the 
head of the bar, slowly emptying a 
bottle and paying religiously for what 
he used. He made no attempt to talk 
to any of the others. He was drink
ing himset£ into a mean fit. 

Over at the place across the street, 
Bob Lane had taken his lemon pop de
spite the laughs of his own outfit and 
the M Bar men. Brute Heyberg 
watched him from a distance. Jim 
Bockton was at a table against one of 
the walls, -watching from half-closed 
eyes. 

"Lane is there anything that you can't 
do better than anybody else ?" an M Bar 
man inquit-ed. 

"I don't know. I ain't tried every
thing," bme replied. 

"Can you play checkers ?" 
"I'd strive to, if you made the first 

move," ·Lane said. 
"How about poker ?" 
"Don't coax me," pleaded Lane. 

"Poker is my weakness, and I ought to 
save my money. Fact of the matter is, 
though, I generally win." 

"Yeh ?" 
"Y eh ! Somethin' funny about it. I 

play 'honest, too. Any man who knows 
me will ·tell ·you that." 

"I'm right down willin' to con
tribute," Brute Heyberg cut in. "l ain't 
had a good game fer weeks. Come on, 
Lane, as you call ·yourself, and we'll 
make up a game:" lleyberg turned to
ward one of the tables, shouting for 
the bartender to bring cards and chips. 

Uncle Peter whispered to Lane. 
"Watch out for him. He's Hank 
Swerle's pal." 

"Uh-huh," Lane grunted. "Thanks I 
I reckoned as much from the way he 
acted." 

Brute Heyberg scarcely could keep 
from showing his elation as they pre-

pared for the game. Heyberg was good 
with a gun. A poker game is 
always a good place to start an argu
ment. What Hank Swerle did not dare 
do, perhaps Brute Heyberg could. 

The game began in an ordinary 
fashion. Stubby Bane sat in, and a 
couple of M Bar men. Uncle Peter 
stood with his back against the wall, 
watching closely. 

"I trimmed one pilgrim a few weeks 
ago for six hundred," Brute Heyberg 
boasted. 

"I ain't got quite that much on me," 
Lane admitted. "You got any of that 
money left ?" 

"I've got about two hundred of it, I 
reckon." 

"Then maybe I can start a bank ac
count when we're done," Lane told him. 
"There's nothin' like a bank account to 
make a man feel substantial." 

Heyberg glared at him and watched 
the deal. The game went ahead in a 
rather tame fashion. Lane neither lost 
nor won any large amount. Stubby 
Bane had the good fortune at the out
set. 

Then there came a time when only 
Heyberg and Lane remained dn the 
game. Back and forth they bet. Hey
berg held a full house, and Lane had 
drawn one card. That draw may have 
been a blind, Heyberg knew, with Lane 
holding fours. Or he might have filled 
a straight flush-such things happen at 
times. 

Smiling, sUt'e of himself, Bob Lane 
continued the betting. He met Brute 
Heyberg's frantic raises and tilted it 
always. Came a time when Heyberg 
hesitated-and threw down his cards. 

"Shucks !" Lane said, as he raked in 
the chips. "We play poker down Texas 
way. I bet you had me beat, Heyberg." 

"Yeh ? Maybe I know when to quit." 
"Then you didn't quit soon enough, 

I reckon. Stayin' as long as you did 
that way, you ought to bluffed the 
limit." 
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"I had a full. I know when there 
are fours against me," Heyberg said. 

"You had a full ? And you sat there 
and let me get away with it ? That 
was right do\vn kind o' you, Mr. Hey
berg." 

Lane flipped over his hand ; it showed 
nothing better than a pair of treys. 

Chuckles came from those who 
watched, laughter from somebody back 
by the wall, and Brute Heyberg cursed 
and his face turned purple with rage. 
But this was not the time, he sensed, to 
play the hand he wished to play. The 
game went on. 

Half an hour later Heyberg and Lane 
again were left alone to fight it out. 

"And ten !" Lane said. "I believe 
mine are better than yours, Mr. Hey
berg." 

"And ten !" Heyberg snapped. 
"Can't change my mind yet," Lane 

said. "Make it twenty this time. You 
want to see this hand twenty dollars' 
worth more, Mr. Heyberg ?" 

"Yeh, and twenty more !" Heyberg 
declared. "You bluffed once, but you 
won't get away with it again. You 
drew two cards. Your set o' threes 
won't beat mine." 

"It wouldn't surprise me much if you 
had another of them full houses," Lane 
said, softly, as he counted chips. "Still, 
I'm stayin' right in this here game." 

Lane raised again, and Heyberg tilted 
it. Lane seemed to stop and study his 
cards. His smile widened. 

"I don't want to break you this hand, 
Mr. Heyberg," he said. "You ain't got 
many chips left. So I reckon that I'll 
just call you." 

"Bluff didn't work, did it ?" Hey
berg said, exultingly. He started to 
reach for the chips. 

"Better let me see your hand first," 
Lane cooed. "Uh-huh ! King full on 
eights ! I felt quite sure that you had 
a full house, Mr. Heyberg. But that 
don't beat four nines !" 

Lane spread out his hand. Once 

more a chorus of chuckles came from 
the men watching the game. 

"I wasn't bluffin' that time, Mr. Hey
berg. You ought to thank me for not 
hreakin' you," Lane said. "And I sure 
felt certain that you had a nice full 
house." 

"Yeh ?" 
"Yeh !" Lane said. "I saw you deal 

it to yoursel f !" 
Brute Heyberg had the chance he 

wanted. He snarled like a beast at bay. 
Lane's hands were on the table, and he 
was fumbling with the cards. 

But Brute Heyberg was not quite 
quick enough. Even as his hand made 
a swift dive for the gun at his side, he 
found himself looking into the muzzle 
of one that Bob Lane had drawn from 
beneath his coat. 

"Drop it, Mr. Hey berg !" Lane com
manded, his smile gone and his eyes 
blazing. "I figured that you'd do just 
that, too. I saw it comin' even before 
we started to play. Hands on the table ! 
Stubby, kindly collect Mr. Heyberg's 
gun for me and extract the cartridges 
from the same." 

Heyberg, muttering curses, did not 
dare make a move. Stubby Bane got 
his gun and broke it, scattering the car
tridges on the floor. 

"Mr. Heyberg, I'm right down sur
prised at you," Lane said. "You 
shouldn't cheat when you're playin' 
cards for money ! At least you shouldn't 
try to cheat when you're playin' with 
a man as knows poker. Some places, 
Mr. Heyberg, you'd be shot down for 
doin' a thing like that. I'm right down 
startled to think these here boys would 
play with you at all. Maybe they won't, 
after this." 

"I ain't done with you, Lane !" 
"You ain't ? I 'm sorry for you if 

you ain't, Mr. Heyberg ! I reckon 
you're takin' Hank Swerle's quarrel up 
for him. That was a friendly thing to 
do. But I didn't aim to be coaxed into 
a quarrel and get shot, Mr. Heyberg. 
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Bein' shot ain't pleasant, I 've been told. 
I never have been, so I can't speak from 
experience. In all my gun fights the 
accidents have been on the other end." 

Heyberg growled, but said nothing. 
He got up from his chair, and every
body th�re watched him. He started 
toward the bar as though to get a drink, 
hut the bartender turned his back. 

"Here's your gun-empty !" Stubby 
Bane offered. 

Heyberg snatched it away and thrust 
it violently into his holster. He hurled 
a curse at the grinning Stubby and made 
for the front door. 

"Bob, he'll plug you in the back i f  
you ever turn i t  toward him," Uncle 
Peter warned. 

"Then I 'll have to be watchin', I 
reckon," Lane replied. "But I reckon 
he ain't as bad as he's painted. Shucks ! 
Breakin' up our game that way !" 

Then he did a thing that startled the 
bystanders. He broke the gun he had 
taken from beneath his coat, and from 
the cylinder extracted-a cigarette. 

"I'm forever gettin' out o' cigarettes 
when I'm playin' poker," he .explained. 
"Ain't got time to roll any when the 
game is fast and furious. So I always 
keep a few tailor-made ones around 
handy." 

"You mean to say there's cigarettes 
in that gun 'stead of cartridges ?" Uncle 
Peter roared. 

"Sure and certain ! Have one ?" Bob 
Lane asked. 

Nobody noticed that Jim Bockton 
slipped quietly from the room and fol
lowed Brute Heyberg. 

CHAPTER VII. 
THE FLIItTIN

' 
FOOL. 

HEYBERG went to the other resort 
and found Hank Swerle, as he had 

expected. They got a bottle, took it to 
the rear of the flimsy building, and sat 
there beneath a window, the other mt'n 
in the place leaving their vicinity. 

In a few words, Brute Heyberg re
lated what had happened. 

"We've got to get that jasper !" he 
hissed. "Nothin' but him dead is goin' 
to satisfy me now. I can't play cards 
in Lizardville again. It's me for the 
open. How about you ?" 

"I'm ready," Swerle declared. "We'll 
pot him, and make a ride for it. I was 
talkin' to that Jim Bockton and tryin' 
to rib him up to pluggin' Lane. H e  
might throw in with u s  and take t o  the 
hills." 

"Looks too sickly, and we ain't sure 
of him." 

"He admits that he's j ust out o' 
prison, and maybe he's on the prod 
right now. What do you want to do, 
Brute ?" 

"Kill Lane and ride." 
"Then we're done, Brute. We won't 

be able to hide facts any longer, and 
they'll be after us." 

"They've never caught us yet," Hey
berg reminded him. "We were with the 
Daddley boys for more'n a year, and 
they never got wise. I've still got a 
few scores to settle." 

"Me, too ! One of 'em is with Sam 
Wurst. Shall we make for the place 
in the hills ?" 

"Sure and certain ! That cave at the 
head o' Rattlesnake Gulch is good 
enough for us. One man can hold off a 
po�se there." 

"How about supplies ?" 
"Plenty up there. I ain't been 

11sleep," Heyberg said. "I got a lot 
from the county seat and took 'em to 
the cave. And we don't need to worry 
about money. There are a few thou
sand up in the cave from that last hold
up. That posse did us one good lick 
when they got Daddley and the gang out 
in the open. I reckon that we inherit 
the Daddley fortune." 

Hank Swerle laughed. "Want to take 
it and blow this part of the country ?" 
he asked. 

"Not j ust at first," Heyberg replied. 
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"We can have a little fun squarin' 
scores around here." 

"Maybe we'd better go some other 
place." 

"What you so nervous about ?" Hey
berg asked. "Nobody knows you shot 
Silas Mental! ." ' 

"Don't mention that !"  Swerle 
snapped. "You never know who's lis
tenin'. Yeh, I shot him, 'cause he got 
in my way. He recognized me that 
night we were raidin' the ranch. 
Couldn't do anything else after that. 
And we'll get this here detective out o'  
the way." 

"There won't be any turnin' back 
when we go out in the open," Heyberg 
said. "Everybody'll know us for what 
we are." 

"I'm satisfied, if  I can get this Lane 
first." 

"He's my meat, after what just hap
pened," Heyberg declared. 

"We'll both be in on it, then there 
won't be any fizzle." 

"Get the horses ready," Heyberg sug
gested. "We'll have to ride for it, and 
we'll have both the M Bar and the 
Twin C gangs after us." 

"Not unless Bill Albison swears 'em 
in as deputies. Lane is a stranger. It 
ain't as if  he was a man who'd been 
here a long time and was liked." 

"Yeh ? Kindly remember that I ain't 
liked, either, and neither are you, and 
the boys would sure appreciate some ex
citement like a man hunt. No sense in 
bein' careless," Heyberg said. 

"Well, Brute, what do you say ?" 
"We'll get the horses ready and wait 

until dusk," Heyberg decided. "The 
Twin C boys always stay in town until 
after dark. We can make more plans 
later. Meanwhile, stay out o' trouble. 
W e'II both keep away from Lane, and 
from everybody else." 

In the resort across the street, Bob 
Lane was refusing drinks offered as to 
a hero. He indulged in one lemon pop 
and took a cigar that was so old it al-

most crumbled in his fingers. Stubby 
Bane clung closely to him, basking in 
reflected glory. Uncle Peter was near, 
continually alert. Uncle Peter did not 
believe that Hank Swerle and Brute 
Heyberg were done with the newcomer 
to the Twin C outfit. 

Sam Wurst, hearing what had oc
curred, entered the place and held 
speech with Uncle Peter. 

"Maybe Lane knows what he is 
doin'," the foreman said, "and maybe he 
don't. He sure invites sudden death, 
the way he talks and acts." 

"Playin' a game," Uncle Peter re
plied. "That boastin' way of his ain't 
natural . It's put on. He acts like he 
was laughin' all the time at the whole 
gang o' us." 

"I wish he'd come right out and talk 
to me," Wurst said. "I'd try to give 
him advice and help him. But orders 
is orders, and the secretary of the as
sociation wrote special to the old man 
and said not to hint about his business. 
He works in his own queer way, the 
secretary said." 

"And he works fast !" Uncle Peter 
added, thinking of the scene that he 
had witnessed through the screen door 
at the ranch house. 

One of the M Bar men rushed in 
from the street. 

"It's all fixed !" he declared. "We're 
gain' to have a dance to-night. The 
storekeeper will open the hall and the 
old fiddlers will be on the job. Mary 
Cladlan and Clara Mentall are both in 
town. Clara won't dance much, but 
Mary will. A dozen o' the town girls 
will be there." · 

Instant confusion followed the an
nouncement. Iri the midst of it, Bob 
Lane managed to get away from the 
worshiping Stubby Bane and go out 
into the street. He was alert as he 
walked along it past the general store 
and to the place where a tiny trail ran 
to a group of small adobe houses on 
the side of the hill. 
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But as he passed the bank, Hiram 
Cladlan came forth and met him. 

"You're Lane, aren't you ?" Cladlan 
asked. "I'm your boss." 

"Glad to meet you, sir," Lane said. 
"How are you getting along ?" 
" Everything is lovely so far, Mr. 

Cladlan. Only a lot of  folks seem to be 
pickin' on me for no reason whatever." 

"Uh !" Cladlan grunted. "It  doesn't 
seem to be bothering you much." 

"Not much, sir." 
"Well, take good care of yourself, 

Lane," Cladlan said, and went on to
ward the st.,re. 

Bob Lane grinned and turned up the 
tiny trail. At the head of it was the 
house where the girls were spending the 
afternoon. Lane had been invited to 
call and eat some o f  the candy. 

He was welcomed eagerly at the 
door. The mistress of the house was 
cooking something in the kitchen, and 
it was necessary for Clara Mentall to 
help her, it appeared. Lane and Mary 
Cladlan were left alone. 

"Did you come to see Clara ?" Mary 
asked. 

" You know right down better than 
that !"  

"I never did see such a man," the 
girl said. "You've only been here two 
days." 

"Three," he corrected. "I wish I 
had come sooner." 

"Have you seen father ?" 
"We had a few friendly words as I 

came along the street. He seems right 
nice to me." 

"Yes ? He has chased away every 
beau I ever had." 

"Well ,  he hasn't chased me away 
yet." 

"Oh ! Then you consider yourself 
my beau ?" 

Mr. Bob Lane crossed the small 
room swiftly. He clasped Mary Clad
Ian in his arms. He held her dose, and 
kissed her rapturously, and she seemed 
to like it. 

"Careful I"  she warned. "Somebody 
may see us." 

Lane went across the room and sat 
down. 

"What would people say ?" she said. 
"The very idea of you acting this way, 
after being here only a few days !" 

" I 'm a man of impulse," he con
fessed. "When I see a thing, I know 
whether I like it or not. Is there any 
chance of me ridin' back with you in 
the buckboard ?" 

"Not a chance in the world." 
"There's goin' to be a dance. How 

often will you dance with me ?" 
"Twice ! "  
"All night ?" 
"Only twice, no matter how long the 

dance lasts." 
"That ain't any nice way to do. I'd 

like to have every dance." 
"And have everybody talking and 

dad going gunning for you ?" she asked. 
"Shucks ! I ain't afraid of your dad. 

He's a right nice old man. I'll bet that 
we get along fine." 

Clara Mentall came back into the 
room, and Mary Cladlan laughed and 
went into the kitchen in her turn. 

"Well, is everything settled between 
you and me ?" Lane asked. 

"I guess that it is, Bob," she said. 
"I'm right down glad of that. When 

I see a thing that I want, I go right and 
get it  I You're sure a great girl ! I 
knew that the minute I saw you !" 

"Go right on and flatter. I like it !" 
"I betcha ! All girls do. It's under

stood that we'll keep our secret, ain't 
it ?" 

"W e'II keep it, Bob !" 
"Good enough ! Can I have a dance 

to-night ?" 
" I  know that father would want me to 

enjoy myself. But I 'll not dance much 
-just a few times. You may have one 
or two." 

Lane grinned at her. "I betcha !" he 
said. "I've got to be goin' now. Tell 
Mary good-by for me." 
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He hurried frem the heuse and went 
down the hill. Had Uncle Peter seen 
and heard what had transpired in that 
house, he probably would have shot Bob 
Lane. It sounded very much as though 
he had caused two girls to fall in love 
with him, didn't it ? And inside three 
days ? And that one, or maybe both, 
hearts would be broken ? Wasn't that 
enough to shoot a man for ? 

CHAPTER VIII.  
BENEATH THE WINDOW. 

DUSK came to Lizardville. 
In the business establishments huge 

kerosene lamps were l ighted. Cow
punchers and townsmen thnmged the 
dusty street. The two resorts were do
ing a thriving business. The one bar
ber in town was trying to cut hair and 
shave with waiting customers shouting 
at him to show speed. 

Lizardville had a building that was 
called The Hall, where its few social 
functions were held. It blazed with 
light, and two old fiddlers scraped 
the strings as they tuned up for the 
night's frolic, secure in the belief that 
hilarious punchers would not forget to 
drop coins in the box provid.ed for that 
purpose. 

Uncle Peter and Stultby Bane had 
eaten with Bob Lane at the town's one 
restaurant, which was run by an ancient 
Chinese cook who did odd jobs except 
on pay days. Two town girls acted as 
waitresses. They were kept busy. 

"Bob, you don't want to get thinkin' 
that you've seen the last of Heyberg," 
Uncle Peter advised. "He is one mean 
hombre ! "  

" H e  looked that way t o  me," Lane 
admitted. "I 'l l  j ust keep my eyes 
peeled." 

"In Lizardville, they generally check 
guns at a dance." 

"Y eh ? Meanin' that I won't be 
armed ?" 

"You want somethin' better than a 

cigarette-stuffed gun," Stuoby Bane put 
in. "You can't work that SQrt of trick 
twice." 

"I'll be clanged if I understand 
things," Lane said. "I'm a stranger in 
this here country, and everybody starts 
gunnin' for me. Hank Swerle pick�d 
on me the minute I showed up, and 
Heyberg took up his fight. Close 
friends, I reckon." 

"I reckon !" Uncle Peter said, with 
emphasis. 

"Oh, well, I won't let it bother me 
any ! There's a dance to-night, and 
that's a time to think o' fun instead o' 
fightin' ." 

"But the enemy may be thinkin' of 
fightin'," Uncle Peter said. "You want 
to be clanged careful 8f a night attack. 
There'll be a few of us around to help 
if there ain't fair play." 

"Shucks ! Don't you go to gettin' 
into trouble account of me," Lane in
structed the old man. "You gain' to 
dance, Peter ?" 

"Who ? Me ? What girl would dance 
with me ?" 

"I am. I 've done arranged for dances 
with Mary Cladlan and Clara Mentall ," 
Lane boasted. "Dances are my dish !" 

Uncle Peter met his eyes squarely, 
and Lane grinned. I f  there was some 
sort of joke, only the latter knew it. 
Uncle Peter frowned. 

They left the restaurant, Lane walk
ing in the middle. For some reason, the 
M Bar men were not showing active 
hostility toward Lane, perhaps because 
he had exposed Brute Heyberg as a 
card cheat. They chaffed him a bit, 
and received repartee in reply, but that 
was all . 

Neither Hank Swerle nor Brute Hey
berg was in sight. Lane went with the 
others to The Hall, and at the door they 
checked their guns. Some of the town 
girls were there already, and had been 
claimed as partners for the first dance. 
Mary Cladlan and Clara Mentall had 
not arrived. They would be the belles 
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of the ball, and knew it, hence used 
their preroe-ative to be late. 

Outside in the darkness, Hank Swerle 
went noiselessly around the huitding and 
found Heyberg waiting f0r him. 

"He Gheeked his gun," Hank re
fl<)rted. "He's; our meat!" 

"Y eh ? He wore one guo on his hip 
and had anether under his coat." 

"The one with the cigaret.i:es in it ?" 
Hank asked. Heyberg swere. "I think 
he checked that one, too, but I ain't 
sure." 

"His heavy one is checked, anyway," 
Heyberg replied. "And what chance 
will he have, even if he does pack a 
gun ? We're goin' to take him by sur
prise, ain't we ?" 

"Yeh ! Let the dance get warm first. - We want to get a good start. We'd bet
ter get the horses now." 

They slipped away through the dark
ness, went to the other end of the street, 
and so came to the public stable. 

"We want our horses," Hey berg said. 
"We're go in' to quit this here town and 
go to the county seat. Got a line on a 
couple o' jobs down that way .. " 

The stableman said nothing, not wish
ing to court disaster. He had his pri
vate belief as to the reason for this 
sudden departure ; he had heard how 
Lane had exposed Heyberg, and he 
knew that Hank Swerle had been dis
charged from the Twin C outfit. 

They got their horses and paid the 
bill, acting like honest men who might 
happen along that way again. They 
did not mount, but led their horses out 
in the darkness, keeping away from the 
buildings, and going back of the row 
of them toward the dance hall. 

Heyberg had been living in the hotel, 
which was a small building behind the 
general store, where four rooms were 
for rent. He got his blanket roll, and 
Hank Swerle got his also, which he had 
left in Heyberg's room. Then they 
sought the proprietor. 

"We're leavin' pretty soon," Heyberg 

reported. "GGin' to the c@unty seat to 
see about a job.  Ridin' to-night w.hen 
it's cool. What is my bill ?" 

He was told, and paid it. The two 
carried out their stuff and went to the 
horses again,  where they prepared for 
the trail. They had the blanket rolls 
strapped so they could drop them 
easily i f  the pursuit was too close and 
they had to throw off weight. 

The horses were led to a spot fi fty 
feet bebind the dance hall and tied to 
a post in such a fashion that a quick 
jerk of the reins would unfasten them. 

"You stay here, and I 'l1 scout around 
a bit," Swerle said. "We don't want 
any fizzle in this." 

"Lane is my meat, I said." 
"You can have him. But be sure you 

get him," Swerle said. " I'll plug Sam 
Wurst at the same time, if it's possible. 
Hope we can get 'em together." 

Hank Swerle crept through the dark
ness toward the dance hall. The win
dows were open. The fiddles were 
scraping and the dance already was in 
progress. 

Mary Cladlan and Clara Mentall had 
arrived now. Bob Lane met them at 
the door, and immediately claimed Mary 
for his first dance. Almost every eye 
was on them as they went out upon the 
floor. Mary Cladlan was a favorite, 
and Lane a newcomer. 

That Bob Lane could dance was the 
verdict of every woman in the place be
fore he had been twice around the floor 
with Mary. When the dance came to 
an end. they were near an open win
dow at one end of the room, and Bob 
stopped her there. 

" May I have the next ?" he asked. 
"You may not !" she replied, laugh

ing. "There are so few girls." 
"But I don't like to have you dancin' 

with anybody else," he said. 
"Jealous!" 
"You can bet that I'm jealous," he 

said. "Love me ?" 
"Uh-huh !" 
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"Dog-gone ! I've a notion to kiss you 
right here and now." 

"Then dad would probably shoot you 
and everything would be ended," she 
replied. "You go dance with Clara 
now." 

Lane surrendered her to an enthusi
astic M Bar man and went in search of 
Clara Mental!. He claimed her and 
whirled her out upon the floor. Clara 
knew how to dance also. The other 
girls were watching Lane and hoping 
that he would seek introductions to 
them. 

And when that dance ended, Lane 
stopped Clara beside the same window 
at the end of the hail, where they could 
not be overheard by any of the others. 

"Happy ?" Mr. Lane demanded. 
"Sure am !" Clara Mentaii said. 

"You've made me very happy. I can 
live as I want to now. Just wait until 
everybody knows it ! Won't they be 
surprised ! "  

"But we're goin' t o  keep it a secret 
for a little while yet, you know." 

"Yes, I know !" Clara replied. "What 
a sweet secret it is !"  

Outside in the darkness, Hank Swerle 
slipped noiselessly away from the side 
of the building. He went back to where 
Heyberg was waiting with the horses. 

"Man, we may not have to do it our
selves !"  he said. "Wait tiii I tell you 
what I've overheard." 

"Well, what ?" 
"This jasper of a Lane is makin' love 

to Mary Cladlan. And she's fallen in 
love with him. I heard her say she 
loved him. If Hi Cladlan knew that, 
we could save our builets. Cladlan 
would shoot him down. And that ain't 
all, either." 

"What's the rest ?" Hey berg asked, 
showing sudden interest. 

"He's makin' love to Clara Mental!, 
too. They were standin' by the window 
after they'd danced. He said to keep it 
a secret for a while, and she said what 
a sweet secret it was. Playin' with both 

girls. If Oadlan and the boys knew 
that, they'd sure bump him off in a 
minute." 

"Why not let 'em know it ?" Hey
berg suggested. "It'II save us a lot o' 
dangerous work." 

Together they crept back to The Hall. 
Remaining in the darkness, they peered 
at the windows until they came to one 
where Hiram Cladlan was standing just 
inside talking to his foreman as he 
watched the dance. Swerle and Hey
berg got close under the window and 
began to talk. 

"Somebody ought to shoot that jas
per of a Lane," Swerle said. "I don't 
mean just because I had a run-in with 
him, either. But when he gets to mak
in' love to two girls at once, somebody 
ought to do somethin' about it." 

"What's he been doin' ?" Hey berg 
asked. 

"He had Mary Cladlan right by that 
window at the end of the hail and was 
makin' love talk to her. Not that I blame 
him for that. But ten minutes later he 
had Clara Mentaii there too, and was 
makin' love talk to her. Wants to 
marry a big ranch, I reckon." 

"Fiirtin' with both girls, is he ?" Hey
berg said. 

"He'Il be breakin' their hearts," 
Swerle declared. "I may be a bad 
hombre at times, but I never fooled 
women like that !" 

They moved away. 
Inside the dance bali, Hiram Cladlan 

clutched Sam Wurst by the arm. "Did 
you hear that, Sam ?" he asked. 

"Yeh ! Swerle and Heyberg," the 
foreman replied. "Don't let it bother 
you, boss." 

"But they said--" 
"Boss, I'm right down surprised at 

you. Of course they said it, and know
in' you were standin' here and listenin'. 
They're right down smart, huh ? They 
want Lane out of the way, and they 
haven't been able to get him out. How 
nice it would be if they made you think 
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a lot o' things and you went and shot 
Lane for 'em !" 

" You reckon that is their game ?" 
"Sure ! And when it won't work, 

they'll try somethin' else," Sam 'vV urst 
said. "Lane better keep his eyes open. 
I don't know much about detectives, 
cattle or otherwise, but it seems to me 
that he works in a funny way." 

"Got his own methods, I reckon," 
Cladlan said. 

"Y eh ! He may be tryin' to get 'em 
to make a move that'll convict 'em. But 
it's one dangerous game he's playin', i f  
you ask me !" 

"Well,  my stars I Detectives are sup
posed to be playin' a dangerous game, 
ain't they ?" Cladlan asked. 

"Uncle Peter has his eyes open and 
is on the job,. He's wise to Lane's busi
ness here. Not bein' a dancer, Uncle 
Peter is loiterin' around just outside the 
door of the hall." 

"And they tried to rib me up to 
goin' gunnin' for the boy, huh ?" Clad
Ian said. "I'd hate to see anything bad 
happen to him. He's a fresh young 
squire, I reckon, but I 've taken a fancy 
to him. I heard what he did to Brute 
Heyberg." 

"That freshness may be all put on 
for a purpose," the foreman said. 
"That's my idea. I only hope that he 
does what he came here to do." 

CHAPTER IX. 
THE DEPUTY SH ERIFF ARRIVES. 

Q UTSIDE in the darkness, Hank 
Swerle and Brute Heyberg waited 

in vain for sounds of violence and car
nage. It gradually dawned upon them 
that something was amiss. Evidently, 
Hiram Cladlan had not rushed to the 
slaughter of the new puncher of the 
Twin C. 

They lurked beneath the windows for 
a time, eager anticipation in their man
ner, but they did not see Hiram Clad
Ian or Sam Wurst again. They saw 

Lane once, however. He came to a 
window for an instant with one of the 
town girls, but he was not making love 
to her. And before either of them could 
draw a gun and shoot, he was gone. 

Heyberg and Swerle stepped back 
into the darkness. 

"We've got to do it as we planned at 
first," Heyberg said. "Shoot him down 
and ride ! Let's look to the horses." 

They went back to the horses and 
made sure that the reins could be jerked 
free quickly. They drained a bottle 
Hank Swerle had in his coat pocket. 
Then they went back toward the dance 
hall, taking their guns out and inspect
ing them and then returning them to 
their holsters. 

"We'll wait until just after a dance 
ends," Hank Swerle suggested. "I'm 
goin' to take a shot at Sam Wurst. You 
be sure to get Lane." 

"I'll get him ! Don't you think that 
I 've got reason enough to shoot 
straight ?" Heyberg said. "We can stick 
up the whole crowd in the hall. Not a 
man in there has a gun." 

"Lane may have one. A detective 
would be a fool to be caught without 
one." 

"W e'II catch him off guard. W e'II 
have the drop. I can get him before 
he gets a gun out." 

They went out into the street and 
walked along it slowly, a few feet 
apart, passing various punchers making 
their way from the dance hall to the 
saloons. Nobody gave them much at
tention. Inside the hall, the fiddles 
were scraping and men and women were 
laughing as they danced. 

Swerle and Heyberg walked slowly 
to the door, and stood peering inside. 
Suddenly they stepped forward to enter. 

"Your guns, gents I" the doorkeeper 
announced. 

"We ain't checkin' 'em !" Heyberg 
replied. 

"Rules, gents !" 
"But we ain't goin' to dance. We're 
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just lookin' for somebody," Swerle pro
tested. 

"Now, you boys know the rules. 
Check your guns or stay outside." 

Swerle drew out his gun, and so did 
Heyberg. But they did not hand them 
over to be checked. They brushed the 
doorkeeper aside and stepped into the 
hall. 

A dance number had just come to 
an end. Couples were waiking to chairs 
and benches scattered along the walls. 
Bob Lane had danced his second dance 
with Mary Cladlan, and was leading her 
toward a corner of the room. 

"Put 'em up, everybody !" Brute Hey
berg yelled. 

They whirled to face him, still laugh
ing and talking, thinking that somebody 
was playing a prank. But they knew 
instantly that it was no prank when 
they saw Swerle and Heyberg. 

"Hands up !" Swerle added. "You, 
Wurst !" 

"Lane, step out and take it !" Hey
berg yelled. "We'll put an end to one 
detective ! Here's where I get you, you 
skunk !" 

A woman screamed. Others rushed 
to the walls out of the way. Men 
howled. Unarmed, they were helpless 
to do anything to prevent a tragedy. 

Bob Lane had whirled Mary Cladlan 
to one side. And now, as Brute Hey
berg fired the first shot, he lurched to 
one side, and the bullet missed him by 
inches. Heyberg was throwing down 
again. 

Bob Lane gave a cry that probably 
was of rage. His right hand darted be
neath his left arm and came forth hold
ing a weapon. Brute Heyberg fired a 
second shot, and Lane whirled halfway 
around from the shock as the bullet 
struck home in his left shoulder. 

Another shot sounded as Swerle fired 
at Sam Wurst. The foreman, struck in 
.an arm, rushed forward, inviting instant ft7A3 . death, trying to get at his antagonist, " for there was nothing else he could do. 

The other men in the room seemed 
stunned, incapable of quick thought or 
action. 

Then Bob Lane's gun roared twice. 
Brute Heyberg lurched to one side, 
dropped his gun, and collapsed to the 
floor. From the corner of his eye, 
Swerle saw his companion's downfall. 
He flung his gun hand around and 
fanned the trigger. The bullet went 
within a few inches of Bob Lane's head. 

From the doorway another gun 
roared, and Hank Swerle pitched to the 
floor. Uncle Peter had gone into ac
tion. 

Bob Lane, half crouched, held his gun 
ready, but neither of his enemies stirred. 
A sickly smile came over Lane's face. 
His arm sagged at his side. His knees 
seemed to give way under him. And 
then he toppled over. 

Above the sudden din rang out a 
woman's scream. Mary Cladlan ran 
forward through the crowd and dropped 
to her knees beside Bob Lane. 

"Bob ! Bob !" she cried. "Tell me 
they didn't get you ! Speak to me, 
Bob !" 

She bent her head and covered his 
face with kisses. Men and women 
crowded toward her. 

"Speak to me, Bob !" she cried. 
"They didn't get you I I-I can't lose 
you now !" 

"Come away, girl !" Hiram Cladlan 
said, trying to lift her. "You don't 
know what you're doin' or sayin'." 

"They've killed him t:• she cried. 
"Dad, they've killed him ! Can't you 
understand ? I love him, dad !" 

"Girl, the shock has been too much 
for you ! You don't know what you're 
sa yin' !" 

"See, his eyes are open ! Bob, speak 
to me !" 

Bob Lane grinned. "Must-have 
fainted," he gasped. "What's all the 
fuss about ?" 

Uncle Peter thrust his way forward 
and tried to brush Mary to one side. 
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He knelt and l ifted Bob Lane's shoul
ders. 

"Help me up, Uncle Peter," Lane 
said. "It's only-through the shoul
der. I want to get-on my feet." 

Uncle Peter and another man l ifted 
him. Cladlan was holding Mary back. 

"Got 'em both," Lane said. "Sorry 
there was so much fuss." 

"They jumped you," Uncle Peter 
said. "Swerle plugged Sam Wurst in 
the arm, too. Yep, you got 'em, Bob. 
Take a swig o' this !" 

Uncle Peter tendered a flask. 
"I'm all right," he declared. 
Then Mary Cladlan managed to get 

near him again, crying, patting his 
wounded shoulder from which the blood 
was flowing, not seeming to notice that 
he winced with the pain. 

"Bob ! Bob !" she crooned. 
"Sit down, Lane !" Cladlan com

manded, putting a chair behind him and 
forcing him into it. "I'm glad you're 
able to talk, for there's some explainin' 
to be done, it seems to me." 

"I love him dad !" Mary said. "Don't 
be cross !" 

"Not with you, honey ! But Lane is 
a man. He comes here to do detective 
�ork, to find out who shot Silas Men
tall, and he makes love to you--" 

"Dad !" the girl cried. "Bob a de
tective ? There's some mistake." 

"Detective !" Lane gasped. "That 
solves the puzzle. So Swerle thought 
that I was a detective and had come for 
him, huh ?" 

"Well, ain't you ?" Cladlan demanded. 
"Certainly not. I'm just a poor cow

boy tryin' hard to get along." 
"And you get along by makin' love 

to every girl you meet, do you ? If you 
break my girl's heart-- !" 

"Dad, he isn't breaking it !" Mary 
cried. 

"He's been makin' love to Clara, too." 
"That's not so, Mr. Cladlan !" Clara 

Mentall said. "He has been a perfect 
gentleman." 

"Dad, let me tell it !" Mary begged. 
"I met Bob three months ago when I 
was visiting down in Texas. And we
we fell in love, dad. And we had to 
consider you, of course. You'd always 
acted so terribly about men being in
terested in me. So Bob suggested that 
he come up here and get a job on the 
Twin C, and try to get you to like him, 
before we told you." 

"So that's it ! And there was a de
tective comin', and your Bob acted just 
like the association secretary said the 
detective would act, so we thought he 
was the detective. And who is this Bob, 
anyway ?" 

"Bob Lane is my right name, sir," 
the man on the chair said. 

"But who are you ? Are you a fit 
man for my daughter ?" 

Bob Lane smiled. The bodies of 
Swerle and Heyberg had been carried 
out of the room and he could see that 
men were busy covering the stains on 
the floor. Everybody in the room was 
crowding forward now, listening. 

But it was Mary Cladlan who an
swered for him. 

"Dad, Bob's father owns the big 
Triple Z ranch down in Texas, and Bob 
has a half interest in it," she said. 
"And he-he's got a good reputation, 
and everything like that. It's all right, 
dad." 

"But I heard that he was gallivant
ing with Clara Mentall. They were 
talkin' about sweet secrets--" 

"Mr. Cladlan, how dare you !" Clara 
cried. "If you must know, I'll tell you, 
though it was to be a secret for a few 
days yet. Mr. Lane has bought my 
ranch, so I'll be free now to go and 
live with my aunt in the East. He 
thought it would please you if he 
bought it, so he and Mary could be 
near you, and so the two of you 
wouldn't have to worry about water 
rights. And I-I think that Bob is 
splendid." 

Hiram Cladlan sat down quickly in a 
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chair that Uncle Peter was thoughtful 
enough to provide for him. 

"Hell's bells !" he cried. "Things sure 
have been mixed up. Me thinkin' that 
Bob was tile detectiv�" 

"I don't crave that kind of l ife, sir," 
Lane said. "I just want to settle down 
and be a good rancher-settle down 
with Mary. I hope you'll like me, sir, 
because I 'm goin' to have Mary even if 
you don't !" 

"From what I 've seen of you, I be
lieve you," Cladlan· said. 

"Uncle Peter thought that I was gal
livantin', too," Lane accused his friend. 
"I was just actin' fresh and playin' a 
part. Hank SY:£erle and his friend hur
ried things." 

"Sure !" Uncle Peter said. "Swerle 
and Heyberg have been under suspicion 
as belongin' to the Daddley gang, and 
they thought you was a detective come 
to nab 'em." 

"They sure and certain almost upset 
my plans," Lane said. 

"And you certainly upset mine, young 
man ! " said another voice. 

J im Bockton was standing there, a 
smile upon his face. 

"Mr. Cladlan, I'm the association de
tective," Bockton said. "I ain't as sick 
as I look. That's just one of my little 
ways of actin' at times. I 've been 
workin' around here for more'n two 
weeks, and I was prowlin' around the 
country cGnsiderable before that. I had 
the association secretary notify you to 
watch out for me, but I decided against 
takin' a job at the Twin C." 

"My stars !" Clad! an gasped. 
"I was just about ready to arrest 

Swerle and Heyberg. I had all the evi
dence I needed. They belonged to the 
Daddley gang, and it was Swerle who 
shot Mr. Mental! . I heard him confess 
it to Heyberg. I saw that they sus
pected Lane of being the association 

man, and kept quiet, because while they 
were watching him they didn't pay much 
attention to me. Bein' satisfied that he 

· was the detective, they didn't suspect me 
at all. Lane and Uncle Peter have 
saved the State some money ; no trial 
necessary now." 

"My stars !" Cladlan gasped again. 
He indicated with a wave of his hand 

that it might be appropriate for the 
£rowd to withdraw, and the crowd 
started to obey. Mary Cladlan was 
standing beside Lane her hands rest
ing on his head, smiling down at him, 
proud and unashamed in her love. 

Through the door rushed a breathless 
man. 

"What is it ? I heard shootin' !" Dep
uty Sheriff Bill Albison cried. 

Hiram Cladlan whirled around to 
face him. 

"Bill, you ought to retire," he ad
vised. "You're never around when any
thing happens. We've had a detective 
in disguise, and a case o' mistaken iden
tity, two crTminals removed forcibly 
from the land of the livin', a real estate 
deal , and a love story, and you weren't 
here to see any of it." 

"Anyway, I knew about the detec
tive," Albison said. "Bockton reported 
to me ten days ago, and I helped spread 
that lie about him bein' an ex-convict. 
What's all this stuff about a real estate 
deal and a love story ?" 

"That's simple," Cladlan said. "Mr. 
Lane is goin' to be my son-in-law, and 
he's bought the M Bar to start house
keepin' on." 

Albison blinked rapidly as Mary 
Cladlan gave her father a hu&" of thank
fulness. 

"Then I won't have to worry any 
more about a range feud between the 
Twin C and the M Bar," the deputy 
sheriff said. "That's some good come 
out o' this mess, anyway !" 

�--WI!I11f11111
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TobaCcyfor Bears 
!>' Austin Hall 

Author of "Bear Bounty," etc. 

mou never can tell what i s  
around the corner. At 
least, J o h n Harper 
Adams, the bear man, 
couldn't. 

On that particular sum
mer afternoon he had been coming up 
the river with his old bear, Silvertip, 
when right along the river's edge and 
not ten feet up the side of the bank 
he had spotted the most likely looking 
piece of float that he had seen for 
years ; so, without ado, he had set out 
to reach for the specimen. He had 
called the pet bear over and had bal
anced himself upright on the big 
bruin's back, stretching up with his 
hand toward the quartz, when every
thing seemed tG happen at once. The 
bear grunted and scooted, leaving the 
old man with no support between his 
feet and terra firma. 

Splash ! He landed in the water on 
his head ! 

At the same moment another man, 
none other than old Sammy Cadman, 
friend of John's and an unannounced 
visitor, received the remainder of the 
surprise. In fact, he was the thing 

around the corner. He had just 
rounded the bluff when, right in front 
of him, he had beheld a man standing 
on the back of a full-grown grizzly. 

No one could blame him for stopping 
and letting out a yell of astonishment. 
The bear had given one leap, bumping 
the terrified newcomer off the bank and 
into the water behind John Harper 
Adams. Two men swimming about in 
the pool, trying to get their bearings ! 
Coughs, snorts, and exclamations ! 
Then, two heads swung around, and 
old John found himself looking into 
the eyes of his boyhood friend. 

"Yeh !" He grunted as he spat out 
a mouthful of mountain water. "Yeh, 
you durn ole hairpin ! So it's you, is 
it I might 'a' knowed it. Wonder you 
wouldn't ring a bell -or something so's 
I'd know you was coming." 

The other was choking over the ef
fects of his sudden dive ; when he had 
cleared his throat and recovered, he 
came back with his answer. 

"John Harper Adams ! How did I 
know you would be here ? And, say, 
you old scalawag, do you suppose I'm 
a-going to be made a fool of by any 
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rangtankerous bear like that. I 'll fix 
him ! You see i f  I don't. You just 
watch me ! Knock me in  the water, 
will he ? Dog-gone !" 

The irate old prospector had climbed 
up on the bank and yanked out his .45. 
In his youth he had been a fiery red
head, and though his hair might have 
faded his temper was still on top. Old 
Silvertip had sneaked to the shelter 
of some willow!! and was watching out 
of his shrewd little eyes. 

"Yeh," called Sammy Cadman, wav
ing the gun. 

But at that moment old John started 
up on the bank and made a flying 
tackle. Like a pair of fighting bobcats 
the two men went into the air and 
landed in the water. Splash ! The 
water rippled and two heads went out 
of sight ; in ten seconds they bobbed 
above the surface. Oaths, exercrations, 
exclamations ! 

The two men bumped heads and 
then as by mutual accord began swim
ming for the opposite shore. When 
they reached the bank, Sammy Cad
man's temper had somewhat cooled. 
He looked at John Harper Adams with 
a grin. Old John shook his head 
sagely. 

"Same old hot-headed kid, ain't ye, 
Sammy ? All us ready to go off like a 
firecracker. But don't you ferget that 
that's my bear. It was your own fault, 
dog-gone ye, fer coming in so sudden. 
Besides which, I got a ducking as well 
as you did. So ! Yeah ! . And now 
yo're grinning, which shows me that 
you've gotten back tuh your real and 
honest self. Seems to me that we had 
ought tuh shake hands. · And after 
that's been done, why not come up to 
the cabin and partake of a little veni
son ?" 

An hour later, the two men, their 
clothes changed and their bodies glow
ing with comfort, were filling up on 
the last o f  a juicy rump steak. Outside, 
the evening had filled the big canyon 

with a dusky peace ; birds hummed and 
chippered, and fifty feet away the 
speckled trout were pecking at the sur
face of the pool. Old Silvertip, peace
ful as a shepherd dog, was drowsing 
near the doorstep. It was time for a 
good smoke and the chat that goes with 
it. Sammy Cadman settled back in his 
chair while John Adams brought out 
a can of · tobacco. First he passed it 
to his companion. 

"This is what you calls bear smok
ing," he announced. "Yep. Regular 
bear weed. You see, Jimmy, that 'ere 
bear of mine is allus developin' new 
tastes and new ideas. Didn't know a 
bear would use tobaccy, did ye ? Well, 
he will ; only Silver didn't pick up the 
habit until a few weeks ago. Then 
one of them durn pesky tenderfeet 
come along one day and dropped a 
plug of this here sweet chawing stuff. 
Mixed with molasses or something like 
that. And Silvertip picked it up. He 
liked it so well that he tracked that 
feller almost to town lookin' fer more. 
And when he come back he was a con
firmed terbaccy user. I been raisin' it  
ever since he was a cub, but he hadn't 
bothered it afore. But you had ought 
tuh see him go fer that patch. I guess 
I won't be able to grow any more of  
the weed at  all from now on. And i f  
I want to  get him a-goin', all I've got 
to do is to give him a smell." 

Whether the bear scented the can 
or understood his master's speech, 
Sammy had no way of knowing, but 
at that moment he had his little ears 
pricked up and was peering through 
the doorway. Old Sammy opened the 
can and stuffed his pipe. Then he lit 
up. 

One puff. Two. Three !" 
Phew t A strange look had come 

into his face ; he turned toward his 
companion. 

"Yeah !" He spoke in the accents 
of a man who has just been up against 
the real thing. "You raised this stuff, 
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didn't you ? Oh, my gosh ! My head ! 
What-what did yuh fertilize it with, 
John-dynamite or nitroglycerin ? Eh ? 
It would knock down an ox. Holy 
Moses ! No wonder your grizzly likes 
it-it's just about his size. Oh, my 
lord !" 

If there ever was a man knocked 
out by a few puffs, that man was 
Sammy Cadman. The tip of his nose 
had turned white under his whiskers, 
his hands dropped limply. 

"John Adams," he spoke faintly, "I 
didn't know you could be so cruel. I'm 
a-goin' tuh die. Honest !" 

Which goes to show that a man niay 
become accustomed to some almighty 
strong stuff. John Harper Adams had 
always persuaded himself that his own 
tobacco was about the sweetest and 
mildest in the world. But in two min
utes, he was doing what the could to 
assist his friend, leading him to the 
creek bank and advising a dip in the 
pool. 

"Best cure in the world fer tobaccy 
sickness," he announced. "I know, be
cause that's the way I cured myself 
when I got sick on my first chaw. That 
was years ago when I was a kid ; but 
it ought to work yet." 

In another half hour, Sammy Cad
man was out on the bank, refreshed, 
and ready to tell his story. 

"You see," he began, "I was aiming 
on making you a visit ; but as usual 
when I droP, in on John Harper Adams 
something has to happen. First it was 
that fall into the river, and then it 
was this here tobaccy. Well, I thought 
I was a-going to die just a minute ago ; 
but I guess I ain't. And I'm mighty 
glad of that, John, because I've at last 
come to the point where I can do some
thing that I've always aimed at. 

"You remember that sister that I 
was allus sending money to when we 
was younger ? Hey ? She was ·way 
back in the East, i f  you recall ; and I 
allus let her get away with the notion 

that I was rich. You know what these 
tenderfeet ladies of the East think 
about us rough necks out here-es
pecially us gold miners. Rich ! Of 
course we  are ! All we have to do i s  
to  dig the gold out o f  the ground. It's 
an awful joke tuh you and me ; but 
tuh them it's serious. 

"Well, I've let her think that way a 
good many years : and been ashamed 
of myself fer a durned old liar. And 
she's gone and had a daughter since 
then, and both of them have an idea 
that Uncle Sammy is about the 
wealthiest and toniest old gentleman in 
the whole United States of America. 
Which o f  course he wishes he was. 
So, them being the facts, I've allus 
kept on sending a bit of cash now and 
then ; and living in the hopes that some 
day I could do the real act of a rich 
uncle. And that's just what I come to 
tell you about. 

"I've struck it, John. Y essir. Hon
est, I have. I've hit the greatest vein 
of gold that a man ever looked on. 
Right up in Devil Canyon. I opened 
her up last week and she's free gold. 
So rich that inside of a few months 
I expect to be a millionaire. I felt 
so good about it that I went right down 
to the town and laid up a supply of  
grub to  last me  till I get finished. Also, 
I had to send a telegram to Sister 
Susie, telling her that she could look 
for me almost any old time." 

Old John was listening ; he cut in 
with : 

"And did you send her any money ?" 
"Yeh ; of course. I sent her the re

sult o' the first day's digging. I told 
her to lay off and take a vacation. She 
and little Bess." 

"Urn-humph !" John grunted, as he 
went on smoking. "And I suppose you 
had to cackle the news all over town. 
Did you do any drinking ?" 

Old Sammy Cadman looked up as 
though he had been insulted. 

"Me ? If course I did. But I didn't 
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cackle, as you call it. Course, I had 
tuh tell somebody ; but what of it ?" 

"Not a thing," said old John sol
emn1y. "Only I know a lot of people 
in that 'ere town. They're just like 
everybody else what Jives in  a city. 
They think that any old time one of  
us fellers gets a stake, they've got a 
God-given right to take it away from 
us. But I 'm awful glad that you sent 
that money while you had it. And take 
it from me, if you go back to your 
sister and niece, you just play the part 
of a rich uncle. Yes, indeed ! Only, 
I'd like to see you dressed up in a stiff 
hat and tailor-made clothes, and acting 
the part. Here you, Silvertip, have a 
chaw." 

Old John reached into a big box and 
tossed a handful of tobacco through 
the door. The big bear caught it in 
his mouth and sat up, for all the world 
as though it were the sweetest and 
most delicious morsel that he could 
wish. Old John chuckled. 

"Beats heck, what creatures want -in 
this old world of ourn. You want 
riches so you can go back and swell 
up. All I want is a little peace ; and 
all Silvertip is looking for nowadays 
is another chaw." 

Next morning Sammy Cadi:nan dis
appeared over the ridge on his way to 
Devil's Canyon, and for a month John 
heard no more of  him. In fact, he had 
almost forgotten about his visit, when 
one day a rider came up his own 
canyon, crossed the river, and drew 
up in front of the cabin. The new
comer proved to be none other than 
Sheriff Byrnnes. And when the sheriff 
showed up, John usually had work 
ahead of him. However, on this day it 
seemed to be a different matter. 

"Nope, John," said the sheriff in 
answer to the other's protest. "I 'm on 
an errand of  peace this time. I just 
come. up here to ask you about Sammy 
Cadman. You see, there's a pair of  
ladies down at the office a-lookin' for 

him. And I'm a-tryin' to hold them 
there. You see, I don't quite know 
where Sammy is located at ; and of  
course I couldn't tell them. And that's 
where I'm a-tellin' 'em the truth. 
They're as sweet a pair as a man ever 
looked at. The mother is a feminine 
ringer for old Sammy ; and the girl 

Say ! Well, she's got every 
young sprout in town shaved up and 
combed and walking past her window. 
And that pair is  a-lookin' fer old 
Sammy. He's Uncle Sammy they say, 
and unless I dig him up, they'll be 
headin' into these here mountains on 
a hunt of their own."  

"Yeah ?"· Old John , was scratching 
his pet bear on the back. He reached 
into his pocket and drew out a piece 
of leaf tobacco. The bear picked it 
out of his hand. "Well, you better 
not let 'em do that. Not with some 
of these hombres running around these 
here hills. I get what you're dri fting 
at, though, and I suppose, as usual, you 
have put the tag on me and I'm ' it.' 
Well, it ain't hard work tuh go over 
the hills and tell him the news. In 
fact, it 'u'd be rather pleasant. How 
about them hard nuts down in town ?" 

"Fine," said Sheriff Byrnnes, getting 
off his horse. "I've got 'em eating out 
of my hand. You needn't worry about 
them at all. That's the reason I want 
you to make the journey to Devil's 
Canyon. I'm needed at home to watch 
the wolves. If any of them get loose, 
I'll be right on their trail. If you can 
start in the morning, it will suit me 
just right." 

And so old John had picked up an 
excuse for making a long trip among 
the mountains. By noon of the next 
day he and his bear, Silvertip, were far 
off ?-mong the weird summits, deep 
among the snows, and looking down 
at a puny world. Lakes, freshets, and 
glaciers lay about them. And on the 
other side, the deep series of canyons 
that were known as the Devil's Piay-
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ground. Over there, somewhere, was 
the canyon where Sammy Cadman had 
discovered his vein of golden metal. 
That night John slept under the shel
ter of a big pine and looked up at the 
stars through a frosty sky. A cold 
night to be sure, but John had a way 
of using his big bear for a pillow and 
enjoying himself. The only fear that 
he had was for a bag of tobacco that 
he had hung in the tree above his head. 
He had brought it along for Silvertip's 
use ; while that which he kept for 
smoking was in a tilt can in his hip 
12ocket. ' 

"Huh !" he muttered as he went to 
sleep. "Old Silver is just like one o f  
these hopheads that they talk about 
down in the cities. He's just got tuh 
have his stuff. I'll bet he'd steal the 
whole thing if he could get way with 
it. Yeah-he-he-he--" 

And somewhere along at that point 
he went into slumberland, to awaken 
about daylight with a crimp in his neck 
and no bear in sight. In fact, when 
he looked up in. the tree, he realized 
that more than the bear had gone. The 
limb had been broken and the sack 
knocked off. 

"Might 'a' known it," he muttered. 
"When they get like that, they're done. 
Just like a drunkard. Yessir ! Now 
I'll have tuh make the trip alone." 

Had he known it, old Silvertip was 
up on the mountain at that very mo
ment enjoying a mighty chew, blinking, 
and watching the old man as he kicked 
the ashes after breakfast. In another 
hour John was on his way down a deep 
canyon, ·heading for the mouth of 
Devil's Creek. A man and a bear ! 
Only the bear was traveling in the 
favorite manner of a grizzly, shuffling 
and trailing, taking in every detail of  
the ground. Likewise he was seeing 
and smelling more than the man could 
have possibly picked up. There was 
something evil in the place that made 
the bear doubly cautious. When John 

turned up the last gulch, old Silvertip 
took to the mountain. 

"Yep," said John. "This is the 
creek, just like Sammy said. He ought 
to be not more than a hundred miles 
ahead. It  runs off the canyon right 
here." 

Several hundred yards ahead, he 
came to a deep cup in the bank where 
a number of alders had grown around 
the turbulent little stream. Birds were 
singing in the treetops, and trout were 
scooting in the waters. Altogether, it 
was the very place for an old-timer 
like Sammy Cadman. John had just 
passed under a hazel..:coyered . bank, 
when-all of a suddenl.:....something 
landed on his head and flattened him 
out like a pancake ! • The world went 
out in a blur of blackness for a minute 
-and when he came to, he felt some 
one holding his aims behind him. 

"Yeah !" He heard,. a voice say : 
"It's John Adams. Didn't I tell you ? 
It's a good thing we spotted the old 
coot, or we'd 'a' been goners. He's the 
devil on the draw. What'll we do with 
him ? We kin plug him right now and 
put him out, or--" 

John knew at . once that the voice 
was not that of Sammy Cadman. 
Also he realized that his friend must 
be in a pretty fix indeed. He heard 
another voice. 

"No, you don't, You needn't pull 
anything like that ! Not yet ! Better 
take him up with the other duffer. 
We'll have some fun-if we don't have 
anything else. And we'll sure make 
'em tell us where that stuff is hidden." 

So that was it l 
These men had sneaked in and were 

trying to intimidate Sammy Cadman .. 
John had apparently arrived just in 
time. He was thinking of  the sister 
and niece down in town waiting for 
their rich uncle. Apparently, unless he 
employed his wits to their utmost, old 
Sammy would never see them. In a 
trice, John decided that the best thing 
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for him to do was to play dead. One 
of the villains came up and caught him 
by the feet, while the other took hold 
of his shoulders. 

"You sure did a good job of tying 
him up. Take it easy," said the first 
voice. "We got lots of time." 

"Is that so !" the other answered. 
"Well, don't fool yourself about that. 
These two birds are dangerous every 
minute.' And we ain't got a second 
tuh spare. When you're robbing, you 
want to get through and light out of 
the country. And besides, we ain't 
found the gold yei:. I 'm aiming on 
puttin,g him w.it_h the other and trying 
out a little. Yapcy work." 

The first banlfit chuckled. John 
opened his left eje to take in the sur
roundings. Also he · was wondering 
what had become of his old bear. 
Somehow, Silv.ertip had always a habit 
o f  disappearing j ust as soon as he 
scented a stra ger. However, if he 
lived up to himself, John knew that the 
bear would be watching. Then he saw 
something that almo�t made him yell. 

Old Sammy Cadman behind a fallen 
tree trunk,, tied hand and foot, his arms 
crossed behind his back;, with his 
whiskers caught in a crack o f  the big 

. log ! 
How he had been taken in such a 

position, John could not make out ; but 
when he came closer, he saw that not 
only were his whiskers in the crack, but 
they had been clinched in by an iron 
wedge driven beside them. The knowl
edge of what was in store made John 
twist and straighten out. A blow on 
the head was the answer. John knew 
no more. 

When he came to, he was in the 
greatest peril of his life. Not only had 
he been tied up and slugged ; but on 
top of that the villains had seen fit to 
treat him even as they had Sammy 
Cadman. They had carried him to the 
side of the log and shoved his whiskers 
into a split that had been opened on 

purpose. After that, they had driven 
in a heavy wedge to hold his beard se
curely. There he was, standing up al
most on his tiptoes--held by the hair 
o f  his chin. He could hear the robbers 
talking behind him. 

"Y eh ! Just you wait till we get 
through with them-they'll be glad tuh 
tell. You bet. And by the looks of 
things, Adams is a-coming out o f  it 
right now." 

Bang! 
A .45 went off and a shower of bark 

splintered near john's shoulder. To 
say that he wa�oming out of his coma 
was to put if lightly. John got his 
senses with a bang ! 

"Hey ! "  he yelled. "Ain't you got 
no sense ? What you tryin' tuh do !" 

Bang went another shot ! 
But at that moment John Adams 

turned his eyes to the form beside him ; 
he saw Sammy Cadman looking back. 
Old Sammy was as cool as a cucum
ber. 

"It's only a bluff," he was saying 
through the side of his mouth. "They 
may kill you, but they won't finish me. 
Not until I tell them where the gold is 
hidden. And-and-I'm not a-telling. 
How' d you ,get here ?" 

But j ust at that moment a shot 
landed so close to Sammy that he be
gan to think otherwise. His look took 
on a tinge o f  fear. 

"Can't you think of nothin', John ?" 
he asked. "N othin' at all ?" 

As it happened. John Adams was 
thinking of a great many things : 

"Yeah," he answered. "I've got a 
powerful mind ; but it won't work. 
This is what I get fer doing a favor. 
That sister and that niece of yours is 
in town a-lookin' fer you. That's what 
I come over here tub tell you. So, i f  
you want tuh .see them, and a t  the 
same time save a friend's neck, you 
better tell 'em where you hid that 
pesky metal. There's a lot more." 

Silence was his answer ; he saw a 
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light of  tenderness flicker into Sam
my's eyes. 

Bang ! went another shot-and an
other ! Down in his heart, John knew 
that Sammy would give but one an
swer. He could almost hear him think
ing. 

"No," came Sammy's words. "I 
told my niece that I was a gentleman. 
And if I cringed like that, I could 
never look them in the face. You got 
tuh think of something else." 

And that made John Adams testy ; 
although on the inside he felt rather 
glad to know that Sammy was still the 
same. 

"Why don't you think of something 
yourself ?" 

Bang. Still another shot-this time 
it was in John's direction, so close that 
it nipped the cloth of his j acket and 
drove it into the bark. At the same 
moment he heard one of the bandits 
laughing. 

"You bet we'll make 'em talk ! 
Where's that gold you hid ? Talk ! 
Durn ye ! We mean business. Say, 
pardner ! Do you see that tin in John's 
hip pocket ? Well, the next time I'm 
a-goin' tuh plug the center." 

And right there John kicked over. 
He almost lost his nerve. 

"Say," he yelled. "You fellers are 
getting too fresh. What do you think ? 
That's my tender part, and that can 
holds my tobaccy. Durn ye !" 

"Tobacco ! "  
John heard the word spoken b y  three 

mouths simultaneously ; but he noticed 
Sammy Cadman's exclamation the 
most. He heard him whisper over and 
over again. 

"Tobaccy ! Is it ? Is it ? You don't 
mean--" 

But John had seen something else. 
Over in a clump of willows were two 
little eyes peering through the leaves. 

Silvertip ! 
His old bear ! And Silver had never 

failed him yet. He could hear the men 

talking behind him, and Sammy Cad
man muttering an imprecation. Came 
the words of the villain : 

"Dog-gone ! And I 'm just dying for 
a smoke. Tobacco ! Well, right here 
is where I defer action until I get a 
pipeful." 

At the same instant, John felt the 
can being extracted from his pocket. 
Also he heard his pardner in misery 
chuckling. But only for a few sec
onds. Sammy Cadman suddenly 
stopped ; John saw him wink. Then 
he heard him talking to the bandits : 

"Well, I guess they ain't no use 
holding out no longer. You boys has 
got us where we can't get loose. I f  
you want that gold, it's right over yon
der in that 'ere crevasse. Under the 
boulder at the bottom. They's about 
twenty thousand dollars' worth. And 
I'm a-telling you the truth about where 
it is. All I'm asking of you is that 
you go over to the crevasse before you 
light that tobaccy. You see, I 'm weak 
in the lungs and I can't stand it. Sec
ond : I'm asking you to dig up the 
gold before you let us loose. That 
ought tuh be fair enough for any
body." 

After they had started, John heard 
chuckle again ; but he had seen enough 
to realize that Sammy had thought of 
something. Only-Sammy was betting 
on one thing, and John on another. 
John was watching those eyes under 
the willows. He expected the men to 
leap into the crevasse, but instead of 
that they stopped at the edge and filled 
their pipes. The eyes under the wil
lows were twinkling with a queer light. 

Puff, puff, puff ! went the pipes for 
two or three minutes. Then-

"Holy Moses !" cried one of the 
bandits. "What kind of tobacco ! Say 
-- Whew ! Hey ! "  

He threw down t h e  can in disgust. 
The tobacco spilled out on the ground. 
At the same moment a mountain of  
fur bundled out of  the willows. 
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The two men yelled. John saw them 
leaping into the crevasse. Old Silver
tip calmly and without ado walked 
over to the tobacco. 

Sammy Cadman's chuckle had be
come a gale of laughter. 

"Didn't I tell ye ?" he was saying. 
"That tobaccy is as good as dynamite. 
First cousin to sudden death ! I t  
worked. Yeah, i t  worked. They ain't 
got a chanct in the world. I know be
cause I been up agin' it myself. And, · 
say, John, that's your bear. You got 
him trained. It's your turn to think 
of something." 

And John did. It was no trick to get 
old Silvertip alongside and w riggle a 
cord over one o f  his claws. And when 
old Silvertip pulled his paw away, 
something had to come. In two min
utes John was free, as far as his hands 
were concerned. After that he was 
able to draw himself up on the log and 
loosen the wedge that held his whisk
ers. He worked fast because there 
was always a chance of the bandits 
taking a · pot shot from the crevasse. 
But apparently they were out for 
good ; there was not a sound. 

The whole thing tickled Sammy 
Cadman half to death ; as soon as he 
was ioose, he hurried to the cabin and 
dug up a gun that he had hidden. 
John cautioned him to be a little care-

ful ; he was a fraid of the bandits 
opening fire again. But that only 
brought another laugh from old 
Sammy. 

"They can't, John," he chuckled. 
"Honest, they can't. I know. That 
was a dirty trick ; but it saved me 
twenty thousand dollars. Those fel
lers are sick. And that crevasse is  
thirty feet deep. That bear scairt them 
into jumping, and nGw they can't get 
out." 

And Sammy was just about right. 
With a couple of sharpshooters and a 
bear above them, the bandits didn't 
have a chance at all. When they had 
them out and tied up, Sammy clapped 
John Adams on the back. 

"Didn't I tell yuh ? Mebbe yuh kin 
smoke it, but they ain't no one else kin 
handle it without inoculation. I knew 
that when I got my first smoke. And 
did you watch Silvertip go fer it ?. 
Yeh ! It's about his size. I'll say. 
Regular tobaccy-fer bears !" 

And right there John began t o  
scratch h i s  head. 

"Mebbe you're right at that, Sam
my," he agreed. "I may be used to it-
inoculated, as you say. You see, I 
been using two kinds o f  tobaccy in that 
mixture and I was blending it with a 
weed that I took fer perique. Only
mebbe-mebbe it warn't. I wonder !" 

GOOD NEWS FOR THE ELK N 0 more hard winters for the elk of Wyoming, i f  the Izaak Walton League of 
America can help it ,  is the good news sent from Washington where Paul 

G. Reddington, chief of the Biological Survey, announces the receipt of a deed 
to several hundred acres of land which has been presented to the government 
by the above organization-whose name in itself has import dear for many a 
Western reader. The land is to be added to the winter elk refuge in Jackson 
Hole, Wyoming, where herds of deer are threatened with starvation when the 
much-dreaded hard winters arrive. 

It is good to know that interest in the welfare of the elk is so lively, as is 
evidenced by the further announcement that $36,500 for this purchase was 
raised by popular subscription. The fact that the animals feel the winters, too, 
is often lost si�ht of  by our upright selves. 
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters 
BOB BANNISTER, .traveling cowboy, resembles The 1\Iaverick, "wanted" bandit. He is engaged 

by Florence Marble of the Half Diamond to supervise her afl'airs. He antagonizes Sydney 
Cromer, president of a Dew irrigation project, who admires Florence. 

The neighboring ranchers oppose Florence's interest in Cromer's scheme. Bannister overhears 
J"ink, Half Diamond man, reporting to Cromer. Bannister tells Sheriff Campbell that he is The 
Maverick, but promises to give himself up if his secret is kept till the impending trouble Is over. 

Cromer tells Florence who Bannister is. He decides to propitiate the ranchers nnd calls a 
meeting to which Florence sends Bannister as her proxy. There is trouble and Le Beck is discov· 
ered hidden behind a curtain. Cromer realizes he has been unwise and vainly attempts to bribe Ban
nister. Their enmity increases. Half Diamond stock are rustled, and Hayes, former foreman, is sus
pected. Bannister, on the trail, is shot. He is nursed by l!'lorence, and in delirium says he is 
The Maverick. 

CHAPTER XXI. 

I N TO T H E  LIGHT. 

USK had fallen with the 
blue velvet skirts of the 
night flung over the land 
when a rider dashed out 
of the whispering cotton
woods and into the yard 

by the porch. He dismounted hur
riedly, disengaged the handle of a black 
case from his saddle horn and walked 
briskly up the steps. Howard and 
Florence came out o f  the dining room 
to the front door. 

"I'm Doctor Reynolds from Marble," 
said the visitor as Howard recognized 
him. "Mr. Cromer sent me down. I 

couldn't come sooner as I had a minor 
operation up there that p roved trou
blesome." 

"That's a first-class lie," said How
ard. "You go back and tell Cromer 
to go to blazes ! He can't save his face 
this late." 

"Howard !" It was Florence who 
spoke. She went out 011 the porch. 
"Vve don't need you now," she said. 
"We have our regular doctor from 
Prairie City. You can tell Mr. Cromer 
that I 'm very sorry to have bothered 
him." 

· 

The doctor bowed. "I hope you un
derstand my position, ma'am," he said 
courteously. "I am held strictly to or
ders according to my contract. M r. 
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Cromer-ah-seemed very much put 
out.n 

"I should think he would be," How
ard stormed. "Tell him he's worn out 
his welcome on this ranch." 

Again Florence admonished the 
youth. Then to the doctor : "I under
stand your position. The only reason 
Howard had in going up there was 
that he thought he could perhaps save 
some time. Mr. Bannister is in a criti
cal condition." 

"Well, since I can't be of service," 
said the doctor, "I'll be going back." 
He lifted his hat and went down the 
steps. 

Later that night Cromer listened to 
his report in silence, merely nodding 
his head and waving him away when 
he had finished. Alone, Cromer swore 
roundly. He had missed a chance that 
morning to redeem himself, and his 
hatred of Bannister had caused him to 
tfirow it away. Now all was lost so 
far as the Hal f Diamond and its fair 
owner were concerned. There was but 
one thought that brought him any con
solation. Bannister's condition was 
critical, Florence Marble had said. He 
might die, then. Cromer wished with 
all his heart ana soul that he would. 

Meanwhile the nerve tension of those 
at the Marble ranch house was almost 
at the breaking point. Doctor Holmes 
was maintaining a constant vigil at 
Bannister's bedside. Martha was offi
ciating as nurse. Florence and Howard 
were in the living room. Strong as 
had been the potion the doctor had 
given her, it would not put the girl to 
sleep. He dared not give her more. 

"But who did it ?" she kept asking 
Howard. 

"For the last time, Flo," said the 
boy impatiently ; "I don't know. He 
had no chance to tell me how, where, 
or when it happened. He went down 
there looking for trace of the rustlers. 
Evidently he met up with some of them 
and the shooting started. They knocked 

him down with a bullet, tied him up. 
and put him in that cabin. Now you 
know as much as I do." 

"Howard, go send J eb to the Dome 
for Manley," she ordered. "I'd send 
you, but I want you here." 

The boy went out and Florence fol
lowed him to walk on the grass in 
the lower yard. It was such a night 
as only mid-June can bring to the semi
altitudes. The air was soft and sweet, 
gently stirring. Myriads of stars hung 
low in the great arch of the sky and the 
new moon tipped saucily in the east. 

Florence could not get out of her 
head the last words she had heard Ban
nister cry in his delirium. "I tell you 
I am The Maverick !" Over and over 
the words repeated themselves. But he 
had as much as told her he wasn't the 
outlaw he was suspected of being. But, 
i f  he wasn't, why should he make that 
declaration in his delirium ? Truth will 
more often out than not under such 
circumstances, as she well knew. She 
bit her lip and forced back the tears. 
He had been injured in her service and 
might lose his l ife or his reason. She 
would never forget that. And she 
would never tell him what he had said 
if he recovered. 

Manley came with the first glimmer 
of dawn to find every one in the house 
still up. He listened keenly as How
ard told what had happened. 

"I'll take a dozen men an' go in 
there," he said grimly. "We may be 
able to track back from the cabin. 
Howard, get me a fresh horse an' a 
fast one while I 'm taking on some 
breakfast." 

Howard want�d to go with Manley 
when he departed, but Florence 
wouldn't permit it. 

Bannister's condition remained the 
same all that day. He was delirious 
by spells, but his talk was all inarticu
late and broken. Florence and Martha 
both got a little rest. Doctor Holmes 
never closed his eyes. He drank huge 
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cups of strong, black coffee antl re
mained at his post. Late in the after
noon he discovered he was out of a 
certain strong sedative which he needed. 
He wrote a prescription and Howard 
was sent to Prairie City to have it filled. 

When he rode into town on his lath
ered horse almost the first person he 
saw on the street was the former Hal f 
Diamond foreman, "Big Joe" Hayes. 
He passed him without a second glance. 

Leaving the prescription at the drug 
store he rode on to the livery wHere h e  
found that the horse he h a d  ridden so 
hard the day before was all right. He 
changed mounts and thus had a 'fresh 
horse for the ride back to the ranch. 
When he returned to the drug store 
the medicine was ready. He stuffed the 
package into a pocket and started back 

The night was an hour advanced 
wlien he reached the river crossing west 
of the ranch. He thought he saw a 
shadow sweep across the road where 
it entered the trees. His heart leaped 
and he drew his gun. Then he drove 
in his spurs and dashed ahead. Lean
ing forward in the saddle, his eyes 
straining into the darkness, it was as i f  
h e  deliberately rode into a noose. H e  
was jerked from the saddle and landed 
in the road, stunned. 

Vaguely, as though through a mist, 
he was conscious of  hands fumbling 
at his pockets. Then the sky seemed 
to clear overhead and he saw the stars. 
He sat up. All was still. He could 
see the darker shadow of his horse 
standing to one side of the road. He 
put out a hand to rise and it touched 
the cold metal of his gun. In a flash 
he remembered. He felt in his pocket 
and cried out. The needed medicine 
was gone ! 

Howard wasted no time in conjec
tures. It was plainly another move 
against Bannister by Cromer or the 
rustlers. Some one knew he had gone 
for that medicine, and--

As he caught his horse and mounted 

he trembled with outraged excitement. 
Hayes had seen him go into town and 
into the drug store. Could he have 
had his horse handy and got the start 
on him while he was at the livery ? 
H ayes hated Bannister. He had quit 
the Hal f Diamond, and must now hate 
the Marbles, too. 

Howard turned back in another dash 
for Prairie City. 

This time when he reached town he 
ordered the prescription refilled and 
then made a hurried circuit of the vari
ous resorts where Hayes would be lia
ble to hang out. He did not see him, 
nor had any of those he asked seen 
him that evening. He went to the liv
ery and engaged a fresh horse, after 
which he hurried to the sheriff's office. 

Sheriff Campbell listened attentively, 
scowling the while in thought. 

"I'll send Van Note back with you," 
he said when the youth had finished. 
"And I'll have the town searched for 
Hayes. As for sending a posse into 
the river brakes, as I first contem
plated, I think it would be useless. 
Your men know more about the bad 
lands than I do. We'll have to wait 
until Bannister can tell what took place 
and where. Get your horse and the 
medicine and I 'll send for Van Note." 

In a few minutes Howard and the 
deputy were on their way. When they 
reached the trees at the river they drew 
their guns and each kept a keen watch 
on either side of the road. But this 
time there was no attack. They rode 
on to the ranch and Howard hurried 
into the house with the parcel for the 
doctor while Van Note tarried in the 
kitchen for a cup of coffee. It was 
well past midnight and the deputy de
cided to get some sleep in the bunk 
house before going back to town in 
the morning. 

Florence was asleep at breakfast time 
and, as she hadn't seen Van Note, How
ard decided he would tell her nothing 
of what had happened the night before. 
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It  would only add to her worries. The 
deputy started back shortly after 
breakfast. Next came a messenger 
from Manley with the in formation that 
they had made no progress in the 
search the day before, but were going 
out again. 

Doctor Holmes took an occasional 
brief nap on the couch which had been 
placed in the sick room and at such 
times Martha or Florence kept watch 
at the bedside. These were trying peri
ods for Florence, beset by doubts as to 
Bannister's identity, anxious for his re
covery, conscious of the impression his 
personality had made upon · her. She 
realized now that- it was this extraordi
nary personality that had caused her to 
give way to the impulse to engage him. 
Yet she did not look upon him as any 
ordinary employee of the Half Dia
mond. In fact, to her surprise, as she 
looked upon the tanned features and 
the tousled hair above the bandage on 
the pillow, she realized that she hardly 
looked upon him as an employee at all ! 
It was almost as though he were a 
member o f  the family. 

When Doctor Holmes learned of the 
visit of the company physician he was 
disappointed because he had not seen 
him. Regardless of the feeling between 
the Marbles and Cromer, he would have 
liked to have had the other doctor in 
consultation. 

Another day and night wore through 
with Bannister tossing and turning and 
muttering, and the doctor fighting the 
fever. The others tiptoed about the 
house and looked at each other fear
fully. For sickness is an unnatural 
thing on a ranch ; rendered the more so 
because of the isolation. 

On the third day, Doctor Holmes an
nounced the crisis. 

Florence went out into the yard. 
There were her flowers ; bright splashes 
of color against the green of sward and 
shrubbery. The tall, grace ful cotton
woods nodded and whispered in a 

scented breeze. Over all was the glori
ous, golden sunshine of perfect June. 

.But the girl saw none of this. She 
walked aimlessly here and there, un
seeing ; her mind in a turmoil of hope, 
doubt, perplexity. Old Jeb came to 
her for news. 

"He'll make it," said the old man 
when he had heard. "He's too well 
made to go off with a scratch on the 
head. Damn ! M iss Flo, Big Joe 
Hayes had something to do with this. 
I 'd bet my last chaw of terbaccer on it ! 
But he'll make it-you see." 

Florence was startled. "What makes 
you think Hayes had anything to do 
with it ?" she asked quickly. 

Jeb tapped his head mysteriously. 
"A hunch," he answered shortly. "I 've 
had hundreds of 'em an' they always 
come up to scratch. Hayes don't like 
Bannister an' he don't like us, an' he 
ain't the kind that'll light out without 
tryin' to get even. That's ali I got to 
say an' I won't say no more." 

Florence looked after him thought
fully. The dGctor came out on the 
!Porch. His eyes were sunken, his face 
'drawn with weariness as he ran his 
.fingers through his shock of gray hair. 
Florence hurried to him. 

"He's sleeping at last," said the doc
tor in a tired voice. "The fever has 
gone down. When he wakes we shall 
l<now. His mind will be in darkness or 
in the light." 

All afternoon Bannister slept and far 
into the night. At midnight Martha 
called Florence and Howard who were 
in the living room. They went upstairs. 
Two lamps were burning in the sick 
room. Doctor Holmes was bending 
over the bed, his arm under Bannister's 
head. He was giving him a drink o f  
water. 

Florence's heart seemed to come into 
her throat. Bannister's eyes were open. 
They were clear. He finished the water 
and murmured his thanks to the doc
tor from whose face all trace of weari-
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ness had fled before the victory. Then 
he saw her and smiled faintly. 

Doctor Holmes pushed them firmly 
out of the room. 

"He'll be back to sleep in a minute 
and now you folks go to bed," he com
manded sternly. "I'm going to catch a 
fevv winks mysel f. Do as I say. I'm 
boss here. Now hurry along." 

In her room Florence knelt by her 
bed, her arms crossed on the counter
pane. The moonlight streamed through 
the window upon her head. The wind 
played an anth�m in the waving 
branches of the trees. A great peace 
came over her. 

CHAPTER XX II. 
T H E  TRAIL TO HEAVEN. 

D OCTOR HOIJMES stayed another 
day, making sure that Bannister 

was out of danger, and then, after giv
ing strict and implicit directions as to 
the care of  the injured man, he left 
for town, promising to come out to the 
ranch regularly to change the dressings 
on the wound. 

And now . Bannister's magnificent 
physique and splendid constitution be
gan to assert themselves. He mended 
rapidly. He was not permitted to talk 
for two days to any extent and when 
the doctor lifted the ban Florence sent 
for Manley so that he could be present 
when Bannister told in detail what had 
happened. Quite unexpectedly, Sher
iff Campbell came out from Prairie 
City the same morning. 

But Bannister could tell them very 
little. He explained how he had seen 
the fresh tracks on the river trail, told 
them as nearly as possible the location 
of the ridge upon which he had taken 
up his vigil, and of the rope, the firing, 
and the burst of flame in his face when 
he had been shot. That was all he 
knew until he regained consciousness in 
the cabin. 

It wasn't much to go on, but Sheriff 

Campbell left at once with Manley to 
get a number of Half Diamond men 
and explore the eastern terminus of the 
river trail. 

Bannister didn't expect them to find 
anything and he proved to be right. H e  
w a s  much put out by the accident, 
complaining that it was his own fault, 
and that as a consequence the rustlers 
had been scared out and might not 
operate again all summer, thus lessen
ing the possibility of their capture. H e  
said nothing about h i s  vague suspicion 
of Hayes, nor did Florence tell him 
what old Jeb had said about his hunch. 

Both of them would have been inter
ested in Howard's experience the night 
he went for the medicine ; but Howard 
decided to keep the details to himself 
until some time in the future. The 
sheriff had told him that Hayes was 
not in town that night and Howard 
was convinced that Hayes had ridden 
out ahead of him, roped him and stolen 
the medicine, thinking thus to retard 
Bannister's recovery. The sheriff was 
noncommittal in the matter but he had 
done considerable thinking. 

Meanwhile Cromer had postponed 
the grand drawing of plots in the proj
ect until July 10 and had put off the 
meeting o f  the company's board of di
rectors until July 1 5. Howard Marble 
was responsible for this, as the blow 
which Cromer had received across the 
bridge of his nose from the gun barrel 
had caused both his eyes to turn black. 

Looking as he did, it was impossible 
:for him to go to the city in the South 
and such other places as would be 
necessary in order to complete his  ar
rangements. He did not once think of 
reporting the matter to the c<Jnstable 
stationed in Marble as he would have 
to tell the whole story and it would put 
him in a bad light or make him appear 
ridiculous. Therefore Howard heard 
nothing more from that quarter. 

But Cromer still had a card up his 
sleeve that promised ill for Bannister.! 
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When he heard that Bannister was re
covering rapidly he thought more and 
more of this next move. It would be 
taking a chance, but Cromer was used 
to taking chances. Wasn't he taking 
the biggest chance of his life with the 
irrigation project ? But this new move 
had to be put off until after the draw
ing and the directors' meeting because 
it meant a long ride for Cromer far to 
southward. But the idea was ever in 
his mind and he nursed it until it  grew 
to such proportions that the plan 
seemed �ncapable of failure. During 
these days Cromer became more cheer
ful than in months. 

His vindictive nature also whispered 
to him of the water in the river. If he 
were to open his intake full-- It was 
another weapon. But one that would 
have to be used with studied care. And 
what effect would it have on the Half 
Diamond ? H e  would have to figure 
that out. He would make it count, and 
count big in some way. Florence Mar
ble should be made to see that Bannis
ter constituted a menace to her invest' ments, her property, and her peace of  :mind. With these thoughts, and the 
prospects of big cash payments at the 
time of the drawing, Cromer became 
more cheerful than ever. 

Summer came in a day, ridiJtg in on 
a hot wind with the sun a burning 
ball of fire in a sky o f  slate. The beef 
herd at the Dome was slowly moved 
northward along the creek on the east 
5ide. The herd on the North Range 
moved over nearer the creek and grazed 
both north and south. All the cattle 
now were on summer range. 

Bannister was soon sitting up and it 
wasn't long before he could be taken 
out on the shaded porch. He chafed 
at the inactivity, but then, there really 
wasn't much to do. But he did not 
for a minute assume that the trouble 
was over. The very quietness of things 
was to him alarming-the lull before 
the storm. 

He said nothing of what he thought 
to Florence or Howard. And he didn't 
know, of  course, how soon the storm 
was to break, and how ferociously it 
was to rage, driving his future and that 
of the Half Diamond before it. 

Then one afternoon when the heat 
waves were shimmering on the prairie, 
and Marble Dome was buried in a blue 
haze under a boiling snn, Howard told 
him about the night he had gone for 
the medicine ; about Hayes' sudden dis
appearance from town, and what h e  
suspected. 

Bannister was silent for some time, 
his eyes gleaming from between nar
rowed lids. "You mustn't say anyth ing 
of this to Miss Florence,"  he said 
finally. "You mustn't say anything 
about Hayes to any one. I think I 
have his number. Somehow I can't 
shake off the feeling that everything is 
going to break at once. But we've got 
to keep what we kngw to ourselves." 

Howard pondered this remark, for he 
did not altogether understand it. But 
he went on to tell Bannister about 
Cromer's refusal to send the company 
doctor down the day Bannister was 
brought back to the house, and how 
he had to ride on to Prairie City. 

Bannister merely smiled and reached 
over to lay a hand on his arm. "I 
reckon you saved my life twice that 
day," was his only comment. 

Bannister spent most of his time on 
the porch now, although he could walk 
around the yard. He stood by and 
watched as Florence wQrked with her 
flowers. Her chief pride was a long, 
wide bed of pansies. She would work 
among them for hours and Bannister 
would sit on the grass and watch. They 
didn't talk much. Since his illness a 
peculiar situation had arisen between 
these two. They seemed to understand 
one another better ;  to have something 
in common, although Bannister never 
could determine what it was. Florence 
felt that she had needed more compan-
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ionship on the ranch, and had found it 
in Bannister. She liked to have him 
:�round. She liked to look up from her 
work and see him sitting there, looking 
off into the d istance dreamily ; liked to 
have him smile at her and say some
thing-anything. And Bannister liked 
to see her loGk up, her face flushed, fhe 
trowel tilted awkwardly, her eyes 
!.park ling. 

They woulci sit on the porch of an 
evening and at times their conversa
tion would take on an intimacy by 
subtle instinct which left her breathless 
and wondering and a bit afraid. She 
never told him what he had said in his 
delirium. It gradually grew dim in her 
mind as she made the astounding dis
covery that she didn't care ! 

Then there came a night-Howard 
had been with them all evening, sitting 
on a lower step while they had sat on 
the upper. Howard had been telling 
of a girl he had known in Prairie City 
who had gone away to school and come 
back so high-toned that there was "no 
living" with her. They had laughed, 
and when he left Florence confessed 
that she had gone away to school her
sel f. 

''But it hasn't spoiled you," said Ban
nister quickly. 

"It did the first year," she laughed. 
"But dad saon took it all out of me 
by saying that I had changed so he be
lieved he'd sell the ranch and go East 
where I liked it better." 

"I reckon you didn't take to that," 
said Bannister. 

"Take to it ? Well I should say not. 
I was born here. I'm j ust as much 
of the West as those cottonwoods. Dad 
had to argue some powerful to get me 
to go back that fall." 

Bannister laughed softly. "Florence, 
you're a right �ood sort," he said, using 
her first name as if he bad never called 
her anything else. 

"That's a rather dry comJ:lliment," 
she observed, looking at the moon which 

was edging up above the cottonwoods 
with its following of stars. 

"Oh, I didn't mean it that way," h e  
said i n  a low voice, putting a n  arm 
about her shoulders. "You see, Flor
ence, after this sickness and your
your kindness, and yourself, I'm travel
ing a dan�erous trail." 

She didn't understand him, but she 
thrilled at the contact with his strong, 
young body, at the manly, vibrant notes 
of his voice. It was as if she had sud
denly found protection from something. 
From what ? Loneliness ?  Danger ? 
Then in a flash she remembered what 
he had said when the fever was afire 
in his brain. 

"Why is it a dangerous trail, Ban
nister ?" she asked breathlessly. 

"Because it has no end," he answered 
slowly with a hint of despair. "It can 
take me nowhere." 

Instinctively she leaned toward him. 
He drew her head to his shoulder and 
patted her hair. 

"What is this trail ?" she asked softly, 
her eyes on the drifting slice - o f  silver 
moon. "Tell me about it." 

"I reckon it's the trail to heaven," he 
said in that same slow, hopeless voice. 
"It's you Florence. You're sweet and 
dear-pure gold. You 're the only girl 
I ever wanted, and I want you with my 
heart and soul and all that is me. I 
can haTe you maybe for a minute, but 
that is all." 

She looked up at him out of eyes 
that were swimming wells of light. His 
arms went about her. He kissed her 
-and once again. 

· 

She drew away and rested a hand 
on the floor of the porch. Now she 
knew. She knew why she liked to look 
up and find him sitting there by the 
flower bed with that far-away look. 
She knew why she liked to see him 
come down in the morning with his 
hair ruffied up and a sleepy frown on 
his face as he went to the wash bench 
just off the kitchen. She knew why 
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h i s  flashing smile thrilled her. She 
knew why she wanted to call him by 
his first name. 

"A minute, Bob, isn't a very long 
time," she said almost in a whisper. 

"In my case it  is an eternity," he 
said, looking straight ahead. Should 
he tell her ? Should he tell her all
all! And have her draw away from 
him as if he were some odious thing ? 
There are limits to a brave man's cour
age. And would it be altogether fair 
to her after-after--

"Bob," she said, putting a hand on 
his knee, "do you want me to-to tell 
you something ?" 

It  was as if he could read her mind 
and fathom what she intended to say. 
"No," he answered. "It would only 
make it the harder for me, Florence. 

)The end o f  the trail j ust isn't in the 
pictures." 

,., "But why!" she persisted, petulantly. 
"Why, Bob ?" 

He looked at her out of eyes brim
ming with pain. Wild oats come home 
in shock. He couldn't trust his voice 
to answer, even if he had known what 

'to say. 
She saw his look and her arms went 

about her neck. "Another minute, 
: Boo," she whispered. "And there is 
· no trail that has no end." She kissed ·
him and ruffled his hair while he held 
her as i f  he would never be able to let 
her go. 

Then she broke away, rose quickly 
and went into the house. 

He sat there, stunned, gripping his 
hands until the nails bit into his palms. 
Then he rose and went down on the 
grass. 

From her window, Florence watched 
him pacing the yard in the moonlight. 
In her eyes the white bandage which 
he still wore formed a halo about his 
head. She waited until she heard his 
step upon the stairs. Then she flung 
hersel f upon the bed and gave way to 
tears. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

CROMER'S BIG PLAY. 

WELL, folks," said Howard at 
breakfast the next morning, "I 

suppose you know what's going on day 
after to-morrow." 

Bannister and Florence looked at him 
blankly. 

"Haven't any idea as to the date, I 
suppose," he went on in a superior 
tone. 

Florence glanced at the calendar on 
the wall near the window. "Why, it's 
the Fourth of July !" she exclaimed. "I 
had lost all track of the date." 

"You're right," said Howard. "Day 
after to-morrow will be the Fourth of  
July and they're figuring on doing 
things up brown in Prairie City. Big 
celebration, rodeo, dance, and all the 
trimmings." 

"You going in ?" Bannister asked. 
"That depends," said the boy. "I 

was wondering why you two couldn't 
drive in in the buckboard with me for 
an escort." 

Florence shook her head. "I 
wouldn't go," she said ; "and I don't 
think Bannister should be taking in any 
celebrations just yet." 

Howard looked at Bannister with 
widening eyes. "Why, he's all ri:ght," 
he declared. "He don't have to ride 
any broncs, and I guess we could prop . 
him up at a poker table in a pinch." 

This brought a laugh from Bannister, 
while Florence eyed her cousin in evi
dent disapproval. "Howard, you have 
a queer sense o f  humor," she said se
verely. 

"How so ?" demanded the youth. "I 
supposed you knew that Bannister 
plays stud like he made up the game in 
the first place." 

"Howard !" It was plain that Flor
ence was annoyed. 

"Oh, well, if that's the way it is, I 
won't go in, either," said the boy in 
resignation. 
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"Go on in and have your fun," said 
Bannister sternly. "I 'm not hankering 
to go in or I'd probably go. Go on in 
and see i f  that dame of yours hasn't 
got over some of her uppishness." 

"That's what I intended to do in the 
fir�f pl;tce," grinned Howard. "I was 
jn�t entertaining with conversation, see
ing as how you two seem to have for
gotten how to talk." 

Bannister looked at Florence but the 
girl didn't raise her eyes from her plate. 

Martha appeared in the kitchen door
way. "Little evil eye is out here," she 
announced. "Wanted to see Manley, 
and I told him he was over north o f  
the Dome. Then h e  said h e  wanted 
to see you, Miss Flo." 

"It's Link !" Florence exclaimed. 
"Wants what pay is coming to him, I 
suppose. Well, he can have it and the 
sooner he gets off the ranch the better." 

"Must have j ust got oQut of the hos
pital," Bannister commented. "Maybe 
he wants his job back. I f  he does, 
give it to him, Miss Florence. I 've 
got an idea or two about that fellow. 
Just between us three, I wouldn't be 
surprised if he knew something about 
this rustling business. No-don't ask 
me any questions. It's j ust a hunch. 
But he'll hang himself with his own 
rope with the outfit quicker than any
where else." 

Florence looked at him •ntently. 
Here it was again. Hunches ! Old Jeb 
had a hunch about Hayes. Now Ban
nister had a hunch about Link. And 
the pair had always run together. She 
thought she began to see the portent o f  
these hunches. Hayes and Link were 
suspected of being implicated in the 
cattle thefts. 

"Tell him to go round front," she 
said to Martha, finishing her coffee. 
"I'll see him." 

Bannister and Howard dallied over 
their breakfast while she was gone. 
Bannister was not inclined to talk and 
Howard didn't press him. When Flor-

ence returned they both looked at her 
questioningly. 

"That was it," she said, nodding to 
Bannister. "Wanted his job back. I 
gave him a note to Manley with in
structions to take him on and sent him 
out to the camp." 

Bannister was silent, thinking rap
idly. Link wouldn't come back to an 
outfit that he knew was hostile to him . .  
He must have friends among the men. 
Perhaps there were several of them 
working with Hayes. Bannister had 
surmised from the first that the cattle 
had been spirited away with the aid o f  
some o f  the outfit. He was well satis
fied to have Link back on the j ob, and 
he intended to acquaint Manley with 
his suspicions at the very first oppor
tunity. 

When they went out, Bannister told 
Jeb to saddle a horse for him. Then 
he pulled himself into the leather for 
the first time since he was shot. H e  
and Howard rode for a n  hour and 
when they returned Bannister dis
mounted "on the run" with his old 
snap and vigor. 

That night the bandage came off his 
head for good. 

Howard went in to Prairie City early 
on the morning of the Fourth. He was 
commissioned to bring back a gun belt 
for Bannister, who luckily had an extra 
gun and holster in his pack. 

"Keep your eyes open," Bannister 
told him, "and don't forget your prom
ise and go against the white stuff. I 've 
an idea we're �oing to have work to do 
before the moon gets dark." 

Howard kept his word and came 
back to the ranch early in the morning 
of the fifth. He found Bannister, j ust 
returned from a ride, standing by Flor
ence, who was working among her flow
ers. He appeared greatly excited. 

"Now what do you think is up?" he 
exclaimed, signaling to old J eb to take 
his horse. 

"I suppose you and that girl over at 
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Prairie City are going to get married," 
Bannister drawled. 

Howard looked at him scornfully. 
"She isn't in my class," he declared
which told them much. "No, it's an
other celebration-the biggest celebra
tion the Marble Range country ever 
had !" He displayed a lurid handbill 
printed in red and blue with wide, white 
borders. "Cromer's staging it up at 
Marble on the tenth. They're going 
to hold a big drawing of farm plots and 
the folks who've bought plots will get 
'em according to the numbers they 
draw. That's supposea to be so every
body will have an equal chance to get 
a good location. But that isn't hal f o f  
it." 

He paused, noting with satis faction 
that his two listeners were showing con
siderable interest. 

"He's going to stage a Fourth o f  
July and rodeo celebration combined 
on the side," he went on enthusias
tically. "He's offering prizes for buck
ing contests, roping, bulldogging, wild- . 
horse races, shooting, and everything 
else that make the prizes at Prairie City 
look like glasses of soda water. Why, 
'Buck' Adams and twenty other riders 
are coming down from Canada I He's 
got scouts out rounding up the worst 
bunch of end-swappers that ever was 
collected for a bucking chute. He's 
paying expenses for a flock of Indians 
to give the thing color. They're going 
to run special trains from south and 
east, and every wagon on the project 
and in Prairie City, and all the stages 
are going to be used to get the people 
up there." 

He paused again, breathless, his eyes 
shining. "Go on, let's hear all o f  it," 
Bannister prompted. "You haven't got 
a part of it off your chest yet." 

"You bet I haven't," sang Howard. 
"They're going to use all the loose 
lumber on the project for a big dance 
floor with a canvas top, and the stand 
for the drawing and such, and he's 

bringing a ten-piece orchestra and a 
band from Big Falls. There's going 
to be a big display of fireworks. And 
people are coming from a s  far as 
St. Paul and even Chicago, I heard, 
to say nothing of Canada. He's or
dered about a milli�>n tents and cots 
to put the people up and the celebra
tion's going to run over to the eleventh 
and maybe the twelfth. All the men 
working up there are going to get a lay
off and the new bank's going to open 
and the first fi fty depositors get a share 
of company stock free. I can't remem
ber all of it, but that ought to be 
enough." 

"That's plenty," Bannister agreed. 
"Where'd you get all this informa
tion ?" 

"From men that were in Prairie City 
from the project and-well, everybody 
was talking about it, and Cromer was 
in town spreading the news personally, 
although I didn't talk with him. Why, 
don't you believe it ?" 

"Of course I believe it," said Ban
nister. "It's his big grand-stand play. 
He'll get healthy deposits from all those 
who've bought plots and he'll sell what 
plots haven't already been taken. He'll 
sell a lot of stock, too. He'll rent gam
bling concessions and booths and all 
that sort of thing and take a rake-off. 
He won't lose anything. And he'll 
draw the biggest crowd ano the tough
est crowd that Northern Montana ever 
saw !" 

"There's another thing," said How
ard. " Sheriff Campbell is appointing 
special deputies right and left to pre
serve order and Cromer is buying the 
badges for 'em." 

Bannister laughed. "I wonder i f  
he'll pin one on L e  Beck," h e  chuckled. 
"I know just about how much good a 
special deputy is in a pinch when the 
guns get hot. Did you bring me my 
belt ?" 

" I  brought three of 'em," was the 
reply. "They're on my saddle. You 
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can take your pick and send the other 
two back." 

"Fair enough," said Bannister, 
pleased. "I sure aim to take in this 
celebration. " 

Florence had been listening and read· . 
ing the handbill at the same time. Now 
she looked at the two of them, her eyes 
wide. "Sounds like they figured on 
shaving the prairie," she commented, us· 
ing a favorite expression of her 
father's. 

Bannister and Howard both laughed. 
"Well, Miss Florence, I reckon you'll 

have to {O along with us," said Ban
nister. "You're a big stockholder up 
there and you've got to keep your eyes 
on the proceedings. An' I aim to de
posit a dollar and get an()ther share o f  
stock whether they like or not !" 

This brought another laugh, and ex
citement ruled the day on the Half 
Diamond. Nor was it confined to the 
ranch house. Manley came riding in 
that afternoon with a heavy frown on 
his face. 

"I don't know what the idea was in 
taking Link back, but I took him on as 
you said.'' he told Florence. "Now 
he's handed out a piece of news that's 
got the men milling like a bunch o f  
steers be fore a storm." 

"I suppose he's told them about the 
celebration they're going to have up at 
Marble," Florence conjectured. 

"You'v� heard abo\lt it then," said 
Manley in a cross voice. "Yes, that's 
what he's done. Spread the news all 
around about what a big time it's go
ing to be, an' the big prizes offered, an' 
everybody going that can ride or walk 
an' such until the men are all worked 
up. They all want to go an' let the 
cattle take care of thelllSelves, the way 
it looks." 

Florence puckered her brows over 
this new problem. 

"What's more," he went on, "we've 
got some men that can ride. Your dad 
an' Hayes an' I all saw to that in pick-

ing men for the outfit an' all those fel· 
lows say they want a crack at the bronc· 
busting prizes or they'll quit flat. What 
am I to do ?" 

"You'll have to let them go," Flor
ence decided; "I understand this af
fair is going to last two days at least, so 
to keep peace in the camp, let half o f  
them go the first day and the other half 
go the second day." 

"I suppose that's the only way out 
of it," Manley grumbled. And it was 
so agreed. 

The m()rning of the tenth dawned 
hot and clear. Bannister and Howard 
were stirring before dawn. Bannister 
had been riding more every day and so 
far as he could tell had regained all his 
formec strength. They brought three 
splendid mounts from the pasture, 
Florence having signified her intention 
of riding up rather than using the buck
board. 

Old Jeb was going to trail along, 
too, and had laid out all his finery. He 
was as excited as a schoolboy on the 
day before vacation. Martha refused 
to go, saying that celebrations tired her 
too much. 

They started shortly after nine in 
order to reach town before noon. They 
were a gay party, prepared and resolved 
to amuse themselves. But they still 
did not realize the stupendous nature 
o f  the entertainment enterprise upon 
which Cromer had embarked. Given 
carte blanche by his board of directors, 
he had gone the uttermost limit. In 
the last few weeks the great drawing 
and celebration had become an obses
sion with him. All other business had 
been swept aside. AlmGst the entire 
working force on the pro;ect had been 
recruited to make the preparations. 
And his agents had seen to it that the 
advertising angle was not neglected. 

This morning of the first day, as 
Florence, Bannister and Howard 
reached the crest of a knoll south o f  
the town, they checked their horses a s  
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o f  one accord and stared in amazement 
at the panorama spread out before 
them. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
CROMER REMEMBERS. 

THE newborn town of Marble was 
plumed in color like some gigantic 

flower that had suddenly come into 
bloom on the sweeping prairie. The 
white tents glistened like silver in the 
sunlight ; the unpainted board buildings 
were splashes of gold ; flags and bunt
ing waved and fluttered, flaunting the 
colors of  red and blue, and even at that 
distance the holiday attire of the women 
and the gay shirts and scarfs of the 
men who crowded the town added their 
flaring, flaming hues to complete the 
marvelous picture. 

Off to the left a long line of wagons, 
buckboards, stages, and horsemen 
streamed into town from the west. 
Great corrals at the outer edge of the 
ring of tents were filled with horses. 
Conveyances of every description 
formed long lines still farther out. A 
great, golden cup on the east proved to 
be the stadium where the contests 
would be held. A miracle had been 
accomplished there in a vast setting of  
golden brown plain with the silver
crowned peaks trailing their robes o f  
royal purple far beyond. 

The three of them, Florence, Ban
nister, and Howard, caught their breath 
at this imposing sight. None o f  them 
ever had seen anything like it before. 
And, curiously enough, the same 
thought was in the mind of each o f  
them-the matter of  expense. Bannis
ter was first to speak and he gave voice 
to what they were all thinking about. 

"Well, Cromer's doing it up brown 
and then some," he said. "Still, flags 
and bunting don't cost such a Jot, and 
they had all that lumber and can take 
down those things and use it again. 
And by the way that street has length
ened out I'd say he's renting about a 

hundred concessions, which is more 
than enough to pay for everything and 
leave a snug profit. This jamboree is 
going to be a money-maker if I ever 
saw one." 

The others nodded. It could hardly 
be anything else with all those people 
coming into the town with money to 
spend. Cromer was no fool. They all 
agreed to that. But the magnitude of  
the undertaking impressed them none 
the less. 

They were suddenly aware of the 
pounding of hoofs behind them and 
turned quickly. It proved to be John 
Macy riding up the gentle slope. With 
him was a girl of  sixteen or tnereabout ; 
fair to look at with her eyes lighted 
with excitement and wisps of golden 
hair flying from under her hat. 

Florence greeted them and Howard 
waved his hand. 

John Macy and the girl reined in as 
they gained the crest and both stared, 
wide-eyed, at what they saw. 

"Well, I'll be--" But the stock
man could not find the words with 
which to express himself. He stared 
in stupefaction, bewildered to the point 
where he could hardly believe his eyes. 
Then he looked at the others and 
caught Bannister's eye. 

"Looks like he means business, eh ?" 
he said with a wink. 

"Looks so," drawled Bannister. "I 
reckon business is the woni." 

Florence and the girl were talking, 
and now Florence turned to Bannister. 
"This is June Macy," she said by way 
of introduction. 

"I knew that the minute I saw her, " 
said Bannister. "You've got your dad's 
eyes, June." 

The girl laughed, and then Howard 
edged his horse in beside her. 

"C'mon, June, let's lead 'em down 
there," he challenged. 

In a moment the two young people 
were off, flying down the slope, with 
the others following. Long before they 
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reached the outskirts o f  the town the 
din from Marble's swollen street came 
to their ears. When they reached the 
south end of the street they saw at once 
that it would be impossible to ride in. 
The street was j ammed ; the dust from 
hundreds o f  feet soared in clouds ; 
some o f  the great strips o f  bunting 
which had been stretched across it had 
come down and were being dragged 
along on the heads and shoulders o f  
the throng ; venders i n  the gayly deco
rated booths were screaming their 
wares despite the fact that they couldn't 
work fast enough to supply the de
mands o f  customers. 

A man wearing a star and mounted 
on a big gray horse rode in front of  
them. 

"You'll have to go around," he 
shouted, waving a hand toward the left. 
"The corrals a re around there." 

They rode around as directed and 
came to the corrals. There was a man 
with a ribbon badge stationed at the 
entrance to each. 

"Right here," called a man at the 
first corral where there were but few 
horses tied to the rails. "Check your 
horses in. We feed an' water 'em." 

They stopped and the man hurriedly 
adjusted tickets to their saddle horns, 
giving them checks with corresponding 
numbers before they could dismount. 
"'rwo dollars apiece an·' leave 'em as 
long as you want," sang the man. 

"This is a new one on me," said John 
Macy ; "but I 'm thinking it's a good 
scheme. Guess we better 'leave 'em. 
See that the cinches are loosened or 
take off the saddles," he finished, ad
dressing the man. 

''We'll take 'em off," said fhe corral 
tender. "Hang 'em on the rail Ready 
when you come for •em an' we'll put 
'em back on." 

They dismounted and left their 
horses. Then they walked up the line 
of corrals some distance and turned in 
between the tents to an opening which 

led to the street. There they were 
caught in the tide of  surging celebrants. 
There were men in business suits and 
women in smart frocks from the East ; 
farmers who were unmistakably from 
the Middle West ; stockmen in soft 
shirts without neckties, huge watch
chains across their middles, trousers 
tucked into riding boots, great, gray 
hats ; ranchers' wives and daughters in 
white with colored sashes and ribbons 
in their hair ; cow-punchers and rodeo 
contestants in green, pink, purple, and 
yellow shirts and flaming scarfs, topped 
by wide-brimmed, high-crowned hats 
of gray and brown and black ; girls with 
rouged cheeks and lips, eyes unnatu
rally bright, accompanied by pale-faced 
men whose glances roved furtively 
about the crowds ; teamsters and labor
ers in mud-stained overalls ; engineers 
in smart khaki uniforms ; youths in 
mail-order, blue-serge suits-their 
Sunday best. 

All were talking, shouting, laughing, 
calling out to one another, crowding 
against the booths where lemonade and 
soft drinks were being served ; strug
gling for an opportunity to play the 
wheels of chance in the hope of win
ning one of the gaudy, worthless 
prizes ; screaming for hot dogs or 
sandwiches ; bombarding the ice-cream 
stands ; buying souvenirs--making car
nival to the point of pandemonium. 
And over all, the dust-and the hot, 
glaring sun. 

The two girls, in· their neat riding 
habits, attracted attention. Friendly 
salutations were flung at them. Their 
men crowded in about them to keep the 
party from becoming separated. 

"Where will we go ?" said Florence 
in bewilderment. 

As she put this question they were 
passing the office of the Marble Dome 
Land & Irrigation Company. It was 
answered immediately. Cromer saw 
them from his station at the front win
dow where be was surveying the long 
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line of  people filing through the office, 
registering their numbers of plot-pur
chase contracts with the clerks so the 
company would know who was present 
and could later check up on those who 
had not attended the drawing and made 
their second payment. 

He pushed his way through the line 
and caught up with them. 

"Hello, Macy," he called, grasping 
the rancher's arm. "And Miss Mar
ble ! This is good. I thought maybe 
you folks would be up from the south 
and I 've gQt three front rooms in the 
hotel saved for you and any other o f  
the stockmen and their families who 
come up. Good place to rest and see 
what's going on in the street before the 
big show. "  His face was beaming with 
excitement and satisfaction. He looked 
like a different Cromer this day. But 
he took no notice whatsoever of Ban
n ister or Howard. The pair winked at 
each other. 

"Well, that sounds good," said Macy. 
"I reckon we'll take you up on it
i f  we can get to the hotel." 

"It's right across the street," said 
Cromer. "Come, we'll make a wedge 
and push through." 

With Macy and Cromer in front, 
Bannister and Howard behind, and the 
two girls in between, they fought their 
way through the crowd to the hotel and 
edged through the mob in the little 
lobby. Upstairs they found the rooms 
cool and quiet ; the green window 
shades, drawn halfway, shut out the 
glare of the sun and the screens kept 
out most of the dust that swirled above 
the perspiring throngs below. 

' 'I'll send a waitress up," said 
Cromer genially. "She'll bring you cold 
drinks and anything you want to eat. 
It's all arranged." He was looking at 
Florence, who regarded him coolly. So 
far none had spoken to him save Macy. 
And Macy it was who spoke now. 

"Tell her to fetch along a barrel o f  
lemonade o r  something," he said, tak-

ing off his hat to wipe his forehead. 
"It's hotter than Billy-be-damned !" 

"Right !" said Cri>mer, smiling at the 
girls. He had not altogether given up 
hope that Florence would relent. Per
haps this show would have a favorable 
effect on her. For the first time he 
looked straight at Bannister. "I'm glad 
you've recovered ," he said, booming 
heartily. 

"Funny, but I was just now expect
ing to hear you say that," drawled Ban
nister. 

Cromer's eyes ckmded as he left the 
room. Bannister's veiled insolence and 
challenge caused him to remember. 
Never in his l i fe had he hated a man so 
fiercely as he hated Bannister at that 
moment. His lips pressed into a white 
line and his eyes shone with sinister 
resolve as he went down the stairs to 
give his orders. 

"Well, I don't hanker for any lemon
ade, exactly, but I'd like to take a look 
around, so I guess I'll go down for a 
while," said Bannister. 

"Me, too," said Howard. ' 'I'll go 
along, i f  it's all right with you, Bannis
ter." 

"I 'll wait for the drinks an' then 
mosey down into the lobby," John 
Macy decided. "There's some others 
coming up from Indian River to-day 
an' I suppose they'll hit for the hotel. 
I'll steer the women folks up here." 

In the street, Bannister's interest was 
quite apart from that of John Macy or 
the girls. He had no time for the col
orful crowd, but led Howard through 
the dense mobs until they came to the 
entrance of a huge brown tent over 
which was a cloth sign reading : 

DOME PALACE 
They went in to find that a board 

floor had been laid, a long bar built o f  
rough boards ranged the entire length 
of the tent on each side, and the center 
was strewn with gaming tables while 
in the rear were the roulette wheels, 
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crap games, faro layouts, and "twenty
one," or blackjack tables. 

The tent was thronged with a mill
ing crowd of men who were drinking 
and gambling. Big Stetson hats reigned 
supreme here, There were scores o f  
cow-puncher, and riders in colorful 
garb. There were rough-looking char
acters, too, and plenty o f  them. Here 
was a place for trouble to start. 

"Made to order," Bannister muttered, 
thinking of that very thing. 

"What did you say ?" Howard asked. 
"Nothing," said Bannister. Then he 

started. Cromer · was making his way 
out of the place on the opposite side. 
Cromer didn't drink or gamble, so why 
should he come in here ? To keep a 
check on his rake-off, probably. Ban
nister's lips curled scorn fully. 

They circled the place and when they 
were midway to the bar on the side op
posite that from which they had en
tered, Bannister's face froze into an 
expressionless mask, Le Beck was 
standing close against the bar. With 
him were two men whom Bannister 
took to be Canadians. And at the sec
ond Canadian's left stood Big Joe 
Hayes ! 

I f  Howard saw them also he made 
no mention of it. The boy was excited 
and Bannister suddenly felt a desire to 
be rid of him. They went out of the 
place into the neat and dust. As they 
moved with the throng up the street be
tweet rows of tents and booths they 
passed a dozen other tent resorts, but 
none as large as the Dome Palace. 

"Suppose we go over to the riders' 
camp," Howard su�gested. "Some o f  
our men figure on riding this after
noon." 

"You go over and see 'em," said 
Bannister in a tone which virtually left 
Howard ne alternative. "111 meet you 
later at the hotel." 

So Howard left him and Bannister 
turned back. Alone, Bannister's mood 
change4. He temporarily forgot How-

ard and Florence and the Half Dia
mond. H is eyes gleamed and he 
thrilled with the rush of blood in his 
veins. Here was an element at his el
bow that he knew well. Tough char
acters, wily gamblers, gunmen-lots o f  
them. Stacks of  gold and silver o n  
the gaming tables. An avowed enemy 
at the head of it all. His eyes nar-

. rowed, his step quickened. Two fin
gers slipped into his holster against the 
cool cylinder o f  his gun. A man jos
tled against him and he gave him a 
belligerent look. Then his Shoulders 
seemed to straighten more than ever. 
He plowed through the crowd and hur
ried through the entrance of Dome Pal
ace. 

CHAPTER XXV. 
ONE WHO KNOWS 

THEY saw no more of Bannister at 
the hotel before the time came to 

go to the rodeo contests. Flnrence in
qdred of Howard as to his where
abouts, but Howard suspected, and 
rightly, that Bannister wished to be left 
to his own devices. He suspected also 
that Bannister had gone back to Dome 
Palace, but he said nothing about this. 
He pleaded ignorance as to where Ban
nister might be, pretending that he had 
lost him in the crowd. 

Although Florence said nothing 
more, she felt worried. . She thought 
she knew something of Bannis.ter's 
wild spirit. It was a trait which had 
first roused her interest in him. But if 
could be called interest no longer, she 
thought to hersel f with a flush. She 
was really concerned. Had the others 
not been there she would have gone 
searching for him. It would be so easy 
for him to yidd to his passion for gam
bling and get into trouble. 

She accompanied John Macy, How
ard and June, and some others they 
knew, to the stadium to see the con
tests, hoping that she might catch a 
glimpse of him there. But while she 
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saw men she recognized as members of 
the Half Diamond outfit she saw noth
ing of Bannister. Nor were they to see 
him for some time after the contests 
and the big drawing itsel f were over. 

As for Bannister, he had practically 
forgotten them. The moment he en
tered Dome Palace the gaming lust was 
upon him, gripping him with a hold he 
could not loosen. He yielded readily, 
but before slipping into a place at a 
stud-poker table, he walked to the bar 
and wedged himself in almost at Le 
Beck's elbow. He meant to give Le 
Beck every opportunity to start things 
this day or night. For he hadn't be
lieved Cromer when the latter had said 
he had fired Le Beck. And he believed 
Le Beck had his orders. Bannister was 
in no mood to attempt to prevent him 
from carrying these orders out-if he 
were capable of  doing so ! 

He caught Le Beck's glittering, 
snaky eyes regarding him surrepti
tiously, and his lips curled. Le Beck 
wet his lips and his gaze was shot with 
fire. For Bannister's look was like a 
slap in the face. He turned back to 
his drink and said something to the two 
Canadians, who forthwith stole a look 
at Bannister. Hayes kept his eyes 
straight ahead, although he must have 
known. Something seemed to whisper 
in Bannister's ears that the pair with 
Le Beck would be in on whatever play 
came up. He smiled grimly, though his 
voice had never sounded more cheer
ful than when he ordered beer. 

He drank the stuff slowly, seeking 
every opportunity to catch Le Beck's 
eye. The gunman began to appear ill 
at ease and finally stopped stealing 
glances at Bannister as he talked to his 
companions in low tones. They were 
drinking the white stuff steadily and 
Bannister knew no good would come 
of that. Nor did he care what hap
pened. The old reckless spirit was 
alive and throbbing within him. He 
was just beginning to become thor-

oughly angry over his wound and the 
theft of his horse and gun. If he had 
thought it would do any good, he would 
have called the turn on Hayes then and 
there-even to the point of compelling 
both him and Le Beck to draw ! Flor
ence Marble didn't know this Bannister 
who stood at the bar, sipping his beer, 
his eyes cold and hard, a storm gather
ing in his mind. 

When his glass was empty, Bannis
ter turned abruptly from the bar. He 
knew the eyes of the four followed him 
and he found a place at a table where 
he could see in their direction. Then 
he forgot them and everything else as 
the dealer shoved yellow and blue and 
red stacks across to him in exchange 
for the yellow roll of bills he had 
tossed on the table. 

He had chosen a table where the 
play was high. He watched the deal 
closely and when he caught the eye o f  
the man who had dealt h e  raised his 
brows slightly. 

"Pass," he said, without looking at 
his hole card. The man frowned 
slightly. Others looked up. And at 
once it was understood that a man had 
entered the game who was well ac
quainted with all the tricks of the tin
horn and the professional houseman. 
The play changed somewhat. 

Bannister watched every dealer in 
succession like a hawk. He discom
fited them, took the cleverness out of  
their flying fingers ; by sheer hypno
tism, it seemed, he made the game a 
straight one. They caught him be
tween the "pinchers" and he bet them 
to a standstill and raked in a hatful 
of checks. All that afternoon he 
played. The housemen changed off 
with men from other tables until the 
best professionals who had come for 
the clean-up were pitted against him. 
And still he won. It was uncanny, his 
opponents thought. He destroyed their 
poise. They became rattled and for
got themselves, showing their hands at 
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times m their faces. Spectators 
crowded about the table three deep. 

He looked up from a winning hand, 
stacking his chips. He had a bul
wark of yellows and blues before him. 
He glanced casually about him and his 
gaze froze on a face-a lean face, 
tanned to the color of leather ; blue 
eyes, blond brows, a good mouth and a 
firm chin under a �reat black beaver 
hat. His head inclined ever so slightly 
in a move imperceptible to the others. 

"Deal me out, " he said crisply to the 
man who was shuffling the cards. 

There was a stir at this but Bannister 
paid no heed. He quickly counted a 
stack to be sure it contained twenty 
chips ; sized the others up to it and be
gan pushing the stacks across to the 
man in the slot. 

"Three thousand nine hundred and 
twenty," he said, "and an extra red." 
He tossed over the lone check with a 
short laugh, stuffed the roll of bills 
the dealer passed him into a hip pocket, 
and left the table. 

Instead of going out the front en
trance, he strolled back to the big rear 
entrance and walked out on the grass 
behind the tents. The short, blue-eyed, 
youthful-looking man who had caught 
his eyes at the table strolled casually 
after him. Bannister was waiting. 

"Tommy Gale !" he exclaimed as the 
other came up with a glad grin on his 
face. "Tommy, how'd you get up 
here?" 

"I've still got a boss," drawled 
Tommy. 

"Tell me, Tommy," said Bannister 
seriously ; "are there any others up 
from below ?" 

"None as I knows of," was the reply. 
"I come by accident, you might say. 
Heard about these doings down in Bill
ings an' as I didn't have anything else 
to do for the time being, I came along." 

"Seen anybody here you know ?" 
asked Bannister. 

"Seen you, that's all ," Tommy an-

swered. "Say, Bob, ain't you sort o f  
takin' a chance ?" 

"Yes, I 'm taking a chance," Bannis
ter agreed. "But I 'm all right if none 
of those clanged star-flashers down 
there don't get wise to where I am. 
They'll see me soon enough." 

"Eh ? You go in' back ?" Tommy 
appeared very much surprised. 

"In time-when my work here is fin
ished," Bannister said slowly. "Yes, 
sooner or later I 'm going back. Did I 
get blamed for that Sheridan racket, 
Tommy ?" 

"You sure enough did," said Tommy 
with a scowl. "You get the blame for 
everything. I suppose you know that." 

"Yes, I know it," said Bannister 
grimly. "They'll try to hang it on me 
right when they get me and I suppose 
they can do it." 

"I dunno." Tommy appeared doubt
ful. "They're electing a new sheriff 
down there this fall. The present in
cumbent, old Ira Colton, isn't as popu
lar as he was. He'll go out of office 
sure as shootin' this next election. The 
handwritin' is all over the prairies down 
there." 

"Then maybe there'll be a chance for 
a square deal, or something near it," 
said Bannister. "Tommy, I 'm sure 
mighty glad to see you. If you're not 
doing anything, as you said, maybe 
you'll stick around for a while. I can. 

use you, Tommy, and you're the only 
man from down below that I 'd trust. 
Oh, don't squint. This is all on the 
level ; all clean as a_ ..hluebird's wing. 
C'mon. We've got to have a talk 
so mew here." 

The two walked behind the tents un
til they came t.o an opening where they 
could gain the street. As the drawing 
now was in progress, the street was 
practically deserted. They walked up 
between the rows of booths and resorts 
and finally dropped into a drinking 
place near the end of the street. There 
were a few games in progress and at 
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the rear of the tent there were some 
tables and a small lunch counter. They 
sat down at one of the tables and or
dered sandwiches and beer. Then Ban
nister began talking in a low voice in
tended for Tommy Gale's ears alone. 

He told his friend from the South 
everything that had taken place from 
the time of his arrival at the Half Dia
mond and Prairie City to the present 
moment ; explained how he had met 
Howard Marble and had the run-in 
with Le Beck ; how he had met Flor
ence and then Cromer ; how he had 
come to go to the ranch ; his visits to 
Marble ; the irrigation situation ; the 
rustling and his encounter with un
known persons he believed to be rus
tlers with the resulting loss of his horse 
and gun, and finished with the pres
ence of Le Beck and Hayes in town 
this day, conniving, as he believed, in 
a plot against him. 

Tommy took a bite of his sandwich, 
a swallow of beer, and looked at Ban
nister respectfully. "You sure can do 
it," he said, more or less in admiration. 
"You get more action for your time an' 
money than any man on earth ! The 
only way I can have an adventure is 
to get drunk an' get in a fight. An' 
then I'm liable to get licked. I got 
licked once." 

Bannister chuckled. "Well, it looks 
as though you could have an adventure 
up here, Tommy, if you want to trail 
along with me a while," he said. He 
hadn't seen fit to tell Tommy about 
the deal he had made with Sheriff 
Campbell, but now he decided to do so 
and accordingly did. 

Tommy stared wide eyed this time. 
"Everybody's got their soft spots, I 
reckon," he observed. "Do you think 
that much of her, Bob ?" 

Bannister frowned. "Well, if  you 
want to put it that way," he said, "I do." 

Tommy whistled softly. "All right, 
I 'll trail along," he said finally. "What 
do you want me to do fi rst ?" 

"First and last I don't want any
body to see us hobnobbing together if 
we can help it," said Bannister. "Now 
it's getting along toward six o'clock and 
I 'll have to show up at the hotel. Sup
pose you wait around up here till I get 
back. And say, Tommy, don't go 
against the hard stuff. We may have 
work ahead of us to-night. Somehow 
I've got a hunch that the pot's going to 
boil over." 

"I hope so," said Tommy cheerfully. 
"Go ahead. I'll sit in a game till you 
get back." 

When Bannister reached the hotel he 
ran into Sheriff Campbell. He ad
dressed the sheriff at once, appearing 
pleased that they had met. 

"Campbell, I suppose you know Le 
Beck is in town," he said in a tone o f  
interrogation. 

"I'm watching him-and you, too, for 
that matter," said the official. 

"I 'll stand watching, putting the 
meaning both ways," said Bannister 
with a frown. "l suppose you know 
he's in Cromer's pay ? Well, whether 
you know it or not, I know it. He's 
been traveling with Hayes and two 
mean-looking Canadians all day, and I 
think they're hatching up something. 
Now, I'm playing square as a die with 
you, sheriff"-Bannister's tone was 
firm and convincing and he looked 
Campbell straight in the eyes-"and I'll 
keep my word. I 've found out a few 
things and every move I make is in the 
interests of Florence Marble. I want 
you to know this and remember it : I f  
that outfit of cutthroats starts anything 
with me, I'm going to get 'em all !" 

With that he strode away, leaving 
the sheriff to stare after him. 

He found his company in one of the 
rooms upstairs. To their questions as 
to where he had been he made evasive 
replies. But he knew by Florence 
Marble's look that she suspected what 
he had been doing. Her eyes were 
troubled. It thrilled him through and 
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through to think that this girl thought 
enough of him to worry about him. 

"Are you going back with us after 
the fireworks, Bob ?" she asked when 
they were together for a few moments 
near the door. 

"N u, Florence, I can't ga back to
ni�ht," he answered. "Don't look that 
way, please. I'm investigating some 
things besides aces and kings. I 've got 
to stay. But be sure you take Howard 
with you." 

"Oh, I guess he'll want tD ride back 
with June Macy well enough," she said. 
Then impulsively : "Bob Bannister, I 
don't want you to get into any trouble 
on my account. I-I can't stand the 
thought of  it." 

He .laid a hand on her arm. "Don't 
worry about me," he said in a low 
voice. "That-that other down there 
was a blind accident. But I'm working 
for you, just the same-every minute. 
And, believe me, it's the one real j oy of 
my life." 

He moved away and spoke to John 
Macy. "I'm going down to see that the 
horses are being taken care of," he 
said, and went out. 

It was already growing ousk as he 
walked through the crowd again 
thronging the street and made his way 
to the rear of the tents. He passed 
the long line of wagons and buckboards 
and corrals and finally came to where 
they had left their horses. The corral 
tender told him the horses had been 
watered at the ditch behind the corrals 
and he could see the hay on the ground 
himself. They were still eating. He 
lingered, talking aimlessly with the 
man, who was one of Cromer's team
sters. Something might slip out that 
would be of interest. But nothing did 
and he started back along the corrals 
in a twilight that was just on the verge 
of melting with the night. 

Two men approached him. He paid 
no attention to them until one of them 
bumped into him with a force that 

nearly threw him off his feet. He 
whirled as the man spoke. 

"What's . the matter ? You blind ? 
Or maybe you've got all this space 
rented for a sidewalk !" 

Bannister recognized the two Canadi
ans who had been with Le Beck and 
Hayes. They had seen him and had 
followed him. It all came to him in a 
flash. These two could pick a fight 
with him and get away with it, even i f  
they killed him. They were strangers. 
Cromer could disclaim any knowledge 
of them. Le Beck and Hayes would 
keep silent. It was as raw as it was 
vicious. 

Bannister didn't answer and h e  
didn't hesitate t o  act. H i s  right came 
up with the power of a sledge hammer 
against th.e man's jaw, knocking him 
flat on the grass. Before the other 
could move, Bannister brought his left 
crashing against his ear. He went 
down like a log. But he was out of it 
in a twinkling and getting up. 

Bannister's eyes were flaming with 
the lust for combat. He met the man 
as he got to his feet with a straight 
right that he brought clear from the 
next county. The man stayed down 
this time. But Bannister caught a glint 
o f  metal just in time to leap aside as a 
gun roared. His own weapon was in 
his hand like a flash of  light. Two thin 
tongues of flame ·ticked at the deepen
ing dusk and the other man grasped his 
right arm with a cry and dropped his 
gun. There were two bullets in that 
arm. 

"When your friend comes around," 
Bannister drawled, breaking his gun to 
extract the empty shells and reload the 
two chambers, "you better hotfoot it 
for headquarters and tell 'em you're 
leaving." 

That's all he said aloud. "Round 
one," he murmured to himself as he 
walked on along the corrals. "I wouldn't 
wonder if this would prove to be an 
evening." 
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Suddenly he stopped dead in his 
tracks. A horse in the corral he was 
passing nickered. Somehow the nicker 
seemed familiar. He looked and 
stepped close to the rails. The nicker 
came again from right ahead of him. 

He looked sharply and came near cry
ing out. 

There, tied to a rail within three feet 
of him, was his own horse that had 
been stolen f rom him the night he had 
been shot ! 

To be continued in the next issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE. 

BIRDS OF THE WEST AND NORTH AMERICA 

The Downy Woodpecker 

W HILE the�e are ?ver thirty varieties of woodpeckers •. nearly all are 
marked With a bit of red on the head. The one havmg the greatest 
amount of this coloring, whose entire head and neck is red, is the red

headed woodpecker, which we have discussed in a previous issue. This downy 
fellow has but a small patch of this color on the back of his head, while the 
female has a patch o f  white instead. They both have white breasts and black 
wings, the female's breast being of rather a dingy white. 

Sometimes this bird is called sapsucker, but not rightly so, for he bores trees 
_fo.r. insects and not for sap. Often a tree will be found with several rows of 

holes tapped rather regularly apart where the woodpecker, with his uncanny 
knowledge, has drilled for grubs. Were he interested in procuring sap he would 
attack the birch or maple, which he seldom does, as these trees are usuany free 
from insects. He is a very diligent little fellow and becomes so absorbed iri his 
task o f  tapping a tree that one may approach quite close without deterring him 
from his work. 

It is very amusing to watch the downy woodpecker court his mate. Ordi
narily, there -are two males vying for the companionship of the female. For 
hours at a time they will chase each other around until tired, when they will 
commence drumming on a dead limb trying to make each other believe that they 
are procuring food. Sometimes they will even chase the female bird. This is  
kept up until one i s  too tired to combat longer, and the victor in great triumph 
flies off with his mate. Then the two commence to build their nest, which con
sists in boring a neat hole in some tree. Often t hey will spend a day or two 
minutely examining the tree before commencing operations, and then if every
thing seems propitious a round hole is drilled j ust large enough for the body of 
the bird to enter. Then the woodpecker pecks in an oblique direction, for a few 
inches, and then works straight down for eight or ten inches. The cavity is as 
smooth and perfect as any cabinetmaker could make. In some cases, as long as a ·  
week will be consumed in making this home. There is no attempt to line the 
cavity ; a few chips and some sawdust are left in the bottom, upon which the 
mother bird lays six eggs o f  a pure white color. The female helps to build the 
home, and the male feeds his mate while she is sitting on the nest. The birds 
seem to enter into a fifty-fifty plan for maintenance of the home and offspring. 

The chief food of the woodpecker is grubs and worms, caterr>illars, arid 
insects. He destroys immense numbers of caterpillars which he feeds to his 
young. Occasionally he regales himself with fruits and berries. It  has been 
observed that the trees in orchards which are most thoroughly bored by M r. 
Woodpecker bear the largest and healthiest fruit. 



Bad Men Both 
BJ Harley .P. Lathrop 

Author of "The Golden FiUy," etc. 

m 
HOT, dry summer was 

merging into sere, yel
low fall when young 
Vincent came to Com
manche. At this particu
lar time, the border 

country was raw so far as observ
ing the little niceties of law were 
concerned, as raw as ,a fresh
plowed field. Almost every male 
citizen wore a gun at his hip, and the 
safest practice, in the opinion of most 
men, was to shoot first and inquire 
afterward. Homicide, if that harsh 
term is insisted upon, was seldom fol
lowed by a jail sentence. About the 
only deeds calculated to retire one 
permanently from the activities of life 
were stealing, o ffering an affront to 
a woman, or shooting another in the 
back. These three were the most 
heinous offenses on the local calendar. 
And in such cases the guilty party gen
erally wound up his career by mak
ing connection with a near-by limb, 
the route being that of a three-strand, 
five-eighths inch manila. 

To "Old Yellow Horse" Galloway be
longed the honor of importing this 
young tenderfoot, Vincent. One day, 
finding himself burdened with a sur
plus o f  cash, Yellow Horse conceived 
the idea o f  starting a bank. So, dis
playing his usual keenness, he wrote 
ior a competent, experienced man to 
some Eastern connections. In response, 
along came Vincent. 

He proved to be a fean, angular, 
fellow with the face of a scholar, a 
stand-offish manner, and a slight stoop, 
which probably came, I expect, from 

constantly bending over ledgers. His 
voice was twangy and dry, with a pro
nounced nasal undemote. 

" Sounds like a pulley in bad need 
of oil," commented Dave Sedburn, who 
was the first one to meet the new
comer. 

Nevertheless, young Vincent soon 
demonstrated he was just the man for 
the place even if he did transact busi
ness in. an aloof,  emotioniess manner. 
For he played no favorites. A- com
mon cowhand could borrow right up 
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to the hilt on his horse and saddle 
any time he went broke. There no 
longer existed any need to sell one's 
outfit way below par or to hawk it to 
the money-lending Sam-who also ran 
the saloon-at twenty per cent interest, 
compounded every thirty days. 

By Christmastime Commanche had 
accepted the newcomer as a fixture, had 
quit marveling over the cut o f  his 
clothes and arguing as to whether it 
really was possible that a person his 
age needed glasses. But hardly had 
this come to pass when Sue Tingley 
arrived to furnish a fresh topic o f  
conversation. 

She likewise was imported by Old 
Yellow Horse, who, as father to six 
half-grown kids, had recently been 
elected chairman o f  a newly formed 
board o f  education. Not but what the 
town had always boasted a teacher/ 
but heretofore they had been men, 
broken-down old relics as a rule, little 
fitted by education or general knowl
edge for their task. 

"Now, this here gal," Old Yellow 
Horse informed the board upon as
suming the chairmanship, "is a real 
honest-to-goodness sharp on learnin'. 
She's a friend of some of my wife's 
kin back up in Ohio. Been to col
lege and learned all the fixin's. She'll 
open yore eyes aplenty or I miss my 
guess." 

And so far as opening the eyes of 
the male inhabitants of tCommanche 
wa•s concerned, Sue Tingley did just 
that. 

The stage always stopped to dis
charge passengers in front of Sam's 
place. And it was Sam's tones which 
this day announced that something 
out of the ordinary was transpiring. 
For his voice sounded ingratiating and 
suave as it did when he was attempting 
to persuade one to pay a bill or accept 
a two-dollar loan on a forty-dollar six-

wl shooter. . 

A A fairly stiff game was just then in 

progress at the big table opposite the 
bar which was holding everybody's in
terest. Otherwise, despite a howling 
norther, most of those within the sa
loon would have been outside to see 
the stage unload. 

So it happened that Abe Runyon, 
who had early gone broke, was the 
only one save Sam who was at liberty 
to view the unloading, and he only 
stepped to the front where he could 
peer through the fly-specked window. 
But when he ejaculated : "Gee whil
liken cats, ain't she a beaut' !" and 
hastily took his stringy length through 
the door, there was a concerted rush 
to view the cause of the exclamation. 
For Abe was a soured old misanthrope 
who wouldn't allow there was a good
looking woman in the world. There
fore, his approbation carried much 
weight. 

Now, it is perfectly safe to assert 
that there was not a singJe man in 
the crowd which boiled out of Sam's 
place but what heartily concurred with 
Abe Runyon's description. Sue Ting
ley was a little trick, with dark hair 
and eyes, and quick in all her move
ments aS' some small bird. She was, 
moreover, dressed in a manner foreign 
even to the imagination of the inhab
itants of Commanche. 

We got outside just in time to hear 
her say : "I rather expected Mr. Gal
loway to meet me. Do you know where 
I might find him ?" 

Any one of us could have told her 
that a person able to state offhand Old 
Yellow Horse's whereabouts deserved 
a medal of some sort. He had interests 
and cattle scattered from Dan to Ber
sheba, so consequently he hopped 
around like a flea on a hot griddle. 
And when he was off on one of his 
periodical jaunts he was as likely to 
be in one place as in another. 

Sam, dipping and bending, was 
about to reply, when Reb Wilson 
took away his play. Now, this was 
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as unexpected as it was unusual, for 
Reb, as a rule, was a wordless fellow. 
A tall , well-knit figure, with a face 
which in repose was as expressionless 
as a mask, and eyes as cold and gray 
as a flaw in a cake of ice, he had 
achieved the reputation of being a 
killer and a bad man to cross. It was 
common knowledge that Reb could 
place six shots at fifty yards in a space 
which might be circumscribed with 
one's thumb and finger. And this, 
mind you, in the time i t  would take 
a person to draw his breath. 

"I reckon, ma'am," he replied, and 
there was a curious softness in his 
voice that none o f  us had ever heard 
before, "Old Yellow-Mr. Galloway
is out piroutin' on the prairie some
wheres. But his place is only a half 
mile from town. The stage driver will, 
I expect, take you on there." 

This was quite the longest speech 
most of those present had ever heard 
Reb make. Like most men of his ilk, 
he was chary with words, limiting his 
conversation to crisp, monosyllabic 
sentences. 

When Reb finished his explanation, 
the girl caught her li'ps between her 
teeth and her eyes narrowed in thought. 
She was still obviously pondering 
when young Vincent came across the 
street from the bank. He included 
us all in an impersonal nod and ad
dressed himself directly to her. 

"I am Vincent," he said, as cold as 
if he were talking to the Statue of 
Liberty. " Mr. Galloway was called out 
o f  town. But before leaving he di
rected me to see you safely to his 
ranch when you arrived. So, i f  you 
will come across to the bank, I will 
secure a conveyance to take you out." 

He had faced her while delivering 
the message and now half turned as 
if to lead the way. But the girl, her 
uncertainty of a moment previous evi
dently crystallizing into determination, 
shook her head. 

" But I have no intention of making 
my home with Mr. Galloway's family," 
she protested. "I would greatly prefer 
a boarding house. Isn't there one in 
town ?" 

There were, as it chanced, two. 
Neither one, however, was calculated 
to make an Eastern girl feel much at 
home. Anything might happen there, 
and frequently it  did. It was not un
common for some wild young rowdy 
of the saddle, plentifully stoked up on 
Sam's liquid provender, to ride his 
horse into the front hall of either 
house and demand feed and bed for 
both. And occasionally a midnight 
shooting scrape took place when two 
old enemies met. Moreover, the snores 
that emanated from these buildings 
f rom midnight to dawn were calcu
lated to offend sensitive ears. Vincent 
knew all this, for he had tried both 
places when he first came to town. 

For a moment he did not answer, 
evidently reviewing in his mind these 
drawbacks. "I expect," he said at last, 
"you could get room and board at the 
Widow McLean's. Hers is a private 
house, a nice place as places go in 
this country. I am staying there my
sel f. I f  you would care to go with 
me and see--" 

They walked up the street in the 
teeth of the whistling norther, the 
tenderfoot's tall, stooped form over
reaching the diminutive height of the 
girl by some feet. • 

Every one watched their departure, 
still a little stunned by Sue's beauty, 
and a trifle envious of the tenderfoot's 
readiness to take command of the sit
uation. Cale Kitcherner, a swaggering, 
coarse-mouthed bully who yearned for 
the reputation of being a real bad man, 
was the first to speak. He addressed 
himself to whoever would listen. 

" Me,'' he said with a suggestive 
leer, "when I git hold of the money 
I aim to open up a boardin' house for 
the use of trustin' young female school-
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teachers from back East. An' when I 
git it well filled trp, I 'll--" 

" Shut yore big mouth." It was Reb 
Wilson's voice, snapping like a whip 
and shot through and through with the 
deadly menace those who knew him had 
come to associate with some one's sud
den departure from this world. 

Cale wilted ungracefully. His de
sire to appear bad had its limitations, 
it appeared. 

Thereupon we all filed J,ack into the 
warmth of Sam's place and the inter
rupted poker game was resumed. But 
somehow it seemed to have lost its 
savor for Reb Wilson, woo until then 
had been a big winner. He played 
in moody abstraction and a fter allow
ing a decent interval for the others to 
win back what they had lost, cashed 
in and left. 

"You reckon that he-wolf's gone and 
got stuck on the little schoolma'am 
right off the reel ?" inquired a talka
tive young puncher from down the 
river. 

No one answered the query. For, 
somehow, discussions concerning Reb 
Wilson's acts or doings had a queer 
way of getting to his ears, which didn't 
make it any too healthy for those par
ticipating. 

However, time, and not a great deal 
of it either, answered the question to 
the satis faction of every one. In a 
manner plainly perceptible to all, Reb 
began altering his habits. He still fre
quented Sam's, which was about the 
only real man's hangout the town af
forded. But he eased up on the 
amount of burning liquor he consumed 
and refused to take part in any but 
a low-limit game. Moreover, he began 
to be seen at dances, which heretofore 
he had scorned to attend. 

It was easy enough to figure the 
reason. For Sue Tingley likewise at
tended each one. At first she had re
fused, intimating she did not care for 
such affairs. It was Ma Galloway who 

was instrumental m changing her 
opinion. 

"You mustn't feel that a way, deary," 
she reproved the girl one day. " 'Cou rse 
the crowd may seem a little rough, but 
it's mostly on the !Surface. They're 
good boys near all of 'em. The bad 
ones don't last long. So you run along 
to the next one and you'll find you'll 
enjoy yourself." 

But Sue appeared unconvinced. 
"Then how is it that this man Reb 
Wilson is still alive i f  the bad men 
don't last long ?" she argued. 

Ma Galloway looked at Sue keenly. 
"Now, who's been tellin' you things 
about Reb ?" she asked. 

But Sue refused to commit herself. 
The truth was her know'ledge :came 
from a little scene of which she had 
been spectator at one recess in the 
school-house yard. Armed with sticks 
to represent pistols, several pupils were 
reenacting some former gun fight. 
A fter sundry loud bangs, all of the 
group fell to the ground save one and 
he strutted proudly about, evidently 
immune to bullets. This immunity ap
parently piqued the victims, for one 
and all they protested. 

"Well, I 'm Reb Wilson, ain't I," 
the victor contended, "and nobody ever 
killed him yet." 

During the resultant argument Sue 
learned that Reb had at least seven 
notches on his gun, and she accepted 
as gospel her brightest pupil's remark 
that Reb was as deadly as a rattle
snake and would as lief kill every man 
in the county as look at them. 

So instead of committing hersel f, 
she asked : "He has killed seven men, 
hasn't he ?" 

"Nine," returned Ma Galloway dryly. 
"I heard the old man checkin' 'em up 
just the other night. But, deary," she 
qualified, "that's nothing agin' the rest 
o f  the boys or, for that matter, agin' 
Reb himself. He's got a place close 
to the river where nobody else will 



68 WESTERN STORY MAG AZINE 

hardly run cattle. And them he killed 
were all rustlers except one or two 
and they were gunnin' after him, mainly 
for the notoriety it would bring 'em 
providin' they bumped him off. Reb 
may be a killer but it's such as him 
that makes this country safe to live . " 
m. 

Whether or not it was this that 
moved Sue to change her mind is hard 
to state. Likewise it is a question 
whether Sue was aware that to Reb 
was due much of the circumspection 
exercised by her partners. For i f  any 
young dare-devil after a surreptitious 
visit or two to Sam's place, would head 
in Sue's direction, invariably he bumped 
into Reb en roote. 

"Yo' ain't aimin' to dance with that 
schoolma'am to-night are yo' ?" Reb 
would softly inquire. "But if yo' are," 
he would continue, "I'd advise yo' not 
to. She's sorta agin' liquor, I under
stand." 

This warning, backed by the weight 
of Reb's reputation, invariably proved 
sufficient. Provided he was desirous 
of dancing with the schoolma'am, the 
culprit would forthwith eschew Sam's 
place whenever a dance was in progress. 

Sedately enough, Reb would lumber 
about the hall with Sue three or four 
times during an evening. Still , try as 
she might, Sue could register but small 
success in the way of starting a con
versation. This tall, taciturn, low
voiced man appeared more tongue
tied than ever in her presence. 

"He's the most tantalizing person I 
ever met," Sue confided to Ma Gallo
way while visiting her one Saturday. 
"Just think of what interesting expe
riences he could relate i f  he would talk 
like a human being ! "  

"Well," said M r .  Galloway practi
cally, "Reb's the quiet sort all right, 
but unless all indications fail, he'll talk 
to you one of these times. And I, for 
one, hope you'll listen him through." 

Sue blushed, well knowing what Ma 

was driving at, and the prophecy came 
true at a dance about the middle of  
February. 

The tenderfoot, Vincent, habitually 
accompanied Sue to such affairs. More 
than one wager had been offered that 
in the course of time she .would end 
up as the wife of the Galloway cashier. 
Tall , angular, unbending, Vincent 
would escort her to and fro. He 
danced but little,  losing himself in the 
crowd and spend-ing the evening dis
cussing with some of the older cattle
men prospects and c'mditions of the 
market. A great hand for business 
was Vincent. 

To this particular February dance 
:Reb came dolled out in a new suit that 
palpably was no hand-me-down from 
old man Groggins' general store. 
About the middle of the evening, he 
asked Sue to get her wrap and step 
outside with him. He had, he told 
her, a new horse he wanted. her to see. 
While she was admiring the horse 
which was tied outside, Reb summoned 
up his leaking courage. 

"I was wonderin', ma'am," he asked 
her gently, "if yo' would consider mar
ryin' me. I guess by this time yo' know 
I love yo'." 

Sue shook her head, meantime grop
ing for words to soften the reason of 
her refusal. It  wasn't going to be so 
easy to make this suitor o f  hers un
derstand her abhorrence of  his reputa
tion. 

But with an intuition almost uncanny, 
Reb put his finger on the reason. "Is 
it," h e  asked in a strained voice, "be
cause they call me a killer ?" 

Even then, she could not force her
self to agree. Some little inner voice 
warned her that this would hurt the 
man unnecessarily. For he had been 
brought up to look at such deeds from 
a different angle and so could never 
comprehend her viewpoint. 

"Or perhaps," Reb went on, mis
interpreting her silence, "there is some 



BAD MEN BOTH. 69 
one else. If that's so, ma'am, I'll g<>' 
away and not bother yo' no more." 

As a drowning man grabs at a straw, 
Sue clutched at this excuse. "Yes," 
she murmured softly, ''there is 3111• 
other." 

So Reb went away down river to his 
ranch on the borderland of the rustlers' 
hangout and ,Commanche saw him no 
more for weeks. 

Then one night in the teeth of the 
last norther of the season, Bill Hiller's 

· boy, a lad of fifteen, came pounding 
into town. The usual crowd was gath
ered i n  Sam's place, the usual game 
was going on within the circle of 
warmth thrown out by a red-hot stove. 

"You men git rea�," he told them. 
His voice squeaked oddly and he was 
shivering with excitement and cold. 
"For Black Jack Oaks and his gang 
are ridin' this way to rob Old Yellow 
Ross' bank." 

A generous portion of liquor forced 
on him by Sam brought some warmth 
to the half-frozen lad and loosed his 
tongue. 

"They stopped at our place an hour 
: back and dad got wind of their plans," 
he continued. "So he urged them to 
stay for supper and sent me on ahead 
to warn you all. They're aimin' to 
hit in here about nine, shoot up the 
town, and loot the bank. Reb Wilson 
is ridin' with 'em too." 

By virtue of his one-time service 
with the Rangers, Anse Tuttle assumed 
charge of the arrangements for the 
bandits' reception. 

"The's five of us here," he said, with 
an appraising glance around, "that's 
all got long scores to settle with that 
gang. And there's six of 'em, countin' 
Reb. Jake, yo' top yore boss and ride 
like blazes out and git Old Galloway. 
He'll want to be in this and that'll 
make things even. Tell him .to come 
a-rushin' too. We'll be waitin' beside 
Mexican Joe's shack where the lower 
road comes into town." 

The little group of men were wait
ing at the designated spot when Jake 
came loping back. "Old Yaller Hoss 
wa'n't there," he Jold them in a dis
gusted voice. "Looks like us five!ll 
have to handle 'em." 

Anse Tuttle swore in his disappoint
ment. "Mebbe he's at the bank. I 
seen a light there when we rode past," _ 
one of the posse volunteered. 

But a companion dashed this hope to 
flinders. "It's only that tenderfoot, 
Vincent, a-workin' on the books," he 
said. "I seen him there when I come 
back from supper." 

The leader consulted his watch and 
turned a listening ear down the road. 
"Yo' ride back, Jake," he directed, 
"and tell the tenderfoot what's about 
to happen. An' also tell him I said 
ef he's got the courage of a jacksnipe, 
he'll join up with us. It's his bank 
we're aimin' to protect." 

When Vincent came upon the wait
ing group a few moments later his 
teeth were chattering and the barrel of 
the sawed-off shotgun that ordinarily 
rested on top the bank safe was 
wabbling in eccentric circles. Save old 
Anse Tuttle, who on many occasions 
had seen a man's moral courage force 
his feet in paths of danger he had no 
desire to tread, all the rest thought the 
tenderfoot was trembling with cold. 
But Anse rendered commendation to 
his courage in softly uttered oaths. 

"Yo' take yore place right here," he 
told the newcomer. "Then, when them 
birds come along, I'll say 'Halt I' 
'Hands up!' Likely they won't obey, 
and that'll be our cue to start slingin' 
lead." 

Ten dragging minutes elapsed be
fore the pound of hoofs from the 
south warned the listeners of the ban
dits' approach. There was no need for 
Anse to utter his command. Two hun
dred yards from Mexican Joe's. shack, 
the little oncoming group of six broke 
up, and five figures, dim silhouettes on 
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horseback in the pale starlight, utter
ing raucous yells designed to terrify 
the t<;>wn, spurred forward. 

Thereupon red flashes of light punc
tured the darkness, guns roared, swell
ing to a crescendo to die away at last. 
The beat of scampering hoofs sounded 
as what was left of the surprised gang 
took to the brush. 

Witli a dull booming roar, in marked 
contrast to the whiplike crack of his 
companions' rifles, the sawed-off shot
gun had spoken but once during the 
height of the melee. And this was by 
sheer accident due to a nervous pres
sure of the tenderfoot's finger. But 
it was not lack of nerve or fright which 
served to stay Vincent's hand. Things 
j ust moved too rapidly for him to ad
j ust himsel f to the situation. But as 
the last clattering fusillade died away, 
he saw a lone figure fifty yards behind, 
still riding forward. With an effort of 
will he trained the sawed-off weapon 
in its direction and pulled the trigger. 
On the heels of the report, doubly loud 
in the deathly silence following the 
previous bombardment, the figure stif
fened, swayed back a trifle, then slid 
from the saddle to the frozen road
bed. 

The cashier did not wait to help 
gather up the four still figures from 
the road. Nor did he join in the riot
ous celebration in Sam's place a little 
later. The reaction had left him rather 
sick. He found it hard work to erase 
from his mind's eye the picture of what 
had happened following the final shot. 

And the next day, going about his 
duties at . the bank, he was quiet and 
evinced an unwillingness to enter into 
conversations dealing with the hap
penings of the night before. 
, His preoccupation stood· him in good 

stead for it served to blind him to the 
fact that during the next few days those 
with whom he came in contact eyed 
him a trifle commiseratingly. There 
w'as in their glance the same sort of 

pity which is reserved for one con
demned to die. 

It fell to the lot of  Old Yellow 
Horse to break the news which was 
common property. And this he did in 
his usual blunt, straightforward man-
ner. 

"Do yo' know," he asked, "who it 
was yo' downed the other night ?" 

Vincent shook his head. 
"Well, it was Reb Wilson," Yellow 

Horse enlightened him. 
"I'm sorry I was forced to kill him," 

Vincent remarked in his stilted fashion. 
"Hell, he ain't dead !" boomed Yel

low Horse. "Yo' landed two buckshot 
in his left shoulder, that's all. An' ain't 
any of them others told yo' he was 
ridin' in with his  hands above his head 
when yo' cut loose ?" 

"No one has told me anything," 
Vincent replied, a trifle puzzled. 

"Humph !" ejaculated Yellow Horse, 
"well, he was. Seems them would-be 
bank robbers met up with him on the 
way to town and proposed- he join on 
with 'em. When he refused, they got 
the d rop and forced him to come along 
so's he wouldn't give warning of their 
intentions. He didn't have a weapon 
of any kind on him when he was 
picked up." 

"I 'm doubly sorry I shot him, then," 
said Vincent, looking more troubled 
than before. "I must go see him and 
tell him so as soon as the bank closes. 
Where is he being held ?" 

Old Yellow Horse let out a snort of 
derisive disgust. Take him away from 
his ledgers and this tenderfoot couldn't 
see beyond the end of his nose. 

"Bein' held !" he rumbled. "Reb 
ain't 'bein' held' anywhere. His shoul
der's kept him abed the last few days, 
but I understand he'll be u p  and around 
this morn in'. An' the last thing yo' 
want to do is to see Reb or let him 
see yo'. Yo' stick in the bank here 
till he leaves town. I'll have yore meals 
sent in and meantime I 'll try and square 
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things. I f  I can't do that, yo'll be 
plumb up agin' it." 

But young Vincent even yet failed 
to comprehend what his employer was 
driving at. The look of blank per
plexity on his face told as much. So 
Old Yellow Horse explained in detail. 

"This here Reb," he began, "is a 
plumb bad man to start slingin' lead 
at. An' that's just what yo' done. 
Mo'over, yo' potted him when he was 
ridin' in with his hands above his head. 
The fact that yo' didn't know his hands 
was raised won't cut no ice. Every
body else seen he was peaceable an' 
figures yo' did too. So the' won't be 
a finger l ifted when he sets out to set
tle the score he holds agin' yo'." 

" Has-has he said he means to kill 
me ?" asked Vincent. His voice was 
husky and the question came with an 
effort. 

"Not Reb," came Old Yellow 
Horse's quick reply. "That ain't his 
way. He ain't the sort that brags what 
he's goin' to do. But he's got back 
his guns that the Black Jack Oaks' 
gang took off of him and he appears 
quietlike and thought ful, a sure sign 
he's red-hot inside. Just put two and 
two together. First yo' beat him to 
that schoolma'am, then yo' pot him 
while his hands are up. He'll be out 
to get yo' sure as preachin', after that.'' 

The tenderfoot took off his glasses 
and wiped them thoughtfully. Mean
time, two little lumps had formed at 
the base of his jaws. He glanced 
through a window, then crossed the 
room and fumbled in a drawer be
neath the counter from which he un
earthed a heavy caliber pistol pledged 
some time back by a wayfaring cow
boy. 

"What yo' aim in' to do with that ?" 
Old Yellow Horse asked sharply. 

Vincent passed from behind the 
counter, and had one hand on the door
knob before he replied. The answer 
came over his shoulder. 

"I may be a greenhorn but I 'm not 
a coward," he said in a strained tone. 

Then the door slammed and through 
the window Old Yellow Horse saw 
what Vincent had .noted some time be
fore. With his left arm in a sling 
but with a scabbarded gun at his right 
hip, Reb Wilson was coming slowly 
down the street in the direction of the 
bank. 

Although the sun was shining with 
dazzling brightness as the tenderfoot, 
leaving the bank steps, took to the mid
d�e of the street, it seemed to him as 
though he were hemmed in by a pall 
of murky gloom. There was a queer 
pounding in his ears and it was suffo
catingly difficult for him to draw his 
breath. But with dogged persistence 
he forced himself to advance, holding 
his pistol in grotesque, stiff-armed 
readiness. Momentarily he expected 
Reb's uninjured right arm to whip 
downward. At the first flicker of  such 
movement, he had determined to fire. 

Reb, upon catching sight of the ad
vancing figure, had stopped and con
tinued to stand in an attitude of wary 
attention. Vincent could distinguish 
his eyes, gray, like a flaw in a cake 
of ice, fixed on him unwinking and 
watchful. 

When fifteen paces away, Vincent 
slowed his step and ran his tongue 
over lips that had suddenly gone dry. 

"Hands up !" he then commanded in 
a voice that from strain and excitement 
resembled the croak of a frog. 

Instantly, Reb's right arm whipp�d . 
skyward. Closing the gap between 
them with a few hasty steps, the ten
derfoot removed Reb's pistol from i.ts 
scabbard. After that he hesitated. 
Somehow, things had not turned out Rt 
all as he had expected. There followed 
a moment of tense silence, then Rep 
spoke : c ·  

"Just what," h e  asked in a dry voiq;, 
"is the big idea ?" ir! 

The casualness of the inquiry, co� 
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bined with the utter lack o f  excite
ment in Reb's tone, served to calm 
Vincent's overwrought nerves. He re
laxed and replied in a more normal 
voice : "I was told you intended to kill 
me." 

Reb laughed. "For what ?" he asked. 
"Because yo' landed a couple of buck
shot in my shoulder by accident, o r  
because yo' got the girl I wanted ?" 

Then he became serious. "Listen, 
son,'' he continued, " if  I 'd  wanted to 
kill yo' I could 'a' done it any time 
a fter yo' left the bank steps and yo'd 
never know what happened. But that's 
neither here nor there. You've proved 
yore nerve, but at the same time yo've 
got yoreself in a right smart j ack pot." 

"What do you mean ?" asked Vin
cent, thinking Reb had reference to 
some future meeting between them. 

"Just this," said Reb and his voice 
was earnest with the wish to make the 
other comprehend. "When yo' started 
after me the' was a dozen persons 
loafin' on the street. But now there 
ain't a one in sight. The're all inside 
somewhere's a-watchin' what's takin' 
place." 

The tenderfoot let his glance stray 
up and down the deserted thorough
fare. "What o f  it ?" he asked, failing 
to grasp what Reb was driving at. 

"Only that it'll soon be common 
knowledge that yo' took my gun off'n 
me, which means that when the word 
gets round the'll be a dozen lookin' 
fo' a chance to try yo' out. An' yo' 
won't have a rabbit's chance. The first 
one will kill yo' as sure as night fol
lows day." 

For a space measured by minutes 
young Vincent pondered. And by de
grees came the conviction that Reb 
spoke the truth. Short as his stay had 
ibeen in this border section, he had 
learned that one who bested a no-

torious gunman automatically assumed 
his mantle. A sudden revulsion toward 
Commanche and all its inhabitants 
swept him, and on the heels of it came 
keen pangs of homesickness. 

"So ef I was yo'," Reb continued 
gently, "I'd pull my stakes. Yo' have 
proved yore manhood and no one can 
say different. Besides yo' got M iss
Miss Sue to think of.  She as much as 
told me that she loved yo'. So take 
a fool's advice and go back where yo' 
come from." 

Then, without waiting for a reply, 
Reb removed his gun from Vincent's 
unt'esisting fingers, thrust it into the 
hostler at his hip and strode off i n  
the direction o f  Sam's. Within were 
several to whom he wished to speak a 
word o f  caution. 

A few minutes later Vincent stood 
facing Sue Tingley in the parlor at 
the Widow McLean's. A great many 
things had come to him on the short 
walk hither. One was that he meant 
to follow Reb's advice and return 
home. Another was he could not bear 
to go alone. 

Beginning with Old Yellow Horse's 
warning, he faithfully related to Sue 
all that happened since. "And this Reb 
Wilson is all man, through and 
through," he finished with evident con
viction. 

Sue's eyes were misty with tender
ness, and Vincent misread the reason. 

"I  have determined to leave for the 
East to-morrow," he went on in much 
his usual manner. "So will you marry 
me

· 
right away and we'll make it our 

wedding trip ?" 
The misty tenderness was still in  

Sue's eyes as she shook her head. 
"No," she said softly, "no, I am going 
to stay here." And under her breath she 
added. "In hopes Reb will again ask 
me to marry him." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 
A MAN ON A RQO.F. 

mA:NGER is not so formida
bl� by daylight as in the 
close-hemming mystery of 
night. One who has stood 
out against it in the 
dark, faculties tuned to 

the finest consouance, every sense 
quickened to almost painful activity, 
relaxes with the dawn, and finds 
sunrise reassuring as the coming o f  
a friend. Mysteries dissolve by day
light, as miracles cease with enligbten
ment. When danger can be seen ap
proaching from a distance, much of the 
terror of its coming is allayed, and 
the unknown that bulked upon the 
night-quickened imagination often 
shrinks to such mean proportions by 
daylight that it cannot provoke an ap-
prehensive thrill. 

-

Jake Zickafoos and his partner How
ard were not different from other men 
in their unbounded confidence in the 
cheerful ally of daylight. The im
pending climax in their feud with the 
police of Cimarron did not appear so 
imminent when the sun rose next morn
ing ; their expectant watchfulness re
laxed. They felt that the time was not 
yet ; that they had been mistaken in 
marking the hour so early on the dial 
of events. 

· 

One side of the new barn remained 
to be painted and, as his train did not 
come along until eleven o'clock, Jake 
said he would improve the shining 
hours by spreading on a few squares 
of red adornment. The police force 
appeared to be in either forgetful or 
forgiving mood. Everett had not ful
filled his threat against Doctor Green ; 
nobody had called at the partners' lo
cation to square accounts for the dos-



74 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

age of peppersauce, none of them had 
been seen passing on the street. Jake 
said he hoped he hadn't put their eyes 
out, for he was a tender-hearted man 
by rights, and would rather be killed 
outright, speaking for himsel f, than 
lose his eyes. N oil said he was of  the 
opinion that Everett had fired the pair, 
and they had made a sneak out o f  
town. 

One thing and another contributed 
to their growing feeling of ease and 
relaxation of  vigilance until when it 
came to the question of  wearing their 
guns both men cast around for a little 
more argument to j ustify leaving them 
off. 

"I never saw a man paintin' a barn 
with a gun hangin' on him," Jake said, 
as if the whole thing hung on an estab
lished precedent. 

"I d�n't remember that I ever did, 
either," said Noll , fingering his mus
tache, and drawing his brows, as i f  
struggling t o  recall such an incident i n  
his experience. 

"A feiler'd look like hell swingin' a 
paint brush with a gun on him," Jake 
declared. "That's '"a j ob a gun don't go 
with, it's so dang peaceable and inner
cent. I tell you : le's hang 'em in the 
office, where we can bust in and grab 
'erri i f  we see any signs. I'll work on 
the ladder and you stick to the ground. 
That way I'll be up in the air where I 
can look around, and you'll be where 
you can hop to it when I grunt." 

As N oil pointed out, the weakness 
in this arrangement was that Jake 
could see in one direction only. Yes, 
Jake admitted, that was so, but it was 
the calaboose direction, and all of  them 
bunked in the calaboose. They'd be 
sleeping late ; since the Longhorn 
opened they never were seen around 
before noon. 

"What's more," Jake argued, "if 
they head this way lookin' for trouble 
it'll prove we're innercent and harm
less i f  we have to run for our guns. 

If we had 'em on, the jury might take 
it in their heads we was lined up ex
pectin' a fuss. It's always better to 
play safe with one of them j uries." 

So they played safe, as far as any 
future j ury. was involved, hanging 
their guns inside the window of the 
barn office, out of public sight but well 
within private reach, and went cheer
fully to work at their peaceable and in
nocent j ob. 

Traffic increased in the street from 
straggling lines of laborers and arti
sans setting out on their day's work to 
a heavier stream of wagons transport
ing material to building sites, supplies 
from the railroad station, kegs of beer 
to the saloons. Buggies of  real estate 
men and early grafters cut in and out 
through the sluggish traffic, alert as 
dragon-flies in the morning sun ; small 
bands of cattle passed, j ogging wearily 
from long drives in the night, headed 
for butchers' pens, to be turned into 
steaks and stews by evening, and 
served to the ravenous feeders who 
were making the clatter and clank o f  
industry i n  Cimarron. 

Wagons and single rigs were coming 
in from surrounding claims, many of 
them with an extra horse or two in 
tow. Business was proceeding actively 
at the horse market that had been es
tablished on the corner a few lots be
yond Doctor Green's location, and here 
many of the led animals brought in 
from the country would change hands 
in the course of  the day through trades 
and purchase. 

Cheap creatures, these, weary and 
wind-galled, lean and lonesome, with 
here and there the wreck of an aristo
crat among them. No material in that 
land for two enterprising young men 
to stock up a livery barn. Amid vast 
bargaining, sly raillery, much going off 
in pairs and groups to have a drink, 
these sorry nags would stand in the 
sun for weary hours, haggled o..-er by 
a class of  petty gamblers as distinc-
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tive to the horse lot, as the very smell 
of horse itself. 

Wagons loaded with water barrels 
came from the creek, trailing dark 
streaks of wet in the dust ; women and 
boys passed bending under the weight 
of buckets filled from the same source 
of supply, water being the big problem 
in Cimarron, as it remained for a long 
time after the overpopulated condition 
adjusted itself and the town settled 
down on the basis of prosaic perma
nence. Well borers, well diggers, were 
at work like gophers all over town, 
throwing up earth everywhere, making 
holes down to shallow water which 
soon was to become contaminated and 
bring a visitation of  disease. 

The partners had contracted with a 
well borer, whom they expected that 
morning to begin operations. Jake be
came so centered on watching for this 
man, plenty of water close at hand 
being so essential to the business of  
keeping many horses, that he allowed 
the police to slip back to second place 
in his thoughts as well as in his vigil. 
Just about the time Jake was thinking 
of coming down off the ladder to shave 
and slick himsel f up for his trip to 
Kansas City, the well artist arrived. 

This man had an auger of at least 
three feet in diameter, which was 
driven into the earth by horse power 
and hoisted for dumping by the same 
means. It was a common instrument 
in its day, much favored for sinking 
wells where rock was not encountered, 
and this auger gleamed bright as a 
plowshare in the sun from much busi
ness in Cimarron. Noll said he'd show 
him where they'd driven the stakes to 
mark the well, and Jake said yes, go 
ahead ; he'd use up the paint in his 
bucket and then come down and scrape 
his face and put on his necktie an'd 
other pants. I f  there was one remain
ing thought in his head of power
usurping, vengeance-seeking policemen 
with cayenne pepper and vinegar in 

their eyes, it  was only a shred of a 
thought, indeed. 

Jake spread the paint with limber 
wrist and calculative eye, the bottom of 
his bucket showing bare. He was 
working his brush dry, pretty well up 
to the top of the ladder, leaning and 
reaching to get at a bare spot between 
the rafters which projected to make 
overhanging eaves, when he heard Noll 
come back and stop at the foot of his 
perch. 

· " How long does he think it's goin' to 
take him ?" Jake inquired, peering be
tween the rafters, dabbing away at the 
unpainted plank ends which nobody 
but a nesting sparrow ever was l ikely 
to see. 

" Pile down off that ladder, damn 
you ! "  

N o ,  i t  was not N all ; Jake realized 
that at the first word without waiting 
for the last. No less important dig
nitary than Milt Everett himsel f,  in 
fact, as Jake's quick squint down the 
ladder verified. Everett was standing 
near the foot of the ladder, looking up 
with a most unfriendly expression in 
his red eyes, and his gun was ready for 
business again. 

"Yeah, j ust leave me swipe the paint 
off of this brush," Jake replied, appa
rently unconcerned, as if innocent o f  
h i s  visitor's intention, hoping t o  gain 
a little rope for himself and give N oil 
time to come around the corner of the 
barn. 

" Pile off right now ! What do you 
think you're doin' buildin' a livery barn 
without a l icense ? Do you damn fel
lers think you're runnin' this town ? 
You're pulled. Pile down ! "  

Jake rolled his eye t o  see i f  Noll had 
heard the challenge and was on his 
way to their guns, letting each foot 
down slowly, feeling blindly for the 
rung below him like a man unaccus
tomed to being up so high on a ladder. 
N oil was not in sight, and there was a 
hammering o f  stake driving behind the 



76 WESTERN STOR Y MAGAZINE 

barn where the well auger man was 
setting up his machine. N oil couldn't 
hear a whistle over that racket. 

Besides, there was the pale-haired 
deputy standing right where he'd see 
Howard the second he threw his leg 
around the corner of the barn. He 
was wearing smoked goggles to temper 
the sun to his inflamed eyes, and Jake 
knew as well as he was aware that his  
foot was dangling between rungs of  
the ladder that they had come there to 
kill him. They were only waiting for 
some kind of a break that could be 
construed in their broad code as re
sisting arrest, and then they'd let him 
have it. They never intended that he 
should see the inside of  that calaboose. 

It was a situation calling for some 
fast thinking, and Jake was doing it. 
There, o r  on the ground, they'd plug 
him, at the first move they could take 
for a sign of resistance. It would look 
better for them, Jake knew, if they 
waited until he struck the ground. 
Then they could say he had started to 
run. 

A man can review his l ife in the 
fraction of a second, down to the most 
trivial events, to the inclusion of  in
cidents long forgoten which leap up 
like figures revealed in the green li.ght
ning of a midnight storm. Any man 
who has felt the throttling waters at 
his gullet, or who has been given re
prieve for this conscious recapitulation 
before the final clutch of death in any 
form, and has escaped to walk forth 
again in the sun, can testify to the 
verity of  all this. It is an old tale to 
such a man, although there are some 
to scoff at it, and bend superior brows. 
And, as the imminence of death over 
one but a moment before vigorous and 
strong revives the memory, so the pres
sure of danger speeds the imagination 
and quickens the invention. A man 
can think a thousand miles a second 
when somebody is reaching for a gun. 

Jake Zickafoos did all his thinking 

and planning, and came to his decision, 
in that spare second when his foot 
hung between the rungs of the ladder. 
They were there to get him ; they had 
enough laid up against him to over
balance any sense of justice or fair 
play they might accord to another man. 
As soon as his foot struck the ground 
they'd let him have it ; Jake knew that 
as well as he knew that the sun was 
shining. 

That was when Jake made a feint 
of slipping, and slung the bucket and 
brush at M ilt Everett as if he had let 
them go. to save himself a fall. Ever
ett j umped back from the foot of the 
ladder to avoid being doused with red 
barn paint, as he supposed, and Jake, 
taking up the slack of the moment's 
confusion; ran up the ladder as nimbly 
as a squirrel and started up the long 
slope of the roof towa.rd the comb. 

Jake was wearing a pair of stiff
soled plowshoes, bought but a few days 
before, footgear not especially to be 
recommended for scuttling up the slope 
of a barn roof, let the pitch be even 
moderate as that one was. But Jake 
went up rather fast, with considerable 
clatter, the move taking him for the 
moment beyond sight of the two men 
below, as he had calculated. They 
were standing close to the building ; 
they would have to back off to get a 
shot. 

Jake's plan was to make it to the 
peak of the roof and over to the other 
side, where he would be safe for a few 
seconds, long enough to whistle the 
alarm to Noll. It would have taken 
something more than two men with 
guns to make him yell for help, press
ing as his necessity was. A man's dig
nity had to be considered before his 
safety sometimes, and that was one of  
them, although Jake did not think o f  
the figure h e  made scrambling u p  the 
long slope of  that roof in the eyes o f  
half the inhabitants of  Cimarron. 

The deputy whose eyes were still 
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burning from the douse o f  pepper
sauce pegged a shot at Jake while he 
was still ten feet from the peak of the 
roo f ; Everett came along with his as 
Jake rolled over the top. The first 
shot struck between Jake's feet, the 
second exactly where he had beer( not 
the fi fth of a second before. It went 
zipping over him, not even nipping the 
shingles. Everett's gun arm was in 
working order again, for a fact. 

Jake was hugging the shingles, 
thinking what next and that due any 
minute, when somebody on that side 
of the barn took a crack at him, not 
alone one shot, but several, throwing 
them so fast, that they seemed to be 
running in a stream. Jake didn't 
wait to count them, or see who was 
handing them along ; he j ust made a 
heave and a roll and went back the 
way he had come, holding to .the little 
fringe of  upstanding shingles the car
penters had failed to saw off when 
they put on the finishing lap. He hung 
on desperately to this insecure hand
hold to keep from rolling down into 
Milt Everett's arms. 

Then the deputy with goggles, who 
had started around to the other side 
as Jake rolled over the first time, saw 
that he had come back and began to 
pester him with lead. Taken all 
around, it was about the most uncom
fortable and trying situation any 
sawed-off cow-puncher ever found him
self in, although the peppersauce had 
something to do with his apparently 
miraculous escape from the · bullets 
which tore into that brand-new roof 
all around him. It was pretty wild 
shooting, to say the best, but close 
enough to convince Jake that he ought 
to be up and on his way. 

He considered the ladder� a glance 
to where it had extended above the 
eaves showed it gone. Everett had 
kicked it  down, well enough satisfied 
to have Jake where he was, seeing 
that Howard had dashed into the bam 

by the back door at the sound of the 
first shot and grabbed the guns. Jake 
heard the first shot from the office be
low, and raised a whoop to let his 
partner know he was still holding air. 

But it wouldn't do to ride that roof, 
even with their attention called off as 
it was j ust then. How to get down 
was the question, for if he started 
toward the eaves to make the drop 
of twenty feet-enough to bust a fel
ler's legs i f  he happened to land twist
in', Jake thought-he might get to 
going so fast he'd shoot off like a hail
stone and smash himsel f flat. H e  
thought of  the beam projecting beneath 
the peak o f  the front gable, designed 
for - hoisting hay into the loft. H e  
might swing into the loft by that. 
Right then it looked like a trifling feat, 
but when he crawled to the edge of  
the roof and looked over he changed 
his plan. 

The eaves projected eighteen inches, 
the beam was away down out of arm's 
reach and, i f  he happened to land on it 
safely he'd never be able to swing into 
the hay door, for the top of  it would 
strike him about the knees, let him 
stretch his longest, which, Jake re
gretted as never before in all his days, 
was not overly long. 

As he lay there peering and calcu
lating, Noll Howard burst out of the 
front door, fanning away with both 
guns. Jake had only a glimpse of  him 
before he was out of sight around 
the corner, heading for his own shack, 
Jake supposed, although it w ould not 
turn bullets any faster than the inch 
pine planking of the barn. 

Jake could not see Everett and the 
man with goggles, a1:1d he had no way 
o f  knowing whether the entire force 
was present, or only the three who had 
taken cracks at him. From the sound 
of what was going on, he concluded 
that somebody had sneaked in on 
Howard from the rear and made it 
too hot for him in the barn. There 
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was a lot o f  shooting going on directly 
beneath him, but there was nobody out 
in the open trying to pick him off the 
roof. They seemed to have forgotten 
h im in the pressure of business How
ard had started. 

This phase of the situation did not 
bring Jake either relief or assurance. 
He lay there panting and sweating, 
wrung by agonizing concern for his 
partner, cursing the mischance which 
cut him off from the battle like a 
squirrel on a limb. They'd kill How
ard-from the sound of the guns all 
four of them must be in the barn 

cracking away at him-then theJ]'d 
turn their guns on him. 

Better to take chances with a broken 
bone or two than lie there and let them 
pick him off after they'd finished How
ard. A man would look like hell roll
in'  down the roof and ftoppin' off to 
the ground, all limber and leakin' and 
drilled full of holes, Jake thought. 
Better go of his own accord, even i f  
they got h i m  after h e  landed. It 
wasn't the thing to get shot and tumble 
off a roof ; it wasn't decent. That was 
the way Jake considered it  as he began 
to let himsel f down, holding to the 
gable eaves to keep himself from going 
all at once. 

As he worked down this way, going 
pretty fast, coming nearer every second 
to the hazard o f  the drop to the hard 
ground, Jake saw people running away 
from the neighborhood of the barn to 
give the wild bullets room. He thought 
it  took them a long time to realize 
their peril, for it seemed to him it had 
been many minutes since he scrambled 
up the roof, although it could not have 
been much more than one minute, at 
the utmost calculation. 

Some drivers whose teams were un
ruly had cut and left them ; there was 

' a tangle of traffic-interlocked wheels, 
' j ammed wagon-tongues, kicking, ' r,lunging, squealing horses-directly in 
front of  the barn. Hell would be to 

pay in that town in a minute, thought 
Jake, as he went sliding down the roof, 
all set to drop and take what might 
come of it, a big hope bulging his heart 
that he might hit right-side up and a
comin', escape falling into the hands 
of any of that gang, and be able, in 
some way beyond present contriving, 
to give that old shootin' sheepman 
partner of his a hand. 

CHAPTER XXII. 
PITCHED BATTLE. 

N OLL HOWARD believed that 
Everett and his gang of so-called 

deputies had wantonly slain Jake 
Zickafoos. When he heard the shots, 
followed almost at once by the noise of  
the falling ladder, he was swept by 
such a hopeless feeling of despair that 
the day seemed to darken and the noise 
of  l ife to fall away and cease around 
him as if he had been plunged into a 
vacuum. Jake was dead, and he had 
connived in the folly that had made 
him a defenseless victim of Everett's 
outlaw gang. 

That was his first poignant thought : 
it was his fault that Jake was up on 
the ladder without his gun, while h e  
himself was out there behind the barn 
as helpless to avenge him as a post set 
in the ground. Then he broke through 
that cloud of remorse and horror as i f  
rushing into the sunlight and noise of  
human activity from behind a cataract, 
and j umped for the gun he had left, 
beguiled by the deceptive security of 
the autumn day, hanging in the office 
on the same nail with Jake's. 

M ilt Everett was coming around the 
corner of the barn that moment. He 
saw Howard cutting for the back door 
and threw a hasty shot as he came 
headlong after him. The bullet had no 
effect except that of hastening Howard 
both in his ··gait and in his desire. H e  
galloped through the sixty- foot length 
of the barn, which seemed dark as a 
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cellar coming in so suddenly out of 
the sun, wondering what he would do 
and where he would go i f  they had 
seen the guns hanging in the office and 
taken them. Everett was inside, shoot
ing wildly through the gloom, as How
ard reached the office door. Two men 
flitted past the window making for the 
front to head him off. 

The guns were hanging where he 
and Jake had left them, so near the 
window which the two men had passed 
that they could have reached in and 
taken them on the jump. Howard let 
go a vast pent breath of relief, slung 
the two belts over his shoulder, kicked 
the door shut behind him to keep Ever
ett guessing and stood a moment l isten
ing, considering which way to go. 

It would not be prudent to remain 
in that little box of inch-thick planks, 
with Everett boring in on one side of  
him, the rest of them in front holding 
their fire for a sound to tell them 
where to shoot. There was a pile of  

·dimension lumber for  stalls lying near 
the corner of the barn, about half way 
between the building and Howard's 
shanty. It lay end to the street, and 
was about four feet high. Howard be
lieved he would have a much longer 
and brighter chance of settling Jake's 
account behind that pile of scantlings 
than inside the barn. 

The office was in a front corner o f  
the barn, on  the side next to  Howard's 
house. It was merely an inclosed cor
ner, about ten feet square, with a win
dow in the side wall, the door opening 
into the barn, through which Howard 
had entered, and another door giving 
entry from the street, after the plan 
of offices in livery stables the country 
over. The window was framed, but 
the sash had not ben put in, leaving an 
unobstructed opening wide enough to 
let out a bigger man than Howard. It 
was about three feet from sill to 
ground. Howard was at the window, 
taking a cautious look outside, when 

Everett arrived at the dGor which Noll 
had kicked shut but a few seconds be
fore. 

"Watch the winder on the side !" 
Everett directed his men in front. 

Howard heard somebody come 
poPnding around the corner of the 
barn heading for the window. It was 
a timely diversion for Howard, not 
considered by Everett when he yelled 
the command. At the same time Ever-

. ett, taking a foolish chance in the con
fidence of numbers, started to open 
the inside door. 

Howard flipped a shot through the 
thin panel, jumped to the front door, 
threw it open and burst out, while be
hind him Everett was drilling the other 
door full of holes and the man who 
had arrived at the window began to 
pitch angling shots across the corner 
of the office from his skulking position 
beside the opening. This man's cau
tion about revealing himself doubtless 
preserved Howard's l ife as he made 
his exit through the front door. A 
bold man could have killed him with 
one fair shot through the window,

.
but 

all the damage the shooter at his back 
accomplished was to knock splinters 
from the door jamb beside his head. 

Boone McDanield and the deputy, 
who looked like a cowman, were in 
front of the barn when Howard came 
out in the unexpected and dramatic 
dash that had won him the shout of en
thusiasm from Jake Zickafoos, perched 
on the roof overhead. While Ho'.V
ard could not have made a passing 
grade as a two-gun man, he could get 
as much noise out of a weapon wi�h 
his left hand as anybody, and he ap
peared in the front door doing very 
well in that particular. 1 The two men were not more than 
five yards away, standing not in fropt 
of the door Howard came out of, b�t 
in the wide entrance designed fbr 
vehicles and horses. This was 9n 
Howard's right. There the two bf 
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them stood blazing away at him, their 
bullets cutting so close that he felt 
the wind o f  them fan his hair. 

They were cautious about expos
ing themselves, keeping back a little 
inside the broad entrance, but Boone 
McDanield stepped out from the shel
ter as Howard drew away from the 
door into the open, with a confidence 
in his past that cost him dearly. He 
dropped his gun and went stumbling 
in a peculiar tipping, sidling way 
toward the door, as if somebody had 
given him a vicious push. He was 
holding his right hand to his side, 
groping out with the other as if fran
tically feeling his way in the dark. 

The other man made a jump after 
him, clearing it  to cover in a bound. 
Howard heard Everett and the other 
shooting behind him as he cut a streak 
for the pile of lumber, his hide still 
whole as far as he could tell. 

As he rounded the corner of the 
barn, Howard saw a man's leg going 
through the office window. He didn't 
trouble to fire at it, but scuttled like a 
chased cat behind the lumber. There 
he dropped to his knees and loaded the 
empty chambers of his guns, throbbing 
with the tremendous stimulation of 
battle, so intensely centered on venge
ance and defense that public activities 
around him were only a distant blur. 

He was conscious of great commo
tion in the street, the clatter of swift
moving wagons, the beat of running 
hoofs, the excited shouting of men, t�e 
strident shrieks of women cutting the 
commingled confusion like darting red 
flames of sound. But it was all in
cidental to him, aside and far removed 
from possible contact, it seemed. His 
world had contracted to the length of 
that lumber pile ; the width o f  it was 
the distance between him and the barn. 

Howard waited behind his barrier, 
excitement cooling in him a little as 
he began to consider how it was going 
to end. He had hit Boone McDanield, 

how seriously he could not guess, for a 
man sometimes goes spinning that way 
from nothing more than the clip of a 
bullet that knocks out his wind. His 
own skin was, marvelously, untouched, 
although gunmen never had a fairer 
target than he presented ; or greater 
advantages in a difficult situation. 

Booze and peppersauce had saved 
him, he knew very well. Few men can 
trust their shooting j udgment a fter 
days of unstinted drinking. Howard 
had seen the lanky figure of Boone Mc
Danield reeling beside Everett more 
than once, and no later than yesterday. 
The other man was still fuzzy of vi
sion, without doubt, from the close of 
cayenne Jake had given him last night. 
But he was still in the fight, with Ever
ett and the one who had slipped 
through the office window. Three o f  
them left. And the fight was not over 
yet ; it  hardly had begun. He won
dered what their next move would be, 
and whether they knew where he had 
gone. 

Maybe not. None of them had seen 
him scoot behind the lumber. It might 
be they were thinking he had run into 
somebody's store, or hidden in a tent 
somewhere al0ng the street, and would 
go looking for him. Such a move 
would only defer the moment of final 
reckoning a little while. They had 
started out to clean up on him and 
Jake ; there could be no truce, no 

compromise, no peace. It must be 
ended, one way or the other, here and 
now. 

Howard took off his hat and stood 
it  on top of the lumber pile to let them 
know he was there, crouching low in 
expectation of  a shot. But they were 
not shooting at empty hats. That 
would be a diversion Mil t  Everett 
would scorn. 

But what next ? Whose move was 
it ? He could not lurk behind the 
lumber all day, and they wouldn't hang · 
around the barn waiting for him to 
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come back. He crept to the end of the 
lumber pile and took a cautious look at 
the barn·. There was a movement in
side the window, a cautious movement 
of a man leaning to see. Howard 
fired ; somebody answered the shot 
from the rear corner of the barn. 

Somebody was working around there 
to flank ·him, and get in on him from 
the side. They had known all the time 
where he was, and from the way that 
bullet headed-it almost pinned his ear 
to the end of a scantling-he was sure 
M1lt Everett was behind the gun. H e  
w a s  the steady one, the sure one. 
Booze did not shake him, or else h e  
had sense enough t o  cut i t  o u t  when 
he was planning a fight. 

They began to shoot from the barn ; 
Howard heard the bullets chug in the 
soft wood. The scheme was to make 
him hug the ground while Everett 
worked out from the corner of the 
barn and got him from the side. From 
his left, now, out in the street, some
body pitched in a shot that knocked 
dust not three feet from where he 
crouched. He whirled to that quarter; 
got a glimpse o f  a man wearing dark 
goggles, who ducked behind an 
abandoned wagon drawn by an indif
ferent team which even bullets could 
not seem to stir out of their indolence. 
Then, while his back was turned i n  
the direction h e  had been watching for 
Everett, a bullet came reaming along a 
scantling only a few inches over his 
head. 

Howard squirmed around to face 
that way again, exposing more of  him
self than his perilous situation war
ranted. Everett was standing near the 
corner of the barn, something in his 
alert, eager pose that suggested a ball 
player maneuvering to steal a base. 
One foot was advanced as far as  his 
long leg would stretch, the other 
anchored near the safety line, ready to 
pull him back to the shelter of  the 
barn at the first feint Howard might 

make to put him out. He was as keen 
in his pursuit of that unfair combat 
and as zealous to win as if he played a 
game, indeed. To Everett, burned-out 
participant in the frontier's coarse 
revelries, it was nothing short of a 
game, in truth. Man-killing was the 
one diversion in which his vice-pois
oned heart could still experience a 

thrill. 
The man with goggles came up from 

behind the wagon long enough to 
throw two shots uncem fortably close 
to Howard's feet, as he stretched along 
the lumber pile trying to flatten him
sel f against it like a leech. What the 
fellow in front of him was up to How
ard could only make an ' anxious 
guess. He was quiet, but Everett be
gan to play off his base, crouching, gun 
l ifted, to throw a shot. Howard 
pitched one at him, making him skip 
and cut back to the corner of the 
barn. 

Behind him, the fellow at the wagon 
was growing bold. He put in a shot 
that knocked dirt in Howard's face. It 
was so close to him that he felt the 
wind of it like the quick stroke of  an 
open hand. 

Howard began to perspire anxiously 
as the pinch of his situation tightened, 
and to cast around desperately for 
some way of getting out. He con
sidered making a dash for his shanty 
as he pivoted around to drive the pestif
erous goggled man back behind the 
wagon. The fellow flipped to shelter 
as quick as a fish at the first crack, and 
Howard improved the lull in the as
sault to reload. 

Everett was out again, snipping at 
him over the top of the lumber pile, 
where his head incautiously l i fted itself 
an inch too high. Splinters whizzea 
past his ear ; something struck his 
cheek bone, tearing the flesh like a 
claw. It was with a deep breath of  
thankfulness that he saw it  was only 
a long rough splinter. He picked the 
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end of it out of his face with such a 
feeling of relief that he quite over
looked the close shave it had given his 
eye. For he had thought at first Milt 
Everett had him ·that time. He felt 
that he could stop splinters all day, but 
he could not stop one of Milt Everett's 
bullets more than once. 

It was time to be getting out o f  
there. They were working it in a way 
to get him, one edgi"ng around on either 
side, one in front. There was not a 
great way to go to reach the shelter o f  
his house, such shelter as its thin walls 
offered. About twenty feet-three 
good st.rides. But a man would loom 
as big as a horse going across that little 
stretch. And there was that fellow in 
front of the lumber pile waiting for 
just such a break. 

But he knew they would get him i f  
h e  remained there. O n  the other hand, 
if he tried to streak it for his own door 
.they'd nail him in the back before he'd 
gone two jumps. He did not relish the 
notion of running, and pitching for
ward with a bullet between the shoul
der blades, the whole town looking on. 
Vanity is a greater urge than courage, 
even desperation, in some situations, 
and Howard's was a situation of that 
kind. It would be undignified to run 
to fall on his face that way. 

He shuffl.ed his chances and his 
schemes, hard�pressed, desperate, the 
perspiratiGn induced by the thought of 
his extremity streaming into his eyes. 
Worthless, every one of them ! There 
was just one way out of it, and that 
was to get up on his legs like a man 
and fight it out. The resolution re
vived him like a cool wind. His cor
nered spirit leaped, the fever of harass
ment cleared out of his eyes. The 
world was clear in his vision again ; 
everything was set in its right place, 
distance and proportion. The one way 
out was a man's way-stand up on his 
legs and fight. 

He sprang up so suddenly in the 

wild exultation of the resolution that 
he caught the goggled man out of  
cover, his gun swinging at  his  side. 
Howard snapped a shot at him as the 
surprised fellow recoiled, ducked, 
raised his hand to fire. He dropped at 
the wagon end. 

At that same moment somebody who 
had come up behind Howard began to 
shoot with a big-bore gun. He got 
in two or three shots before Howard 
could even wheel around to meet what 
he thought was an uncounted ally of 
the police gang. Poke Jones was 
standing not more than twenty yards 
behind him, working a rifle as fast as 
he could flip the lever, his long coat 
blowing out in the stiff breeze as if he 
had come on the run and the skirts had 
not yet settled back to their . somber 
decorum over his long bony legs. 

Milt Everett's heel was disappear
ing behind the barn ; the cowman dep
uty who had been holding th-e f ront 
was making a run for the shelter o f  
the opposite end of the barn, and mak
ing it in extraordinary time. Jones 
had caught him farther away from his 
base than wily old M ilt Everett had 
ventured · to play. It looked like a 

hopeless case. 
Just that moment Jake Zickafoos 

came tearing around the other corner 
of the barn, Doctor Green's long-bar
reled .45 in his fist. Jake had hit the 
ground hard when he dropped from 
the roof, so hard that the breath was 
jolted out of him as completely as any 
side-winder of an outlaw he ever had 
straddled had been able to do it. His 
senses were more or less dispersed 
with his wind ; he had stretched there 
in complete collapse for what seemed 
to him plenty of time to die and get 
to whatever destination his ticket 
called for, when Doctor Green, brave 
man and good horse doctor that he 
was, came to his  assistance in defiance 
of all the wild bullets that were flying 
around. 
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Doctor Green pumped some wind 
back into Jake's collapsed lungs, gave 
him a stiff j olt of whisky, felt him over 
for broken bones and, not finding any, 
pulled out his gun and put it in the 
place where a gun was never more 
needed in the days of any little cow
puncher from anywhere at all. Jake 
was up and going in a second. His 
legs felt a little tangled at the first 
few j umps, but he was traveling strong 
when he rounded the corner of the 
barn and cut across the front of  the 
building, to get around where he could 
see what was going on and play his 
late hand for what it might be worth 
to that old shootin' sheepman partner 
of his. 

And as he went pounding along that 
way, the noise of  Poke Jones' big gun 
in his ears, Jake ran slam into an
other man who was getting out of  the 
fracas faster than Jake was trying to 
get into it. They met at the corner of 
the barn near the lumber P,ile, coming 
together in a head-on collision that 
j arred their teeth in the sockets and 
piled them up in a clawing, kicking 
tangle. Jake was lighter by fifty 
pounds than the weight he had struck, 
and he was not traveling more than 
half as fast. As a consequence, he was 
on the bottom of the pile, and his gun 
was nowhere, and there was a sense of 
stifling in his lungs again, and of ob
scuration before his eyes, pretty much 
as had followed his drop from the roof 
a few minutes before. 

Jake clinched with the man on top of 
him, for he had seen enough of him 
as they struck to recognize him as one 
of the enemy. He set his claws into 
the fellow like a catamount, pumped in 
a little wind, and squirmed to turn him 
before h e  could get to work with his 
gun. 

Jake kicked and heaved and twisted, 
but the big beefy man seemed harder 
to move than a log. He was not put
ting up any fight-just sprawling there 

as if knocked out entirely, but he still 
had hold of his gun. Jake put all he 
had into one mighty heave, turned the 
limp burden, scrambled to his feet, 
and grabbed the gun. 

One look at the man's upturned face 
told Jake he would have no call to 
use the gun. The man was as dead as 
any person Jake Zickafoos ever had 
encountered in that condition, and they 
had not been few. He was leaking 
badly, as Jake could see ; there was 
a blotch of red on his shirt, some of 
which had been transferred to Jake's 
own as they lay in the tangle of the 
collision. 

Poke Jones was standing off a little 
way, a twist of smoke coming out o f  
h i s  rifle barrel ; and Howard was com
ing around from behind the pile of 
scantlings, one side of his face cov
ered with blood, a grin under that old 
sheepman mustache of  his.  Jake went 
to meet him, his heart giving a j ump 
to find him branded, but up and a-com
in' and frisky as if nothing had hap
pened. The man with goggles was 
lying off to Jake's right a little way as 
if he had been spilled out of the wagon 
standing near. Milt Everett was not in 
sight 

CHAPTER XXIII. 
NOT A HANGING CRI M E. 

THE men of Cimarron got up from 
behind nail kegs, salt barrels and. 

feather beds, grabbed their bulldog pis
tols and shotguns, and came pelting to 
the livery barn for a shot at Milt Ever
ett, sole survivor of the bandit police 
force, who had taken refuge there. 
They came in such great numbers and 
so rapidly that Poke Jones and tbe two 
partners found themselves submerged 
in a throng that surrounded the barn 
on all quarters and pressed upon each 
other's heels with a foolish sense o f  
security i n  their very density. 

If Milt Everett had begun to shoot, 
he must have reaped a tremendous har-
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vest i n  that packed field of human 
oats. They had that shallow bravery 
of curs and mobs which mounts only 
when the victim flees, or comes to bay 
in the hopeless folly of further flight. 
Nobody knew what part of the ham 
Everett was in, although many had 
seen him run into it  and none had seen 
him leave. 

As the crowd grew, the mob spirit, 
which is the most ungallant and ungen
erous of all human moods, increased 
until it quickly reached a frenzy ·of de
termination. They would put an end 
to Everett's usurpation of authority, 
blackmail, and overbearing insolence, 
if they had to bum the barn over his 
head and drive him out. 

This intention they announced, call
ing on Everett, with j eers and mock
ing ribaldry, to show himself. They 
seemed intoxicated with a kind of hila
rious courage, rather than grimly de
termined to finish the gory chapter of  
events which had been three-quarters 
written before any of them thought of  
laying hand to a gun. 

Some began to shoot into the bam, 
others to call loudly for a rope, the tur
moil rising until all order was sub
merged and restraint seemed impos
sible. Too stupid to realize the dan
ger, it seemed that they must sweep 
into the bam soon and try to drag 
their vanquished oppressor out to an 
end which few o f  the me�st compas
sionate would have believed unkind. 

"They're goin' to ruin that barn !" 
said Jake, fuming with concern for 
the new planks and fresh paint. 

Jake was standing beside Poke 
Jones, almost flattened against him, in 
fact, by the pressure of people all 
around. Doctor Green's pistol, which 
he had recovered fairly from urid�r the 
hoofs of the first arrivals on the battle 
scene, and the fallen deputy's weapon, 
which he had confiscated, were thrust 
into the deep side-pockets of his paint
mussed overalls, and 'he was clamping 

his shallow jaw with that vigorous dry 
motion of  mastication peculiar to him 
in moments of  determination. 

"Yes, darn 'em !" said Howard, 
drawing his mouth in a sour expression 
of displeasure, hand at his oat-straw 
mustache, the two cartridge belts still 

· slung over his shoulder like bandoliers, 
the two guns shoved out of sight under 
the apron of his overalls, behind the 
waistband of his trousers. 

"They'll do us five hundred dol
lars' worth of damage if we don't put 
a stop to that fool shootin' into that 
new bam !" Jake declared with wrath
ful vehemence. "Dang fools ! they 
couldn't hit that old cuss if they shot 
it as full of holes as a strainer." 

"They're likely to- kill somebody i n  
t h e  crowd, a s  well a s  ruin the appear
ance 10£ your building," Jones said. 
" I f  you boys will go around and stop 
them, I'll  bring Everett out." 

Jake looked at him with a quick 
turning of the head, his admiration for 
this valiant mayor growing with every 
breath. Jake had settled it all with 
his partner in one grin. A man like 
N oil Howard was expected to do a 
day's work with a gun, but a mayor 
was only expected to run a post office, 
weigh out sugar and coffee, or engage 
his talents in some such gentle pursuit. 
That had been Jake's experience with 
mayors in one-wire towns-j ust a kind 
of ideograph, a concrete something 
representing the meaning of a word. 
But here was a mayor with a back
bone as big as a horse, a man who 
came to the help of his friends when 
help was needed like overshoes in a 
blizzard. Jake couldn't quite make 
him out. 

"He's layin' in there with his belly 
to the ground waitin' to throw lead," 
Jake said. " It'd be like puttin' your. 
hand in a gopher hole a fter a rattle
snake." 

" I'll bring him out," Jones repeated, 
with the quiet assurance of a man who 
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had pulled rattlesnakes out of holes 
before that day. 

Howard handed Jake's belt to him, 
and buckled on his own, the P-eople 
around them giving elbowroom when 
they recognized him as the principal on 
the defensive side of the fight. 

"Cut out that shootin' at that barn !" 
Jake yelled, h is  high voice cutting the 
noise with authoritative crack. "Come 
on, pardner, you and me'll show 'em 
whose livery barn ·they're ruinin' with 
them damn fool guns !"  

Jake started for the space at  the cor
ner of  the barn where the body of the 
man whom he had met in a head-on 
crash still lay, and j erked the guns 
from his pockets, l i fting them high as 

i f  displaying batons of authority above 
the heads of the mob. Howard, close 
beside him, raised his hand in a com
manding gesture of peace. 

"We'll take care of this situation, 
gentlemen," he announced in calm 
words. "This is our property, and 
we're here to protect it." 

At the sound of Howard's voice, 
Milt Everett's fancy new sombrero ap
peared at the unglazed window in the 
side of  the barn, not fi fteen feet from 
where the partners stood. Some sports 
on the fringe of the crowd saw it and 
began to shoot with their stub-nosed 
guns. But as Milt Everett's head was 
not in the hat, and would not have had 
a hair disturbed by all the lead that 
was pitched toward it if it had been, 
the hat did not disappear. The hand 
that held it waved it frantically, and 
Jake Zickafoos turned to the shooting 
sports with a sudden menace of his 
two guns that drove them back as if a 
flame had lashed their faces. 

"Cut out that damn shootin' !" h e  
yelled. "Don't you see h e  wants t o  
give up ?" 

"Howard ! I want to talk to How
ard !" Everett called from the place 
where he was hugging the floor beside 
the window. 

"Howard ! Howard !" The name 
ran through the crowd, men stretching 
and lifting to see. It was a familiar 
name, almost echoing yet among the 
tents and raw-sided new houses a fter 
the recent campaign, but few realized 
up to that moment that Howard was 
the lone man back of the lumber pile 
who had held three men off with his 
guns for the most exciting ten minutes 
Cimarron ever had experienced. 

Now the word began to run through 
the crowd that Howard was the man 
for whose life several thousand pal
pitating citizens had feared during the 
three-cornered battle thai had come to 
so sudden and dramatic close only a 
few minutes past. Howard-that 
was Howard-right over there-that 
every-day-looking man in overalls with 
a gun in his hand and another hanging 
on his hip. A good man to give plenty 
o f  room when he called for it. They 
surged back like an undertow. 

Howard approached the window, but 
kept cautiously to one side, not know
ing what vindictive scheme might have 
prompted Everett to call for him as i f  
he wanted t o  open negotiations for sur
render. 

Perhaps the cringing old reprobate, 
knowing that all was up with him in 
that town, sensing the fate the crowd 
had planned for him, wanted to single 
him out and get a shot at him before 
throwing down his hand. It was un

likely, but not out of reason, consider
ing the mean streak the old villain had 
in him. Howard stopped within arm's 
reach of the window a�d asked Everett 
what he wanted. 

"I want to hand you my gun, How
ard," Everett replied. 

"Throw it out," Howard said. 
Everett was keeping under cover, 

evidently not placing much confidence 
in his truce with the crowd, now 
ominously quiet-which had been ex
pressing such jubilant determination to 
have his l i fe, and trying zealously to 
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shoot it out of his skin, as the numer
ous bullet holes around him proved. 

"I want you to pass me your word 
that I'll be permitted to leave this town 
in peace if I resign my office and hand 
you my �un," Everett enlarged on his 
first proposal. 

"I can't make you any guarantees, 
Everett," Howard replied coldly. "The 
mayor is here ; talk to him." 

"Your resignation is accepted," 
Mayor Jones answered for himself, 
having overheard all that had passed. 
"Surrender your gun and come out." 

"I 'll hand my gun to Howard, and 
to no other man," Everett replied. 

In spite of this great compliment 
Howard hesitated to accept the sur
render, understanding now that the 
wily scoundrel had singled him out for 
no other purpose than to place him in 
the situation of defender. If Everett 
surrendered to him, Howard would be 
bound in honor to protect him from 
public ven�eance. Monstrous thing 
that it was, revolting as was the 
thought of hundreds snatching at the 
life of a single man, Howard had no 
immediate feeling of pity for or de
sire tG protect this old gristle bone who 
had tried his best to shoot him down 
such a little while ag� that his gun
barrel must still be warm. 

"All right," Howard seemed to 
agree, "but i f  you show yourself with 
it somebody's sure to plug you. Hand 
it out over the sill" 

The gun came up promptly, reversed. 
Howard pantomimed to Jones, who 
stepped forward and took it. 

Jake looked around to see how far 
things had proceeded, and grinned over 
his shoulder at the way his wise old
partner had got out from under that 
obligation. 

The crowd had shifted from other 
points around the barn to that side, the 
news of the impending surrender hav
ing gone among them as quickly as the 
wind. They gave the dead man more 

room than he needed where he lay on 
his back at the comer of the bam, and 
drew back so discreetly before Jake's 
guns that the other one stretched out 
by the wagon could be seen, like some 
piece of wreckage that the retreating 
tide still washed but could not engulf 
again, nor hide. 

"Come on out, and come a-steppin'," 
Howard ordered the man who had 
made the sight-unseen surrender. 

Everett rose up, bareheaded, and 
threw his leg over the window sill. At 
sight of him the crowd growled and 
surged forward. Jake turned his back 
to the advancing wave and put up his 
guns. Everett threw one startled look 
around the threatening surge of wrath· 
ful, citizens, and started to pub! his leg 
back into the bam. 

Howard was holdin� a �n on him. 
He indicated by a jerk of the head that 
Everett was to carry out his Griginal 
intention. Everett came out with trepi
dation, cringing against the wall, the 
sweat of a great fear breaking on his 
high, narrow forehead and rolling down 
the steep slope into his eyes. The look 
he gave Howard was an arraignment 
for a base betrayal. 

"I didn't take yoor gun, Everett," 
Howard explainetl. "Y eu surrendered 
to the proper authority ; yau'll have to 
depend on that authority for whatever 
protection you're to get in this here 
town." 

"This revolver is empty," said Mayor 
Jones, turning the cylinder of Everett's 
gun with his thumb. 

"It's loaded ala around I" Bverett cor
rected him indignantly. 

"And I fired the last shot in my 
magazine at this blackmailing villain's 
back as he ran around the corner of the 
barn," Jones continued, making a ges
ture of helplessness, looking around at 
the eagerly pressing crswd with an ex
pression of utter defenselessness and 
appeal in his sorrowful eyes. 

"Hang him !" somehody yelped. · 
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"String him up !" another baw[ed in a 
bull-bass voice. 

This was a blacksmith, under no tell
ing what levy of blackmail by the 
stripped oppressor before him. There 
was the smut of the forge on his arms ; 
his bifurcated leather a,pron was 
pressed with the mold of his heavy 
thighs. 

The clamor for Milt Everett's l ife 
rose to a roar ; the crowd pushed up 
to the barn and buckled against the 
planks, blocking the window at Ever
ett's back. He looked around the nar
rOIWing space, a wild light of desire for 
life in his red eyes, a wild fear of 
losing it striking him white as the dead. 
Mayor Jones sighed, making that futile 
little gesture of resigned hopelessness 
again ; N oil Howard was slipping his 
gun under the waistband of hi's panta
loons. 

There were loud calls for a rope, and 
answering shouts that it rwas coming. 
Hands that never had closed on the 
stock of a pistol laid hold of this master 
gunslinger, Who was so dumb with 
terror on the brink of that appalling 
mystery into which he had plunged so 
many men that he could not whimper 
one little supplicating plea. Men cursed 
him for his oppression, which had been 
extended far beyond the liquor trade 
in the last few days, as Everett's desire 
to make while the harvest was ready 
under his hand increased. 

Nobody present except Jake Zicka
foos appeared to have any uneasiness 
over the disgraceful end that threatened 
Milt Everett ; there was . not a line of  
compassion in any other face. Noll 
Howard was indifferent, probably a lit
tle inclined to boost the thing along ; 
Poke Jones looked sorrowful and bur
dened, but that was only his natural 
condition, with which this terrible mo
ment in Milt Everett's career had noth
ing to do at all. 

Jake squirmed around, turned this 
way and that, looked at his partner, 

looked at Poke Jones, fingered his guns, 
and bit hard on the impaLpable quid be
tween his teeth, his face almost as pale 
as Everett's. He took off his hat and 
rasped his hand across the upstanding 
hard: stubble of hair that grew in a 
queer little peak almost down to his 
eyebrows. 

"Now, look a-here, men," he said, 
squaring off to argue it as if the court 
had appointed him attorney for the de
fendant at the last moment, "it looks 
to me like you're pushin' this case a 

little too fur. I thought you was goin' 
to take this feller out and shoot him, 
decent and quiet, but when you square 
off to hang him, I tell you, gentlemen, 
I got my doubts about it. He ain't 
stole no body's horse, has he ?" 

Jake looked around him, an appeal 
for information, rather than a challenge 
of the ethics of the procedure, in his 
face. There were plenty of replies, 
but no pertinent ans.wers, according to 
Jake Zickafoos' code ; many arraign
ments on serious charges, but all of 
them lame in the one essential particu
lar of sufficient evidence for hanging 
a man, in Jake Zickafoos' primitive 
conception of crime and justice. 

Everett had held up this man for 
thirty dollars ; he had compelled that 
one's wife to wash and iron his shirts ; 
he had eaten at this one's restaurant, 
and scoffed at the mention of settle
ment, as his deputies had done at Mrs. 
Morrison's board. He had levied trib
ute here, insulted .women there ; he had 
made a trail of oppression and crime 
so broad during his short reign in 
Cimarron that it  could not be turned 
from the gallows tree by any force of 
argument or plea in  mitigation that 
all the mistaken sympathy in the world 
could advance. 

"Yes, but you don't say he's stole 
anybody's horse," Jake said·, insistent 
on that point. 

That was the only hanging offense 
in Jake Zickafoos' book of law. For 
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murder, a. man might, and should, be 
shot ; for many -transgressions such as 
Everett and his men bad been guilty 
o f  against his partner and himself, 
Mrs. Morrison, and Josie, a man de
served nothing l'ess than to be. shot. But 
J a�ke revolted at the thought of hanging 
a man for any of these crimes. I f  he 
stole a man's horse, leaving him with
out legs, then he merited hanging, and 
no other possrble punishment that men 
could inflict. But Milt Everett had not 
stolen anybody's horse, at least since 
he had ·been in Cimarron. Why they 
wanted to rear up and bang him was 
beyond Jaike's understanding of either 
morals or laiw. 

"It looks to me like I and my pardner 
we've got more laid up agin' this fel
ler than all the rest o f  this town;• Jake 
said. "He ain't never gone out gun
fannin' for an}"body else, and I and 
my pardner .we wouldn't want to swing 
him lliP for that. We'd hand him his 
gun and tell him to back off and shoot 
it out, and I'm here to settle it with him 
that way right now if �u'll turn him 
loose and give us room." 

Milt Everett braced up. like a wilted 
cabbage plant at sunset. New life 
coursed in his fiery alcoholic channels 
with the outspoken plea of this late 
enemy. He satd no, he wouldn't l ift 
a gun against either Zickafoos or How
ard, but give it ba.ok to him and turn 
him loose and he'd burn up everybody 
etse in the whole damn town. They 
cuffed him rwhen he made the proposal, 
and hauled him around, and shook him 
like a sack of wheat. 

"Come on with that rope," they said. 
"Well, wait a minute, now," argued the 
man who had it ; wait till he got the 
knot tied. "Damn the knot ! Any kind 
of running noose would do. Come on 
with that rope !" 

That was when Noll Howard 
elbowed around a.nd lined up beside his 
sawed-off, bowlegged_ partner, and put 
his band slorwly toward the gun that 

was swinging in the holster against his 
leg. 

"My partner's right a:bout it," he 
said, with the forceful conviction of a 
man who had made up his mind after 
due cogitation. "I don't believe the 
old devil's done anything to hang for, 
and we're not goin' to see him hung. 
He gave up his gun under the im,pres
sion that he was handin' it to me, and 
I'm under just the same obligation of 
protecting him as i f  I'd taken it .  Step 
aside, gentlemen � we'll take. care of this 
man." 

Howard's two guns leaped out with 
the words. On his right hand, Jake 
Zickafoos snalked his two weapons from 
his overall pockets and, back to back, 
Milt Everett between them, the part
ners stood in the cleared space that en
larged around them quickly. The man 
with the rope, which he had been doing 
up carefully in an elaborate hangman's 
knot, was left inside this. widening 
circle, reluctant to see his handicraft 
in a fair way of going unused on Milt 
Everett's neck that day. He looked 
at the rope, and looked at the men 
who had been clamorin� for it impa
tiently a few moments before, a sort 
of protesting d isappointment in his 
face. Then he grunted his disdain for 
so much vacillation on the part of the 
crowd, threw the rope down, and went 
his way. 

Poke Jones was twirling the cylinder 
of Milt Everett's gun again, giving it 
a keen scrutiny. 

"Wh}", it is loaded, after all," he 
said. 

Jones !Placed himself between the 
partners, thus makin{ a three-sided 
wall around Everett, while the side of 
the barn made the fourth. 

"Gentlemen and fellow citizens," 
said Mayor Jones in his accustomed 
rotund voice, "this demonstration must 
cease. As mayor of this city I com
mand the peace ! Disperse without 
further disorder. This prisoner is in 



SOONER LAND 89 

our hands ; we will see that he gets the 
punishment his case merits." 

Milt Everett went north on the 
eleven o'clock train, the one Jake Zicka
foos was to have taken on his way to 
Kansas City. Everett left Cimarron 
a humiliated and chastened1 man, and 
he went without his gun, a condition 
in which he had not appeared in pwblic 
for thirty years. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
RETROSPECTION. 

Y£S. I remember the time me,and my 
panlner and Poke Jones shipped 

M ilt Everett out of town with his neck 
stickin' on him the way it was made." 

Jake Zickafoos spoke of the incident 
in Cimarron's history as i f  the lapse 
of years had dimmed the recollection 
of old-timers ; as of something that had 
happened so long ago that a new gen
eration had grown up, a new set of 
adventurers taken the place of the 
dusty crowd that had poured over the 
townsite on the opening day. He 
sighed1 with the contentment of one 
whose memories were pleasant to re
vive. 

"He deserved hangin', i f  any man 
ever did," Mrs. Morrison declared, with 
such lively animosity as one seldom 
shows when speaking of an ancient 
grudge. 

"Maybe," Jake allowed, ''hut I al
ways was a tender-hearted man. When 
you consider what that feller's neck'd 
'a' looked like after he'd1 been hung, it's 
enough to make you glad it never hap
pened." 

"I never saw anybody's neck after 
they'd been hung," Mrs. Morrison said, 
with a sort of reminiscent abstraction, 
as if the matter required a little con
sideration before she could be quite cer
tain, yet did not make any especial dif
ference at all. 

"I have. They stretx:h something 
scan'alous," Jake said comfortably, as a 

man had a right to feel whose own 
neck never had been subjected to that 
trying indignation. 

"Seems to me like it wasn't more'n 
a couple of days ago," Jake mused. 

"It must 'a' been eight or nine 
months," Mrs. Morrison sighed, as i f  
that represented a qua1ier century at 
least. 

"This is August ; that was October. 
Dang near a year ! Time's passin' so 
fast here in Cimarron we'll all be bald
headed before we know it." 

"Well, none of us will ever make 
money as fast as we did in them early 
days," Mrs. Morrison sighed. 

"Back in the old sooner days," said 
Jake reminiscently. · To him it seemed 
an ancient time, indeed. " I  used to 
call this Sooner Land in them times, 
but things sure have changed around. 
Well, me and you nor nobody else in 
this man's town can complain. Look 
at this hotel you've got here, all painted 
and paid for and money pilin' up in the 
bank, as high as the ceilin' ; look at my 
l ivery and feed business, and my coal 
yard. I 've got two stenographin' girls 
workin' for me keepin' books and takin' 
orders and answerin' the telephone. I 
took a new one on last Monday." 

"I h01pe it was because you needed 
her, Jake," Mrs. Morrison said gently. 
"You're always takin' somebody in and 
givin' 'em a job. It's a wonder you 
make anything at all, helpin' as many 
bums as you do." 

Jake did not answer this charge of 
indiscriminate charity, which any social 
settlement worker or community chest 
committee will tell you is most con
ducive to mendacity and entirely un
wise, no matter how worthy the object 
may seem. Relief of human want on 
a purely scientidic, deliberate business 
basis never had been studied by Jake 
Zickafoos. If a man looked hungry, 
or parched-up around the gills for want 
of a drink, he never had to bring 
credentials from an investigating com-



90 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

mittee to Jake before receiving some
thing to mitigate the distress of his 
condition. 

"Um-m-m," Jake hummed around 
his cigar, looking thoughtfully out the 
window at the passing traffic on side
walk and pavement along Avenue A. 
"Um-m-m ! Yeah I It always gits my 
gizzard to see anybody on the bum. 
But I needed that girl so bad I had 
to advertise in the paper for her. She's 
a new one from the business college 
up in Wichita. She puts paper around 
her wrists to keep from skinnin' her 
arms on the typewriter, same as cow
punchers used to wear leather cuffs 
when I was in the business a long time 
ago." 

"Not sa very loog a�o. I guess, 
Jake," Mrs. Marrison said, with the 
introspective reminiscent complacency 
of one who has made the hill and is 
looking back. 

"Good while. More'n a year now. 
It seems to me like more'n ten years 
ago. Just look at all that's happened to 
me since then I"  

They were sittin: in the office lobby 
of the Hotel Savoy, not the original 
Hotel Savoy of Cimarron, but the 
�uilding once occupied by the Longhorn 
saloon and gambling hall, in a quiet 
corner, the big pivoted w"ndow open 
to temper the oppressive closeness of 
the humid summer night. Electric 
lights and smooth asphalt pavement 
gave a metropolitan appearance to Ave
nue A, w hich the activity along it en
hanced. An alert young man with an 

Elks' pin was behind the delik ; guests 
came and went, and settled down in the 
comfortable leather armchairs to smoke 
their after-dinner cigars. For supper 
had been cha11geti to dinner at the 
Hotel Savoy, along with the quick shi ft
ing of old landmarks and old institu
tions in those revolutionary days. 

"I was offered twelve thousand for 
Josie's lot to-day," said M rs. Morri
SGn. 

"You didn't take no twelve thousand 
for that lot," Jake said conclusively. 

"No, of course not. I couldn't sell 
it, anyhow. It's Josie's, even if it is 
in my name. No, Mr. Jones advised 
me to hang on to it. He says it will 
bring fifteen inside of three months, the 
way buildin's boomin' in this growin' 
town." 

"Yes, and it'll see twenty by next 
spring. And look where I'd 'a' been 
if that old sheepman pardner of mine 
hadn't stop}')Cd me when I was stamp
edin' past there that day of the openin' 
and handed me that lot. Just handed 
it to me, and said he'd feel insulted if 
I didn't take it ! Then he went to the 
lawyer and made me out a relinquish
ment after he'd filed on it. Good as 
put twenty thausand dollars in my 
pocket, and me never doin' him hyenty 
cents' worth of favors in my whole 
dang life." 

''All of us owe a lot to Noll How
ard," Mrs. Morrison agreed. "I f he 
hadn't cleaned out that nest of gam
blers Milt Everett brought in here this 
town wouldn't 'a' been a fit place for 
decent people to live. It'd 'a' gone 
down to nothing." 

"Yes, it'd 'a' shrunk up and blowed 
away," Jake said soberly. 

"And to think he was marshal only 
a week !" she marveled. 

"That was plenty long enough," Jake 
said warmly, glowing with the recol
lection of that week's achievement. 
"Yeah, I remember how he studied it 
over when Jones wanted to swear him 
in the morning we shipped Milt Everett 
out on the '!even-three. You know the 
way he puts his hand to his old spran
gle-horn mustache and looks like he's 
half bashful and half insulted when you 
put anything up to him sudden. 'If 
you'll change the name of the office to 
city marshal, like it was when I run 
for it, I'll take it.' he says to Jones. 
'Chief of police don't fit me,' he says. 
'I couldn't be that important if I had 
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a star a s  big a s  the bottom o f  a wash
tub.' 

"So Jones said he'd call the council 
to meet and they'd change it back to 
city marshal, and Noll told him he'd 
take the job without pay for one week, 
or maybe a day or two longer if I was 
away that long buyin' horses and stuff 
for the barn. You know I went to 
Kansas City the day after we had that 
shootin', and I didn't see the show, but 
I'd 'a' give ten cents if I could 'a' been 
here the night he shut up Purviance's 
joint and made him ship them girls out 
of town." 

"They said he walked right in here 
facin' eight or ten men with guns on 
'em and told Purviance to put out the 
lights and lock up." 

"Yes, a feller was tellin' me about i t  
the other day-he was tendin' bar for 
Purviance that night, man by the name 
o f  Rollins, drivin' a delivery wagon 
for one of the stores now. He said 
that old high-steppin' sheepman pard
ner of mine made a call on Purviance 
the day after he was swore in and got 
the lay of the law, and notified him he 
could run till nine o'clock that night 
to git his business closed up and his 
girls packed up ready to take the one 
o'clock train north. 'I'll see you i n  
hell !'  Purviance told him. 'All right,' 
says old Noll ; 'set your clock to keep 
the appointment at nine.' And when 
nine o'clock come, old Noll was there.'' 

"Yes, he was there," M rs. Morrison 
said softly, nodding slowly several 
times, as if the memory o f  that night 
still lay like a shadow on het heart. 
"When they told me how he'd walked 
in there in the face of that gang of 
dealers and gun-shooters Purviance had 
around him, I felt so weak I j ust had 
to set down and cry." 

"And he never even pulled a gun. 
Rollins said when he walked in that 
door at nine o'clock the law looked as 
big as a rhinoysterous to that crowd. I 
know it would to me i f  I saw that old 

shootin' sheepman comin' toward me 
reachin' for his gun." 

"Well, it's quiet enough now," Mrs. 
Morrison said and sighed contentedly. 
"Only six saloons where there was 
thirty then, and half of them not 
makin' money enough to pay the li
cense, they say. " 

"A man don't never hear a gun pop 
around here these days," Jake sighed, 
but in a different key. "I like it peace
able, but not too dang peaceable. I 
doubt if that new jail's a-payin', or ever 
will." 

"Who ever heard of  a jail payin' ! 
You talk like it was a hotel."  

" I  don't know, but I think even a 
j ail ort to ,pay in this town," Jake 
ruminated. "I never saw no place I 
ever was in and went back to change 
like this town's changed. I was just 
thinkin' to-day, drivin' a round, of all 
the tents that used to be here in the 
old sooner days. I don't believe you 
could count twenty now in the whole 
place. Hello ! there goes old Parson 
Jones.'' 

Jake pecked on the window, waved 
an elaborate salutation, and Jones un
covered, bowing to Mrs. Morrison, but 
holding steadily and solemnly on his 
way. He was dressed in the same 
style, although not in the same gar
ments, as when he arrived in Cimar
ron with his huge bundle, as he was on 
that memorable day when he appeared 
with his rifle to relieve Howard's press
ing necessity in the face of his enemies. 
Only his long black coat was of newer 
and fresher cloth, his somber black hat 
of a costlier make, but if one whisker 
had been added or one taken away dur
ing the months which had brought 
such mighty changes to Cimarron, the 
addition or subtraction was not appa
rent to the eye. 

"Funny how I got that old feller 
down wrong when he was runnin' his 
campaign for office in the early days,'' 
Jake laughed. "I thought he looked 
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like a man that had murdered his wife. 
Well, since I saw his wife I said to 
mysel f he }Qoked like a man that had 
a right to, anyway." 

"Oh, you git out ! "  Mrs. Morrison 
protested, more shocked than amused 
by the native postulation. 

"But he's as sound as a bale of hay, 
that old feller is. You know when that 
outlaw horse Doc Green was drenchin' 
reared up and broke his leg, Jones he 
went to him and he lent him the money 
to see him through till he was on his 
feet ag'in-<lidn't wait to be asked for 
it, just took it out of his pocket and 
laid it on the bed and walked away." 

"Yes, Missus Green told me about 
it. I could 'a' hugted him for it." 

"You'd 'a' had to stand on a box," 
Jake said, glancin' at her with a pro
voking grin, "and his whiskers'd 'a' 
tickled your neck." 

"Oh, you gil out !" she said, giving 
him a dig in the ribs. 

"But that old pardner of mine he 
always said he thought Jones was 
straight, and he don't make any such 
wild misses as I do when he sizes a 
man up. Well, I always think of him 
as my pardner, even if he ain't in the 
livery business with me any more. 
Since he sold out to me and went into 
the bankin' business with Jones and 
them Wichita millionaires I feel like 
one side of me's missin'. Reckon I'll 
git used to it in time, like a one-eyed 
man. He sure was a pardner for any 
man to have--or any woman, either." 

"Yes," said Mrs. Morrison, smiling 
softly, sighing happily. 
- Jake pushed the window open a little 

wider, making that half-whistling sound 
peculiar to people when they burn their 
fingers, or desire to express excessive 
discomfort over other things, the 
weather especially. 

"Don't believe I ever felt a hotter 
night since I come to Cimarron," he 
said. 

"Well, it's cool in Colorado," Mrs. 
Morrison remarked, as if reminding 
him of something that merely recalling 
would tend to mitigate his present dis
comfort. 

"Yes, and I hope he's got his coat off 
and his collar open and takin' it all in. 
He was a pardner in a million." 

"But I never thought I'd see the day 
when he'd be away on a weddin' trip 
with my little Josie," M rs. Morrison 
said, with unbounded satisfaction, in
calculable pride. 

((You didn't ?" said Jake, in vast sur
prise. "Well, I did ; I knew it from the 
time she come over to tell us about the 
j umper on her lot that first night here 
in Cimarron. Y e-eas ! I read it in the 
cards." 

And, gentle reader, or wild, uncur
ried, revolutionary reader ; or green and 
gullible reader ; or wise and sophisti
cated reader, or reader of any sort 
whatever, anywhere at all on this 
human-infested pellet in the cosmic 
mystery-so did you. 

Adios. 

THE END. 

A NEW USE FOR MISSOURI SNAKES 

T HE locality around Springfield, Missouri, has lately been enlivened by repre-
sentatives of the National Museum of Natural History, who have been hard 

at work catching snakes, lizards, water dogs, and other such animals, which are 
shipped to the museum. Snakes, however, are the prize specialty. As soon as the 
catches are made, the animals are placed in iced containers and prepared for 
shipment. 
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mCROSS the moonlit clear
ing the two wolves came, 
running swiftly and si
lently, their bodies low
hung to earth, each swing- . 
ing impulse of their pow

erful legs carrying them over the ground 
in amazing fashion. Not a sound did 
they make, for they were on the hunt, 
and it was not the time of year when 
wolves gather in packs and when the 
meat cry is uttered. They might have 
been merely gray shadows from clouds 
passing across the face of the moon for 
all that they disturbed the utter silence 
of the place. Their prey was not far 
ahead. 

As a matter of fact, Mowitch, the 
giant mule-deer buck who had ranged 
these slopes of the higher Cascades for 
many years, saw the wolves the instant 
they broke into the clearing. He knew 
full well whose trail it was they were 
following ; knew, too, by the furtive si
lence with which they came on, that they 
meant business. Yet instead of turn
ing about and swiftly making his way 

through the brush in an effort to out
wit them, he trembled with rage, while 
the long hairs rose on his back as he 
shook his heavy antlers and stamped his 
forefeet. 

For Mowitch, whose magnificent 
horns had been sought for year after 
year by human hunters, was at this 
moment afflicted with madness. 

At any other season of the year he 
was shy with a cunning which enabled 
him to evade all enemies, whether man 
or beast. But now he was of a mind to 
battle with the whole world, if need be, 
to forestall what seemed to him to be 
a conspiracy to keep him from the side 
of the mate who, he believed, was some
where in these wilds. Nevertheless, he 
did not court combat with the wolves ; 
but, having it thrust upon him in this 
fashion, he would not dodge it. There
fore, he shook his antlers angrily, while 
his eyes glowed like live coals, as the 
wolves came closer. Indeed, he stepped 
forth from the fir thicket where he had 
been hiding, as though to welcome the 
marauders. 



94 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

At sight of  him they stopped as 
though in surl'rise. Probably they were 
somewhat impressed by the bigness and 
bulk of him ; for they squatted on their 
haunches, tongues lolling, as they 
seemed to appraise him. As they sat 
there, ears laid close back to skulls, 
tongues hanging from mouths, while 
their long fangs glistened white in the 
moonlight, they might have been evil 
spirits of the wild, grinning in vast 
good humor over the situation. Nor did 
they appear to be in a hurry. Mowitch 
was a gigantic buck, bigger than any 
they had ever killed before. Yet, now 
that they had cornered him, their wol f
ish craft bade them make haste slowly. 
So they appeared utterly unconcerned, 
but in reality they were studying him 
with all the keenness of  their lambent, 
green eyes. 

Mowitch shook his antlers defiantly 
as though urging them to come on. Yet 
they were nowise impatient but con
tinued to sit there and grin at him. Sud
denly he lost his temper and took two 
steps forward while he whistled shrilly 
in rage. And at that instant the wolves 
went into action. 

With a lightning-like spring, the dog 
wol f leaped as though to tear the buck's 
throat. But it was a mere feint to 
throw Mowitch off his guard, for the 
she-wolf flashed from behind in a mur
derous effort to hamstring him. These 
were old and well-rehearsed tactics on 
the part of the wolves and had brought 
death to many a cornered deer. But 
Mowitch, being a veteran battler him
self,  evidently suspected what the 
wolves had in mind, for he refused to 
be distracted by the threatening lunge 
of the dog wol f. Out of a corner of one 
reddened eye, Mowitch saw the she-wol f 
coming at him from behind. On four 
feet he pivoted like a dancer, and swung 
his mighty antlers with a low, side 
thrust. It was done so quickly and so 
unexpectedly that the she-wolf was 
caught unawares. Before she could 

leap backward, one of the sharp-pointed 
tines had raked her side and she was 
flung into a near-by bunch of salal 
where she struck with a yelp of pain. 
Then, while Mowitch whirled to pro
tect himself, the dog wolf, like a flash 
o f  a gray sword blade, leaped in, his 
long fangs gashing the buck's flank. 
It was a vicious stroke, and had the 
wolf's teeth gone deeper Mowitch 
would have been crippled then and 
there. As it was, however, the pain of  
the wound merely stirred new anger in 
the mighty buck and with an insane 
bawl he lunged at his tormentor. 

The dog wol f gave way in a backward 
leap, and lay crouched there for a mo
ment, knowing that his; mate had disen
tangled hersel f from the brush and was 
trying once more for the buck's flank. 
But Mowitch was not minded to pause 
then ; he charged. The she-wolf's leap 
fell short, while her mate dodged aside 
to avoid the low-held spear points sud
denly thrust at him. As the dog wol f 
moved, Mowitch struck at him with a 
heavy forehoof. Luck seemed with 
the mad buck this night, for the hoof 
landed on the dog wol f's back, and the 
gray attacker went down. 

The next instant the wol f's life was 
blotted out by the vengeful fury of the 
giant mule deer, who struck at his fallen 
foe again and again with forehoofs 
backed by nearly three hundred pounds 
of bone and muscle. So the dog wol f 
died, while Mowitch, as though scorn
ing the survivin� foe who circled madly 
about him seeking for an opening, de
voted himself to driving out the last 
vestige of l ife in the stricken enemy. 

At last, however, his vengeance was 
satisfied and he turned to look for the 
remaining wol f. By this time, she had 
moved off, as though convinced that the 
odds were too heavily against her. Me
witch blew a blast of defiance, and 
strode toward her, as though perfectly 
willing to continue the matter ; but she 
melted into the undergrowth, and a!-
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though he waited several minutes and 
thrashed about the brush looking for 
her, she did not reappear. 

After a time, Mowitcb was minded of 
his search for a mate, and he moved off 
across the clearing as though disdain
ful of wolves and other enemies. In 
his heart was the same insane rage for 
battle which comes to his kind each 
autumn as the love moon rides high 
above the forested hills. It is possible 
that in this moment of triumph he 
might even have attacked a man, had 
one of the hunters crossed his trail . But 
they were searching for him in the low-

. lands, for seldom did they penetrate to 
the high meadow. No other enemies 
threatened Mowitch, and as for the 
smaller wild kindred, they discreetly 
kept away from him, knowing that he 
was in a dangerous mood. 

It was just before dawn that fate 
again smiled at him, and sent him 
hurrying along at a swifter pace. For 
his keen nose revealed to him that the 
doe which was to be his mate had 
passed this way less than an hour be
fore. 

For five years Flagg had hunted in 
vain for the great mule-deer buck who 
roamed the slopes. The thing had be
come an obsession with him. Always a 
successful sportsman in pursuit of other 
game, the very fact that Mowitch eluded 
him so successfully made Flagg want 
more than· anything else in the world 
to have the mounted head of the big 
buck over his fireplace. Each fall dur
ing the hunting season, Flagg went out 
into the range of Mowitch and in
dustriously sought for him ; but each 
time he came home with his rifle un
fired. Although he had been given nu
merous chances at other bucks, he had 
sworn to take no trophy less than the 
magnificently antlered head of old Mo
witch himself. 

This year, however, Flagg, after giv
ing considerable thought to the matter, 

had decided upon a plan· of campaign 
of cunning equal to that possessed by 
the great mule deer himself. A month 
before the hunting season opened, Flagg 
went over the ground, noting carefully 
all trails used by Motwitch ; observing 
too, the spots where Mowitch loved to 
feed, where he would come for water, 
and the thickets where, once the night 
feeding was over, he would lie hidden 
and sleep throughout the day. So i t  
was that after sizing u p  the situation in 
its  entirety, Flagg finally selected a can
yon down which Mowitch was wont to 
go in search of food and water. Dur
ing the dark of the moon, Mowitch 
would come out of his covert only at 
dusk and at dawn. When the moon 
was full , however, he was accustomed 
to feed all night, returning to hiding 
at daybreak. 

As the moon at this period of the 
month was no more than a yellow rind, 
Flagg, understanding the methods of  
Mowitch fully as well as did the big 
buck himsel f ,  knew that the regal old 
possessor of the finest head of antlers 
throughout all these broad reaches of 
the Cascades would be coming to feed 
and water at dusk and again at dawn. 
Flagg, there fore, chose a large fir 
stump behind which he could lie ; and 
determined that he would wait there 
until Mowitch appeared, for sooner or 
later the buck would be sure to come 
that way. 

Day after day, at dawn and again at 
dusk, Flagg kept his vigil with a faith
fulness that revealed his earnest inten
sity of purpose. But for some reason 
Mowitch did not show up. Flagg, in 
his own shrewd way, guessed the rea
son for the deer's nonappearance. Mo
witch was searching for a mate, and 
until he found her, it  was possible that 
the ordinary routine of his existence 
would be ignored. How long this might 
go on Flagg had no way of knowing, but 
he was hopeful when, at the end of the 
week, he saw a trim, slender-legged doe 
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coming down the canyon to drink and 
to feed. 

Flagg could have killed her easily but 
he had no intention of doing so. There 
were two reasons for this. First, it 
was again the law to kill any deer save 
a buck ; and second, Flagg would kill 
no deer other than old Mowitch himself. 
So he merely smiled to himsel f and 
waited, confident that before many more 
days had passed Mowitch would show 
up. Nearly every day the man saw the 
doe come down the ca,nyon, and each 
time he almost expected to see the regal 
lord of the wilderness following ; but 
evidently Mowitch had not yet struck 
her track. 

As time wore on, Flagg began to 
grow a little worried. The end of the 
bunting season was now not far off and 
still Mowitch had not appeared. Was 
it possible that the old campaigner sus
pected that some one was waiting here 
ready to kill him ? This was hard to 
believe, for Flagg always kept well hid
den. Nevertheless, the nonappearance 
of Mowitch could scarcely be explained 
otherwise. 

Flagg was troubled by another pos
sibility. There were many other hunt
ers in the region now ; one of them 
might have killed the magnificent buck, . 
or the very presence of them might 
have made Mowitch unusually shy, 
keepin� him to the higher hills until the 
hunting season was over. With the 
end of the deer-hunting season only a 
day off, Flagg became more and more 
convinced that Mowitch possessed a 
craft greater than that of any human 
being who might undertake to hunt 
him. 

So it was that Flagg found himsel f at 
dawn of the day before the season 
closed, waiting as usual behind the 
stump, but more than ever convinced 
that Mowitch was making a mock of 
him. Flagg was still sitting there as 
the light of the new day grew stronger. 
For the hundredth time he looked up the 

canyon expectantly. As he did so, he 
smothered a sudden oath. 

For, another hunter had appeared. 
Probably a city chap utterly unused to 
the woods and out on his first deer hunt. 
His red-flannel cap was set rakishly 
askew, his bright red hunting shirt was 
open at the throat and as he swung 
along unconcernedly looking neither to 
right or left, he was actually whistling! 

Flagg, in sudden rage, realized that 
the newcomer probably had destroyed 
any possible chance of Mowitch com
ing down the canyon at this time. Mov
ing a little farther from behind the 
stump in order to catch a better look at . 
this interrupter who was now less than 
three hundred yards away and in plain 
sight, Flagg exposed his gray-capped 
head to view ; and it was at that moment 
the thing happened. 

Mowitch, still following the doe's 
track, moved swiftly along, his recent 
battle forgotten. Across meadows, 
skirting thickets,  and now and then 
plunging into the heart of the timber, 
he went tirelessly, for unlike his cou
sins, the white-tail and black-tail deer, 
he could carry on for long distances 
without pausing. Impetuous and head
strong, at that moment he would not 
have turned aside even for Flagg him
sel f, had the hunter suddenly appeared 
before him. 

And it seemed that all the wild kin
dred understood that Mowitch was not 
to be trifled with at this moment. A 
big, black bear, who �as ripping apart 
a rotted log in an endeavor to garner 
himsel f a meal of grubs that he might 
lay up more fat on his ribs to carry 
him through his long. winter sleep, 
looked up as he heard Mowitch come 
crashing recklessly through the brush. 
Ordinarily, the bear would have stood 
his ground, being unafraid of anything 
that Jived and moved in the woods. But 
something seemed to tell him that Mo
witch would brook no interference at 
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this time ; and that he would be a dan
gerous adversary at best. Therefore, 
the bear dropped to his forefeet and 
discreetly moved off, leaving Mowitch 
to go his own mad way. 

A pair of lynxes, coming out sud
denly at the edge of the brush, saw Mo
witch approach and regarded him with 
interest. He was bigger game than 
either of them would have attacked 
alone, but together they were a for
midable pair and had more than once 
succeeded in pulling down a deer. But 
now they took one swift glance at Mo
witch and vanished back in the brush 
as silently as though they were shod 
with swan's-down. Nevertheless, the 
old male lynx bared his fangs in dis
appointment, for he was hungry and 
would have liked right well to have 
dined on a haunch of venison. Terrible 
fighters whenever the occasion de
manded it, they knew that they would 
prove no match for this giant mule-deer 
buck on his love quest. Mowitch went 
on. 

He came at last to a small creek, and 
paused while his nose explored the 
ground to make sure that the doe had 
crossed. Deciding that she had done 
so, he plunged into the stream, waded 
quickly, and picked up her trail again 
on the other side. He was now ap
proaching familiar ground, for not far 
off was the canyon down which he was 
accustomed to go each day at dawn and 
at dusk to feed along the lower 
reaches of this same stream. He under
stood now that the doe was seeking the 
same watering and feeding place. He 
had not taken a dozen steps, however, 
before there came to his ears the sound 
of a distant shot. 

Mowitch hesitated. Until this mo
ment he had feared nothing, but in the 
report of the rifle there was an ominous 
warning which momentarily jerked him 

W 
7 back from the mad, impetuous role he 
A had been playing, and made him once 

_ more the shy and crafty creature he 

was under normal circumstances. Yet 
only for a moment ; then madness de
scended upon him again. He would not 
pause now even though he must run the 
gantlet of a dozen hunters. He struck 
off on the trail of the doe, but once 
more paused as a new and more terri
fying sound came to -his ears. 

It was a high-pitched scream, not un
like that of a woman in mortal terror. 
It carne from halfway up the slope Mo
witch was climbing, and it sent a tremor 
of fear through him. It was the cry of 
an enemy Mowitch had been taught to 
fear from fawnhood-the squall of an 
old cougar who occasionally included 
these slopes in his range and who lived 
solely by hunting deer. 

Again that curious change swept over 
Mowitch. Had he heard that dread cry 
at any other season of the year but this, 
he would have swiftly taken himsel f 
from the vicinity and put himself as 
far as possible from the killer who was 
the hereditary foe of all deer. Yet 
something in the cry, a peculiar note, 
told Mowitch that the cougar was not 
hunting him. It was a scream of dis
appointment such as the cat might utter 
when it had missed in its first leap. 
And that is exactly what had happened. 

Tragedy loomed up there on the slope. 
As the doe which Mowitch was follow
ing had passed beaeath the wide-spread
ing limbs of a big cedar, the cougar had 
dropped from his concealment in the 
tree as lightly as a falling leaf, but with 
the quickness of a lightning stroke. But 
he could no longer judge his distance 
as of yore, and besides, the doe had in
tuitively flinched, as out ·of  the corner 
of one eye she saw him spring. There
fore, he missed, struck the ground, and 
uttered his shrill scream of disappoint
ment and rage. But the next second he 
gathered himself for a second leap. 

For disaster had overtaken the doe. 
As she plunged wildly away through a 
thicket, one of her small feet slipped 
off a half-rotted log, and she fell. As she 
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struggled upright again, she saw the 
cougar coming. 

Cornered, there was nothing for her 
to do but fight, and she bravely ac
cepted the challenge, although the out
come could never be in doubt for an in
stant. Rearing on hind legs, she lashed 
out with her slender, sharp-pointed 
forehoofs as the cougar closed in, and 
so desperate was her resistance that the 
cat paused, unwilling to try to break 
through her defense. He moved about 
her, seeking for an opening ; but, fear
stricken, she kept her forefront pro
tected. Still circling her the big cat knew 
that it would be merely a question o f  
time be fore she would tire herself out. 

Nevertheless, fear gave the cornered 
doe added strength, for each time he 
came closer for the leap and the death 
stroke, she met him with those driving 
forefeet. 

Suddenly the cougar lost patience, 
and with a snarl bubbling in his throat, 
crouched flat, his long, rounded tail 
nervously whipping back and forth. 
The doe knew what was coming ; knew 
that she was powerless to stop it, for 
she was tiring rapidly. Nevertheless, 
she' made one more effort ; but she could 
see the cougar's body stiffen as his 
muscles tautened for the spring. 

Yet before he left the ground some
thing intervened. There was a throaty 
bawl of rage, and between the crouch
ing cat and the beleagured doe loomed 
suddenly a tall, gray form of mighty, 
widespread antlers and fiercely blazing 
eyes. 

Mowitch, who was hurrying up the 
slope when the cougar had uttered that 
first scream, saw the drama that was 
being enacted and, in his madness, never 
hesitated. He would give battle with 
the most dread foe known to deer, not 
excepting man. Nor was it as unusual 
�s it seemed. The cougar himsel f, be
ing �:"ifted with wisdom as to these mad 
l;!ucks durin� the love moon, carefully 
�voided battling with them, confining 

himself to hunting unprotected does and 
fawns. Never would he drop out of the 
tree on a fighting buck when the latter 
was in his antlered prime. Even now, 
if the opportunity had been offered him, 
he might have effaced himsel f ,  hungry 
though he was. But before he could 
leap backward, the giant mule deer was 
upon him. The cougar, bei�g no cow
ard himsel f when thus cornered, caught 
up the gauge of battle in his own way. 

Snarling hatred and defiance, he 
leaped nimbly aside, as Mowitch lunged 
at him, with low-held spear points. The 
next instant, the cougar shot in behind 
the buck's guard, and a down-sweeping 
forepaw, armed with kni fe-like claws, 
raked the deer's shoulder. The cougar 
had in reality struck at the buck's neck, 
hoping to lay open the great vein which 
ran close to the surface there ; but Mo
witch, being skillful in the art of war, 
had avoided the full force of the blow, 
although he could not escape it entirely. 
Even as he had vanquished the wolves, 
he pivoted on four feet and struck side
ways at the cougar as the latter went 
past him. But the cougar was too quick 
and wary to be caught by this trick, and 
Mowitch missed. Yet without giving 
the cougar an opportunity to get set 
again, Mowitch once more lunged at 
him, and again the great cat leaped 
aside. 

Wide eyed with terror, the doe 
watched them, probably too frightened 
to think of going to the aid of her 
champion, even though the odds of the 
battle thus far seemed to have gone 
against him. For that matter, Mowitch 
never noticed her, being concentrated 
fully on the · battle and determined to 
give the cougar no opportunity for an 
undue advantage. A third time he 
lunged at the devilish thing crouched 
there on the ground before him, and 
as he did so, the cougar suddenly 
changed his plan of attack. Instead of 
leaping aside, he sprang over the low
held antlers of the buck. 
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The purpose of this move was plain. 
Once let the cougar land on the deer's 
back and the battle would end quickly. 
Long ago the cougar had learned how 
to twist a deer's neck aside with one 
forepaw hooked around it, snapping its 
spine instantly. Failing this the cou
gar could rip ·open the buck's throat and 
then leap backward before the deer 
could retaliate. As the cougar cleared 
the wide rack of down-pointed antlers, 
it seemed that the doom of Mowitch 
was sealed. 

But as some heavenly power is said 
to preside over the destiny of those af
flicted with madness, as the Indians 
firmly believe, so it was now that chance 
came to the aid of the hard-pressed 
buck. As the cougar leaped, Mowitch 
involuntarily jerked back his head so 
that the cat, instead of landing on the 
buck's neck, struck on the upturned 
tines and hung there for an instant, 
screaming in agony and rage. 

With a mighty heave of his antlers, 
Mowitch disloged the cougar, and the 
latter landed grotesquely on the ground 
almost at the buck's feet. 

But even then the big cat was far 
from being dead, although sorely 
wounded. With a final effort he gath
ered his muscles and leaped aside to 
escape the forehoofs of the buck which 
came down with the suddenness and ra
pidity of twin trip hammers. Into a 
salal thicket the cougar crawled, with all 
fight gone out of it, and desiring now 
only to drag itself off to some secluded 
spot to die, or to nurse its wounds until 
it recovered. Thus vengeance was 
visited on the slayer of many deer
helpless does and innocent fawns. Even 
i f  it did not die, it would hereafter avoid 
all antlered bucks as it would death it
sel f. 

Yet Mowitch had not come off scathe
less. He was bleeding from half a 
dozen wounds where the sharp claws of 
the cougar had raked him, and he 
swayed weakly on his feet, although 

maintaining his fighting pose while wait
ing for his enemy, the cougar, to ap
pear again. 

But at last he became convinced that 
he was indeed the victor. He became 
aware, too, that the doe was standing 
there, regarding him with eyes in which 
there was wonder, as well as adoration. 
She trembled a little, as he moved closer 
and gravely touched noses with her ; 
almost she seemed afraid of him, there
by paying him homage, as befitted the 
victor in such a mighty battle as she 
had just witnessed. 

The fighting light had died in the 
eyes of Mowitch, and in its place was a 
softer expression. The fire of battle 
had gone out of him now, after his 
strenuous adventures of the night, and 
he craved water and food. Without an
other glance at the doe, he moved off 
through the woods that were now gray 
with dawn ; nor did he glance behind 
him, for he knew that she followed. On 
and on down the canyon they went, 
while the sky grew lighter, until they 
were revealed plainly. Yet Mowitch 
moved with security. No other enemies 
appeared. 

Suddenly, as he neared the big fir 
stump behind which Flagg was 
crouched, Mowitch paused, and blew a 
blast of alarm and defiance, the stiff 
hairs along his back rising warningly, 
while he shook his antlers. 

Flagg was there, but the other hunter 
had vanished. In the weak light of the 
new day, Flagg's head, as he li fted it 
from behind the stump when the 
strange hunter hove in sight, had looked 
remarkably like a portion of a deer hid
ing there. Quick as a flash, the 
stranger threw up his gun and fired. 
and Flagg heard the bullet spat into the 
wood beside him. Then, at Flagg's 
shrill yell of astonishment and rage, the 
strange hunter, who had suddenly gone 
pale as he realized that he had nearly 
killed a fellow hunter, turned and mad.e 
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his· way swiftly out of the canyon, pay
ing no attention to the imprecations 
Flagg hurled upon him. 

When he was gone, Flagg, disgusted 
with his failure to get a chance at Mo
witch, was minded to depart likewise. 
But intuition bade him stay and main
tain his vigil. And scarcely, it seemed, 
had the strange hunter disappeared, 
.vhen the giant mule-deer buck, leading 
the slender-le,ged doe, appeared at the 
head of the canyon and started silently 
down it. 

Breathlessly, Flagg waited while they 
came on. The hammer of his rifle was 
drawn back ; he could lift it  instantly 
and shoot, and Mowitch was well within 
range. Nevertheless, Flagg hesitated, 
as though he wanted the big deer which 
had been the most sought-after prize in 
the Cascades for years to get closer 
that he might study him before firing the 
shot that would end the buck's career. 
Closer and closer Mowitc]l and the doe 
came, and Flagg held his breath in the 
excitement o f  the moment. Then, as he 
lifted the rifle noiselessly, the buck saw 
him ; stopped, and whistled defiance. 

With the gold-beaded foresight rest
ing against the grayness of the buck's 
shoulder, Flagg's finger trembled on the 
trigger. For he saw something now 
which he had not observed before. 

The cruel claw marks of the cougar 
appeared red and livid, although they no 
longer bled profusely, for nature was 
quickly making Mowitch whole once 
more. Yet the sight o f  them fasci
nated Flagg. He saw, too, the mild-eyed 
doe standing there, her large ears 

pricked forward in curiosity, while her 
limpid brown eyes regarded him. 

Somehow, Flagg visioned what had 
happened. He knew now why Mowitch 
had remained away so long-this beau
tifully modeled doe for whom he had 
been searching so long was the reason. 
Flagg could not, of course, know that 
Mowitch had battled the cougar in order 
to save her ; but he did understand the 
habits of Mowitch and his kind well 
enough to know that there was some ex
traordinary reason why the buck had 
faced such a terrible adversary as the 
big cat, and had escaped with his own 
life. A monarch he was, but not until 
that moment did Flagg know that Mo
witch possessed a true fighting heart 
within his deep chest. 

Flagg, being something of a fighter in 
his own way, could appreciate that. 
Moreover, Mowitch was actually whis
tling defiance of him now ! 

Flagg put down his gun, telling him
sel f that the buck was wounded too 
badly about the head and neck to make 
a fit trophy now. But in his heart of  
bearts, he knew that that wasn't the rea
son at all. So he put down his gun, 
yet--

As Mowitch and his new-found mate 
moved off through the cool sweetness o f  
the dew-wet morning woods, the buck 
whistled again. Thrice during the night 
he had displayed his madness-and 
thrice had fate spared him. He was ig
noring his most resourceful enemy now, 
which was sheer madness. But the 
wood gods were with him, as the In
dians believe. 

A NEW USE FOR lOW A CORNSTALKS 
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_
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whtch the chemist s mag1c IS extractmg from the hitherto more or less wasted 
cornstalk. Samples of the fa:bric were recently exhibited by R. 0. Sweeney, 
chemist of Iowa State College. It is said by the same authority that cornstalks 
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mNE of the most valuable 
characteristics of the pio
neer is resourcefulness. 
Without it no difficulties 
are overcome, no situa
tions saved, no hardships 

made sufferable.  Thus the story of our 
West is in a large sense the story o f  
men who made much out o f  nothing, 
who took the rawest and poorest mate
rials and created wonder out of them
materials in the wild nature about them 
and materials in their own souls. This 
spirit is as much a determinant to-day 
as ever it was. Witness the case o f  
Raymond Lambert, of San Antonio, 
the man who introduced the urban park 
and the artificial landscape to the fron
tier towns. In the Southwestern States 
there is probably no name better known 
than his. 

Ray Lambert, to use the name by 
which thousands lrnow him, was born 
at Beverly, West Virginia, in 1870, in a 
log cabin. His mother, the daughter of 
a headstrong Irishman, had been forced 

to elope with the poor lad of her choice. 
The young couple had to begin at the 
bottom, and when a little son came to 
join some older sisters the parents were 
still desperately poor. While he was 
yet an infant, however, the family for
tunes were shifted to a farm "at Stan
wood, Iowa, where a homestead and 
forest claim had been assumed. Here 
l i fe was a little easier-free at least 
from the specter of starvation-but the 
children had to work about the farm 
from their earliest years and their new
found security soon broke under disas
ters. Ray Lambert's mother died when 
he was six, and not long afterward his 
father was crippled by a runaway acci-

' 
dent and permanently disabled by sun-
stroke. 

At the age at which most bGys start 
off to school, young Lambert sold news
papers and shined shoes on the streets 
of Cedar Rapids, Iowa, earning fifty 
cents a day on week days but as much 
as four or five dollars on Sundays, 
when the local swains had to have their 
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boots polished for their sabbatical gal
lantries, and many families paid five 
cents for the Sunday papers from Chi
cago. He lived, in these hard but illu
minating years, with an elder sister, 
who gave him all the care and training 
that ever came his way. A few years 
later he was apprenticed to a stonecut
ter, with whom he had to remain for 
two years in return for his keep, such 
as it was, and one dollar a week. He 
was o ften without shoes and sometimes 
without stockings, even in the cruel 
Iowa winters. His toes froze and his 
body shrank under the torment, but he 
stuck it out and became a stonecutter. 

When he was fifteen a one-horse 
traveling carnival troupe, consisting of  
a merry-go-round, a few doll racks and 
gambling layouts, a peepshow, and a 
lemonade concession came to town. 
The soft drink man picked Ray Lam
bert up and gave him a kind of part
nership. The lad was to do most of  
the work and get part of  the returns. 
It looked like Opportunity with a capi
tal 0, but it turned out to be something 
else. 

"We got the exclusive lemonade con
cession at the fair at Burlington," Lam
bert recounted the other day, "and 
things looked good. There was going 
to be a balloon ascension the next day, 
and a hundred thousand people from 
all over Iowa were expected. A young 
couple were to be married in the balloon 
and its flight was to be their honeymoon 
trip. 

"That night my partner and boss 
made me do a thing that might have 
been my ruin but turned out the other 
way. He sent me out to put soap into 
all the wells and water pumps on the 
fair grounds, so that the thirsty Iowa 
farmers would have to come and buy 
our lemonade. I did a good job on 
everything but the horses' drinking 
·trough. All the other water on the 
'grounds tasted like something no one 
•eould swallow. A farmer would take 

a long, thirsty gulp of the doctored 
water, spit it out in disgust and ex
claim : 'Gosha'mighty, there must be a 
dead cat in that well ! '  Before that day 
was done we were selling plain ice 
water at ten cents a glass. 

"With fifteen hundred dollars of dis
honest money in his suit case, that part
ner of mine checked us out that night 
for Galena. As he stood at the station 
window buying the tickets, he set the 
suit case on the floor beside him. When 
he turned and reached down for it, it 
was gone. 

"To my impressionable young mind 
it seemed like the voice of God himself, 
shaming me for what I had done and 
depriving my boss of his defrauded 
profits. I got an attack of conscience 
and told him that I was going to Chi
cago to make an honest living, and I 
went." 

In Chicago, Lambert finished his 
training for his trade and in 1888 he 
started out to see the country and make 
his way West. Working here and 
there for a few weeks or months at a 
time, he covered a great part of the 
Middle and Far West, eventually 
reaching San Diego. Here he was 
prospering at his trade, which was well 
paid, and in steady employment. But 
along came a gold rush. Some one had 
found ore in the Santa Clara Moun
tains, down in Mexico, and the news
papers of Lower California were 
full of  it. Our eighteen-year-old stone
cutter was persuaded to pool his capi
tal with that of  some others and set out 
for the gold. They bought three pack 
mules, a few tools, and a large con
signment of food, consisting mainly of  
bacon. Thus they went forth toward 
the aureous lode. 

By the time they had gone eighty 
miles over the mountain trails o f  
Lower California their shoes had been 
cut to ribbons and they left a trail of  
blood behind them as the cruel stones 
tore their feet. Torrents of rain fell 
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incessantly, so that for five days it was 
impossible to light a fire. The adven
turers live-d on raw bacon and won
dered what had ever induced them to 
leave San Diego. 

To make matters worse, the streams 
were swollen out of their banks, put
ting these inexperienced explorers in 
grave danger of their lives. They 
pushed on, however, and in attempting 
to cross a particularly violent freshet 
met with a strange adventure. Their 
best donkey got caught in an eddy and 
was swept under. A big blacksmith, 
who was one of Lambert's trio, leaped 
in a fter it, pulled it to the bank, laid it 
over a fallen log, and made Lambert 
act as bellows along its chest and belly 
while the husky pulled the brute's 
tongue forward. This first-aid treat
ment brought the beast back to l i fe, and 
so the travelers pushed on. But they 
found no gold and almost ate them
selves into scurvy on their soggy bacon. 
At the first farm that offered food 
Lambert ate twelve eggs, besides duck 
and goat meat. He recalls the fact with 
a sigh for such prodigious youth. 

After the gold fiasco, Lambert went 
back to stonecutting in Denver and 
Colorado Springs, where several im
portant buildings still show his handi
work. In 1892, however, he moved on 
to San Antonio, Texas, and went to 
work on the Bexar County courthouse, 
then being constructed. Again he saved 
a little money and looked about for a 
chance to get into business for himself. 
By conspiracy of circumstances, rather 
than any design, he bought out a 
saloon. Then and there his career be
gan, subsequent laws and morals to the 
contrary notwithstanding. 

Lambert was not the kind of a man 
that fancy generally associated with a 
frontier, sun-baked saloon. He was not 
a bad hombre n6\' much of a man with 
a six-shooter. Indeed, he was a fat, 
rolling, slow-and-easy sort of man, an 
excellent target for the fist or the gun, 

and too portly to be much on the offen
sive. But Lambert had other qualities. 
He had a wide and healthy grin, a bub
bling and inexhaustible good-nature, 
and a frankness and simplicity that dis
armed everybody. Men came in to him 
with fire in their eyes and went out cool 
and smiling. He knew how to stop 
fights without fighting and he had, after 
the bad boys of the frontier got to 
know him, the kind o f  authority over 
them that wild men always yield to a 
leader whose brain works faster than 
theirs and yet in their own grooves. 

The soul of this man grew in this 
grotesque setting. He sat there, on one 
of the outlying beaches o f  history, 
watching the ebb of one civilization 
turn into the first flow of another. All 
about him stood still the mementos of 
faded Spanish grandeur. Here were 
the old plazas built by dons from the 
Canary Islands, great squares walled in 
by low houses o f  adobe and white plas
ter, and at one end faced with some 
exquisite piece of primitive cathedral 
making-loveliness wrought out of the 
mud. These were the places that 
Crockett and Travis and Bonham had 
dallied in for that short interval before 
the Alamo. 

Decrepitude had fallen on all this. 
The ambitious church was crumbling 
and melting into its original dust. 

The old plazas had become Hell's 
Half Acres, bordered with low the
aters, bordellos, and saloons. Here was 
the "Fatal Corner," the scene o f  more 
gun fights than ever broke the halcyon 
peace of Deadwood or Dodge City. 
The old Jack Harris place was there, 
where the deadly King Fisher went 
down at last under a volley of shots. 
And there were the Bella Union, the 
Gray Mule, the White Elephant, and 
sundry other bars whose story is part 
of the history of the Wildest West. 

This was the cowboy's playground. 
Here he came with his pay, to paint 
the town red and shoot it up if need be. 
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Here, the cowmen did their circus 
stunts from the backs of their bronchos 
and mustangs, and here the crack rid
ers among them made a business of 
breaking wild horses in the public 
squares at fifty cents a head. These 
were the innocent amusements of the 
boys from the range and the ranches. 
When they cot u�ly, blood was thin 
and l ife cheap. 

Throufh all this turbulence the ma
son from the East and North made his 
smiling way without bloodshed or gun
fire. He had rules of conduct for his 
place, and few had to be told twice to 
<lbey them. There were individuals 
who were not welcome in Lambert's 
bar and they didn't pay it any return 
calls. The man understood cowboy 
nature and human nature. He ·got 
aloRg without broils and he steadily ac
cumulated friends, gained ascendancy 
over humble men, and grew in reputa
tion and influence. Before he knew it, 
he was in politics. Like a good many 
other and not-always-desirable saloon 
men in the old days, he found himself 
the leader of a ward, a man o ften 
capable o f  swinging a city election to 
one side or the other, a person to be 
reckoned with in choosing candidates 
and making issues. After a time, along 
came a candidate for the mayoralty who 
most decidedly needed help and went 
to Lambert for it. There were ties be
tween them, and the smiling barkeeper 
promised to do what he could. His 
candidate was elected and presently he 
was asked to the city hall and told that 
he might have any reward within the 
mayeral gift. 

"I want to be park commissioner !" 
said Lambert. 

"Park commissioner ?" asked the as
tonished official. 

" 'Park commissioner,' is what I 
saie." 

And that was what the man of the 
white apron and the genial smile be
came. 

It was all very funny to many good 
citizens. The office of park commis
sioner in San Antonio was a comic
opera job anyhow, but with a rotund 
saloon keeper filling it-- A most 
excellent joke. 

Mr. Raymond Lambert, stonecutter 
and vender of potables, had something 
to show the fotks, however. In his 
days with the mallet and chisel he had 
dreamed of being a sculptor. And 
through those years in his barroom he 
had seen the 'fertile past, with all its 
color, under the dust and turmoil o f  
those shaken plazas. There was artist 
hidden in the boniface and creator lurk
ing in the politician. Half aware of  
it  himself, he had carried a dream o f  
beauty through the commonplaces o f  
his necessitous life. He began to ex
press it now, in the face of  almost 
grotesque difficulties and limitations. 
And that is how formal gardening, 
beautiful parks, and prize-winning 
landscape work came to the cow coun
try. 

In 1889 the city of San Antonio had 
been deeded some river-bottom land, 
with the proviso that it  should be made 
into a public park. The officials and 
citizens of San Antonio began at once 
to meet the conditions of the gift by 
using the land as a dumping ground, 
until it became a vast garbage heap, 
foul and fetid. It had been called 
B rackenridge Park, after the banking 
donor, and never did a worse insult 
repay generosity. The people called it  
something else, in their own inherently 
poetic way-The City of Everlasting 
Fire. This name arose, probably i n  
the minds of  Mexican squatters, from 
the fact that the city's refuse was 
burned there, being constantly refueled 
from the trash carts and kept glowing 
year in and year out to make sterile as 
much of the city's; waste as would 
burn. The squatters from below the 
Rio Grande del Nord believed that this 
was to be an eternal process. 
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Brackenridge Park also offered the 

Mexican squatters some more substan
tial advantages. They erected their 
miserable jacals on the fringe of the 
burning heap, and filched from the 
flames discarded articles of  all kinds. 
With j unk of every conceivable sort 
they supported themselves. Perhaps 
no great maritime city with its cavern
ous slums ever had a more abject sec
tion than this City of Fires. 

Some citizens protested and de
manded that the land be improved and 
beautified. When the outcry got too 
vocal, the city fathers turned wearily 
to the project and summoned a land
scape expert and park designer from 
the East. One after another, these 
gentlemen either disdained the job as 
impossible or made estimates of cost 
that sent shudders down the local 
spines. If it was going to take millions 
of dollars to get rid of a useful garbage 
dump and put into its place one of  
those effete Eastern parks, out of  which 
no one would ever make a dime, then 
that was the end of it. 

The amiable Park Commissioner 
Lambert turned his attention to the 
subject the day he assumed office. He 
let it be known that he was going to 
improve Brackenridge Park according 
to his own lights and plans, with no 
great cost to the payers of rates and 
taxes. He was greeted, as he may well 
have anticipated, with discreet smiles, 
stares of  amazement, and shrugs of 
contempt. Hadn't those experts all 
said it couldn't be done without ex
pending millions that the city would 
never vote for such unpractical pur
poses ? 

Just here the pioneering resourceful
ness of Lambert came into play. He 
found a way to create beauty out of  
detestible ugliness and fine works out 
of  absurd materials. He was presently 
observed out on the garbage dump, toil
ing with a swarm of Mexican navvies. 
Just what he was doing was a little 

mysterious at first, but time brought a 
revelation. There was an abandoned 
qaarry near the dump on the park 
land. Here were quantities of stone, 
from the size of gravel and rubble to 
the dimensions of sizable boulders. 
When all this loose stone had been 
hauled out and the interior of the old 
quarry cleared of brush and litter, there 
was found a large, circular amphithe
ater, walled on one side by a high 
bluff. At the lower end he began to 
construct a queer-looking building of 
the refuse stone, something between a 
mastodon's kennel and a powder house. 
But when it was finished and capped 
with a thatched roof of beautiful palm 
leaves the natives gasped a little to find 
themselves looking at an unusually at
tractive Japanese tea house. Their 
surprise yielded to more laughter, how
ever, for what was this worth, in that 
wilderness of garbage and swampy bot
tom land ? 

Lambert went ahead and created an 
artificial lake in the bowl of the old 
quarry. When it was filled with placid 
water, stirred by a slow current from 
the river, he imported a Japanese gar
dener from Cali fornia who knew how 
to grow lilies. The edges of  the lake 
and all the borders of a stream that 
meandered from it through the rest of  
the park were soon crowded with the 
beautiful lotus blossoms of the lilies. 
Gardens, stone bridges, flower beds, a 
little Japanese villa, and other things 
began to appear. The great fire on the 
dump was extinguished and the refuse 
removed. The ground about the beau
tiful ancient trees was cleared, some 
walks were laid out and the river bank 
improved. Yet the only special outlay 
charged to the city so far had been for 
wire with which the palm leaves were 
made fast in thatching the roofs ! The 
labor used came out of  the regular ap
propriations of the park and street de
partments. 

The city became aware of the park 
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but it was still not possible to get any 
money appropriated for it;; further im
provement. Lambert was not discour
aged, for it was a revolutionary thing 
to build parks in the great center of the 
Texas cow country. Men who had 
made their stakes out of longhorns and 
whitefaces would naturally look upon 
art with a j aundiced eye. He went 
back to work with such materials as 
cost nothing. The city garbage men 
were instructed to collect the discarded 
palm leaves and all the largest tin cans 
that were gathered with the refuse of 
the town. Before long there arose a 
long, low, stone hacienda, flanking a 
pleasant slope and broidered with pic
turesque cacti and overhung with cen
tury plants. The walls and supports 
of these Spanish-style buildings were 
wrought of the stone taken from the 
old quarry. The roof Lambert had 
sealed with the tin from the gathered 
cans, properly painted and pitched. 
Over this he had laid his thatch of the 
cast-off palm leaves. In the low quar
ters behind the hacienda, Lambert in
stalled a family of Mexican caretakers, 
who were glad to get the place rent 
free. They were !!oon making tortillQ;S 
and tamales for the consumption of the 
townspeople who began to swarm to the 
place, and pottery for the tourists. 

At one end of the park there was still 
a great ugly field of bare rock that 
seemed hopeless. What would this re
sourceful man do with that ? He an
swered by converting it into a zoo. 
Now, it is certain that Ray Lambert 
had never visited Hamburg and seen 
the marvelous natural environment 
created by Hagenbeck for his animals. 
I f  he knew anything of the Berlin ani
mal gardens, or even of the bear dens 
in New York's B ronx zoo, it was by 
reading and indirection. He · simply 
used his imagination. Dens for the 
l ions and tigers were hollowed out of 
that great rock ledge, private citizens 
were persuaded to buy animals to fill 

them, and presently the great cow town 
had a zoological park to compare with 
the famous ones, with all the animals 
kept in nearly natural surroundings, 
with trees and rocks and natural dens 
to be happy in. 

By this time San Antonio and a good 
many other near-by cities were rub
bing their eyes. Brackenridge Park 
was voted third among beauti ful parks 
in a national competition, and this be
fore it was complete. Local politicians 
realized that the park idea had caught 
on with the people, and money was now 
forthcoming. So Lambert had done 
his job. He had made various other 
parks and breathing spaces for his 
home city. Their total area is now 
more than nine hundred and fi fteen 
acres. He had built three swimming 
pools for the children of the city, all o f  
them so constructed that the San An
tonio River flows through them with 
fresh water. 

Not long ago, Lambert showed the 
city once more what resourcefulness 
will do. San Antonio needed lamp 
posts to beautify its streets and drives. 
The cheapest ones cost thirty-four dol
lars and were of rather poor design. 
Lambert collected tin cans again, melted 
them down, cast from them a mold o f  
his own designing and poured concrete 
into it, using a metal base of tin-can 
meltings in the middle. As a result, 
the town has all the handsome posts i t  
wants a t  seven dollars apiece. Such 
works and ways naturally struck many 
communities besides his own with won
der and an emulative spirit, with the 
result that Ray Lambert was soon both 
famous and in demand. Chambers o f  
commerce, city-planning commissions, 
park planners, and others from all parts 
of the West and Southwest sent for 
him and listened reverently to his com
mon-sense ideas and his truly original 
plans and suggestions. As the result 
o f  his teaching, hundreds of parks 
have been built, hundreds of beautiful 



WESTERN PIONEERS OF TO-DAY 107 

streets laid out, and numberless im
provements made in scores of cities and 
towns that would, without his demon
stration of economical methods, have 
remained for another generation as raw 
and homely as their pasts. 

Lambert, naturally, has been offered 
a number of good jobs, where he might 
turn his talent into money, but he has 
ref used them all. Neither does he take 
any fees from the cities and towns he 
helps from time to time. And, best of 
all, he refuses to lecture and give talks 
to public assemblages. He is no propa
gandist, no publicity-seeker, no self-ad
vertiser. Whatever fame has come his 
way-and no name is better known in 
three or four of  the biggest States o f  
the nation than his-has been spon
taneous. He continues, a fat, jolly, 
Falstaffian figure, doing his work and 
solving ideas, without much concern 
about opinions or celebrity. Men meet 
him and come under his peculiar spell. 
Artists now go to San Antonio from 
many parts of the country and use his 
Brackenridge Park vistas for their 
background. Hugo Pohl, a painter o f  
considerable distinction, has put u p  his 
studio in the park with Lambert's per
mission, and paints there, opposite the 
zoo, in all seasons. Eastern cities have 
sent experts to consult with this self-

taught genius and get his ideas. H e  
grins and chats with them and tells 
them how he did things and what he has 
in his mind, but he knows he is not an 
expert and he hates any pose or preten
sion. His work is instinctive as is his 
taste. Both were natural and sound, 
so he makes few mistakes. 

One of the latest projects of this out
door decorator and man of practical 
ideas has been to clean up the city's 
waste land and outskirt property by 
planting them and putting them to work. 
There are flower beds and recreation 
grounds aplenty, but most of this land 
has lately been seeded to grow forage 
and vegetable crops. With the yield of 
this ground, which is vastly improved in 
sightliness by its cultivation, Lambert 
feeds the ruminants and other grass 
eaters in his zoo and the horses and 
mules that do the heavy hauling of the 
city park and street departments. He 
has been signally successful in every 
direction o f  his work. 

At fifty-seven the one-time bar mas
ter shows no signs of weakening and 
manages to handle an ever-increasing 
number of demands, letters, requests, 
and responsibilities. If his fame is 
working him too hard it is his own 
fault. Men who love indolence must 
not dream over their beer. 

WITH BOW AND ARROW 

A RMED only with bows and arrows, a party of hunters started not long ago 
on a moose hunt in the forests of New Brunswick. The appearance of the 

hunters as they set out to stalk big game with the primitive weapons of  the 
Indians was very picturesque, and that they carried stout hearts beneath their 
brave array is a foregone conclusion. But though they feared not moose they 
feared possible ridicule and refused to divulge their identity. The guide, W. 
Harry Allen of Penniac, reports that only if they are successful will they make 
announcement of  their deeds. It is to be hoped that success will crewn their 
efforts, for the bow and arrow remain the most picturesque and graceful of 
weapons, and somehow convey no sinister significance of  their real purpose. 
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Flapjack and Sirup 
1')' Frank Richardson Pierce 

Author of "Saddles and Brida.ls," etc. 

m 
WANT to meet up with 
this camp's leading citi
zen ; one that's got the 
good of the camp at 
heart ; one that likes to 
see his feller men enjoy 

themselves ; one that ain't against mak
ing a little money for the crippled kids, 
wounded soldiers or--" 

" Homeless miners ?" suggested one 
of the two men who chanced to be 
within earshot of the new arrival. 

"Yeah, homeless miners if you've got 
any ! Now, who's the leading citizen 
of this camp ?" 

"You've described ' Flapjack' Meehan 
fair to middlin' well," the other said. 
"He's Cold Deck's leading citizen ; has 
the good of the camp at heart ; has a 
likin' for men enj oyin' theirselves, and 
is always ready to dip into his pocket 
to help some down-and-out proposition. 
But listen, brother, i f  your proposition 
ain't on the level and holeproof don't 
waste your time-Flapj ack's forgot an 
awful lot about the tricks wise hombres 
try to slip. over on gold camps, but he 

still remembers a few. What might 
your name be ?" 

"Oh, it might be Eddie Foy or Steve 
Brodie, but it happens to be 'Vag' Blu
cher. I'm-well, never mind what I 
am, before night you'll know all about 
me. Where does this 'Hotcake' Mee
han hang out ?" 

"Name's Flapjack Meehan, and his 
place of  business is at the New Deal 
Cafe !"  The speaker watched Blucher 
out of sight, then turned to his com· 
panion. "Important cuss, eh ?" 

"Yeah, but it's all in his own head. 
I know them kind of jaspers. They're 
the kind that claim they know women 
or they got .it straight that the last 
heavyweight championship battle was 
framed. Looks like Cold Deck was in 
for some fun. He's some kind of a 
drummer." 

"Then he must be peddlin' horse lini
ment or soothin' sirup for cows ; look 
at the rig he's got on !" 

Vag Blucher wore a two-gallon hat, 
beautifully decorated ; high-heeled 
boots, and a gaudy shirt. A man in 



FLAPJACK AND SIR UP 109 

such an outfit is certainly not on an 
Alaskan gold stampede. Vag was 
slightly bow-legged, and his cowboy at
mosphere was aided on occasion by a 
notched .44 and his trick of rolling 
cigarettes with one hand. He seldom 
mentioned the notches on his gun, leav
ing those who noted them to draw their 
own conclusions. There were two o f  
them, made, n o  doubt, many years ago. 
Vag's face was florid and his mid-sec
tion was that of a man who ate regu
larly. 

"Dad" Simms was the fi,rst to ob
serve him as he entered the New Deal 
Cafe. Blucher winked at the waitress 
as if to say, "Me for you, sister !"  The 
girl froze him with a glance. "Want 
Hotcake Meehan," he announced. 

"If  you mean Flapjack Meehan," 
Dad said tartly, "he's in-in--" To 
himself he growled, "What in tarnation 
is that word the office boy told me 
when I wanted to see that man in 
Seattle ?" Then it flashed on him. 
"He's in conference !"  

"Boy, tell him I'll wait," Vag said 
patronizingly, with a glance at Dad's 
white hair. 

Dad stamped angrily across the room 
to Flapjack's office. He found the tall 
sour dough swapping yarns with Peter 
Dow, who had just happened in on his 
way Outside. " Fresh dude outside," 
Dad snapped, "wants to see yuh !" 

"What does he look like ?" Flapjack 
inquired. 

"Kind of a cross between a reformed 
cattle rustler and a Mexican hairless 
dog !" From which Flapjack deducted 
that Dad was smarting under some real 
or fancied insult. As a rule, Dad 
Simms was the most genial soul in the 
world. He believed in live and let live. 

"You must be wrong, Dad," Flap
j ack answered, "no cattle rustler ever 
reformed ! "  

"Then this cuss got chased o ff  the 
range and went into the medicine-show 
business, He's got more nerve than a 

government mule, Flapjack. You'd 
better hide your watch before you let 
him in," said Dad and stalked out ami 
shot a hard look at Vag Blucher. "He's 
still in conference-he'll be through 
after a while." 

"Thanks, son !" answered Vag. 
Dad walked over and found the cat 

in his chair. Usually, he picked the 
cat up and held it in his lap, brushing 
its fur the wrong way and listenin� to 
it purr. Now he dumped the amazed 
cat out. "Get the heck out of here," 
he roared, "always around under
foot!" 

"So you stand instead of sit in the 
chair," observed Vag. 

Dad got the point. He bit off a chunk 
of tobacco twice the normal size and 
chewed with vigor. Blucher retreated 
toward Flapjack's office. At that mo
ment Peter Dow came out. "Just a 
minute," Flapjack said, addressing 
Vag, "I'l l  talk to you." Slippin� 
through the opposite door, Flapjack 
called "Tubby" Willows, his partner, 
who did the thinking for the pair. 
"Come in here, Tubby, a party is call
ing on me, but I want you to size him 
up. He started in by getting Dad so 
riled up he kicked the cat. We may 
have to take this cuss' measure." 

"Just as well to have a witness," 
Tubby agreed, "never can tell what a 
man like that has up his sleeve." 

A few minutes later Flapjack mo
tioned M r. Vag Blucher to enter. 
' 'I'm a cow-puncher and proud of it," 
Mr. Blucher announced. While wait
ing for this to sink in, he produced' 
tobacco and papers and proceeded to 
roll a cigarette with one hand. 

Flapjack winked at Tubby and then 
borrowed paper and tobacco from M r. 
Blucher. Thereupon he proceeded to 
make himself a cigarette with one bani. 
"What have you got on your mind ?" 
Flapjack inquired. 

"As I said, I'm a cow-puncher ana 
proud of it. You might say I was a I 
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cow-puncher, but I'm still sort o f  work
ing at it. I've got the Blucher Rodeo. 
I'm the first man with nerve enough 
to bring a complete rodeo to Alaska. 
In my outfit I have some of the wildest 
steers that ever roamed the Western 
ranges ; a buffalo that no human mor
tal, bar one, can ride. I searched the 
cattle and horse ranges and gathered 
together under my management some o f  
the worst bucking horses. Some o f  
them are killers, Mr. Hotcake--" 

"Flapjack," Tubby corrected, "Flap
jack Meehan !" 

"And I have--" 
"Now, just a minute-er-M r. 

Mooche r ! "  
"Blucher, sir," Vag corrected. 
"My mistake, M r. Blucher. As I was 

saying, j ust what have you got ? The 
speech you've been making to us 
sounds like the one you peddle to your 
crowds." 

"Well, Hotcake--" 
"Yes, Moocher !" 
"Blucher, sir ! "  
"Flapjack, sir !" 
"Ah, yes. In addition to outlaw 

horses, man-eating steers, and a blood
sweating buffalo, I have gathered to
gether the finest human talent playing 
the rodeos to-day. There is, for ex
ample, 'Chuck' Foster, who can ride 
anything with hai r on it. Nor do I 
except the buffalo. With Chuck is 
'Duke' MacDougal, who can rope any
thing that moves and has head or horns. 
Besides this sweet pair I have Ray 
DeLay, who can bulldog anything with 
horns. And I mysel f am the cham
pionship pistol shot of the world." 

"Championship is good," whispered 
Tubby. 

" I f  I do say it mysel f," Mr. Blucher 
resumed, "I can hit anything that is 
visible to the naked eye." 

"Say," Tubby ventured, "if this lay
out is so good why ain't you at the 
Pendleton Round-up, or down at El
lensburg or Sumas ?" 

"Barred ! Absolutely barred," Mr. 
Blucher admitted, "we're too good for 
them." 

"I see," Flapjack muttered dryly, 
"their loss is our gain, so to speak." 

"Exactly !" 
"Now, j ust where do we come in on 

this ?" 
"Mr. Hotcake-ah, excuse me, Mr. 

Griddlecake !" 
"Try again," Tubby suggested. 
"Mr. Slapjack !" 
"Let it ride," Flapjack said. "What's 

your proposition." 
"We come into a town, receive a 

guarantee from a few o f  the public
spirited citizens, put on our show, and 
split the profits with some worthy char
ity." 

"Receive a guarantee," said Tubby 
pointedly. "It looks as if here was the 
catch !" 

Mr. Blucher did not even deign to 
flush. "Exactly," he admitted, "that 
is the catch i f  catch there is. If we 
are guaranteed a reasonable fee, there 
is no hitch to the program. We put on 
a great show and naturally, if local men 
are behind it, the public gets behind it. " 

"The public," said Tubby quietly, 
"gets behind anything that gives it its 
money's worth. Let's see what sort o f  
a contract you have. Cold Deck hasn't 
had any excitement in an age, and the 
boys will get behind your show. We 
can use the ball park and charge five 
dollars a head. That may sound high, 
but they'll pay it knowing the extra 
money is going to some charity. We'll 
turn it over to a fund here in Cold 
Deck that helps sick miners over the 
rough spots. A lot of the boys now in 
the money have benefited by that fund 
some time or oth er-they'll come ! "  

"And the guarantee ?" Vag queried. 
"You have my word," Flapjack an

swered, "that if you bring your rodeo 
down to Cold Deck and put on a first
class show you'll make expenses. I f  
you don't, then I'll fork over enough 
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dust to make good. I know Cold Deck ; 
it'll come through, but you've got to 
deliver the goods." 

Mr. Blucher's manner indicated that 
he was all through, as he got to his feet. 
"I hardly think it will be worth while 
to bring the rodeo to Cold Deck unless 
we are assured a financial guarantee. 
I 'm sorry, gentlemen ! "  

"Suit yourself," Flapjack answered, 
"I've offered to kick in enough so you'll 
break even, but we're not going to hand 
you a gift. Any giving that we do will 
be right here at home. I'm sorry, too, 
because I'm sure if you're as good as 
you say you are the first performance 
would break even and the second per
formance would jam the ball park. 
S 'long, M r. Blucher. " 

"S 'long, Hotcake ! No hard feel
ings !" 

"None in the world." 
A fter the visitor was gone, Tubby 

chuckled. "He figures you'll send for 
him." 

"Well, I won't. He's got to come 
through Cold Deck to get out of the 
country with his show. He'll accept. 
What do you think ?" 

"Sure, he will ," Tubby agreed. "I 
figure it's a few cheap cusses that have 
got together and are playing the North 
for suckers. They're not good enough 
for the regular rodeos so they've come 
up here. Maybe I 'm wrong, and I hope 
so, because this camp is spoiling to see 
something different, but Blucher acts 
like a sure-thing man. Suppose he 
thinks a cowboy is a queer sight in 
Alaska. Why, dog-gone it, most o f  
the real old-timers were on the range 
before they headed North !" 

As for Vag Blucher, he faded from 
the scene in a sad state of mind. 
Three days later, when Chuck Foster, 
who could· ride anything with hair on, 
appeared, Blucher's frame of mind was 
no better. "Somebody must've sent 
'em word about us, Chuck," he com
plained, "I can't get 'em to promise 

more than expenses. Flapjack Mee
han, or is it Hotcake ? Anyway, he 
says if we bring the show here he'll 
make up any loss." 

"That means we'll look over the 
crowd and then use our own j udgment 
on how much of a show we give 'em." 

"What's hurting me the most," Blu
cher complained, "is that this camp is 
one of the richest in Alaska, and I can't 
see any way of separating them from 
their money." 

"There's only one thing, and that's 
to accept Meehan's proposition," Fos
ter said, "and then our sure-thing boys 
will find ways of taking the honest 
miners if we can't." 

"And shall we split the profits fifty
fi fty with the Sick Miners' Fund, or 
whatever they call it ?" 

"Sure, that's the only way we can 
get any profits ourselves," Chuck an
swered. 

When Vag Blucher complained that 
some one had arrived ahead of him 
and given the camp the low-down on 
his show he was mistaken. Cold Deck 
knew nothing of the rodeo and when it 
heard it was coming the camp was 
hopeful. However, news of crooked 
deals always get around, and when the 
rodeo people and animals arrived two 
old-timers were on the same steamer. 
Winter was ahead, and they planned to 
hang around Cold Deck. "Sure," they 
said in answer to questions, "we saw 
the show !" 

"How'd you like it ?" 
The first pinched his nose with his 

fingers and walked away. "Rotten," he 
said as he went. 

"They're more interested in gettin' 
money than anything else," said the sec
ond. "Understand they got a guarantee 
out of the Big Nugget people, and some 
o f  the boys like 'Poke' Tupper and 
'Hardrock' Shipley had to dig into 
their pokes. They wouldn't have 
minded only the rodeo was rotten. It's 
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kinda noised about that they'll play 
Alaska until snow flies, then hit for the 
States I" 

"What do they plan to do with their 
cattle and horses ? It'll cost money to 
ship them back I"  Tubby Willows had 
CGme up at that moment. 

"That's what us old-timers don't 
like," the other said, "they're going to 
sell the steers for beef after having 
sport with 'em all the summer and fall. 
There's no market for horses, so 
they're going ta shoot the horses and 
ship back j ust the saddles and like o '  
that ! You see it's money-just money 
with 'em." 

"Flapjack," said Tubby, "this calls 
for action. We'll give 'em a chance to 
play square. But i f  they don't, you'd 
better take 'em in hand." 

"I figure to give 'em action if I can," 
Flapjack answered. 

But just what his course would be 
the tall citizen of Cold Deck did not 
know. And failing to see any logical 
course o f  action, he waited to watch 
the other fellow's game. Beating the 
other fellow's game is the most satis fy
ing method of beating the other fellow-. 
Incidentally, it stands the least chance 
of success. Flapjack was prepared to 
take a beating if  need be to give Cold 
Deck's citizens a little fun. 

Most o f  Cold Deck was on hand to 
watch the landing of the wild horses 
and man-killing steers. With ropes, 
they were handled easily enough, so 
easily in fact that some of the old range 
men had their doubts. The buffalo had 
a rather bad eye, Dad Simms decided. 
He had hunted buffalo with Buffalo 
Bill and thought he knew a thing or 
two about them. 

Willing hands helped the rodeo men 
to take their charges to the ball park, 
wnere hay, Alaska-cured hay, had 
been provided. The horses, turned 
loose, soon gave indications -of  pep. 
The f� ' l  air wai crisp and bracing. The 
men around camp took hope. "Maybe 

we'll see some action," one of them ob
served. 

"You'll see action," Dad Simms pre
dicted. "Flapj ack's working (m things 
and I 'm helpin' him out a little on ac
count o f  Vag Blucher calling me a boy. 
I'm kir1da hopin' they'll start some
thing." 

But that was the difficulty-they 
started very little. The crowd did not 
measure up to their expectations the 
first day. Vag was selling tickets and 
Flapjack taking them up, thus they 
were able t"O keep tab on each other. 
Presently the hour arrived. The grand 
stand was hal f full ; there was no one 
on the bleachers. "See what they've 
got and if they've got anything we'll 
pack the park," was the trend of feel
ing. 

A half hour passed and nothing hap
pened except the appearance of twenty
five Siwashes recruited about the camp 
and decked out in the feathers and paint 
of Yakima Indians. They looked fool
ish and not at all noble. It is difficult 
for a Siwash to look noble at best. 

"Well, trot out your man-eating 
steers and outlaw nags," yelled a miner 
vociferously. 

And nothing happened ! 
"Tubby, their riders aren't going to 

bust, bull-dog, or even parade. There's 
no money in sight. The fools haven't 
got sense enough to know that the camp 
is waiting to see what they can do. I 
told 'em--" 

Flapjack's comments were drowned 
by an angry demand for some one to 
do something. Presently a cow-puncher 
appeared and mounted an outlaw which 
bucked viciously for about six bucks, 
then the puncher fell. He forced a 
fool ish grin and limped away. The 
miners who knew nothing of the range 
laughed. To them it had looked real, 
but the range men knew better. It was 
not cleverly enough done for that. 

"H ey," bellowed a tough citizen, 
"Blucher, chase them drugstore cow- W1 
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boys off this range and bring on the 
real thing !" 

"Keep it up," Blucher whispered, "if 
we can get these birds mad enough we 
may get some bets put Ul'. Then we'll 
show our stuff !" 

From one o f  the inclosures came a 
steer. He was snorting and doing the 
usual stuff a steer is supposed to do 
until he hears the gun and knows his 
act is over. Galloping furiously came 
Ray DeLay. He launched himself at 
the steer's horns and missed. As he 
picked himself up, a miner shouted, 
"Hey, Ray ! What delayed yuh ?" 

Now, it  happened that DeLay was 
the one man in the lot who believed in 
giving his customers, whether one or 
ten thousand, a square deal. He had 
made a real try and missed ; not only 
that but the fall had hurt. 

"That'll stir Ray up," Blucher ex
claimed, "and there may be a fight. 
He's mad clean through." 

"Who said that ?" DeLay demanded. 
"We all do !" yelled another voice. 
"Listen, you j aspers," bellowed De-

Lay, "did yuh ever try bull-doggin' a 
stee r ?  No, of course you ain't ! Then 
don't make any cracks at a man that's 
got nerve enough to try it." 

"We've got men," retorted the voice, 
"that can do anything you chechahcos 
can do-and do it bette�" 

Two minutes later Blucher pulled 
DeLay down from the fence. He had 
purposely let the man's fighting dispo
sition respond to the crowd's j eers. 
DeLay was ready to take on any or all 
of them, while several in turn, realiz
ing that the rodeo was a fake, were 
ready to work on him as a human sym
bol of the entire outfit. "Now, Ray," 
Blucher said in a soothing tone, "cool 
off I Don't pay any attention to those 
four-flushers."  Blucher purposely 
lifted his voice. Several took the bait. 

"Four-flushers ? Saaaay !" 
When the storm died down, Blucher 

lifted his hand. "The work these boys 

do appears simple enough when you 
are sitting safe in the grand stand, but 
j ust try it once. If there's a man 
among you who thinks he knows this 
game let him step out. We'll ride, rope, 
bulldog, or what have you ? And if we 
can't do it better than you can, we'll 
quit ! We'll return your money to 
boot !" 

"Flapjack I" Dad Simms spoke 
hoarsely. He was excited. "Now's 
your chance I He's left hisself wide 
open. Hit him where he lives-right 
in the stummick !" 

"It's what I 've been expecting," 
Flapjack answered, "I see his game 
plain enough now. Well, Cold Deck 
is going to set in on it." Flapjack stood 
up. "Blucher," he called, "we don't 
think much of your show, and we've 
said so. You've made us a proposition. 
Now, I 'll  make one. I'll make one 
that'll pack this old ball park till she 
bulges. We'll have a regular rodeo. 
There'll be teams from Cold Deck and 
teams from your boys. We'll compete 
on points. Say, the best bucker wins 
fifty points for his side ; the best bull
dogger, the best shot, the best roper 
each fifty. The side that gets the most 
points will take all the gate receipts. 
You claim to have the best bull-dogger, 
the best rider, the best roper in the 
world. Well, we claim we can find 
men among the miners that with a 
week's practice will be as good ! You 
claim to be able to shoot anything 
visible to the naked eye. As a sort o f  
side show, you and I 'll settle the pistol 
championship of the world right here 
in Cold Deck. And here are the rules. 
We stand twenty-five paces apart, fac
ing each other. Each man has a quart 
can of maple sirup on his head. The 
man that puts a hole in the middle of 
the can wins I" 

"And supposing you should miss the 
can and hit me in the head ?" Blucher 
inquired. 

"Then we would both lose," Flapjack 
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answered. "You'd be killed, naturally, 
and so would I, because your second, 
accol'ding to the rules of this particular 
contest, would have me covered, and the 
instant you fell he'd shoot me." Flap
jack paused. "And, naturally, my sec
ond, who will be Tubby Willows, will 
have you covered in case you hit me !" 
Flapjack beamed. "And the winner 
adds one hundred points to his side. 
This will be the final contest of the 
day." Flapjack grew just the least bit 
hard. "Are you on, or are you just a 
four-flusher ?" 

"We're on," Blucher answered. 
"We'll show you what dead-game sports 
we are. W e'II not only contest for the 
gate receipts, but we'll put up every 
cent we've got, including the show it
self, against what Cold Deck can dig 
up !" 

"Just a minute," Flapjack answered, 
"there's no time like the present. W e'Il 
draw up the papers and sign 'em right 
now !" 

An hour later Vag Blucher called his 
men about him. "We're playing for 
real stakes now," he said. "Chuck 
Foster, I 've said you can ride anything 
with hair on-now prove it ! You've 
got to ! Duke MacDougal, you've got, 
to prove you're the best roper in the 
world. And you, Ray DeLay, have got 
to bulldog as you've never bulldogged 
before. That gate will be worth twenty 
thousand dollars. Besides that, Cold 
Deck is putting up ten thousand dol
lars against our show as a side bet !" 

"Don't worry, chief," MacDougal 
answered, "you got 'em mad and they 
lost their heads ! Right now I 'll bet 
them sour doughs are kicking their
selves for going into this thing so 
strong." 

But MacDougal was wrong. "Them 
sour doughs" were already checking up 
and finding some very satisfactory tal
ent. Only Tubby Willows was wor
ried. "Listen, Flapjack," he said, 
"you're a fool to shoot it out with Blu-

cher ! Suppose he misses the can and 
hits your head ?" 

"Then you'll shoot him !" 
"You're darned right, I 'll shoot him, 

but what good will that do you ?" 
Tubby demanded. 

"Why," answered Flapjack cheer
fully, " I 'll have his company to the 
Pearly Gates !" 

About four thousand people packed 
Cold Deck's ball park on the great day. 
Word had spread rapidly and men 
came from miles around to see what 
was sure to be a finish fight. If there 
were buckers and bulldoggers in the 
group they were certain to do their 
best. A twenty-thousand-dollar gate 
was a rather sweet prize, and nothing 
had been said of charity. Cold Deck 
was also betting ten thousand dollars 
against the rodeo. Thus, including 
everything, the contest was a forty
thousand-dollar affair. 

It began with a parade, it being the 
theory that neither side would care to 
parade after the contests were over. 
The Siwashes in the regalia of a nobler 
tribe ; the gayly dressed cowboys, and 
the sour doughs in parkas all tended to 
make this rodeo one of the strangest 
that was ever staged. 

In one corner of the grounds were 
several stalls containing Cold Deck's 
contributions to the rodeo's "stock." 
There was quite a mystery about what 
the stalls contained and the sour 
doughs had maintained a guard from 
the first to keep the rodeo people away. 
It was, however, admitted that Cold 
Deck's stock had been obtained with 
great difficulty. 

A group of three men were acting as 
j udges. One of them was Tubby. Wil
lows ; another was with the rodeo, and 
the third had been chosen by the first 
two. Impartial decisions could be 
counted upon. According to the rules, 
each side had not only to ride its own 
stock but the other's as well. "This'll 
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make i t  interesting," Flapjack ex
plained, "so if they ring in any trick 
stuff on us they'll have to ride, tie, and 
bulldog their trick stuff also. And the 
same goes with us." 

The announcer megaphoned the first 
event. "Coming out of Number 
Twelve ! Duke MacDougal up ! Mac
dougal is the world's greatest roper. 
The championship is at stake !" 

A ripsnorting steer, hopped up for 
the occasion, galloped into the arena. 
Duke was off like a shot. The line 
settled about the animal's horns and he 
came down with a thud. The horse 
knew his business and kept the rope 
tight. A few seconds later Duke's 
hands went into the air indicating that 
the steer had been tied. The committee 
inspected it and gave due credit. 

"Coming out of Number Eleven ! 
Dad Simms up I Simms is Cold Deck's 
entry," cried the announcer. 

Dad got a rousing cheer, for it was 
known that in his day he was a great 
roper. He _had roped when roping was 
a business and not an act. Dad did the 
job but required three seconds longer 
than MacDougal. His muscles were 
stiff and did not move as easily as the 
younger man's. 

"Coming out of Number One I Mac
Dougal up ! MacDougal can rope any
thing with horns !" 

Number One was one of the Cold 
Deck stalls. The crowd leaned for
ward, tense I From the inclosure burst 
a caribou ! The animal, intent on gain
ing its liberty, leaped and bounded on 
its slim legs and with tossing antlers 
gave MacDougal a worried expression. 
He missed twice, and the caribou 
leaped the small fence and vanished into 
the open country beyond. 

"Cold Deck will give MacDougal an
other trial," Flapjack announced. "We 
want to be fair I Blucher contends that 
MacDougal can rope anything with 
horns." 

Blucher was swearing inwardly. It 

looked as if he had caught a Tartar. 
He knew that MacDougal could not 
rope that caribou in four or five tries 
except by sheer luck. Nor did he. 

Dad Simms missed the first chance 
he had when his horse stumbled. But 
the next caribou out was roped in quick 
time. Not only that, but Dad tied him. 
Then came the announcement that 
thrilled the old boy's heart. "Dad 
never roped a caribou until yesterday." 

Some one started singing, "Old Dad 
Simms is better'n he used to be, bet
ter'n he used to be, better'n he used t o  
be. O l d  D a d  Simms is better'n p e  used 
to be, many long years ago." 

"Heh ! Heh !" chuckled Dad. 
Drafted into service, he had won fifty 
points for Cold Deck. 

"Coming out of Number Four," the 
announcer sang. " 'Rough' Rhodes 
up !" 

Rough Rhodes was built like a bull
dogger and knew the game slightly. 
From the stall raced a bull moose. He 
was an indignant bull moose and he did 
not · like the roar of the crowd, nor the 
big man galloping so close on a horse. 
Suddenly he felt a tremendous weight 
land on his horns. He went down with 
a thud. Long he struggled to free his 
head from the mighty grip of the big 
man. "No man can do it !"  several in 
the crowd muttered. "No man can do 
it !"  Then, aloud. "Look out, Rhodes, 
he'll get yuh !" There was a rip of  
clothing, a cry from Rhodes, and the 
moose was free. Rhodes' arm seemed 
to be in a bad way. 

Tubby galloped up. "What hap
pened !" 

"Got one of the points between my 
arm and breast. In getting free and 
still trying to hang on I pulled a mus
cle. I 'll be all right. Sorry, but I 'm 
out o f  the bulldogging." 

Ray DeLay had watched the per
formance with interest. And he had 
noted a number of things. Five min
utes later he launched himself through 



1 16 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

space, gripped c>. young bull moose's 
horns, and brought him to earth ! 

The roars o f  the moose filled the 
arena. Rough Rhodes was a strong 
man, but DeLay was stronger. His 
face was twisted from his effort. His 
shirt split across the back and the great 
muscles stood out sharply. They 
seemed about to break from the strain. 
One moose hoof was dug into the sod. 
Suddenly it snapped free and a chunk 
of sod flew through space. The moose 
collapsed and yielded to the man. A 
mighty cheer filled the stands. They 
had seen a man bulldog a bull moose ! 

Flapjack Meehan was the first man 
to rea�h DeLay. "That was great !" 
he cried. "I 'm glad you won ! You're 
all right !" 

DeLay glowered a moment. Being 
a man who had always g-iven his best, 
the taunts o f  the crowd on the previ
ous occasion had got under his skin. 
He was still resentful. Suddenly he 
caught the spirit of these Northerners. 
They were sportsmen first. The win
ning or losing of a bet was a secondary 
matter. Then he grinned. He accepted 
Flapjack's extended hand. "Thanks," 
he said. 

The score now stood : 

Blucher Cold Deck 
DeLay, bullde�g,ing 50 Simms, roping . . . 50 

In quick succession there followed 
the other minor events. Blucher was 
better at breaking glass balls with a pis
tol than was Cold Deck's entry ; while 
Mike Selover, whose legs were as long 
as Flapjack's, rode the blood-sweating 
buffalo, and the Blucher entry was 
bucked off Cold Deck's blood-sweating 
moose. 

The crowd grew tense as the an
nouncer ordered everybody from the 
track. "We don't want anyone hurt," 
he explained, "and what's coming will 
offer plenty of chance for busted bones. 
The next contest, for fifty points, wili 
be a race between the Blucher stage-

coach and a similar method of trans
portation often used in the North." 

Most of the crowd expected to see a 
dog team trot onto the track. But Cold 
Deck had an ace up its sleeve. From 
an inclosed building of rather narrow 
construction leaped a team of six rein
deer that had come from the Broad 
Pass herds. Flapjack was driving, and 
from the expression on his face it was 
evident that he had his doubts as to 
what would happen next. He was cer
tain of one thing-the 'Crowd would 
be pleased. There could be no doubt o f  
this. A s  the deer grew nervous, the 
crowd began to laugh. The laughter 
rose and fell like the roar of the surf. 
Wheels had been attached to the sled. 
It was just another act to give the 
crowd its money's worth, but the fifty 
points were mighty important to Cold 
Deck, nevertheless. 

The gun cracked and they were off. 
Flapjack's reindeer humped up their 
backs, tossed their horns, and their 
hoofs sent clods of sod flying in a 
steady stream. Neck and neck the 
leaders galloped, while Blucher, who 
was driving the stagecoach, cracked 
his whip and tried again and again to 
gain an inch or two. His face showed 
the strain he was laboring under. It 
was not sport for him, as it was for 
Flapjack. It was money ! His lips 
bared in a snarl and he tossed words 
from the corner of his mouth that were 
far from complimentary to Flapjack. 
"Hotcacke," he ro-ared, "I've got you 
whipped, you dog, and you might as 
well quit !" 

"Play the game," Flapjack retorted, 
controlling his temper, "you're old 
enough to know that the whine of a 
yellow dog is music to a man's ears." 

The lash fell again and again on the 
horses. They forged ahead a dozen 
yards and held the lead. Dad Simms 
was dancing up and down. "Two more 
laps and the nags a-leadin' by thutty 
feet," he groaned. Then he had an 
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idea. "Gotta get more speed out o f  
them deer !" 

He ran below the grand stand and 
released five. Malemute dogs that Rough 
Rhodes had brought along. As the deer 
came opposite Dad turned the dogs 
loose. "Sic 'em !" Dad ordered. "Eat 
'em up, boys !"  

" Hey !" Flapjack bellowed in pro
test, "stop those dogs, Dad !" The re
mainder of his protest was lost in the 
uproar. With a mighty lunge, the deer 
took the lead. Flapjack completely lost 
control of them. The team swerved 
as a dog leaped at the leader's head and 
the team cut across squarely in front 
of the horses. Only by a miracle did 
Flapjack escape being run down. Into 
the arena lumbered the team. The sled 
hit the fence around the buffalo. 
Frightened, the buffalo charged the op
posite side and went through. In this 
inclosure were five caribous held in re
�erve for the roping contest. Regard
ing the charge as a personal attack the 
caribou milled about, found an opening 
the buffalo had made, and promptly quit 
the scene in a panic. Flapjack stayed 
with the sled until the team broke 
loose, then he was jerked into the air 
and slammed to the earth. He legged 
it for the grand stand and broke all 
jumping records o f  the day as he 
leaped the track and gained the stands 
two feet ahead of a bull moose. 

The arena was filled- wit)l stamped
ing animals. The five Malemutes were 
crazy with excitement. On every hand 
were legs to nip at ; the dogs nipped. 
Vag Blucher with quick presence o f  
mind drove h i s  team across the finish 
and won his fifty points. And with 
equal presence of mind the committee 
spoke to the announcer and that worthy 
bellowed news of great importance to 
those assembled. 

"Special event ! Fifty additional 
points to the side that ropes and ties 
the most animals !" 

The crowd was rocking with laugh-

ter. Ten pairs o f  eyes could not have 
seen everything. Ropes were whizzing 
through the air ; animals bounding 
about, and in the midst of it all was 
Dad Simms attempting to undo what 
he had done by kicking the dogs back 
to their kennels. At the hour at which 
the rodeo was to have ended, a degree 
of order had been restored. The Blu
cher crowd, having the most experi
enced ropers, had taken that special 
event also. 

"What's the score ?" Flapjack cried, 
riding up to the j udges. 

Tubby Willows glanced at the sheet 
of paper and read : 

Blucher 
DeLay, bulldogging 50 
Blucher, pistol shot 50 
Blucher, stagecoach 50 
S p e c  i a 1 roping 

event . . . . . . . . . . .  50 

Cold Deck 

Simms, roping . . . .  50 

Selover, riding . . . .  50 

Flapjack, broncho 

riding . � . . . .  . .  . .  50 

"Total," concluded Tubby, "Blucher, 
two hundred ; Cold Deck, one hundred 
and fifty. The next event is the pistol 
duel between Flapjack Meehan and 
Vag Blucher. The entries and their 
seconds will take places. Dad Simms, 
bring the cans of sirup. The winner 
of this event, which is one hundred 
points, wins the rodeo, Cold Deck's ten 
thousand, and the twenty thousand dol
lars in gate money. " 

Blucher was pale as he dismounted 
from his horse and took a place in front 
of the grand stand. He would will
ingly try to shoot the can of sirup off 
Flapjack's head. If he hit Flapjack, 
that would be the tall sour dough's hard 
luck, to Bhtcher's way of thinking. But 
the penalty of being shot for hitting 
his opponent was what worried him. 

"You hold your guns straight up," 
Tubby was explaining, "and come 
down ! When the starting gun is fired, 
that's the signal to begin. If you both 
score hits you split the points-fifty 
to each. That will give you the big 
pot, Blucher. Ready, Blucher ?" 
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"Yes." 
"Ready, Flapjack ?" 
Blucher looked at his opponent, tall, 

cool, with the old .44 up in the air. 
How small that can of sirup looked at 
this distance ! His own can must look 
as small ! He shuddered. Flapjack 
might hit him. Darned little satisfac
tion in knowing that Flapjack would 
be instantly shot if he did. 

"Ready, Flapjack ?" Tubby repeated 
the words. 

"I 'm ready whenever Blucher stops 
bobbing his head around. The rules 
state that we've got to keep our heads 
still. That means, too, we've got to 
keep 'em cool !" 

Crack ! 
The starter's gun rang out sharply. 

Flapjack's weapon dropped, and Blu
cher looked into the barrel. It looked 
like a sixteen-inch gun. Fire belched 
forth and he ducked. But, instinctive 
as the movement was, it was not quick 
enough. He felt something splash over 
his face--thick, sticky, warm. Why 
didn't he fall, or why didn't his second 
shoot down Flapjack ? The crowd was 
laughing, laughing at a man bleeding 
to death. The can was on the ground. 
He could see it, dented and torn ; the 
contents spreading over the sod. He 
wiped his wounded head with his bare 
hand and looked at his fingers. They 
were warm and sticky-with sirup. 

Dad Simms was chuckling. "Treated 
me like a office boy, but I fixed him," 
he said to himself. "I warmed his can 
o' sirup and he thought it was blood. 
Heh I Heh ! Heeeh !" 

"I can't hit him," Blucher muttered, 
"if  I do, I 'll be shot ! But I've got to 
or he'll win !" He looked at Tubby 
Willows standing by with drawn 
weapon. Tubby said nothing, but his 
eyes were eloquent. They said, "Go 
ahead, but be clanged careful !" 

Blucher lifted his gun once more, 
and slowly brought it down I The 
crowd was silent. Somewhere a baby 

cried and the mother's "Shhh !"  
sounded like escaping steam. A man 
shifted his  feet and the scraping rang 
oul sharply. The interval seemed an 
eternity. Blucher looked at Flapj ack
rigid, cool, waiting. Then he looked 
at Tubby-Tubby Willows with that 
stern warning in his eyes, that steady 
.44 in his hand. Slowly he brought his 
own weapon lower. It bobbed about. 
He waited for it to steady, keeping his 
finger off the trigger. He saw the can 
over the sights, but he could not shoot 
quickly enough. It was gone. He drew 
the weapon still lower, the can leaped 
above the sights, and he saw Flap
j ack's head. And he had almost fired ! 
His nerves broke, he trembled, then in 
desperation he hurled the gun aside. 
"I can't do it !"  he muttered. "I don't 
know why, but I --can't !" 

"I know why," Dad Simms whis
pered to Rough Rhodes, "he's yellow ! 
It turned out j ust as Flapjack figure.,d 
it would. He knew that Blucher would 
never shoot if the penalty for hitting 
him was death !" The old sage nodded 
his head. "Yellow-j ust as we figured. 
But Flapjack will have to watch out, 
for Blucher's the kind that will lay for 
him to square accounts-lay for him 
whe'l Tubby Willows and his six-gun 
ain't around." 

The cheers had subsided ; the wild 
animals had been released ; the twenty
thousand-dollar gate had been turned 
over to the fund that helped sick min
ers over rough spots in the trail ; the 
rodeo stock was fed and bedded down 
for the night. One by one the mem
bers of the rodeo appeared at their 
committee's office. "We're dead broke. 
How'll we get out of town ?" 

And to each the answer was the same. 
"You can make a stake working in 
Flapjack's mine. He's offered every 
one of you a j ob !" 

One of the last to appear was Ray 
DeLay. He grinned. "Well, I made 
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my play for the big money and lost. 
How about going to work ?" he said. 

"You can't work in my mine," Flap
jack replied quickly, "you're the only 
one of that bunch that tried all the 
time. I figure you've earned a special 
prize, donated by the New Deal Cafe. 
Here it is ! "  Flapjack handed the sur
prised bulldogger a moosehide poke. 

DeLay almost dropped it. "What's 
in it ?" he cried. 

"Gold !" 
"Holy smoke ! How much ?" 
"Take it over to my cashier, she'll 

give you a thousand dollars for it, son," 
Flapjack sai9. 

The committee chased Flapjack from 
the room and put their heads together. 
"Cold Deck has a rodeo and no place 
to put it," said the chairman. "Of 
course, we can't sell the steers for beef 

and kill the horses, as Blucher planned. 
We don't do things that way. What'll 
we do with the rodeo ?" 

"I move we give it to Flapjack Mee
han !"  said one. 

"Flapjack don't want it !" 
"Of course. he don't. But he's got 

plenty of money, which some of us 
ain't got ; and he's got Tubby Willows 
to do the thinking for him, which we 
ain't got. I move we present it to him 
as a token of our esteem !" 

"You mean steam !"  said the chair
man. "The motion is seconded and 
carried. The meeting stands adjourned 
to some place in the hills beyond the 
reach of Flapjack and his .44. And for 
one I'm going to show my esteem for 
Flapjack by digging out right now be
fore he finds out he's inherited a 
rodeo." 

THE HOSPITABLE TIRE 1 N former years when boys and girls left home it was no easy task to stage a 
family reunion ; roads were bad, distances were great, horses were not to be 

spared from their work, the farmer and dweller in remote regions could not 
spend the time necessary to revisit the old folks and take the new generation to 
see gran'pa and gran'ma and the old homestead. Partings were for long, and 
good-bys were said with a sense of  sad separation. But nowadays we have 
changed all that and for this change the automobile is  to be thanked-the auto
mobile whose good round rubber tires bring the young folks to the old ones 
and vice versa. 

There were the pessimists who lamented that with the increasing meani of  
transportation the home and the  fireside were inev-itably being broken up .  Here 
is  their answer ! Good roads and automobiles are operating to bring people more 
closely together than they have ever been in the past. There can no longer be 
any "distant" relatives. Rich man and poor man are on all fours, if we may say 
it, in the matter of transportation. 

The family reunion may take the form of a picnic to be held in some centra} 
spot where all the members can converge. What so pleasant as a drive of fifty 
or seventy-five miles over good roads, a gay a! fresco meal, and then homeward 
bound again over the same flowing highwax with no prospect of losing one's way 
-unless one wants to ! 



loco.-Scourge oftbe ange 
1J} Charles H. Coe 

Author of "Trick Roping and Spinning," etc. 

STOCK on the open range, espe
cially horses, cows, sheep, and 
goats, meet with more or less mis

fortune and occasional tragedy, from 
one cause and another. Sickness, star
vation, freezing, treacherous quicksands 
or bogs, poisonous reptiles, all take their 
toll of lives. But one of the greatest 
causes o f  loss among live stock is from 
eating the poisonous loco weed. Thus, 
an animal affected by this plant is said 
to be "locoed," a common expression 
nowadays which has come to have 
many applications. 

The term loco is of Spanish origin, 
meaning mad or crazy. There are three 
clearly defined poisonous species of the 
weed, all of which belong to the pea 
family. A destructive weed, so exten
sively distributed in the stock-raising 
States, should be generally known and 
easily recognized. Unfortunately, how
ever, there are a large number of non
poisonous plants, belonging to the same 
family and closely resembling the poi
sonous loco weeds, which cause more 
or less doubt and confusion among 
stock raisers regarding their identity. 
The destructive species referred to are 
as follows : 

The purple or "woolly" loco, known 
to botanists as Astragalus �ttollissimus, 
is often called the "Texas loco," because 
its effects on stock were first noticed in 
that, the oldest, stock-raising State. 
This plant, or weed, as it is commonly 
called, is about a foot in height and low
spreading. Its leaflets are ovate or egg
shaped, and are densely covered with 
woolly hairs. The blossom is deep 
purple, and the seed pods are short and 
black when ripe. It is not ordinarily 
abundant ; that is, it does not densely 
cover the ground, but usually grows in 
isolated patches. It is found in parts 
of Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, Colo
rado, Kansas, and Nebraska. It is be
lieved to be more abundant in western 
Texas than elsewhere. It seems to be 
more destructive to horses than to other 
domestic stock, but this may be ex
plained by the fact that horses seem 
to relish it more, and therefore eat more 
of it. 

Another species is known as the 
"white loco" ( Oxytropis Iamberti) ,  or 
"rattleweed." When dry, the seed pods 
1give out a rattling noise, as one walks 
through it, resembling the rattle of a 
rattlesnake, hence its common name on 
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the ranges. The plants are about a foot 
high ; the leaflets are olive-green, long, 
slender, or lance-shaped, and the blos
som-in spikes or plumelike-is white, 
streaked with purple. The white loco 
is regarded as the most destructive o f  
all, because i t  is  the most abundant and 
its range the most extensive. It is 
found from Alaska to Mexico in the 
plains country, and as far East as west
ern Minnesota ; its western limit being 
about the middle of Utah and Arizona. 
It seems to be more generally fatal to 
all kinds of stock than other known 
poisonous loco weeds. 

The third identified poisonous species 
is called the "blue" loco -Astragalus 
diphysus) also a rattle weed. In ap
pearance it closely resembles al falfa. It 
has a small, oblong leaf of a deep-green 
color, with purple flowers and puffed
up seed pods, the latter streaked with 
purple when ripe. Its range is restricted 
to parts of Arizona, New Mexico, Cali-

r fornia, Nevada, Utah, and Colorado. 
It grows in abundance in most of these 
locations. Experiments have shown 
that this species is especially injurious 
to horses. 

The first recorded deaths of locoed 
animals-believed due to .eating the 
purple or Texas loco weed-were prob
ably those given in a report of the com
missioner of agriculture in 1873. But 
many stockmen and others doubted that 
the disease was due to any plants eaten 
by the stock. Early laboratory investi
gations upheld them in this opinion. 
Ten years later ( 1883) plants of the 
purple loco were sent from Texas to a 
Detroit chemist for analysis. The re
port was that no poisonous principle 
was found. 

At the present time, however, there 
is no doubt about the poisonous charac
ter of the three loco weeds described 
in this article. But it is a remarkable 
fact that some animals seem to eat 
them, or one or more of them, with no 
ill effects. Few animals will eat loco 

weeds if there is a plentiful supply o f  
the regular grasses growing in the same 
localities. The exceptions are those that 
seem to have acquired an appetite for 
the plant ; in which cases they eat it ex
clusively, with the result that sickness 
and emaciation followed, and death is 
only a matter of a fe\v months. 

The same symptoms are produced by 
all of the plants, viz. : lack of condition, 
emaciation, partial loss of control in 
walking, and defective eyesight. These 
arc some of the more pronounced ef
fects after prolonged feeding on the 
weeds. The movements of a badly lo
coed animal are erratic and unusual, 
especially noticeable when it is among 
unaffected stock. 

In treating for loco poisoning Fow
ler's solution has been found best for 
horses. This is given in four to six 
dram doses, in water or feed, daily, and 
kept up for several months in the worst 
cases. The food should be al fal fa and 
grain, if possible. In many cases, sim
ply removing the animals from a loco
infested range will effect a cure. Ex
periments with cattle prove tl14t strych
nine in one-twentieth grain  doses, con
tinued for some time, were beneficial 
and usually effected a cure. Prescrib
ing should always be done by a regular 
veterinary or an experienced man. 
Hypodermic injections are given in the 
case of cattle. 

The loco weeds decribed are usually 
found growing on arid or very poor 
soils. They can be destroyed by cutting 
the root j ust below the crown, say, two 
or three inches below the surface of  
the ground. 

There are many poisonous plants in 
the \Vest, but according to the United 
States Department of Agriculture-to 
which the writer is indebted for much 
of the information in  this  article-the 
number to be dreaded by stockmen is 
comparatively small. The true loco 
weeds probably cause more trouble than 
any others. 



A Bear-Raisinq 
dRa)1 Humphreys 

(liTH an expression of 
mingled horr�r and dis
gust on his leathery, 
weather-beaten face, old 
"Whiskers" G r a h a m, 
senior driver for the 

Wells Fancher Stage Company, Como 
to Fairplay and all intermediate points, 
shrank back from the Como barn boss. 

"Whaf s that?"' he exclaimed, un
easily. 

Jim Burgess, the barn boss, looked 
surprised. 

"Why, gee whiz !" he said, in as
tonishment, "this here ain't nuthin', 
Whiskers, 'ceptin' one b'arskin over
coat, belongin', as yuh should know, to 
Joe McGraw, the superintendent, who 
left it stored up here las' winter, afore 
he was transferred to Fairplay, an' 
who wants it brung down to him on the 
stage." 

·whiskers fixed watery, faded, blue 
eyes on the big coat. 

"Huh !" he grunted, "ain't that the 
same b'arskin overcoat Bill Troy, Joe 
McGraw's uncle, had on the time he 
was shot through the head an' kilt by 
that rustler over on E:lk Creek ?" 

The barn foreman shook the big, 
shaggy, black coat. 

"Waal ," he muttered, "supposin' so ; 
what of it ?" 

Whiskers shrank back again, putting 
his hands up in front of him as if to 
shut out the unwelcome sight of the 
overcoat. 

"An' wasn't Sam Reedy wearin' that 
same b'aFskin coat when lightnin' 
struck him top o' Rabbit Ear Pass an' 
knocked him seventeen ways from Sun
day ?" demanded Whiskers. 

Again the barn boss shrugged his 
shoulders. 

"W�al, what ef so ?" he grumbled, "I 
kain't see--" 

Whiskers folded his arms and glared 
at the barn boss. No wonder such a 
dumb-bell as Jim Burgess wasn't fit for 
anything but to take care of the stage 
lines' stock in the Como terminal ! 

"Huh !" said Whiskers, with scorn, 
"what ef so, yuh ask. Has it ever 
sunken through yuhr thick skull, Jim, 
that this here b'arskin overcoat is bad 
luck, mebbe ? Jus' like a dang black ket 
crossin' the road in front o' yuhr team, 
eh ? Huh, I wouldn't wear that b'ar-
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skin overcoat fer all the money thar is 
in--" 

Burgess scowled. 
"Who in Hail Columbia, Gem o' the 

Ocean, is askin' yuh to wear this coat, 
Santa Claus ?" he asked, angrily, "I 
ain't ; I 'm just a-carryin' out the supe's 
orders, which cum in by mail las' night, 
sayin' fer me to send down his b'arskin 
overcoat with yuh t'day-that's all ! 
He's mighty proud o' that coat." 

Whiskers grunted disdainfully. 
"Dang, haunted, bad luck b'arskin !" 

he declared, "I won't have nuthin' to do 
with it, Jim-not me-l--" 

Jim Burgess laughed out loud. 
"Orders," he reminded the old stage 

driver, "is orders ; when the supe says 
fer me to send that b'arskin overcoat 
down to Fairplay with yuh t'-day, yuh 
takes it ! An' they ain't no argument
they ain't no exchange o' words worth 
mentionin' ." 

Whiskers Graham glared. 
"However," said the barn boss, de

ciding not to antagonize the old driver 
further, "I'm also sendin' something 
else down with yuh o' more interest to 
yuh, mebbe. I've booked that purty 
school-teacher who is goin' out on her 
vacation fer yuhr down trip t'  -day
she's goin' to Fairplay to see some 
friends." 

\i\Thiskers smiled at that announce
ment. 

"Miss Rosie Roach ?" he asked, 
hopefully. 

"The same," said the barn boss, "an' 
seein' yuh ain't sentimental about the 
b'arskin overcoat I'll wrap it fer yuh 
an' put it up on the seat with yuh, whar 
yuh kin watch it. The supe wrote he  
wouldn't take twenty-five dollars for 
that b'arskin overcoat-so yuh gotta be 
keerful ; ef yuh want, I'll wrap up that 
purty schoolma'am, too-ef yuh're 
bashful." 

The old driver shook his head. 
"Leave her be," he said, "but as fer 

the supe not takin' twenty-five dollars 

fer that b'arskin coat, sa-a-ay, I 
wouldn't give him two-bits !" 

The stage started for Fairplay fifteen 
minutes later. High on the driver's 
seat, handling the reins on the six frisky 
mustangs, sat Whiskers Graham, known 
up and down the South Park district 
as not only the oldest driver on the Q-B 
lines, and the man with the longest, 
whitest whiskers, but the most fearless 
driver in Colorado as well. An expert, 
with half a century's service on the 
mountain trails behind him, old Whis
kers took delight in handling the mean
est bronchos he could get in his six
horse hitch. He picked his teams for 
speed-and he let 'em run. That was 
why he always covered the long, wind
ing Como-to-Fairplay route in faster 
time than any of the other drivers. He 
wasn't reckless, but he "knew his 
onions," as the bosses said. 

Now, as he started his agile broncs 
and the big creaking stage out of Comb, 
old Whiskers was divided between two 
strong emotions. He was tickled to 
death, for instance, that right beside 
him, on the driver's long seat, sat Miss 
Rosie Roach, yellow-haired, blue-eyed, 
dimple-cheeked, the fairest girl in the 
South Park region, and school-teacher 
at the Como school. She was his only 
passenger, but she made up in beauty 
and charm for lack of numbers. It was 
nice to have her along to chat with, 
but--

\i\Thiskers cast a wary eye at a hi� 
package done up in tough brown wrap
ping paper that rested on the seat be
tween himsel f and the pretty girl. That 
was Superintendent Joe McGraw's b'ar
skin overcoat, which Whiskers was tak
ing down much against his  will . It 
wasn't so nice to have that thing along ! 
Dark thoughts raced through Whiskers' 
mind as he stared at that bulky pack
age, containing the tanned and dressed 
and tailored remains of what had once 
been a mighty big Colorado alack bear. 

" 'Tain't right," grumbled Whiskers, 
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under his breath, as cold perspiration 
broke out on hiS' brow, "to make m e  

take that thing down to Fairplay ! It's 
bad luck, sure ! Pore ol' Bill Troy was 
wearin' that when that Elk Creek rustler 
ambushed him an' plugged him right � 
through the haid-ugh ! An' Sam 
Reedy was wearin' it, havin' borrowed 
it, when lightnin' got him." 

The old stage driver glanced at the 
heavens. 

"Waal, it won't lightnin' t'-day, any
how !" he said. 

"I beg pardon ?" the pretty Miss 
Roach said questioningly. 

"I was jus' remarkin' foolishness to 
myself," explained Whiskers, shaking 
out the reins in an embarrassed man
ner and clucking hastily to his six
horse outfit. "How yuh like these 
bosses, Miss Roach, ef I may ask ? 
Them roan leaders are sure fancy step
pers, ain't they ? I got 'em off a Three 
H rancho grub wagon-they was too 
fast fer the cook-ran away twice." 

"My goodness !" 
"Ya," went on Whiskers proudly, 

"an' them swing hosses-them bays-
purty, ain't they ? That off bay came 
from Monte Vista. He was a outlaw 
until he was six year ol', too ! Buck, 
my lands ! But not any more-but he 
still kin travel some. His mate I got 
off a ore wagon from Central City, an' 
the wheelers, here, the blacks, I got 
from the circus was through here three 
years back-they was too gay fer the 
circus." 

"My goodness !" said the young 
woman, shivering slightly, "an' are yuh 
sure they're-they're safe ?" 

'Whiskers misunderstood the girl's 
shiver. 

"Come, Miss Roach, it is kinda cool 
t' -day," he said, "yuh just take this here 
raincoat slicker an' slip it over yuhr 
shoulders. Thar now-yuh'll feel 
warmer-! should o' knowed it would 
be breezy up here fer yuh, an' yuh not 
used to it." 

"Thank you ! "  said  Miss Roach. 
"Funny thing !" chuckled Whiskers, 

getting back to his favorite subject after 
a suspicious look at the paper bundle 
containing the b'arskin overcoat, "it 
was jus' a day like this, with the 
breezes driftin' down off Mount Baldy 
up yonder, in October er November, 
las' year, that them dog-gone bay swing 
hosses got to actin' frisky ! That off 
hoss he kicks out one side o' the traces. 
scarin' my leaders, what start humpin' 
theirselves, while the wheelers, gettin' 
scared--" 

The pretty school-teacher's face went 
white, and she gripped the edge of the 
seat with trembling hands, while her 
eyes went wide as saucers as she stared 
down on the sleek backs of Whiskers' 
six fast-trotting horses. 

"Please, Mr. Driver !" she begged, 
"can't we-oh, I 'm scared-don't talk 
any more about-about--" 

"What ?" asked Whiskers above the 
rumble o f  the coach. 

"I'm frightened," repeated the girl, 
"let's change the subject from hosses 
to--to--well-the weather." 

Whiskers put a hand to his ear. 
"Hey?" 
The pretty school-teacher became 

desperate. 
"Let's talk about robbers," she sug

gested, wildly. "You know, sir-rob
bers-r-o-b-b-e-r-s-or anything else
but not, please, about these hosses ! I'm 
really a ' fraidy cat, I suppose." 

Whiskers caught the word "robbers" 
and grinned. He started to fish in an 
inner pocket of his old leather j acket 
j ust as the six-horse team took a sharp 
curve at a smart trot. The old stage
coach swayed dangerously. Miss 
Roach's face went pale. At that, Whis
kers decided that he wouldn't do as he 
intended. He brought his hand out of 
his pocket-empty-and laid it on the 
trembling girl's arm to reassure her. 

"Why, sister !" he bellowed, above the 
roar of the screeching stage, "don't be 
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so scared, gal ! I ain't seen a robber up 
this road in ten years ! 0' course thar 
used to be some-like ol' 'Jagged Knife 
Keating,' who kilt them four men at 
M esquite Town in the '80s-he was 
a bad aigg-yessir-I mean yes, ma'am t 
He was a tough cooky ; an' then thar 
was 'Lame Pete,' that guy who-" 

Old Whiskers broke off suddenly. 
" But ef yuh're scared o' robbers, 

gal," he said, "we won't talk about 'em 
no more. I'll jus' tell yuh about the 
time I was comin' down this grade right 
here with a full load o' tourists, from 
the mines yonder, when that off roan 
sees a rattlesnake in the road ahead an' 
shies, an' a wheel comes off and I sure 
had to--" 

"Please !" begged the unhappy, jolt
ing girl, and at the same moment 
Whiskers' hand slipped down off her 
shaking arm and lit, for a fraction of a 
split second, on the brown paper pack
age that rested on the seat. Whiskers 
jumped as if the rattlesnake he had 
just been telling about had struck at 
him. The mere touch of that b'arskin 
overcoat package sent shivers racing up 
and clown his back. The girl's scream 
further alarmed him. 

"What-- ?" he began, glancing at 
her, but at that moment both roan lead
ers jumped halfway out of their har
ness, skidding toward the far edge of 
the road, which overhung a deep gulch. 
The bay swing team shied, too, and 
jumped. 

"Whoa !" whooped Whiskers, haul
ing back on his ribbons. 

And at that moment, a couple of 
yards ahead of the roan leaders, a hat
less, coatless man stepped from a clump 
of willows, a large gun in one hand. 
He waved the gun at Whiskers threat
eningly. 

"Stop ! "  
T h e  old driver was already sawing on 

the lines before he saw the apparition 
ahead. It was too late to disobey. He 
played in the reins, expertly, all the time 

calling soothingly to his horses. The 
big stagecoach stopped within its own 
length, so that the stranger was waiting 
at the right front wheel hub. 

"Say," he growled, gruffly, "good 
thing yuh stopped, ol' -timer ! I 'm sot 
on gettin' me a l i ft down the road a 
piece. I'm kinda bunged up-hoss 
stepped in a gopher hole back o' here a 
bit in the hills an' threw me--hurt my 
arm an' laig." 

Whiskers was shaking like a leaf. 
' ' Dog-gone ! "  he began, "I guess--" 
The stranger waved the gun at him 

again. 
"Yuh're guessin' outa turn, grand

pa !" he cried. "Yuh clamp them teeth 
t'gether an' keep yuhr guessin' to yore
sel f.  I 'm comin' up-hold them 
clanged broncs quiet !" 

The man came up. He tossed a little, 
heavy bag into the stage seat and then 
came up himsel f,  with a painful effort. 
He grinned at the speechless school
teacher. Then he picked up a length 
of rope off the top of the stage and, 
without a word, tied Whiskers' feet 
together snugly. Then he tied his hands 
together in front. Then he pushed the 
old man rudely, shoving him along the 
seat. 

"I 'm sure lucky," said the stranger, 
bolstering his gun serenely. "I wanted 
a nice ride in a hurry. I 'll handle 
these nags fer a few miles, an' I'd throw 
yuh out now, ol'-timer, ef it wasn't that 
we might meet somebody an' it wouldn't 
look nice ef yuh wasn't along with us, 
but we'll pass 'em so fast that nobody 
will notice that yuh are trussed up like 
a calf fer brandin', an' ef yuh holler 
I'll--" 

"Whar yuh want to go ?" asked 
Whiskers miserably. 

"That's my business !" snapped the 
stranger, reaching over to pat the cring
ing girl on one shoulder, "it's whar 
we're goin', honey, that really counts ! 
I never figgered on finding a stagecoach 
an' a purty gal all to once, an' me need-
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in' transportation an' charmin' com
pany, too." 

"Say, yuh !" protested Whiskers, 
bristling. 

"Aw, shet up !" said the gunman, 
shoving Whiskers farther along the 
seat. "I ain't talkin' to yuh, Merry 
Christmas ! But I'll tell yuh how far 
yuh're goin', brother ! When we gits 
down around that red rock section me 
an' the lady here is gettin' off-an' yuh 
an' yuhr bosses are goin' on--over the 
cliff inter Big Muddy River-ef I fig
gers correctly. Yuh kain't drive tied 
up, an' ef I whack them nags after 
we're off--" 

The girl screamed in terror. 
"Waal , I might have knowed this !" 

howled Whiskers dismally. "Dog-gone 
that Burgess anyhow-that--" 

\Vhiskers' eyes dropped to the bad-
luck b'arskin. · 

"Ho !" cried the stranger, suddenly, 
"what have we here, folks, done up like 
a million dollars ? Must be kinda pre
cious seein' how ol' Me-Thuse-Lum 
here looks at it. Let's see !" 

The gunman ripped the package open 
with an oath. 

"A coat!" he yelled, delightedly, "A 
b'arskin overcoat, an' me like to freez
in' t' death, too !" 

He slipped into the big, shaggy coat. 
Then he sat down, between Whiskers 
and the girl, and took over the reins. 
He swore at the horses and swung the 
whip, and the big coach lurched forward 
suddenly. The pretty school-teacher 
put her little hands to her face in ter
ror. Old Whiskers groaned aloud in 
his misery. Everything would go 
wrong now, with the bandit wearing 
that unlucky b'arskin overcoat ! The 
whole outfit would probably plunge off 
the road at the first sharp turn and drop 
a hundred to a hundred and fi fty feet 
into the Big Muddy River or onto the 
spear-like points of  some pine trees i n  
the canyon below. Pleasant thought ! 
Whiskers shivered and cursed the su-�·- --

perintendent roundly, but silently, while 
the gunman swore at the six-horse hitch 
and whipped them forward. The 
stranger was evidently in a hurry. 

Down the road whirled the stage
coach, swaying from side to side, all six 
horses at a gallop, with a madman in 
a great shaggy overcoat handling the 
ribbons. The girl began to sob, while 
Whiskers continued to swear over the 
b'arskin coat and to wonder where in 
heck the stage would land eventually. 
The old driver held his breath as the 
vehicle took the turns on two wheels, 
scraping the hubs on the j utting rocks in 
the cliff face. The stranger wanted 
speed, and he was getting it. The six 
horses were running mad! y. They 
seemed to sense that something terrible 
was wrong and they wanted to get away 
from it. The whip cracked over their 
ears. Curses urged them on. 

"Giddap--dag-gone it all-giddap !" 
And then the whip would crack 

again. 
The stage covered the first mile i n  

nothing flat, almost. There was noth
ing on the road, fortunately. The sec
ond mile took a trifle longer to cover, 
seeing it was up grade ; but whatever 
time the bandit driver lost on the sec
ond mile he made up on the third mile, 
which was mostly downhill .  How the 
stage did fly ! It threatened, at times, 
to overtake the black wheelers and liter
ally run over them. The wheelers had 
their tails tucked down between their 
hind legs and were running like deer, 
occasionally stumbling on the galloping 
heels of the swing team, which would 
have run faster if the roan leaders 
weren't in the way. The roans, bless 
their hearts, were not as excited as the 
other four horses in the hitch. They 
couldn't hear the ominous threat of the 
rumbling coach right on them, as the 
wheelers could, for one thing. And 
for another, the whip wouldn't reach 
their flanks, no matter how hard the 
bandit driver tried to make it stretch, 
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for the whip was short. Old Whiskers 
had never needed a whip for the speedy 
roans. He thanked his stars now that 
the leaders couldn't be reached. If they 
could--

Another mile spun under the shriek
ing wheels. Miss Roach was pale and 
her red eyes told their own story. The 
bandit was roaring profanity at the 
horses. Old Whiskers was mumbling 
prayers now, convinced that his time 
had surely come. With all his daring, 
he had never driven his horses along 
this stretch of treacherous road at such 
a breakneck speed ! Another mile ! An
other ! And another ! The big coach 
scraped a sapling along the road and 
snapped it off clean. The coach swayed 
dizzily for a second. Whiskers' groan 
echoed loudly. 

"Shet up !" whooped the bandit 
driver. 

" Sufferin' cats !" wailed old Whisk
ers, hopelessly. 

"Oh, please !" screamed the fright
ened girl. 

"Shet up, both o' yuh, I say !" roared 
the wild driver, with a volley o f  oaths, 
and he shook out the reins again, so 
that the six-horse hitch fairly flew. 
But old Whiskers could not remain si
lent any longer. 

"Holy mackerel !" he moaned. 
"Say !"  shouted the madman in the 

bearskin overcoat, glancing at Whisk
ers suddenly, "what ails yuh ? Didn't I 
tell yuh to dry up ? Ef yuh don't, I'll 
throw yuh off." 

Old Whiskers blubbered in his fright. 
"Mister!" he yelled shrilly. "I-I 

jus' kain't help it-I-that is-that off 
roan leader thar has the bit clean outa 
his mouth-another minute an' we'll 
smash." 

The bandit peered at the roan lead· 
ers. 

"N aw, he ain't !" he howled, "I 
kain't see-" 

"He has !" wailed Whiskers, "he has ! 
Yuh gotta fix it afore he gits in his haid 

to jump off the ro�d-he's a spirited 
hoss, anyhow." 

The bandit sawed on the reins. 
"I'll fix it," he cried, "seein' it ain't 

time fer the ol' trap to go over yit ! But 
ef he ain't got that bit out, as yuh say, 
I'll come back here an' throw yuh off." 

"Yuh look an' see !" insisted Whisk
ers. 

Hauling on the ribbons, setting the 
big brake, the madman driver eventually 
brought the six-horse hitch to a panting 
stop. He lumbered down off the stage, 
after drawing the reins through the dash 
rail, and after pausing to plant a kiss 
on the white face of the pretty school
teacher, who shrank back in terror from 
him. He looked like a great nightmare, 
in that huge, shaggy, black bearskin 
overcoat. 

"Lissen, girlie," he purred, huskily, 
" I 'll fix that bit, an' then we'll fly fer 
the next few miles ; then yuh an' me will 
git off an' watch this ol' stage an' ol' 
grandpa here go skyrocketin' off the 
trail straight inter space." 

Grumbling the man climbed down the 
side of the stage. 

He groped his way along the steam
ing horses. The off wheeler, Blackie, 
started as the stranger passed him, and 
Whiskers grunted softly. Steve, the off 
swing horse, likewise j umped as the 
man passed him, and Whiskers grunted 
again,  louder this time. Be was gasp
ing now. The man in the big coat 
reached the leaders and stepped quickly 
around in front of Bluey, the off 
leader. The roans saw that apparition 
simultaneously. A huge, shaggy, black 
bear, stalking on its hind legs ! The 
roans were half frightened before they 
saw that, and now, just as the black 
monster stepped in front of them, came 
a wild yell from old Whiskers. 

"Y ip-pee-eee-yow-ow-ow-ecee !" 
The roans jumped into their collars 

as if a bolt of lightning had touched 
their sensitive flanks. The bay wheel
ers plunged forward instantly. A roan 
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shoulder caught the walking "bear" and 
sent it spinning headlong off the road. 
The black wheelers tightened the traces 
immediately. The big coach shot for
ward like a cannon ball ! A black some
thing, shaggy and indistinct, went roll
ing down the rocky embankment, headed 
straight for the Big Muddy River. The 
six horses were running now-running 
as they had not run before-because 
that wild, "yip-pee-yowie," in that fa
miliar voice, had been enough, to say 
nothing of the bear that had appeared 
under their noses ! That yell they re
cognized as their master's war cry. 
They stretched ! 

Bracing his knees against the dash, 
old Whiskers worked at the tangled 
reins with his tied hands. The school
teacher, who might have been a help, 
had fainted. Eventually, he gave up 
the task and began to call out soothingly 
to the running team. Again and again 
he spoke to them, as he worked franti
cally to untie the knots on his hands 
with his teeth. It was a long j ob, but 
finally he got one hand free. It took 
but a moment to loose the other one. 
Quickly he bent and untied the rope 
from his feet. Then he got the reins 
and got them quick. 

The school-teacher regained con
sciousness just as the big coach lum
bered slowly across the bridge into 
Fairplay. 

"Where--where is that-that man ?" 
she asked, opening her big blue eyes 
anxiously, but Whiskers was at ease 
now. 

"Everything is hunkydory," he as
sured her. "We're in Fairplay ; be at 
the barn in a minnit-the stage station 
is thar-I'll help yuh off." 

The six-horse hitch stopped of its 
own accord at the stage barn. For some 
reason, no one ran out to assist in the 
unloading, so old Whiskers himsel f 
helped the pretty Miss Roach down. 
She was weak and trembling. He 
helped her to a bench j ust beside the 

stage-station door, where she sat down. 
Then Whiskers went back up on the 
stage for the girl's grip and the little 
bag the stranger had tossed aboard. 

A man ran out of the barn. 
"Hey, Whiskers, got my b'arskin 

coat ?" 
The old driver climbed down before 

he replied. 
"No, Mr. McGraw, sir, I ain't got 

yuh b'arskin coat !" cried Whiskers, 
gruffly. "I lost it-in the Big Muddy 
River-eight miles back up the road." 

"Lost it?" 
"Yessir, lost it !" repeated Whiskers, 

sourly, "an' ut was a blamed fine loss, 
too, all things considered. That b'ar
skin coat was unlucky, sir." 

"I wouldn't o' took twenty-five dol
lars fer it !"  said McGraw angrily, "an' 
ef yuh lost it through carelessness, ol' 
man, I'll--" 

Whiskers held up a protesting hand. 
"I lost it through design an' deceit !" 

he cried, hotly. "Thar was a man in
side o' it-a man with a gun-a clanged 
outlaw who held me up, took over the 
reins, an' said he was goin' to wreck 
the whole shebang. He put on the coat. 
I happened to recollect that my roans 
had once run away on account o' seein' 
a b'ar, so I lied to him to git him down 
to examine their bits. I lost the b'arskin 
coat, boss, but I lost the feller, too, at 
the same time." 

"Who?" 
"I figger it was 'Demon' Bosler, a 

clanged bank robber," said Whiskers 
softly, reaching into an inside pocket to 
pull out a circular. "I recognized him 
right off. It says here in this circular 
which I got six months ago that he's 
holdin' up banks right an' left an' that 
thar's a reward o' five hundred dollars 
on his haid. I 'm goin' back to fish him 
outa the river." 

"Bosler !" cried the young superin- � 
tendent, "why, a man by that name held wa 
up the bank at Caseyville j us' a few A 
hours ago-got away with three thou-

· 
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sand dollars. They've offered a reward, 
too." 

"He didn't git far," said Whiskers, 
holding up the heavy sack the bandit 
had left in the stage. "I guess this is 
it. I saved it, an' the team, an' the 
stage, an' the gal--" 

The superintendent gasped. 
"What gal ?" 
"Her !" said \Vhiskers, pointing to 

the school-teacher, and then he dived 
into a pocket, "but seein' yuh valued 
that dog-gone unlucky b'arskin so high 
I'll just pay yuh twenty-five dollars fer 
it, boss." 

·whiskers counted out five five-dol
lar bills and looked up, holding them out 
to his boss. But his boss wasn't stand
ing where he had been a moment before. 
Instead, the superintendent was ten feet 
away, his arms around pretty Miss 
Roach, who had run forward to meet 
him. Her head was on his shoulder. 
His face was all aglow with happi
ness. 

Old Whiskers gasped. 
"Dang sentimental wimmen !" he ex

ploded. "Here it was me as saved her 
an' she collapses in the arms o' the fust 
young man she sees ! Huh-here, boss, 

I got twenty-five dollars fer that b'ar
skin." 

The superintendent chuckled. 
"Keep yuhr money, Whiskers !" he 

exclaimed, happily. "I don't care about 
no b'arskin coat as long as yuh brought 
Rosie here through safe, which she says 
yuh did with a awful lot o' trouble ! 
Rosie was com in' to-morrow, I thought 
-an'-waal, yuh see, \Vhiskers, no
body knows it but yuh-she was-we 
are engaged-an' we're to be married 
right away an'--" 

The old stage driver blinked. 
"Waal !" he exclaimed, "it's a good 

thing I 'm goin' to collect some rewards 
ef I got to buy a big weddin' present. 
Congratulations, boss-an' Missus Boss 
-but-but--" 

"Yes ?" asked the supe, genially. 
"I kain't see fer the l ife o' me how 

a feller ownin' a unlucky b'arskin like 
yuh did could win a gal like-like--" 

Whiskers stammered , stuttered, 
blushed, and turned away, while the su
perintendent and his bride-to-be smiled 
at him. 

"Mebbe," admitted Whiskers, softly, 
"that ol' b'arskin wasn't so unlucky, 
after all ! "  

A SNOWPROOF HIGHWAY WI SCONSIN can now lay proud claim to a new kind of highway-one that 
is snowproof-which will be particularly attractive in a State that is sub

ject to more than its share of the rigors of winter. This unique road, fifteen 
miles in length, has just been constructed in Marathon County, and is the first 
of its kind in the State. 

The highway is built one foot higher than the country through which it 
runs. And engineers believe that this device will cause it to be windswept and 
free from snow for the greater portion of the winter. Hope is held uut, however, W9 for those who wish still to enjoy an old-fashioned winter in the fact that ditches 

A are so constructed that they may he used by sleighs. 



M. i n e t4 's P o t l a t c h 
!Y J. A. T h o m p s o n 

WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE desires this department to be of real assistance to all 
who arc interested in the practical side of mining. Questions pertaining to field condi
tions, mining equipment, mining territories, mining laws, prospecting and general 
geology will be answered. 

Address all communications to ]. A. Thompson, mining expert, care of WEsTERN 
STOJ.Y MAGAZINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

T
HE great mineral deposits o f  

Cali fornia occur i n  more or less 
well-defined belts. This orderly 

system of mineralized areas, spread in 
distinct zones throughout the State, is 
in sharp contrast to the i rregular loca
tion of the mining districts in many o f  
the lar�e mine.ral producing States o f  
the West. I n  considering the mining 
regions and the present mineral possi
bilities of California, the broad belting 
of ore-bearing areas-dependent to a 
large extent upon the general rock 
formations of the region�affords a 
rough guide to the prospector contem
plating a search for metals in the more 
inaccessible and partially explored sec
tions of the State. 

Along the Pacific coast, from the 

vicinity of Santa Barbara to Humboldt 
County lies the most westerly of these 
belts. The coast range of mountains, 
built up by the tremendous stresses o f  
the earth's vast, subterranean forces 
from folded masses of sedimentary 
rocks, is a comparati,llely young struc
ture, geologically speaking. The sedi
mentary rocks of which the range is  
composed are broken through in places 
by intrusions of igneous rocks such as 
the dark basalts. Yet, strangely 
enough, the mountains are singularly 
free from deposits of the ordinary 
metals. Instead of the ores which 
might be expected, a persistent belt of  
quick-silver minerals follows through 
the range and is at its best just north 
and south of San Francisco Bay. The 
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quicksilver ores are commonly associ
ated with opal-the latter frequently in 
valuable quantity-and are found 
among other places in the Clear Lake 
region, and at New Almaden and New 
Idria in Santa Oara and San Benito 
Counties. 

To the east of the central valleys lies 
the long and imposing block of the 
great Sierra N evadas. They are chiefly 
composed of clayey and sandy sedimen
tary rocks folded and twisted by the 
enormous pressures involved in the sub
surface movements o f  the earth. They 
·form a belt alon� the western part that 
increases in width toward the north. 
:rhese sedimentary rock formations are 
o f  an early geological age and they have 
been broken into by enormous masses 
of granitic rocks which form another 
belt moderately extensive in the north 
but gradually widening toward the 
south until in Tulare and Kern Coun
ties these intrusive rocks compose 
nearly the entire make-up of the range. 

The famous gold belt o f  California 
is in reality a succession of astonish
ingly rich gold deposits beginning as a 
narrow fringe along the foot o f  the 
Sierra N evadas but widening toward 
the north until in Butte and Plumas 
Counties it covers an area sixty miles 
broad. Along this belt are located many 
o f  the great gold-mining districts of  
the  United States. Gold camps are 
dotted throughout the southern coun
ties which touch upon this belt from 
El Dorado to Mariposa. The famous 
Mother Lode, and the Kennedy, the 
deepest mine in California, are both 
situated in this gold-bearing belt. Far
ther north in Nevada County the cele
brated Nevada City and Grass Valley 
districts lie within the limits of the belt. 
Placer deposits abound. Lone pros
rpectors work the draws and gulches, 
the hillsides, and the creeks inside the 
confines of the belt. The pickings are 
not always rich, but wages can be 
cleaned up in countless places. Colors, 

or traces of gold can be found scat
tered throughout the whole length and 
breadth of the zone. The millions in 
gold bullion that have already been 
taken out are legion. The millions that 
may yet be produced from the belt can
not even be estimated. 

Parts of the gold-bearing veins ex
posed in this area show signs of having 
been deposited at great depth, accord
ing to geologists and scientists. Per
haps the value o f  the �old lying below 
and far beneath the present workings 
will never be learned. The figure must 
be stupendous. Toward the northern 
extremity of the belt in Tehama, Las
sen, and Plumas Counties the gold is 
covered by various types of  volcanic 
rocks. The belt emerges from this 
great protecting blanket of rock above 
Redding and continues north to the 
Oregon line. It is from fifty to sixty 
miles wide in this section and includes 
the gold-bearing districts in Shasta, 
Trinity, and Siskiyou Counties, in what 
is generally known as the Klamath 
Mountain region. Both veins and 
placer gold deposits are widely dis
tributed. Hydraulicking outfits are 
numerous. Though as a rule the placer 
mines are the more productive, rich 
veins occur in the Coffee Creek section. 

Toward the south of the State gold
bearing quartz veins appear in San 
Piego, Riverside, and Los Angeles 
Counties in the mountains which form 
a continuation o f  the Sierras o f  Lower 
California. However, with the excep
tion of San Diego County where the 
Sanner and Julian districts are fairly 
large producers the gold output from 
these deposits is small. The auri ferous 
.quartz veins occur generally in or near 
metamorphic schists which lie em
bedded in granite. 

A less well-defined belt o f  copper
bearing deposits follows the foothills o f  
the Sierra N evadas and continues i n  a 
north-northwesterly direction into the 
Klamath Mountains. Economically 
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valuable copper deposits have been lo
cated in Calaveras, Placer, and Nevada 
Counties, as well as in the important 
Kemick and Bully Hill districts in 
Shasta County. 

The section ef California east of the 
Sierra N evadas differs greatly from the 
Test of the State. The region is pre
cieminantly arid. Mountains occur in 
smaller d.etached ranges, generally with 
a proneunced northward trend. The 
mining districts therein are scattered, 
i rre:-ular, and fail to fall into any broad 
belting system as do the mineral zones 
of the rest Gf the State. Quartz veins 
carrying varying gold values are found 
thro�hout the Randsberg district in 
Kern County. In San Bernardino and 
Riverside Counties auriferous veins oc
cur in granitic rock formations, but the 
districts throughout the desert range 
are isolated and comparatively unim
portant. 

Along the eastern boundary o f  the 
State are mineral-bearing veins carry
ing values in both gold and silver. 
These occur, among other places, at 
Hayden Hill, Lassen County, and in 
Alpine, Inyo, and San Bernardino 
Counties. Veins carrying silveT values 
alone are found near the Mojave dis
trict in San Bernardino County. 

Iron deposits are scattered through
out both the southern and northern 
parts of California, but as yet they have 
apparently little immediate economic 

!importance. Most o f  these deposits 
carry magnetite. They are found at 
Herault, Shasta County ; Dale, San 
Bernardino County, and in the Eagle 
Mountains, Riverside County. In Ma
dera County are the famous Minarets 
Mountains, long recegnized. as one of 
the most important reserves of iron ore 
in the west c�ast region ef the United 
States. 

Tv S. A. W., Yamhill, Ore:on : 
·Placer claims em government surveyei 
land must con form in shape, area, and 
position to the legal subdivisiens esta'-
lished by the government. The lines 
must be run straight. 

On unsurveyei ground placer claims 
may be o f  any shape necessitated by 
the topography of the country. It is 
not necessary to .have a survey made 
before staking. Location posts and 
discovery shaft, however, must be so 
well identified and established in your 
Teport and affidavit that the limits o f  
the claim will be made clear. The claim 
should be recorded at the office of the 
•clerk of the county in which it lies 
within ninety days after discovery. 

To J. M., Havana, Cuba : Strictly 
!Speaking, a ledge is a horizontal layer 
or stratum of rock, such as a slate 
iedge, or a shale ledge. A vein, or a 
�ode that dips, that is, has a sharp in
clination, should not be spoken of as a 
iedge. 

THE HIGH VALUE OF ESKIMO DOGS 

Q NE is accustomed to the idea that Eskimo dogs are valuable ; ·b ut a recent 
report o f  the Commissioner o f  the Northwest Territories reveals the really 

high valuation put upon the animals. The arctic-bred dogs-so the report goes 
-are worth so much that they may be exported from the Canadian arctic archi
pelago only for specific purposes and with the permission of the aforesaid 
commissioner of these territories. 



IT has come again, folks, the begin
ning of a brand-new year. The 
promises, the resolutions, the hopes 

of last week are in the springtime o f  
their fulfillment. A s  t o  the promises 
and the resolutions, they're up to us, 
folks, aren't they ? AJ to the hopes-
well, their coming true depends a lot, 
too, on our keeping promises and reso
lutions, but not altogether. For, while 
the realization of hopes may rest on 
many things, also, the "breaks" must 
be with us, if we are to get what we 
long for. 

Now, we are sure that in the hearts 
of thousands and thousands of our 
readers there burns a great desire to 
get away from cities and towns and 
live in the country. While spring is 
far from being in the air, there is 
something about turning the corner on 
January 1 st, with the days growing 
longer, and the first January thaw with 
us, that tells us spring is on the wing. 

Something, at least, stirs our readers 
who are city-bound to thinking of  
breaking the  ties that hold them fast 
to bertch and desk. We may not be 
correct in our reasoning, but we do 
know that hosts of you sure get the 
longing at this time of  the year stron�er 

than at any other. We know this be
cause we are snowed under with let
ters asking for advice as to how best 
to make a safe retreat to freedom. 

We are sure put to it to know how 
to answer some of you as to just what 
to do. However, we'll make here at 
this time some general remarks, and 
we hope that many of  you who have 
also had experience in this matter will 
get up and tell us how you feel about it. 

While we are the last who would 
want to advise any one, much less any 
of you who have been our friends and 
supporters for so many years, to do 
a foolish thing, we don't yell, as some 
do : ' 'Don't ! Stay where you are I "  

On the other hand, we don't cry : 
"Sure, go to it ! 'He who hesitates is 
lost ! '  " 

No, we do neither o f  these things. 
We stay in the middle of the road. We 
say : Do you really feel sure that you 
would rather live in the country than 
in the city ? Of course, you don't 
know for sure, but, in the circum
stances, do you feel confident that you 
would like it better, and-what is just 
as important, i f  not more so-would 
your family be more contented there ? 

Let's say that you an�wer these ques-
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tions in the affirmative. What then ? 
First, remembering that you only think 
you would rather live in the country 
than in the city, you must now decide 
in just what manner you would be 
happier living there. Also, in just 
what way you would like to support 
yoursel f. 

Having decided these two questions, 
try to discover if it is really possible 
for you to arrange to live in the coun
try in the manner you would choose, 
and if you can �et there the work you 
would like to do. Your problems are 
growing harder. How can you answer 
these questions ? By making inquiry, 
and then if the questions can be an
swered to your satisfaction, by trying 
the thing out. 

It is natural for old-timers to raise 
a cry of warning to those who would 
try country life if  they have been long 
used to coddling city ways, to living 
like bees in hives, to browsing and 
working along with great herds of their 
fellows. The old-timer knows that the 
tenderfoot is in for trouble, real hard
ship. He looks back on his own 
struggles, and he feels compassion for 
those who would be pioneers. 

But did these old-timers stop for a 
moment and do a little thinking, they 
would remember that it is a very hu
man trait to think the other fellow's lot 
is far easier than our own. "A doctor 
makes his living so pleasantly," says 
the lawyer. "All a doctor has to do," 
ruminates the attorney, "is to drive 
round, make some calls, look down a 
few throats, and get paid for it." And 
then the doctor has his side of it ; 
thinks that the lawyer has an easy time, 
and that his is the hard one. Thus, 
men who live their lives in the OP,en, 
though they would not for an inst'ant 
think of changing their mode of life, 
feel that the city man has a mighty soft 
time of it and earns his livelihood with 
little difficulty. 

But to get back to those of you who 

want to leave the city and go to the 
country. Don't think that because you 
may have a little more book learning 
than the open-air man you will be 
smarter than · he is when it comes to 
making good, "far from the madding 
crowd's ignoble strife." No, believe us 
when we tell you that if  you want to 
go back to nature, you must learn how, 
for it is indeed a business that must be 
learned. 

Our best advice is first to work for 
a man who is making his living in the 
country. By doing this, you'll discover 
one thing, at least, whether you like 
the country or not. Also, you'll be 
learning all the time about how a liv
ing is made in the country. Whatever 
you do, if you're a sure-enough tender
foot, don't take your savings and buy 
a place. For if you do, the chances are 
a hundred to one that you'll fail, be
cause you'll not have the slightest idea 
how to run it. 

The chances of your making much 
money in the country, under the most 
favorable circumstances, are small. 
But this to us is a matter of small mo
ment, for you'll have your freedom, be 
living where you want to live, and do
ing what you want to do. Also, you'll 
be almost sure to have better health, 
and if you have children they'll get 
a fair "break," which children surely 
don't get if brought up on city streets, 
for, rich or poor, there is really no 
place for them to play, save on the 
sidewalks. 

There is this about the country, with 
your own place free and clear, you'll 
not starve nor freeze. Your living is 
right there, yours if  you're man enough 
to get it. 

Now, men and women who have ex
perienced life in the country, please 
come forward and give your advice ; 
and, as usual with all straight-shootin' 
Westerners, if you don't agree, even 
with one single word w e've said, you 
say so. We know you will. 




























