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READ IT ! SOMETHING NEW ! READ IT !

AIR TRAILS
A M A G A ZIN E  OF TH E B E S T  A V IA T IO N  STORIES

What do you hear in the skies overhead? The deep-voiced roar 
of aiqslane ehgines. What do you see on the front pages of the 
papers? Accounts of the thrilling exploits of airmen. What are 
people talking about and thinking about and wondering about just 
now? Airplanes and aviators— the new history that is being written 
in our day— the history of the skies.

Time was when wanderers stood at some vessel’s prow and 
strained their eyes along dim horizons for new continents. Other 
men tramped and hacked their way through wildernesses and over 
deserts.

But now the red-blooded, the brave-hearted, the courageous are 
looking to the vast, immeasurable sky itself for fresh fields of con
quest. They are answering the challenge of the sun and wind and 
clouds.

Get in touch with the spirit of the age and read fiction that will 
carry you into a new and mighty realm of clean, thrilling action. 
But be sure to . start right, between the covers of a magazine that 
will print only 'the best. Read AIR  TR AILS.

In the October issue of A IR  TR AILS you will find:

VIKINGS OF THE AIR, by J. Allan Dunn
A  big aviation novelette of conflict and romance over the 

wide wastes of the Pacific. Droning motors, sharks’ fins cut
ting the waters beneath, peril on an ocean isle, and the thrill 
of a great air race.

SKY MEDICINE, by Raoul Whitfield
The beginning of an exciting series about Buck Kent, 

the free-lance airman. *
J

CRASHING GOLD, by Kenneth Gilbert
A Western air novelette chock-full of excitement.

■0>

WRITE THAT OFF! by Robert Corse
A tale of wartime pilots and flaming battles over No 

Man’s Land.

Also other fast-moving stories of the men who do and 
dare along the A IR  TR AILS of the sky.

On the stands September 14th Twenty cents a copy 
ORDER YOURS NOW
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Amazingly Easy vray 
get into ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job." 
Now . . .  and . . .  forever . . .  say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a 
week. Let me teach you how to prepare for positions that lead to 
$50, $60 and up a week in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but 
by an amazing way to teach that makes you a practical electrician 
in 90 days! Getting into electricity is far easier than you imagine!

Learn on Actual Electrical Machinery in 90 Days
1ACK of experience — age, or 

advanced education bars no 
* one. I don't care if you don’t 

know an armature from an air 
brake—I don’t expect you to! It 
makes no difference! Don't let 
lack of money stop you. Most of 
the men at Coyne have nornore 
money than you have- That' 
why I have worked out my aston
ishing offers.

FREE
Employment Service

Many of my students earn a 
good part or all of their living 
expenses and should you need 
this assistance we will help you. 
Then, in 12 brief weeks, in the 
great roaring shops of Coyne, I 
train you as you never dreamed 
you could be trained . . .  on one 
of the greatest outlays of electri
cal apparatus ever assembled. . .  
real dynamos, engines, power 
plants, autos.switchboards, trans
mitting stations . - . everything 
from aoor-bells to farm power 
and lighting . .  . full-sized . . .  in 
full operation every day I
Not a Correspondence 

School
Learn by doing. . . 

all real actual work. . .  
building real batteries 
. . .  winding real arma
tures, operating real 
motors, dynamos and 
g e n e r a to r s , wiring

Prepare For Jobs Like Tbit
H e r e  a r e  a  f e w  o f  h u n d r e d s  

o f  p o s i t i o n s  o p e n  t o  C o y n e -  
t r a i n e d  m e n .  O u r  f r e e  e m 
p l o y m e n t  b u r e a u  g i v e s  y o u  
l i f e t i m e  e m p l o y m e n t  s e r v io e .  
A r m a t u r e  E x p e r t

$50 a  W e e k  a n d  u p  
S u b s t a t i o n  O p e r a t o r ,  $66 a  W e e k  
A u t o  E le c t r i c ia n

$60 a  W e e k  a n d  u p  
I n v e n t o r  -  -  U n l im it e d
M a in t e n a n c e  E n g i n e e r

$60 a  W e e k  a n d  u p  
S e r v i c e  S t a t i o n  O w n e r

$60 a  W e e k  a n d  u p  
R a d i o  E x p e r t ,  $60 a  W e e k  a n d  u p

N o w  In O u r N e w  H om s
This la oar naw fireproof, modern home wherein is Ln- 

b tailed tboaaanda of dollar a worth of the newest and

houses, etc. That's a 
glimpse of how we help 
to make you a practical 
electrician, and fitting 
you to hold big jobs 
after graduation.
Jobs, Pay, Future

Don’t worry about a 
job. Coyne training set
tles the job question for 
life. Big demand for 
Coyne trained men. Our 
employment depart
ment givesyou lifetime 
service. Two weeks 
after graduation, Clyde 
F. Hart got a position 
as electrician with the 
GreatWestem Railroad 
at over $100 a week.
That’s not unusual. We 
can point to many 
Coyne men making up 
to $600 a month. $60 a » ■ - 
w e e k  i s  o n l y  t h e  b e g i n n in g  Fl*f ® 
of y o u r  o p p o r t u n i t y .  Y o u  
c a n  g o  i n t o  r a d io ,  b a t t e r y  
or a u t o m o t iv e  e l e c t r i c a l  r R E C  
b u s in e s s  f o r  y o u r s e l f  a n d  
m a k e  $8000 a  y e a r  a n d  u p .

G et the Facts
Coyne isyouronegreatchance 

to get into electricity. Every 
obstacle is removed. This 
school is 29 years old — Coyne 
training is tested — proven be
yond all doubt — endorsed by 
many large electrical concerns. 
You can find out everything 
absolutely free. Simply mail 
the coupon and let me send 
you the big, free Coyne book 
of 150 photographs. . .  facts . . .  
jobs . . .  salaries . .  . opportuni
ties. Tells you how many earn 
expenses while training and 
how we assist our graduates in 
the field. This does not obligate 
you. So act at once. Just mail 
coupon.

Get

68-45

fort and oenv_____  .been arranged to make you happy and contented dux-

M r .  H .  C .  L e w i * .  P r e s .
C O Y N E  E L E C T R I C A L  S C H O O L ,  D e p t .
5 0 0  S .  P a u l i n a  S t . ,  C h i c a g o ,  111.

D e a r  M r .  L e w i s :
W i t h o u t  o b l i g a t i o n s  s e n d  m e  y o u r  b l g f r e e  c a t a l o g  

a l l  d e t a i l s  o f  F r e e  E m p l o y m e n t  s e r v i c e ,  R a d i o  a n d  A i
and
u t o -________________ ipl____

m o t i v e  C o u r s e s  w i t h o u t  e x t r a  c o a t ,  a n d  h o w  m a n y  
“ e a r n  w h i l e  l e a r n i n g . '1 I  u n d e r s t a n d  I  w i l l  n o t  b e  
b o t h e r e d  b y  a n y  s a le s m a n .

N a m e ................................................................... ................................................V b l E  ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
E  A w  J E f H .C .LEW IS,Pre».,D ept. 68-45 _

5 0 0  S . PAULINA ST. Founded isw  CHICAGO, ILL. | City....................................... State.
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G o  to High School at Home
Y ou  can secure a high school education right at 
home by studying the splendid new courses re
cently prepared by the International Correspon
dence Schools.

These courses are equivalent to the courses 
given in resident high schools. They have been 
specially arranged for men and women who 
wish to meet college entrance examinations, to 
qualify for a business position, or to make up 
the education they missed when forced to leave 
school too soon.

The College Preparatory Course, the High 
School Commercial Course and the High 
School English Course include English, algebra, 
ancient, medieval, modern and U. S. History, 
physiology, literature, geography, Latin, book
keeping, drawing, geometry, shorthand, physics, 
chemistry, salesmanship, advertising, civics, 
trigonometry, economics, American business 
law, corporation finance, money and bank
ing, business and trade economics, etc. A  
diploma is given at graduation.

The lessons are easy to understand and you 
will make rapid progress because you will be 
in a class by yourself and you will study under 
the guidance of instructors who are sincerely 
interested in helping you to get ahead and 
achieve the bigger things in life.

Just mark and mail the coupon and we will 
gladly send you interesting free booklets

describing the High School Courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools or any 
other subject in which you are interested.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
"The Universal University”

Box 4 8 0 1* Scranton, Puma.
W i t h o u t  c o s t  o r  o b l i g a t i o n ,  p le a s e  s e n d  m e a  c o p y  o f  y o u r  b o o k 

l e t ,  " W h o  W in *  a n d  W h y / '  a n d  f u l l  p a r t ic u la r s  a b o u t  th e  s u b je c t  
before w h ic h  I  h a v e  m a r k e d  X  in  th e  l i s t  b e lo w ;

□  College Preparatory Course
□  High School Commercial Course

B High School English Course 
High School Vocational Course 

□  High School Agricultural Course
©U8INES8 TRAINING COURSES

□ B u s i n e s s  M a n a g e m e n t  
□  I n d u s t r ia l  M a n a g e m e n t  
□  P e r s o n n e l  M a n a g e m e n t  
□  T r a f f ic  M a n a g e m e n t  
□  A c c o u n t in g  a n d  C . P .  A.

C o a c h in g
□  C o s t  A c c o u n t in g  
Q  B o o k k e e p in g  
Q  S e c r e t a r ia l  W o r k  
□  S p a n is h  □  F r e n c h

S a le s m a n s h ip
A d v e r t is in g
B u s in e s s  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  
S h o w  C a r d  a n d  S ig n  L e t t e r in g  
S te n o g r a p h y  a n d  T y p in g  

J  E n g l is h  □  C iv i l  S e r v ic e  
□  R a ilw a y  M a i l  C le r k  
J  C o m m o n  S c h o o l  S u b je c t s  

R  H ig h  S c h o o l  S u b je c t s  
I l lu s t r a t in g  □  C a r to o n in g

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
A r c h it e c t
A r c h it e c t s ' B lu e p r in t s  
C o n tr a c to r  a n d  B u i l d e r  

_  A r c h it e c t u r a l  D r a f t s m a n
□  C o n c r e te  B u i l d e r  %
U  S tr u c tu r a l  E n g in e e r  
I ] C h e m is t r y  □  P h a r m a c y
□  A u t o m o b il e  W o r k  
3 A ir p la n e  E n g in e s

S A g r i c u l t u r e  □  N a v ig a t io n  
M a t h e m a t ic s  □  R a d io

E le c t r i c a l  E n g in e e r in g  
E le c t r i c  L i g h t in g  
M e c h a n ic a l  E n g in e e r  
M e c h a n ic a l  D r a f t s m a n  
M a c h in e  S h o p  P r a c t io e  
R a i l r o a d  P o s i t i o n s  
G a s  E n g in e  O p e r a t in g  
C iv i l  E n g in e e r  □  M in in g  
S u r v e y in g  a n d  M a p p in g  
S te a m  E n g in e e r in g  
P lu m b in g  a n d  H e a t in g

S tr e e t  A d d r e s s . .

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

O c c u p a t io n ......................... ................................................................................................. y ............. »

Persona residing in Canada should tend this coupon to the Interna
tional Oorreapondmee Schools Canadian, Lim ited, Montreal, Canada

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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“Rough?I&tt 
bet your life 
Im  rough!”

D o n ’ t  read another word if you think I’ve got any time to 
waste on MAMMA’S BOYS. And don’t read another word if 
you think my system of body building is any pink-tea affair 
for drug store sheiks or lounge lizards with a YELLOW 
STREAK a yard wide. I ’ll treat you ROUGH when you take 
my course and I’ll tell you where you get off, doggoned quick, 
if you don’t do what I tell you.

PH Make You Strong
But when I get through with you, you’ll say that George F. 
Jowett is the BEST FRIEND you ever had.

You will have muscles of iron and nerves of steel and every 
fibre of your being will be athrob with HEALTH and ENERGY 
and VITAL FORCE. The virile red blood of a conqueror will 
ffow through your veins. Mentally and physically I will give 
you the POWER that is the foundation of SUCCESS 1

Patented Dumbbells Free
T o  every person who takes my course I w ill give a pair 
o f my patented Jowett Progressive D isk D um bbells. They 
cannot be equaled for workmanship and muscle building.

Here’s another important point—my course is laid out per
sonally for each pupil. Every week you receive a new set of 
exercises in order of progression. You get Twelve Courses cover
ing the Twelve Principles of Life. On conclusion of your course 
you receive an emblem showing you are a graduate of the 
Jowett Institute of Physical Culture.

Get My Big Free Book
All I ask is this. Send for my big free book, “The Thrill of 
Being Strong.”  You’ll get a real kick out of it because of the 
photographs and because it shows how easily you, too, can 
have nerves of steel and muscles of iron. Remember—I GUAR
ANTEE to build you up or refund every penny.

JO W E TT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL  
CULTURE
Dept. 14-J

597 F ifth Avenue, New York , N. Y .
D e a r  M r . J o w e t t :

W i t  trout c o s t  o r  o b l i g a t i o n ,  p le a s e  s e n d  m e  a  c o p y  o f  y o a r  
I l lu s t r a t e d  b o o k le t .  “ T h e  T h r i l l  # f B e in g  S t r o n g . ”

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

Jot men
This new self-massaging belt not 
only makes you look thinner IN
STANTLY—but quickly takes off 
rolls of excess fat.

DIET is weakening— drugs are 
dangerous— strenuous reducing 
exercises are liable to strain 

your heart. The only safe method 
of reducing is masBage. This method 
sets up a vigorous circulation that 
seems to melt away surplus fat. The 
Weil Reducing Belt, made of special 
reducing rubber, produces exactly 
the same results as a skilled 
masseur, only quicker and 
cheaper.

Every move you make causes 
the Weil Belt to gently mas
sage your abdomen. Results 
are rapid because this belt 
works fo r  you every second.
Fat Replaced by Normal Tissue 

F r o m  4 t o  6 In ch es  o f  f la b b y  fa t  
u s u a lly  v a n is h  in  a  f e w  w e e k s . O n ly  
s o l id ,  n o r m a l t is s u e  r e m a in s . T h e  
W e i l  R e d u c in g  B e l t  Is e n d o r s e d  b y  
p h y s ic ia n s  b e c a u s e  I t  n o t  o n ly  ta k e s  
o f f  fa t ,  b u t  h e lp s  c o r r e c t  s to m a c h  d i s 
o r d e r s , c o n s t ip a t io n ,  b a c k a c h e , s h o r t 
n e ss  o f  b r e a th  a n d  p u ts  s a g g i n g  i n 
te r n a l  o r g a n s  b a c k  in  p la c e .

S p e cia l lO ^ la y  T r ia l O ffe r
S e n d  n o  m o n e y . W r i t e  f o r  d e t a i le d  d e s c r i p 

t i o n  a n d  t e s t im o n ia l s  fr o m  d e l ig h t e d  u sers  
I f  y o u  w r i t e  a t  o n c e , y o u  w i l l  r e c e iv e  a s p e 
c i a l  1 0 - d a y  t r ia l  o f f e r .  T h e  W e i l '  C o m p a n y ,
4 8 9  H i l l  S t r e e t ,

T H E  W E I L  C O M P A N Y ,  4 8 9  H i l l  S t . .  N ew  H a v e n . C en n .
| ' G e n t le m e n :  P le a s e  s e n d  m e  c o m p le t e  d e s c r ip t i o n  o f  th e  W e i l  
I S c ie n t i f i c  R e d u c in g  B e l t ,  a n d  a ls o  y o u r  S p e c ia l  1 0 -d a y  T r ia l  
I O f fe r .

I Name .................................................................................. ............ ..

)  A d d r e s s

I C it y  ...................................................................... S ta te  ........................................................ , J

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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at Home to fill, a  
B i & f t y j o b f

Look W hat These Cooke 
Trained Men are Earning

tba world like yoors. Year les- M are a real j< ‘ ‘ “ROBERT JA<

M akes I7M  fat %4 
Days ia  Radio

“ T h a n k s  t o  y o u r  i n t e r e s t 
i n g  C o u r s e  I  m a d e  o v e r  $700 
in  24  d a y s  i n  R a d io .  O f  
c o u r s e ,  t h i s  i s  a  l i t t l e  a b o v e  
t h e  a v e r a g e  b u t  I  r u n  f r o m  
$10 t o  $40 c l e a r  p r o f i t  e v e r y  
d a y ;  y o u  c a n  s e e  w h a t  y o u r  
t r a i n i n g  h a s  d o n e  f o r m e .* *  

F R E D  G .  M c N S B B .  
648 S p r i n g  S t . ,  A t la n t a ,G a .

$ 7 «to $ M a W e e k
f o r  J a cq n o t

“ N o w  l  a m  s p e c i a l i z in g  in  
a u t o e l e c t r i c i t y  a n d  b a t t e r y  
w o r k  a n d  m a k e  f r o m  $70 
t o  $80 a  w e e k  a n d  a m  j u s t  
g e t t i n g  s t a r t e d .  I  d o n ’ t  b e hove there is another schoc' ’

joy t o ------- -
_____________A d Q U O T ,*006 W. Colorado Ava., 

C olora d o  S p rin g s . C o lo .

$20 a Day fo r
Schreck

“ U s e  m y  n a m e  a s  a  r e f e r 
e n c e  a n a  d e p e n d  o n  m e  a s  a  
b o o s t e r .  T h e  b i g g e s t  t h i n g  
I  e v e r  d id  w a s  a n s w e r  y o u r  
a d v e r t i s e m e n t .  I  *tm a v e r 
a g i n g  b e t t e r  t h a n  $500 a  
m o n t h  f r o m  m y  o w n  b u s i 
n e s s  n o w .  I  u s e d  t o  m a k e  
$ 1 8  a  w e e k .* ’

A. SCHRECK, 
P h o e n ix ,  A s i a .

$3500 A Year 
For BecKett

“When I began with you I wasJ'ust a common laborer, going rona one job to another, working for anything 1 could get and
t h a t  w a s n ’ t m u c h . N ow  
m y  s a la r y  la  $ 3 ,5 0 0  a y e a r  
a n d  t h e  C o m p a n y  fu r n is h e s  
m e  w ith  a n  a u t o m o b i l e . ”

C . O . B E C K E T T ,

It’s a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or 
$30 a week, when in the same six days as an 
Electrical Expert you could make $70 to $200 
— and do It easier— not work half so hard. 
Why then remain In the small-pay game. In a 
line o f work that offers no chance, no big pro
motion, no big income? Fit yourself for  a real 
job In the great electrical Industry. I ’ll show 
you how.

L . L . C O O K E
C M ^ g i U h i  n g .

Be an Electrical Expert
Earn $3,500 to $10,000 a Year
Today even the ordinary Elec
trician— the “ screw driver”  kind 
— is making money— big money. 
But it ’ s the trained man— the 
man who knows the whys and 
wherefores o f Electricity— the 
Electrical Expert— who is picked 
out to “ boss”  the ordinary Elec
tricians— to boss the Big Jobs 
— the jobs that pay $3,500 to 
$10,000 a Year. Get in line for 
one o f these “ Big Jobs.” Start 
by enrolling now for  my easily 
learned, quickly grasped, right- 
up-to-the-minute, S p a r e -  Time 
Home-Study Course in Practical 
Electricity.
Age or Lack of Experience 

No Drawback
You don’t have to be a College 
M an ; you don’t have to be a 
High School Graduate. As 
Chief Engineer o f the Chicago 
Engineering Works, I know ex
actly the kind o f training you 
n e e d  a n d  I  w i l l  g iv e  y o u  t h a t  t r a in in g .  
M y  C o u r s e  i n  E le c t r i c i t y  Is  s im p le ,  t h o r 
o u g h  a n d  - o o m p le t e  a n d  o f fe r s  e v e r y  m a n , 
r e g a r d le s s  o f  a g e , e d u c a t io n  o r  p r e v io u s  
e x p e r ie n c e , t h e  c h a n c e  to  b e c o m e , in  a 
v e r y  s h o r t  t im e ,  a n  “ E le c t r i c a l  E x p e r t , ”  
a b le  t o  m a k e  f r o m  $ 7 0  t o  $ 2 0 0  a w e e k . 
No Extra Charge lor Electrical 

Working Ontlit 
W i t h  m e , y o u  d o  p r a c t i c a l  w o r k — at 
h o m e . Y o u  s ta r t  r i g h t  i n  a f t e r  y o u r  
f i r s t  fe w  le s s o n s  t o  w o r k  a t  y o u r  p r o 
f e s s i o n  i n  th e  r e g u la r  w a y  a n d  m a k e  
e x t r a  m o n e y  i n  y o u r  s p a r e  t im e .  F o r  
t h is  y o u  n e e d  t o o l s ,  a n d  I  g iv e  th e m  
t o  y o u — 5 b i g .  c o m p le t e  w o r k in g

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed
S o  s u re  am  I  t h a t  y o u  c a n  le a r n  E le c 
t r i c i t y — so  s u r e  a m  I  t h a t  a ft e r  s t u d y in g  
w it h  m e , y o u , t o o , ca n  g e t  in t o  th e  “ b ig  
m o n e y "  c la s s  I n  E le c t r i c a l  w o r k , th a t  I  
w i l l  g u a r a n t e e  u n d e r  b o n d  t o  r e tu r n  every  
s in g l e  p e n n y  p a id  m e  in  t u i t i o n ,  i f ,  w h en  
y o u  h a v e  f in is h e d  ra y  C o u r s e , y o u  a r e  n o t  
s a t is f ie d  i t  w a s  th e  b e s t  in v e s tm e n t  y o u  
e v e r  m a d e . A n d  b a c k  o f  m e  i n  m y  g u a r 
a n te e , s ta n d s  th e  C h ic a g o  E n g in e e r in g  
W o r k s ,  I n c . ,  a  tw o  m i l l i o n  d o l la r  i n s t i t u 
t i o n ,  th u s  a s s u r in g  t o  e v e r y  s tu d e n t  e n 
r o l l e d .  n o t  o n ly  a  w o n d e r fu l  t r a in i n g  in  
E l e c t r i c i t y ,  b u t  a n  u n s u r p a s s e d  S tu d e n t  
S e r v ic e  as  w e ll .
Get Started Now—Mall Coupon
I  w a n t  t o  s e n d  y o u  m y  E le c t r i c a l  B o o k  
a n d  P r o o f  L e s s o n s , b o th  F r e e .  T h e s e  c o s t  
y o u  n o t h in g  a n d  y o u ' l l  e n jo y  th e m . M a k e  
th e  s ta r t  t o d a y  f o r  a b r ig h t  fu tu r e  in  E le c 
t r i c i t y .  S e n d  i n  C o u p o n — N O W .
L . L . C O O K E , C h ie f  I n s t r u c t io n  E n g in e e r

L.L.Cooke School oi Electricity
2150 Lawrence Av. 

ChicagoM U

L . L . C O O K E .  T h e  M an  
D e p t .  5 7 6  W h o  M a k es

2 1 5 0  L a w r e n c e  “ B i f l ; P a y ”

S e n d  m e  a t  o n c e  w it h o u t  o b l i -  
*  g a l l o n  y o u r  b i g  i l lu s t r a t e d  b o o k  

a n d  c o m p le t e  d e t a i ls  o f  y o u r  H o m e  
S t u d y  C o u r s e  in  E le c t r i c i t y ,  in c l u d 

i n g  y o u r  o u t f it  a n d  e m p lo y m e n t  s e r v 
i c e  o f fe r s .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Saves Me Enough Money to Buy
My Tires... and then

I 'H E  money I save on gasoline
A more than keeps me in new 

tires. Figure it out— I was getting 
13 miles per gallon on my Nash. 
With gas at 18c plus 2c tax it cost 
me $46 to drive 3,000 miles. Now 
I ’m getting better than 26 miles per 
gallon. It takes just half the gas 
and I save $23 to $25 every 3,000 
miles—more than the price o f a 
new tire.”

No matter what make o f car you 
drive, the Stransky Vaporizer is un
conditionally guaranteed to give you 
50% to 100% more miles per gallon 
or It costs you nothing. As a mat
ter of fact, it is not uncommon for 
the Stransky Vaporizer to more than 
double gasoline m ileage!

. Note These Records
Forty and eight-tenths miles per 

gallon from a Chevrolet, reported by 
F. S. Carroll. Forty miles on one 
gallon in a Ford, reported by J. T. 
Jackson, Michigan. Forty miles per 
gallon in a Dodge from  Brownsville, 
Tex., to Tampico, Mex., reported by 
T. L. Brown.

Records like these are reported in 
every mail for  every make and model 
car— from  72 different countries— the

s * : .

i S
I k

world over. More than two mil
lion Stransky Vaporizers have 
been installed.

No bigger than a dollar coin 
— no more expensive than a

AGENTS
M e n  a re  m a k in g  w o n d e r fu l  e a r n in g s  
s h o w in g  th e  S t r a n s k y  V a p o r iz e r  to 
c a r  o w n e r s  i n  s p a r e  t im e  a n d  f u l l  
t im e . S e l l s  fa s t  u n d e r  o u r  g u a r a n 
te e . F o s t e r  m a d e  $ 3 5 7  in  tw o  
w e e k s . G . F .  F u l l e r  e a r n e d  $ 1 1 4  In  
5  d a y s . E b e r l e i n  s o ld  23  V a p o r iz e r s  
In  3 5  m in u t e s !  J . W .  C r o n k  a c 
tu a l ly  earned $ 5 1  in a n  h o u r . 
S im p ly  m a i l  coupon a t  o n c e .

good wrench— no more trouble to at
tach than a fan b e lt ! Attaches to 
the intake manifold of any car in 
five minutes. Anyone can do it.

T h e  v a p o r iz e r  s u p e r c h a r g e s  y o u r  g a s o l in e  
a /t e r  i t  le a v e s  th e  c a r b u r e t o r .  C o m p le te ly  
v a p o r iz e s  th e  g a s o l in e .  U n d e r  th is  id e a l  c o n 
d i t io n  y ou  g e t  m o r e  c o m p le te  e x p lo s io n .  B o th  
p o w e r , p ic k u p  a n d  s p e e d  a re  n o t ic e a b ly  i n 
c r e a s e d . S t a r t in g  is  n o t  in t e r fe r e d  w ith  as 
th e  V a p o r iz e r  a u t o m a t ic a l ly  sh u ts  i t s e l f  o f f  
w h e n  th e  m o to r  is  I d le .

Make This Test
Mail the coupon below for full de

tails, guarantee, and amazing trial 
offer, which Is even more remarkable 
than we can tell you here. There is 
no obligation whatever. J. A. 
STRANSKY MFG. CO., Lr901 
Stransky Block, Pukwana, So. Da
kota.

i .  A .  S t r a n s k y  M fg .  C o ., 
| L-901 S tr a n s k y  B lo c k , I

P u k w a n a . S o .  Dakota. .
I W i t h o u t  o b l i g a t i o n  sen d  m e  fu U  d e t a i ls  I
| o f  y o u r  fr e e  t r ia l  o f f e r .

| N a m e  ......................................................................................... )

| A d d r e s s  ..................................................   I

I C U y  ..............................................S t a t e  ............................. *
I ( ) C h e c k  h e r e  f o r  D i s t r ib u t o r 's  S a m - 1
1 p ie  O f fe r  a n d  th e  s e l l in g  p la n .
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Follow this Man!
Secret Service Operator 38  Is on the Job

Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl’s room! The detective’s cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It's true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon.

V *  V I  1 ?  V 1 The Confidential Reports 
R J E l J B l  No* 38 Made to His Chief

And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU  as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. M ore men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would 
like. Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards.

Earn $2500 to $10000 a Year
You study at home in spare time

No advance education is needed. Any man who can 
read and write, and think can make good. A  won
derful book tells all about what others have done. 
Shows pictures o f real crimes and the men who 
solved them. We’D send you a FREE copy with the 
free reports. Get our low prices and easy terms. 
Mail the coupon.
UNIVERSITY OP APPLIED SCIENCE 

M N S aaayiideA v*, Dept. 27-76 Chicago, Illinois

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Suanyside Ave„ Dept 27-76 Chicago, Illinois 
Gentlemen:—Without any obligation whatever, send me 
your new, fully illustrated Free book on Finger Prints, 
also FREE copy of operator No. 38’s confidential report. 
Tell me about your low prices and easy terms.

Name.......................................................................................
Address..................................................................................
....................................................................... A ge...................

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$100\Neek
i s w < i i i n g / o r Y O U

IF you want $100 a week d e a r  
profit, if you want $5000 a 

year w ithout w ork in g  as hard 
or as long as you do now, I ’ll 
show you how to get it. I ’ll 
prove to you that $10 a day is 
easy, that $15, $20, or even $25 a 
day is possible.
I will give you the same offer 
I made to Christopher Vaughn, 
whose earnings have reached $125 
in a week. You can do like John 
Scotti, who started without ex
perience and made $97 his sec
ond week. Or Mrs. K. K, Roof, 
who has two children and does 
her own housework, yet in her 
spare time has made $50 in a 
week and $15 in a single afternoon. Yes, profits like 
these can be yours. Do you want them?

Big Profits For Easy W ork
All you need to do is to accept my offer to handle 
our dealings with our customers in your community. 
We have customers in a million homes throughout 
America— hundreds o f them right around you. These 
customers o f ours know and like and use “ Zanol”  
Products— delicious foods, delightful toilet prepara
tions, perfumes, soaps and household necessities—  
more than 350 different products in all.
But ‘ 'Zanol4’ Products are never sold in stores. They 
are sold only through our own representatives. You 
can be one of them. Our representatives will make 
two million dollars as their profits this year, and you 
can have your share. You will be amazed at how 
easy it is, and how quickly the money rolls in. You 
will realize that $100 a week is not hard if  you are 
in the right line.

I Furnish Everything
If you want your share of these big profits, all you 
need to do is to write. We furnish all of our people 
with complete equipment free for doing business. 
We tell you in detail exactly what to do. We 
make It easy for  you. You will be given the same 

proposition that enabled G. 
C. Henry to make four times 
as much money as he ever 
did on a farm, and that 
made it possible for  G. A. 
Becker, of Iowa, to earn more 
than he did in 22 years in the 
grocery business.

W e  w a n t t o  h e lp  y o u  In  
e v e r y  w a y  t o  m a k e  la r g e  
p r o f it s  a n d  w e  o f fe r  to  
p r o v id e  a n ew  H u d s o n  
S u p e r - S ix  C o a c h  w ith o u t  
a n y  e x p e n s e  t o  y o u  w h a t 
e v e r . M a l l  th e  c o u p o n  
f o r  d e t a i ls  o f  th e  p la n  
t h a t  w i l l  g i v e  y o u  th is  
h a n d so m e  c lo s e d  c a r  w i t h 
o u t  e x p e n s e  a n d  a n  i n 
c o m e  o f  5 1 0 0  a w e e k , 
o r  m o re .

Send No M oney
J u s t  s e n d  m e  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  I  w i l l  
t e l l  y o u  h o w  to  s ta r t .  I  w i l l  sh ow  
y o u  h o w  t o  m a k e  $ 1 0 0  a  w e e k , o r  $8  
t o  $ 1 0  a  d a y  in  s p a r e  t im e . I t  is  
th e  o n e  o p p o r t u n i t y  y o u  h a v e  b e e n  
w a it in g  fo r .  I t  i s  y o u r  c h a n c e  t o  g e t  
a h e a d . Y o u  a r e  n o t  r i s k i n g  a  p e n n y . 
Y o u  d o n 't  a g r e e  t o  p a y  a n y t h in g  o r  
d o  a n y t h in g .  D o n 't  w a i t  u n t i l  s o m e 
o n e  e ls e  g e t s  a h e a d  o f  y o u . D o n ’ t 
d e la y  u n t i l  i t  is  t o o  la t e .  M a i l  t h e  
c o u p o n  n o w !

Mail This NOW
I A lb e r t  M i l l s ,  P r e s . ,  A m e r ic a n  P r o d u c t s  C o . .  "

Dept. 6 6 4  C in c i n n a t i ,  O h io . K
■ I  w a n t  t o  m a k e  $ 1 0 0  a  w e e k . S e n d  m e  f u l l  d e t a i ls  o f  y o u r  B 
1  p r o p o s i t i o n  a t  o n c e .  T h i s  d o e s  n o t  o b l i g a t e  m e . “

A d d r e s s  ......................................... ....................................... ........................................................  S
I  ©  A .  V. Co. ( W r i t e  P l a i n l y )  I

W fca tlftc co m p l 3 o n  m y  o w n  b e a d  and-j-----m d otherlwe* I ma d o  f o r  y on .

roc pey poemnsr. n o-7  b a ron  o r ---------- ----- ------------------------- ----
appara tu s . M r  h on w  t r ea tm e n t h» efaapie,

W R IT E  FOR V R U  AM POULE
. .  i*s& . . .  

K S S . T X t a i

________________  __I__________
V V l V S T f  A  U n C .  2776  BUCUD-W INDSOR"  ^nvnawo, omo

PRICKS
G U T

beet m*k*S“5 S i£ »
w o o d . B a s i m t m ,  OHtsf*— 

p r ic e s  N U M bed feo a lm os t  faatf.

and it’s yours
Y E A R S . S on d  no roonay—bii F R E E  c a ta lo g  r  t H s j
sh ow s a ctu a l m ach in es in  fa l l  c o lo rs . CM amt a r e e U tfr -* ms m m v  p a y 
m en t p lan  and  10 -day  f r e e  tria l o ffe r T f its it tro  Um*. a s  wrttm 
in te r n a t io n a l  T y p e w r ite r  E x . . , l M W .  L a k e  S t .  D ep t. ft-Y , C M c e g e

Make $ 9 0  a Week
M on and W om an I Write me today 

and by this time next week I can place 
you Ins position to snake $2 to $5 en hour In your 
spare time, up to $15 a day full time. Simply 

in t r o d u c e  and take orders lor amazing, new. 
Lines o f famous World’s S t a r  Ho- waar and Rayon Unaerie. Sold direct 

tram M ill t o l k a u p i  o o n p lo te  Une f o r
'Smythingia 
HOSIERY

w m s m
LINGERIE

& t t s
Complete Selling Equipment, with 
beautiful, irresistible Cw w u n u i  i i r a w v i w

w R t e s w x

World's Star KatttiagCe„ ass u * . sc, Bo cay, d m .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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r e p o r t e d  b y  
A .  F .  T h o m p 
s o n  o f  S io u x  
C ity , I o w a , 
f o r m e r  
c r e a m e r y  e m 
p lo y e e .  a f t e r  
c o m  p i  e  t in s  
N .  8 .  T .  A .  
C o u r s e .

o r  a 4 0 0 %  i n 
c r e a s e  is  r e c 
o rd  o f  L . r>. 
M a th e r , f o r 
m er  c le r k  o f 
R i c h m o n d ,  
V  i  r s  1 n  l a  
th a n k s  to  N . 
0 .  T .  A .

n ow  b e in g  
m a d e  b y  L . H . 
L u n d s  t e d t .  
C h ie a g o .  N . 
S .T .A .  t r a in 
in g  h e lp e d  
r a i s e  h im  
fro m  a s te 
n o g r a p h e r  to  
th e  h ea d  o f  a 
b u s in e s s .

Where Shall We Send Your Copy. fW fg?

-and They Started B\
This Amazing' B o o k /

F ro m  $8  t *  
$125 a W e e k

w a s  th e  Jum p
o s a d e b y M a r k  
B a r ic h ie v ic h .  
S a n  F r a n c i s 
c o .  C a l i f o r n ia  
w h o  r o s e  
fr o m  d is h 
w a s h e r  t o  
s a l e s m a n  
t h r o u g h  N . 
S . T .  A .

A  BOOK! Just seven ounces of paper and printers" 
ink— but it contains a most vivid and inspiring 

message that every ambitious man should read ! It 
reveals facts and secrets that have led hundreds of 
men from every walk of life into success beyond their 
fondest expectations! So powerful and far-reaching 
has been the influence of this little volume that it is 
no wonder a famous business genius called it “ The 
Most Amazing Book Ever Printed” !

This vital book, “ Modern Salesmanship,”  contains 
hundreds of surprising and little-known facts about 
the highest paid profession in the world. It reveals 
the real truth about the art of selling. It blasts 
dozens of old theories, and tells exactly how the great 
sales records of nationally-known star salesmen are 
achieved. And not only that— it outlines a simple 
plan that will enable almost any man to master sci
entific salesmanship without spending years on the 
road— without losing a day or a dollar from his pres
ent position !

W h at This Astonishing B ook  H as D one!
The men who have increased their earning capac

ities as a direct result of reading “ Modern S&lesman- 
ship” are numbered in the thousands. For example, 
there is E. E. Williams of Pomona, Cal., who was 
struggling along in a minor position at a small sal
ary. “ Modern Salesmanship” opened his eyes to op
portunities he had never dreamed of— and he cast 
his lot with the National Salesmen’s Training Associ
ation. Within a few short months of simple prepara

t io n , he was earning $10,000 a year! Today he re- 
jceives as much in 30 days as he formerly received 
[in 365!
| A n d  th e n  th e r e  i s  J .  E . M u z x a ll ,  o f  H o p k in s v i l le ,  K y .  H e ,  
t o o .  r e a d  “ M o d e r n  S a le s m a n s h i p "  a n d  fo u n d  th e  a n sw er  w ith in  

I i t s  p a g e # . A  fo r m e r  f r e ig h t  c le r k  a n d  d e p a r tm e n t  h e a d  at $ 2 0 0  
a m o n th , h e  r e c e n t ly  r e p o r t e d  y e a r ly  e a r n in g s  r u n n in g  in t o  five 
f ig u r e s . B .  F .  B o i l o n  o f  C o lu m b u s , O h io ,  w ro te  th a t  h i#  w ork  
a s  a s a le s m a n  b r o u g h t  h im  a n n u a l e a r n in g s  o f  $ 5 0 0 0 — $ 7 0 0 0 , 
an  in c r e a s e  o f  3 0 0 %  o v e r  h is  fo r m e r  In c o m e  as a  d e c o r a to r . 
A n d  F .  L .  B e a l  o f  W h e e l in g ,  W .  V a . ,  a fo r m e r  c ig a r -m a k e r ,  
s t e p p e d  in t o  a p o s i t io n  p a y in g  h im  $ 4 6 0 0  a y e a r  d r a w in g  
a c c o u n t  a lo n e !

j A  Few  W eek s—Then  B igger Pay
T h e r e  w a# n o t h in g  “ d i f f e r e n t ' '  a b o u t  th e s e  m e n  w h e n  th e y  

s t a r t e d . A n y  m a n  w ith  a v e r a g e  I n t e l l i g e n c e  c a n  d u p l ic a t e  th e

su c c e ss  th a t  th e y  h a v e  a c h ie v e d . F o r  t h e ir  e x p e r ie n c e  p rove#  th a t 
s a le s m e n  a re  made— n o t  “ b o r n ' ' ,  as #oroe p e o p le  h a v e  f o o l i s h ly  
b e l ie v e d .

S a le s m a n s h ip  1# Just l i k e  a n y  o th e r  p r o fe s s io n . I t  h a s  c e r ta in  
fu n d a m e n ta l  ru le s  an d  la w s — la w s  th a t  y ou  ca n  m a s te r  as e a s i ly  
as y o u  le a r n e d  th e  a lp h a b e t .  H u n d r e d s  o f  m e n  w h o  n e v e r  h a d  
a d a y 's  s e l l in g  e x p e r ie n c e  b e fo r e  a c q u ir in g  th is  r e m a r k a b le  t r a in 
in g  h a v e  b e e n  e x t r a o r d in a r i ly  s u c c e s s fu l ,  o f t e n  b e a t in g  th e  re c o r d a  
o f  m e n  w ith  y e a r s  o f  e x p e r ie n c e  f r o m  th e  v e r y  f ir s t  d a y .

Free to  Every M an
I f  w e  w e re  a s k in g  s e v e r a l d o l la r s  a c o p y  fo r  “ M o d e r n  S a le s 

m a n s h ip ”  y o u  m ig h t  h e s ita te . B u t  it  is  n ow  F R E E .  S o  g e t  
y o u r  c o p y  n ow . L e a r n  th e  r e a l  fa c ts  a b o u t  th e  s e l l in g  p r o fe s 
s io n .  a n d  a b o u t  th e  tr e m e n d o u s  d e m a n d  fo r  t r a in e d  s a le s m e n  in  
e v e r y  l in e , t o  f i l l  c i t y  a n d  t r a v e l in g  p o s i t io n s  p a y in g  u p  t o  
$ 5 0 0 0  a n d  $ 1 0 ,0 0 0  a y e a r . L a s t  y e a r  th is  a s s o c ia t io n  r e c e iv e d  
c a l ls  f o r  5 0 ,3 3 5  N . S . T . A .  m e m b e r s  ' f r o m  W h o le s a le r s ,  M a n u 
fa c t u r e r s  a n d  J o b b e r s . “ M o d e r n  S a le s m a n s h ip ' ' t e l l s  th e  c o m p le te  
s t o r y  in  a v iv id .  I n s p ir in g  w a y . A  c o p y  is y o u r s  f o r  th e  a s k in g , 
a n d  y o u r  r e q u e s t  e n t a i ls  n o  o b l i g a t i o n .  S im p ly  f i l l  o u t  a n d  m a ll  
th e  c o u p o n . D o  it  n o w !

D ept. 5 8 1 -M  N. S .T .A .  B ldg., C H IC A G O , ILL.

1 N a t io n a l  S a le s m e n ’ s T r a in i n g  A s s n . ,  1
| D e p t . 581 -M. N. S . T. A .  B l d g . .  C h ic a g o .  111. |
| W i t h o u t  o b l i g a t i n g  m e in  a n y  w a y , s e n d  a c o p y  o f  y o u r  ( 
.  F r e e  B o o k , “ M o d e r n  S a le s m a n s h i p ' ' ,  a n d  d e t a i ls  o f  y o u r  . 
I S y s te m  o f  T r a in i n g  a n d  F r e e  E m p lo y m e n t  S e r v ic e . |

I I
| N a m e  ............................................................................................................................................   |

I C i t y  ...................................... ............................... .............................S ta te  ..........................
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C harge it 
B y M a il

cci *37“
Exquisitely hand en
graved and pierced 
18K Solid White GoW 
lady's ring:. Finest 
quality .genuine blue 
white dtamood. $3.04 
a  month.

10 Pays W E I TOTAL

i J ”  C. 0 ? D . 
for 'J l TO PAY 

How To Order
Send $1 with order and yoor 
choice comes to you prepaid 

m  G .O .9 .  m i arrival.
10 Days Free Trial
After examination and 10 
days free trial, pay bal
ance in 12  etjvud m onthly  
paym ent*.
A Full Year to Pay
No interest. No extras. All 
transaction •trictfyeo*- 
fM entlal.You take no risk 
— satisfaction absolutely 
guaranteed or money back.

New catalog 
o f  g e n u in e  
d i a m o n d s ; 
Balova, EI - 
gin.Waltham. 
H a m ilt o n ,  
Howard. Illi
nois watches; 
fine Jewelry. 

W r i t e  
f o r  copy

CCS-The “ Princoee Pat” ,
W-K SOLID WHITE GOLD, en
graved ease. Accurate, depend-’ 
able, 1G jewel movement. Genuine 
* W R I S T A C R A T " " f le x ib le  
bracelet, *2.00 a month. “

*26“
CC3-Nationally advertised, 
Elgin or Waltham, gentle
man's strap watch. Hand
somely engraved. Green or 
White Gold filled case. War
ranted 20 years. Radium dial, 
accurate and dependable. 
Specially priced, 12.12 a mo.

CG4
D a z e  lin g  
duster or 
1 perfectly

tog. $8.96 a month- 
E9TAB. I S M

n O Y A I  D I A M O N D . 6 vr v U  1 M L  W A T C H  C O
f  ADDRESS DEPT. 170 BROADWAY. H.Y. 7

A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 
Can EasHy Be Yours

Trad os  M odal No. 2 5  corrects now all ill-shap
ed noses quickly, painlessly, permanently and 
comfortably at home. It is the only adjustable, 
safe and guaranteed patent device that will ac
tually give you a perfect looking nose. Over 90,000 
satisfied  o a s i s . For ro a rs  re com m en d ed  by physicians. 16 yaars  of experience in man u factor in* Nose Shapers is at yoar service. Modal 25 Juniar for children. Writs for testimonials and fraa booklet, which tells yoa how to obtain a perfect looking noaa.

H. TRILBTY, Pionsar No—shaping Specialist 
Dept. 8184 Binghamton, N. Y.

FREE Facts About 
Gland Failure

Do you know why many men are old at 40, 
while others are young at 70? Do you 
know why the prostate gland slows up 
and why It causes bladder weakness, sci
atica, pains In the back, feet and legs? 
Write today fo r  scientist's new book 
FREE. Learn lust what these symptoms 
mean. Learn o f a new kind o f drugleBa 
treatment. Learn how 40,000 men past 
40 have found quick relief without medi
cine. Learn facts of priceless value to 

you. Write now for  an Interesting, Illustrated and 
copyrighted book, “ Why Many Men Are Old at 40.”  
Address W . J. Kirk, 7609 Morris Ave., Steuben
ville, Ohio.

Please mention this magazine

What Made His 
Hair Grow?

Read H is Letter for the A nsw er
" T w o  r u n  a g o  1 v u  Hold

all over the top o f my head.
—I felt wih.m.d for  peo

ple to see my head. I tried 
different preparations, but 
they did no good. I re
mained bald, until I nsed 

. Kotalko.
1 fS B B  U D  jb . "N .w  hair cam* almoat im* 

1 *—> " q  mediately and kept on grow-
J  o f  ing. In a short time I

f y  had a splendid head of hair, 
~  r  which has been perfect ever 

since— and no return o f the 
baldness.”

This verified statement la
by Mr. H. A. Wild. He is 
but one o f the big legion of 
users o f Kotalko who volun
tarily attest It has stopped 
falling hair, eliminated dan
druff or aided new, luxuriant 

hair growth. KOTALKO is sold by busy druggists 
everywhere.

FREE Trial Box
To a m  the ary «f Kotalko, for nm 'o , weawe'o »»d okli-

(fan 's bzlr, the producers are giving Proof Boxes. Addrsas: 
KOTAL COM PANY, K-26, S ta tion  O, N ew  Y o rk , N.Y.
Please send me FBEE Proof Box of KOTALKO.
Name .............................. ..................................................................................
Address ...................................... .......................... ............................... ...........

The Ninth Great W ave

of good fiction is in

Sea Stories
The only fiction magazine of the 

romantic sea.

Naval warfare, dark seas, pictur
esque countries, black rivers, white- 
sailed ships— all written of by men 

who know of what they write.

Sea Stories
O n  th e  sta n d s th e  fifte e n th  

o f e a c h  m o n th .

when answering advertisements
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Address Me D  B  M S  DIRECTING
Personally O n  V f a V w w n b  ENGINEER 

CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION  
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 17-76, Chicago, III.

A d d ress...

C ity .

A g e .-------------- O ccupation ..

No Other “JOB-WAT”  Training!
My training includes ALL Electrical Work
—IMiticm, Starting, Lighting— ALL Mechan
ical end. Welding, Brazing, Vulcanizing—also

The W orld’s biggest, 
most fascinating business needs you!
You needn’t  slave away at small wages another minute— 
mail coupon and I ’ ll tell you how I train you at home in 
your spare time for positions paying up to $150 a week. 
Unlimited opportunities for trained Electrical and Me
chanical Auto Experts. Let me show you how my “ JOB- 
W A Y”  training has prepared hundreds o f  men just like 
yourself for a quick, brilliant success in the Auto business.

Earn (Jp to $1S® a W eek!
Don’t sell your time for low pay! You don't need to when 
you have my “ JOB-WAY”  training. As Directing Engi
neer o f  this Institution I know what training you need to 
succeed, AND I GIVE YOU THAT TRAINING right in 
your own home. MASTER every branch o f Auto, Truek 
and Tractor work. I train you with JOBS—not books. 1 
bring the original”  JQB-W AY” trainingTQ YOURHQMEI

Read My 
Money-Back 
Agreem ent!
Ten agreements in my 
big free Auto book. No. 
1 is " I  will refund every 
cent o f  your money if  
after receiving my train
ing you are not abso
lutely satisfied.”  This 
and nine other wonderful 
agreements make my 
**JOB-WAY”  course the 
training for you !3e  sure 
to get my book and 
read all ten agreements.

Experience, 
Education Not 

Needed!
I don’t care how little school
ing you have, 1 will train you 
to become an Auto Mechanic 
or refund your money! Boys 
and men or all ages have be
come Garage owners and man
agers, Superintendents, Fore
men, Auto Experts, BIG PAY 
executives, after completing 
Cooke “ JO B-W AY”  training, 
I prove to you that I will pre
pare you to take advantage o f 
the many wonderful opportun
ities o f the great auto business!

B u s in e s s  C o u rs e -___
Monthly Magazine, also 4 
Testing and Repair Outfits. 
Nowhere else I know o f, 
can you get ALL tins.
Six BilHon dollars spent 
each year to repair 18 
M illion A u tos , Trucks, 
Tractors—it’ s the world's 
biggest business. Amazing 
money opportunities ev
erywhere for trained men. 
My Employment Service 
helps you to big jobs, and 
I help you to get Into 
business for  yourself.

Get My Big 
Book Quick!
I will send it to you with
out one penny o f  coct. 
Read all the facts, find oat 
about the demand for 
trained Auto Experts. Let 
me tell you how easily and 
quickly you, too, may be
come an Auto Expert. 
Splendid offer right now 
to ambitious men. Coupon 
brings complete Informa
tion. Mafi it today I

A V I A T I O N  
Training FREE 
of extra cost
Coupon brings full de
tails o f  complete Avi
ation Training, I am 
offering FREE o f extra 
charge. Send it now.

M AIL TH IS COUPON N O W !

Free Auto Book
B. W . COOKE, Directing Engineer,
Chicago M otor Training Corp.,
Dept. 17.761916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago
Send me FREE your Big Auto Book “ Auto Facta”  
and proof that you will train me in spare time at 
home. Also reserve 4 Testing and Repair Outfits 
without obligating me.

Nam

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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•*1 can run my Bulldog furnace steady for fourteen days 
in normal weather conditions on the actual cost of fifty 
cents/* So writes F. R. Rede take, of Cleveland, North 
Dakota, and he adds: "Hard to believe is it? That*s what 
some of my neighbors thought until I showed them! We 
have an unlimited amount o f grain screenings in this 
country. That*s the fuel I am using/*
That’s what the Bulldog does with about the lowest grade 
fuel you can think of I Here's what it does with coal:

After 6 Years—'"Heats as Good as Ever" 
wOnr furnace haa been In nee 6 rears and beats as good as aver."

—Arthur Qoepfil, R. F. D. No. 1, Rockport, Mo.

“ Does the Work of 3 Stoves"
"This Is my third winter with the Bulldog. It does the work o f  9 
coal stoves that I used, which only warmed up part o f the bouse 
and not very well at that. My Bulldog not only does that, but 9 
rooms upstairs, with great satisfaction. My house Is located in a 
very cold place, with no protection at all. It is the easiest furnace 
to handle I have yet seen/* E. C. Dtplock, 105 Elm St.. Camden,Me.

Cuts Coal B01 in Half
yt air furnace in our 7-room house before I got the 
our bouse was always cold. With the Bulldog it only 
s much coal and we had weather below aero, and the 

house was nice ami warm in the morning when we got up. We 
never have the draft on more than half an hour at a time, and it 
ha® the place red hot. It keeps the fire all day in mild weather.’* 

-J ess  T. Conrad, 1211 W. Arch St., Shamokin, Pa.

No Money Down!
Small Monthly Pay monte—Installed Almost as Easily as a  Cook Stove!

The Bulldog Is sent to you tor fr te  inspection, Then, if 
satisfied, you make only small monthly payments at our 
remarkably low price. Write today! Don't miss this 
chance to cut down your fuel bills! Install a Bulldog 
Furnace. It comes to you completely erected —  goes 
through any door— fits any height o f basement— and 
you install it yourself in less than two hours! In fact, 
you can install the Bulldog just about aa easily as you

would a kitchen stove. Don’t put up with the old 
fashioned stove heat or some outworn furnace — when 
you can so easily get the greatest advance in scientific 
heating at an astonishingly low price. The Bulldog bums 
almost any  kind of fuel, from hard coal to cheap screen
ings. Keeps a wood fire over night. W e have factory 
connections in both out and west and ship from the 
nearest point.

Send /or Free Book
Learn how to have all the heat you want—where you want it—and 
save money! Remember the Bulldog is different — and betterl 
Complete combustion of gases save 25% of your fuel bill. Exclu
sive Gable-Top Radiator receives all the direct rays of the fire. 
Exclusive oblong fire-pot is not only ideal for coal, but enables you 
to keep a wood fire over night. Remember—the Bulldog is sent for 
free inspection—then small monthly payments at an amazingly low 
price I Send for Free Book TODAY!
BULLDOG FURNACE CO.— Baton Broj. Sols Dinrifcmors
19th Street and California Ave. D.pt, 27-78 Chicago, lit.

Bulldog Furnace Co., I£Bi.2 aSiw.
19th S t and California Ave., Dept 27-76 Chicago, UL 
Canadian A dd ress:  110 Princess S t., W innipeg, M an. 
Without obligating me in any way, please send me 
?’ura*us?e catalog *nd •P€cis“  offer on the Bulldog

Have you a basement? ^

N a m e

Address

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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you pledge yourself
to secrecy we will teach you the secrets 
of Real Professional

For the first time in the history o f Magic 
the age-old, sacredly guarded secrets of 
the M ystic Art are being revealed. Now 
at last you can learn to be a Real Profes
sional Magician. Yes, and you can learn 
this wonderful art easily and quickly A T  
HOME!— BY MAIL! You are taught the 
mysterious Principles by which the Pro
fessional Magician works. You are taught 
everything from wonderful impromptu 
effects to massive stage illusions.

Dr.
Harlan 

TarbellH utu of U>ito
who haam yeti- 

fled, m agiciana 
tut w ell as lay

m e n  w i t h  h te  
marvtdmut trieJut.

but —•before you can study, you must sign 
the Magician’s Solemn Pledge of Sec
recy. This means that you are getting 
the jealously guarded secrets o f  the 
Magic Profession. Think of that!

Earn $250 to 
$1000 a Month
There’s a big demand for 
M agic entertainment. 
Magicians get big money. 
Dr. Tarbell gets as high 
as $250' for a half hour’s 
work. Unlimited oppor
tunities for you!

Magic Book FREE
t l /  C P tftd f  % Mail coupon now for big ■ 
WW m • free Magic Book telling

all about the great Tarbell Course in Magic. ■ 
Find out how you can learn to be a real ■ 
magician—easily and quickly!—at home!—  J 
by mail! »  Learn what I have done for * 
others—people just like yourself. Get oar 
Low Price t  and Easy Payment Plan. !  
Mail coupon N O W ! •

Tarbell System, Inc., studio 27-76
1020 Sannyslde Avenue, Chicago, 111.

Gentlemen: Without any obligation send me your free 
literature and information all about your wonderful 
‘Tarbell Course in Magic ”  Also tell me about your 

low prices and Easy Payment Plan.

ITciim — — —■--------  - ____________________ ______ ___ __________

Addrw *.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Old-Style Shaving 
Feels L ik elm sf

A fte rS m  I f y  T h is  Am azing 
N e w W m ft © S h a v e !

Marvelous Invention Makes Old Blades 
Keener Than N ew —Indefinitely! Gives 
Such Cool, Slick Shaves That Old-Style 
Methods Seem Like 16th-Century Torture 
In Comparison! See Valuable FREE OFFER 
Below! Get Details Today!

No More Blades to Buy!
SLICK, velvety shaves forever 

and no more razor blades to 
buy 1 That’s what you can ex
pect from K riss-K ross, the 
amazing yu^cr-stropper and blade 
rejuvenator! Makes new blades 
out of old a surprising way— 
week after week, month after 
month. Gives them a sharpness 
they seldom possess even when 
brand new! No wonder experts 
pronounce it one of the great
est inventions ever patented I

All Brands of Blades
K b is s -K ross renews all kinds o f 
blades (except D u rham ). E m ploys

famous diagonal stroke of master 
barber. Eight “ lucky leather 
grooves”  do the trick in 11 seconds. 
Automatic, decreasing pressure—  
starts heavy and finishes light. 
Nickel jig  flies up to notify you 
when blade is ready with keenest 
cutting edge steel can take!

Special! FREE Gift!
Right now, to  Introduce K r is s - 

K ro ss  stropper which is never sold 
in stores, I am giving with it FRP1E 
a unique new kind of razor. Really 3 
razors in on e ! Gives elid
ing instead of pulling 
stroke. Reduces beard re
sistance 45%. Send for 
details and oifer today.
No obligation. Just clip 
the coupon and mail it 
now !

Excellent Money For 
A G E N T S ! $30 A  

D A Y  A N D  U P
K B I S S - K R O S S  l l  o n e  o f  th e  

m o s t  s u r p r i s in g  m o n e y -m a k e r s  ever  
seen . H u n d r e d s  o f  a g e n ts  an d  
d e m o n s t r a to r s  a l l  o v e r  th e  c o u n tr y  
a re  r e c e iv in g  $ 2 0 0  to  $ 5 0 0  a m on th  
ju s t  c o l l e c t in g  o r d e r s  in  th e ir  h om e  
tow n s . E v e n  s p a r e - t im e  w o rk e rs  
o f t e n  m a k e  $6 to  $ 1 2  a n  e v e n in g  o r  
S a tu r d a y  a f t e r n o o n . . . . R . S . 
H o p k in s  (M ic h  ) ,  $ 2 0  h is  f ir s t  d a y . 
A n d  J . C . K e l l o g g  (K a n s a s )  m a d e  
$ 2 0 0  in  7 d a y s  s p a r e - t im e  a lo n e !  
. . . W i t h  m e n  e v e r y w h e r e  m a k in g  
b i g  ea sy  p r o f it s  l ik e  t h is ,  th e re  is  
n o  r e a s o n  w h y  y o u  c a n 't  d o  th e  
sa m e . W e  sh o w  y o u  h ow  a n d  g iv e  
y o u  a n  e x t r e m e ly  g e n e r o u s  o ffe r .  
. . . G e t  d e t a i ls  t o d a y . C h e ck  b o t 
to m  l in e  o f  c o u p o n  a n d  m a ll  i t  n o w !

g ^ ’KKISS KR0SS I

STROPPER
UlODES MFC. CO., Dept M-3293, —  1

1418 Pendleton A t .. St. Louis, Missouri |___________________
Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

Rhodes Mfg. Co., Dept. M-3293.
1418 Pendleton A v., St. Louie, Mo.

W it h o u t  o b l i g a t i o n ,  s e n d  m e d e t a i ls  o f  K B I S S -  
K R O S S  S t r o p p e r ,  to g e th e r  w ith  3 -w a y  r a x o r  o f f e r  
F R E E .
N a m e  ................................................................................. .............................

A d d r e s s  ........................ .. .............................................................................

T o w n  .........................................S ta te  .....................................................
□  C h e c k  h e r e  i f  in te r e s te d  in  b e c o m in g  r e p r e 
s e n ta t iv e .



ADVERTISING SECTION

T h e  G o l d  S e a l
means comp’ ete satisfac

tion or money b^CK.
Always look for the Gold Seal.Tber* are floor coveringa that look like c mgoleum. Many are called by fancy oleum'' names. Often low prices are advertised on seconds" or damaged goods.

“R K ,0. ” *  Cv-soleum.

^ * 1 0 .8 0

9 H x | 2 n

Genuine Gold Seal
Not just one rug, but three! Three 
Genuine Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rugs! The prettiest 
and most artistic Congoleum Rug pattern ever produced. 
A  great big, beautiful, room
size 9 foot X 12 foot Genuine Con
goleum Art Rug, and two com
panion rugs to match. A ll three 
rug* for TEN DOLLARS AND 
EIGHTY CENTS.
You might almost say— 
AH threfc for ONE DOLLAR! One 
Dollar down— one dollar a month. 
Simply pin a dollar bill to the 
coupon— about a year to pay after
wards, easily and conveniently. Beauty, 
utility, home com fort; housekeep
ing satisfaction that no housekeeper 
should miss, for the odd dollar now and 
then she will never miss.
Guaranteed Genuine Gold Seal 
Congoleum A rt Rugs! All three Art

7C May, Stern Co.

1 2 8 0  W e s t  3 5 t h  S t *  C h i c a g o

Rugs bear the famous Congoleum Art 
Rug Gold Seal-the  famous Gold Seal 
that can’t be placed on “ seconds,”  or 
damaged goods, or imitations.
Brand New Oval Design
The broad band o f this oval border 
is a rich, velvety midnight blue. Imposed 
on this superb background is one contin
uous floral spray, dropping over into the 
center background in graceful clusters. 
Delightfully shaded pink flowers, with 
a stone-gray foliage about the color of 
Dusty MUier, forms the floral decoration.
The background o f  this rug is 
about the prettiest blue you ever saw. 
Congoleum is the only guaranteed 
floor covering. Congoleum is the floor 
covering that changed the housekeep
ing habits o f  a nation.
Millions o f homes are justly proud

o f  their Congoleum floors. Here
tofore they have paid a great deal 
more to obtain them. Homes that 
own Congoleum floors no longer 
know the back-breaking, heart
breaking drudgery o f  scrubbing 
floors.

-Lies FUt 
i & n U n g

RUG.
*1®2 Down—*152 a Month
AH this for ten dollars and eighty 
cents, spread over a year’s time— ON A  
y e  A R ’b  CREDIT.
Shop around and make compari
sons. Go wherever Congoleum is sold — 
and Congoleum is sold everywhere.
Our price includes two beautiful 
companion Rugs. Our price is a CREDIT 
price—you pay little by little. Our price 
includes a thirty-day free trial offer.

B e  S u re  t o  A sk  f o r  F ree  C a ta lo g  
O f  1 0 ,0 0 0  O th er B argain s

mmPtn A  Dollar t o  the Coupon am
1 S p iege l, M ap. S te m  Co.

1280  W . 35th  S t ,  Chicago 
I enclose S t  tor S f t .  x  12  ft- Congoleum  rug 
and tw o  ex tra  com panion C euujoleuiu rage  
each I S  In*, x  3 6  In * .-O ffe r  No. S7C 2SO ! 
—xH on 30 flays' free trial. I f  I return them, you are to refund my dollar, also all tranuportation costs. Otherwise 1 will payS1-00 monthly, until special price of $10.60 is paid.

Name..

Waterproof— No Seal 
— Never Carls Op— Ns

Street orfi.P'.D. 
or Box No.________

Pott Offiet..

Shipping Point v 
M Tew Wt*f» a Ftraa

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements'
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Easy as A f
You Can Play Any Instrument
In a Ffetr Months 
This Delightful
New Easy
Quickest because natural and pleasant. 
Qrateful students say they learn in a 
traction of the time old, dull methods 
required. You play direct from the 
notes. And the cost averages only a few 
cents a lesson!

Learning music is no longer a difficult task. I f  
you can read the alphabet, you can now quickly 
learn to play your favorite instrument! A  delight
ful new method has made it positively easy to be
come a capable performer within just a few months. 
And the cost is only a fraction o f  what people used 
to spend on the old, slow methods!

You don’t need a private teacher, this new way. 
You study entirely at home, in the privacy o f your 
own room, with no one to interrupt or embarrass 
you. And, strange as it may seem, you’ll enjoy 
every minute o f it—because the new method is 
agreeable as well as rapid!

N o Tricks or Stunts—You Learn from 
“ Regular”  Music

You don’t have to know the first thing about 
music in order to begin. You learn to play from 
actual notes, just like the best musicians do. And 
almost before you realize your progress, you begin 
playing real tunes and melodies instead o f just 
scales. There are no “trick numbers,”  no “memory 
stunts.”  When you finish the U. S. School o f  Music 
course you can pick up any piece o f regular printed 
music and understand it ! You’ll be able to read 
music, popular and classic, and play it from the 
notes. You’ll acquire a life-long ability to please 
your friends, amuse yourself, and, if you like, make 
money (musicians are righly paid for their pleasant 
w ork).

Whether you like the piano, violin, ’cello, organ, 
saxophone, or any other instrument, you can now 
learn to play it in an amazingly short time. By 
means o f -this newly perfected method, reading 
and playing music is made almost as simple as 
reading aloud from a book. You simply can’t go 
wrong. First, you are told how a thing is done, 
then a picture shows you how, then you do it your
self and hear it. No private teacher could make it 
any clearer. The lessons come to you by mail at 
regular intervals. They consist of complete printed 
instructions, diagrams, all the music you need, and 
music paper for writing out test exercises. And if 
anything conies up which is not entirely plain, you 
can write to your instructor and get a full, prompt, 
personal reply !

The Surest Way to Be Popular and Have a 
Good Time

Learn to Play by Note
Piano 
Organ 
Violin 
Drums and 
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C H A P TE R  I.

AN INSPIRATION.

H E  partners, “ W indy” 
DeLong and “ Lonesome”  
McQuirk, stepped down 
from the weather-beaten 
threshold o f their cabin 
into the cool brilliance 

that is morning in the Condon country. 
Windy stretched his lean length, joints 
creaking. His black mustache bristled 
into the semblance o f a ferocious snarl 
as he yawned luxuriously. Lonesome 
followed suit, his tawny mustache

drooping across his square, fighting jaw. 
Each seated himself upon the step. 
Windy drew forth the makings and 
rolled a cigarette with unconscious ease. 
Lonesome extracted a black plug of 
tobacco from his hip pocket and tore 
o ff an enormous chew, which he pro
ceeded to enjoy.

“ McQuirk,”  Windy announced, fix
ing glittering eyes on his partner, “get 
set for a shock. I got an idea. In 
the midst o f the night, in them dark 
hours that precede the dawn, it come 
to me just like that. It’s roped, hog 
tied, and ready for the iron. Yeah, an’
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it’s so dang simple and logical you’ll 
grasp it right off.”

“ Let’s have it,”  returned Ins partner 
placidiy. “ Every time you’re ail 
swelled up and full o f business that a 
way, a blind man could see yore ungodly 
imagination is dancing amongst the 
Shasta daisies. L ife ’s full o f  problems. 
Give us the earmarks o f this grief 
which is about to make monkeys out 
o f  us.”

“ It ain’ t grief,”  W indy proclaimed. 
“ It’s a plumb illuminatin’ and upliftin’ 
idea whereby two hard-ridin’, hard- 
fightin’ , long-whiskered an’ weary wild 
cats named McQuirk an’ DeLong can 
throw off their chains for a spell. Yeah, 
take our royal ease.”

He blew a  cloud o f  smoke upward, 
and his glance roved about the familiar, 
dilapidated buddings o f  the homestead, 
the spring, the corrals and feed lot 
where the saddle horses milled rest
lessly. He squinted at the sky. It was 
cloudless and o f  a deep and illimitable 
blue. The sunlight was not, oppressive 
at the moment, but all too soon the tur
quoise o f the heavens would change to 
a more brazen hue, the bleak pinnacles 
on the higher ridges would be etched 
against a blistering background, and 
in the lower levels heat mirages would 
form waterless lakes athwart the bak
ing hills.

“ I ain’t up on them philosophical 
gymnastics, McQuirk,”  Windy pulled 
his hat lower over his eyes. “ But leave 
us look back for a minute over them 
years o f  the past. You and me have 
always been energetic hombres, burn
ing up the dust, and jumping four ways 
at once. Gunmen down in the Pan
handle we was, when we was younger 
and more foolish. Wherever there was 
voices raised in argument, you and me 
was generally in the thick o f  it, speak
ing polite and pointed. When six- 
shooters was doing the talking, our hol
sters was empty and our hands was 
full. W e ’d shake loose from one jack
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pot and find ourselves neck-deep in 
the next.

“ The last few years, since we been 
in the Condon country, it ain’t been 
much different. W e figured we’d settle 
down to grow _ old respectable. But 
somehow or another, peaceful as we are, 
things kind o f move in on us. Dust 
follows us. Our lives is like them pin
nacles yonder, McQuirk.”  He waved 
a hand toward the shimmering hills. 
“ They’re barren, and uninteresting, and 
the dust o f  them is bitter on the tongue. 
You ride over one hogback and you 
ain’t got nowhere. They’s another blis
tering mesa staring you in the face, and 
no green valleys in between. Do you 
follow me, M cQuirk?"

“ A t a considerable distance,”  ad
mitted Lonesome. “ Whereas, this in
spiration o f yours must surely be a 
humdinger, when you got to sneak up 
on it so roundabout that a way.”

“ Point is,”  continued Windy, “ all 
our lives has just been one danged thing 
after another. Yeah, right here in the 
Condon country we’re supposed to be 
settled down, taking our royal ease. 
But what’s the truth o f it? W e’re still 
burning up the dust. W e only got a 
shoe-string outfit. But it keeps us busy 
as wild cats, moving our herds from 
one range to another, branding calves, 
cutting out the prime stuff, and shipping 
’em out, taking our turn in blizzards, 
and sinking post holes in frying-pan 
weather. And between times, in one 
jack pot or another, seems like we al
ways keep our guns oiled.”

Lonesome studied his partner keenly, 
his pale-blue eyes placid but unwinking. 
It was obvious that an unusual mood 
had descended upon Windy. It was 
the first time in their long partnership 
that W indy had given the least sugges
tion that lurid and continuous action 
was not the precise food upon which 
his energetic nature fed. There was, 
moreover, more than a little truth in 
the other’s outline o f their lives and
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code. Both were hard-riding, hard
bitten men, products o f a harsh environ
ment. It had been tacitly accepted by 
both in those infrequent intervals when 
they had pondered upon the subject, 
that the iron decrees o f circumstance 
and habit would hold them to the same 
trails to the end.

“ Name it, DeLong,”  Lonesome chal
lenged, his tawny mustache curling. 
“ In all this chaff, there must shorely 
be a little wheat. What’s the answer ?”  

“ The answer is,”  said Windy, “ that 
the time has come for you and me to 
turn over a new leaf. I don’t mean 
to-morrow or next week, or when snow 
flies, but right this minute. The hour 
has struck. When you say, ‘Let’s go’ , 
they’s nothing to prevent us from burn
ing up the dust.”

“ Burning up the dust?”  Lonesome 
echoed. “ Whither, caballero ?”

“ T o some more favored region,”  said 
Windy, “ where they’s rest and quiet.”  

“ Yeah, but where?”  Lonesome per
sisted. “ And for how long?”

“ To Portland,”  said Windy. “ For 
a week. T o  the big city where they’s 
bright lights, and the streets are paved, 
and they’re restaurants where a feller 
can fill up on real grub. Where they’s 
law and order, and folks is contented 
and happy. Where there’s flowers 
blooming, and birds singing, and the 
sun ain’t so blistering hot, and it rains 
once in a while. Yeah, where we can 
take ottr royal ease and forget for a 
spell that we’re mangy wolves howling 
out our hearts in the bad lands.”  

Lonesome stared. “ You mean go on 
a bust ? Paint the town red ? I ’m sur
prised at you, Windy.” -

“ No,”  said Windy. “ That’s precisely 
what I don’t mean. You couldn’t have 
expressed it no worse if you’d put yore 
mind to it. W e don’t aim to paint 
nothin’ red. What I ’m dreamin’ about 
is to sneak into the metropolis where 
we ain’t known. W e may be over
grown toads here in the Condon country

where a gent has got to have tufts on 
his ears and thumbs on his feet to strug
gle along; but we wouldn’t cause no rip
ple in the big village. W e could ease 
in kind o f quiet and find us a nice hotel 
where the beds is soft and they ain’t 
any alarm clocks. W e could forget the 
blasted range and they wouldn’t be no 
six-guns hangin’ on our hips. W e 
could eat when we was hungry, and go 
to shows, and sleep till noon the next 
day, and altogether we’d have a heck 
o f  a time doin’ nothin’ at all and just 
soakin’ it up. D ’ye get me, McQuirk ?”  

Windy leaned forward earnestly and 
tapped his palm with a bony fore
finger. “ Point is,”  he went on, “ out in 
these alleged open spaces where men is 
men, hombres like us is continually on 
the alert, with our gun hands ready to 
reach for the irons. This here is sup
posed to be a law-abidin’ community as 
the range country goes, but they’s only 
one sheriff to a thousand miles o f high 
desert. A  feller carries most o f the 
law on his hip. In plenty arguments 
hereabouts, old man Colt has the last 
word. It’s the white man’s burden—  
an’ that’s the precise burden I crave to 
get shet o f for a spell. They ain’t no 
need to be on yore toes in Portland, on 
account o f law and order and a police
man standin’ on every other street cor
ner. Folks ain’t primitive no more 
down yonder. A  feller can live and 
breathe quiet and take his royal ease. 
Do you follow, me a-tall ?”

“ I ’m trompin’ on yore heels,”  Lone
some admitted, nodding. “ You crave 
to relax that a way. You’re plumb 
filled up with danger an’ action an’ 
burnin’ up the dust. You crave to rub 
shoulders with folks that is law-abid
ing and live peaceful amongst them
selves. You’re yearnin’ for a vacation 
from this said survival-of-the-fittest 
stuff. You aim to set an’ think an' 
yawn— without keepin’ one eye open an’ 
an ear quiverin’ . Is that it ?”

“ Check,”  agreed Windy. His mus
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tache bristled triumphantly. “ You ’re 
there, pardner. A ll a feller’s got to do 
is talk himself blue in the face and 
after you've pondered it for a spell, 
you get the idea right pronto. You've 
done grasped it. What’s the answer?”  
H e assumed eager interest.

“ It’s a humdinger,”  Lonesome ad
mitted. His pale-blue eyes reflected 
some o f  the other’s enthusiasm. “ But 
we can’t walk out an’ leave our^ outfit 
this a way, Windy. An expedition such 
as you’ve outlined would cost us cash 
money, an’ we shorely don’t belong to 
the idle rich. Yeah; an’ how would 
you explain yore absence to the W idow 
Hogan, who’s got considerable interest 
in yore sundry activities ? Not to men
tion the schoolma’am.”  H e coughed 
self-consciously. “ I got a mental pic
ture o f explainin' to her that I crave 
a vacation from the Condon country, 
which same is her range, an’ it ain't so 
good."

“ A s usual,”  said W indy instantly, 
“ you’re strugglin’ in the coils o f error. 
Watch me take each o f  yore penny-ante 
objections and knock ’em for a loop. 
W e’ve just sold off our prime stuff, 
ain’t we, and paid off our debts, an’ 
got our margin in tire shape o f  two 
hundred iron men salted away in the 
bank at Condon? Well, sir, we can 
turn the rest o f  the beef into the south 
forty where they’s grass an’ water, an’ 
they’ ll take care o f themselves till we get 
back. Likewise our saddle string. So 
we can leave our outfit, and them two 
hundred iron men is yellin’ for action. 
As far as the gals is concerned, we’ll 
tell ’em nothin’. I f  they’s any ex
plainin’ to be done, we’ll do it when we 
get back. Since when has a couple o f 
long-whiskered gents like you an’ me 
got to punch a time-clock every time 
he aimed to take a chew ? Pretty pronto 
you’ll be figgerin’ we’d ought to ask 
their permission when we craved to go 
up in the pinnacles and pick us a few 
wild flowers.”  W indy snorted and eyed

his partner pityingly. “ I ’m surprised at 
you, McQuirk.”

“ Yeah,”  said Lonesome, chuckling. 
“ I f  I hadn’t seen you cave in an’ quiver 
like a jellyfish when the widow turned 
loose one o f her dimplin’ smiles on you, 
old-timer, I ’d  figger you was a roarin’ 
lion when it comes to them sentimental 
gymnastics. But let that pass. You 
done advanced some potent conversa
tion, at that. This here's Monday. W e 
dorft have to see the gals till Saturday 
ni^ht. What they don’t know won’t 
hurt ’em none, particularly when they
ain’t  nothin’ to know. Yeah-------”  He
looked reflectively into the dust at his 
feet. “ I  reckon the HttSe outfit could 
struggle along. W e!re entitled to a 
vacation. Windy, what’s the particular 
thing you crave thfe most, down to Port
land? Outside o f  gettin’ out from un
der the swirl o f  things that a way?”

“ Ice cream,”  said Windy. His sat
urnine features split into a rare and 
singularly engaging grin. “ Mountains 
o f ice cream crowned with crushed 
strawberries. I ’ve dreamed o f it up in 
the blasted pinnacles when my tongue 
was hanging out a foot and I was spit- 
tin' dust. I ’ve seen myself restin’ my 
elibows on one o f  them cool, marble- 
topped tables, with an electric fan hum- 
min’ at my left ear. Just ieanin’ 
languid that a way and sayin’ : ‘Gar- 
song, another just like it, an’ twice as 
big’. What’s yores, McQuirk?” he in
quired.

“ In one o f  them big parks in Port
land,”  said Lonesome, his tawny mus
tache drooping complacently across his 
fighting jaw, “ I aim to set on a bench 
in the shade. They’s miles o f green 
grass in them parks, Windy, and acres 
o f flowers, and green trees in which 
the wind is rustlin’ . They’s fountains 
sparklin’ , and children playing, laughin’ 
an’ happy an’ innocent that a way. I 
aim to set there, and stretch my laigs, 
an’ yawn, an’ rest my eyes on the green 
grass an’ flowers, an’ watch them happy
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little young ones play. W indy”— he 
eyed his partner somewhat sheepishly 
—-“ they probably ain’t no more than a 
thousand men along the Rio Grande an’ 
points north who’d pass out in squads 
laughin’ at the spectacle o f gun-fightin’ 
McQuirk an’ greased-lightnin’ DeLong 
nourishin’ such ambitions in their 
bosoms! Ice cream, by gravy, an’ 
children playin’ !”

‘ ‘Let’s go.”  W indy leaped to his 
feet and snapped his fingers. “ It’s a 
deal, huh? Let's travel.”

“ You’re so danged hair-trigger,”  
Lonesome reproved, rising in more 
leisurely fashion., “ You aim to start 
sprintin’ for the train? No time to be 
lost, huh?”

“ Immediately,”  said Windy. “ Forth
with. Muy pronto. What’s holdin’ us 
back?”

“ W e ain’t got any money,”  Lone
some pointed out. W e ’d best ride to 
Condon an’ take the train there, huh? 
What do you think?”

“ No,”  said Windy. “ The Dalles is 
closer and is on the main line. W e 
got enough chicken feed to take us to 
Portland, where we can cash a check. 
W e’ll proceed as follows, McQuirk. 
W e’ll put on our Sunday harness, ride 
our critters to The Dalles an’ leave ’emi 
in the livery stable. W e’ll catch the 
eleven o ’clock train, which’ll put us in 
the big village about two thirty. That’ll 
give us time to get organized and find 
a place to hang our hats. H ow ’s that ?”  

“ Fair enough,”  agreed Lonesome. 
“ W e’ll leave our guns to home, huh?”  

“ Which we shorely will,”  said 
Windy. “ This here is one peaceable 
expedition. They’s probably an ordi
nance in the big city against carryin’ 
artillery, anyway. Come on, caballero. 
Release the anchor. If we make that 
eleven o’clock train we got to burn up 
the dust.”

“ As usual,”  Lonesome sighed. “ But 
from The Dalles on we begin to rest, 
huh? Let’s go, DeLong.”

C H A PTE R  II.

A FRIENDLY GAME.

^ H E  sun was approaching the zenith 
when the partners rode down a steep 

trail from a high plateau. Below them, 
in the hollow, nestled the thriving city 
o f The Dalles, one-time outpost o f the 
wilderness where weary pioneers for
sook their ox teams and proceeded by 
whip-sawed boat on the last lap of 
their long trek to the free land o f the 
Willamette Valley. Beyond the town 
the mighty Columbia rolled, and par
alleling its rugged banks gleamed the 
twin ribbons o f transcontinental steel.

The pair sat their saddles self-con
sciously in the unaccustomed glory of 
their Sunday clothes. Both were clad 
in dignified blue serge, somewhat baggy 
o f  knee and shiny o f elbow, its bright
ness a trifle dimmed by the dust of the 
high country. Each wore a black felt 
hat, low o f crown and broad o f brim, 
and encircling their muscular, siin- 
burned necks, beneath the soft collars 
o f their hickory shirts was the badge 
o f slavery in the form o f blue-and- 
white polka-dot four-in-hands. Arti
cles o f personal adornment were meager 
and in the same discreetly subdued key. 
Across Lonesome’s ample vest a heavy 
chain was suspended, guarding a bulg
ing silver timepiece that ticked impor
tantly in the depths o f his pocket. 
From W indy’s lean midsection hung an 
ornamental fob comprising a nugget 
grasped in an eagle’s claw, cunningly 
carved from Klondike gold.

Attired thus they were no longer gun
men, master exponents o f the arts of 
the buckaroo, dominant citizens o f a 
harsh environment. Their manner was 
somewhat abashed and deprecatory. 
Their dynamic and colorful personali
ties were hidden. To the casual eye 
they might have been prosperous farm
ers girded for an unaccustomed jaunt 
to town, indigent persons whose sole 
possessions were faded carpet-bag and
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ancient valise strapped to worn saddles, 
or cattlemen whose current cash bal
ances were high in six figures.

Nevertheless, while they eyed each 
other furtively, as though each had ac
quired some o f  the attributes o f a 
stranger, a vast complacence enveloped 
them as they rode. Lonesome’s tanned 
cheek bulged with an enormous chew 
and Windy puffed with energetic en
joyment at a brown cigarette. When 
a locomotive whistle sounded in the re
mote distance o f the mighty gorge to 
the eastward, each started involuntar
ily. Their eyes lighted with the antici
pation o f boys, circus-bound, who hear 
the far-off seductive notes o f  the cal
liope and the roaring o f the animals in 
the big tent. «-

They proceeded at a fast lope 
through town, and sought a livery stable 
where they had left their mounts on 
previous jaunts to the city. Here oc
curred their last contact with a familiar 
world. The ancient proprietor, remem
bering them, sp6ke to them jocularly 
as they gave him instructions concern
ing their horses and laid hold on their 
baggage preparatory to proceeding 
toward the depot.

“ I can see you lads are glory bound,”  
opined the hardbitten old-timer, almost 
with envy. “ It’ll be a poor night for 
sailors when you hit the big village, 
huh?”

“ You got us wrong, mister,”  said 
Lonesome, grinning. “ This is one 
peaceable mission. Just a little busi
ness and some relaxation. That’s all.”

“ It’s the said relaxation I ’m referring 
to,”  chuckled the ancient one. “ I f  I 
know anything about you lads’ reputa
tion, wherever McQuirk and DeLong 
is, they’s likewise a crowd. Some is 
born that a way, and others has it thrust 
upon ’em.”  He sighed. “ They’s worse 
places than Portland, at that, for gents 
that crave action on their money.”

“ Come on, McQuirk,”  said Windy 
with some irritation. “ I f  we waste

any more time arguing with this buz
zard on how peaceable we are, we’ll 
miss the train, which will make us 
plumb hostile again. Watch them crit
ters, mister. Don’t be afraid to fatten 
them up a little whilst we’re gone. 
They’ll probably forget what oats look 
like by the time we get back. But 
do the best you can and don’t take no 
chances by leaving your conscience be 
your guide.”

“ I f  you ain’ t back in a week’s time, 
I ’m losing on the deal,”  retorted the 
old-timer. “ These goats ain’t worth
their feed. Watch yore step in the 
metropolis. Remember, cowboys, you 
can’t just hang wool on a wolf and 
expect him to eat grass.”

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy as the pair 
headed toward the depot, “ that petri
fied image figures that wherever we 
go, dust just naturally has to follow 
us. £ reckon most folks up in the Con
don country will figure the same way. 
But we’ll fool them all this time, huh ?”

“ Which we surely will,”  agreed Lone
some joyously. “ W e’ve been living on 
champagne and them hors dyoeuvre too 
long, in a manner o f  speaking. All we 
crave now is beans and near-beer.”

“ Boy,”  chortled Windy, “ point yore 
disreputable nose into the breeze. Look 
alive. It’s daylight in the swamps. I 
know now how them'slaves felt who 
was freed at last. W e’ re on our way, 
old son."

A t the ticket window, in the depot, 
Lonesome turned to his partner.

“ W indy,”  he said, his tawny mus
tache curling, “ I’m getting neck-deep 
into the spirit o f this thing. Whilst 
we’re at it, let’s do it right. You and 
me don’t have to ride with the common 
herd, that a way. W e’ve rubbed sl*oul- 
ders too long with this said hoipoilio. 
What say we get tickets in the observa
tion car? It’ll cost us all o f four bits.”

“ It’s a deal,”  W indy agreed. “ I ’m 
just that reckless. W e ’ll travel in the 
style to which we ain’t accustomed.”
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As they moved with conscious dig
nity down the aisle o f the chair car, 
much daylight, even in their formal 
attire, showed between their capable 
knees. Grunting, they stowed their 
dilapidated baggage in the wall rack, 
and seated themselves in their respec
tive places, mopping their glistening 
features. Sleepy to'urists eyed them with 
bored indifference. A  traveling man’s 
fishlike stare rested upon them above 
the edge o f his magazine. They felt 
that the combined gaze o f  the world 
was upon them, and unconsciously 
hitched their chairs closer together.

They felt more at ease when the 
train started. Other travelers stared 
out the window at the speeding river 
or at the mighty walls o f the gorge, 
towering two thousand feet against the 
sky. They relaxed, settling themselves 
more comfortably.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy in a hoarse 
whisper, “ this is the life. Them car
pets wouldn’t look so bad in the shack, 
huh? And after we make a ten-strike 
I surely aim to rest my shoulder blades 
in a dude chair like this.”

“ DeLong,”  questioned Lonesome, 
more guardedly, “ where in blazes am 
I going to spit?”

“ Don’t be indelicate,”  admonished 
Windy. "Y ou  hadn’t ought to chaw in 
polite society, anyway. Whereas, I 
crave a smoke. Somewheres in this 
gilded palace, they’s bound to be a low
brow smoking room. Let’s find it and 
find it pronto.”

They accordingly arose and proceeded 
somewhat unsteadily toward the rear of 
the car. The smoking compartment 
was located without difficulty. In an 
inner section was a table surrounded 
by restful, leather-upholstered seats.

Upon entering this section, they dis
covered a large person slumped in the 
corner, his blue jowls resting upon his 
chest, eyes sleepily half closed. The 
bulky one was fastidiously dressed, and 
from the ring finger o f  the pudgy hand

resting upon his knee a solitaire 
sparkled.

“ Excuse us, mister,”  said Windy 
politely. “ I f  this ain’t your private 
stall, we’ll set down and rest our feet.”

The sleepy one stirred. His heavy- 
lidded gaze inspected the partners from 
head to foot and came to rest on about 
the second button o f  W indy’s vest.

“  ’Sail right with me,”  he growled. 
W ith an effort, he waved a hand. “ Sit 
down.”

The partners seated themselves, 
stretching their legs luxuriously. They 
felt more at home in this less ornate 
environment. W indy rolled a cigarette 
and fumbled for a match, but noting 
that a small receptacle containing 
matches was thoughtfully placed near 
at hand, he lighted his cigarette with 
one o f these, blew it out, and tossed 
it away with a languid gesture, which 
implied his complete sense o f ease.

Out o f  respect to the sleepy stranger, 
they spoke in whispers. But the bulky 
one roused presently and yawned, dis
playing many gold-filled teeth. He 
eyed the partners with gloomy tolerance.

“ Nice day,”  he commented.
“ Peach,”  affirmed Windy, almost 

eagerly. In the Condon country, en
counters with strangers were rare. 
Part o f  their anticipation o f their pres
ent jaunt rested upon friendly contacts 
such as this— the satisfaction o f the 
gregarious instinct, which is o f neces
sity repressed in the hearts o f those who 
ride lonely trails.

“ Probably be raining in Portland,”  
said the big man without interest. 
“ You can always expect it when you 
get west o f the mountains.”

“ It won’t hurt our feelings none,” 
averred Windy. “ W e’ll shorely soak 
it up. If some of that valley rain could 
be shipped up to the desert, we’d have 
the world by the tail.”

“ Wheat farmers ?”  inquired the stran
ger carelessly.

Windy shook his head. “ Cattle.”

7
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“ You don’t make a trip to Portland 
often, eh?”

“ First time,”  Windy admitted. “ E x
cepting when we come down with some 
beef. On them trips, we never got 
away from the stockyards.”

“ You’re lucky," said the other mo
rosely. “ I ’ve traveled this line so long, 
it’s old stuff with me. I envy you 
fellows. I wish my business would let 
me settle down. Spending most o f your 
life on a train is no way to live.”

The partners waited politely for him 
to continue. But the stranger had ap
parently lost interest in the conversa
tion. He yawned again and his heavy- 
lidded gaze strayed out the window at 
the landscape fleeting by.

Another stranger presently entered 
the compartment. He, too, was bulky 
and nattily dressed. His heavy jowls 
were blue from close shaving and a 
diamond stickpin adorned his faultless 
cravat. He glanced carelessly at the 
partners as he seated himself. But his 
cold eyes rested more keenly on the 
bulky one, as he produced a cigar, 
clipped it, and placed it between his 
thick lips.

“ Haven’t I seen you somewhere be
fore, brother?”  he questioned as he 
lighted his cigar. “ I ’m Berg, making 
the Inland Empire territory for Schloss 
& Company, wholesale suits, Port
land.”

“ Can’t place you,”  said the bulky one 
sleepily. “ Glad to meet you, Berg. 
W e’ve probably run across each other 
before. '  M y territory goes clear to 
Boise. I ’m Grathin of the Eastern & 
Western, hardware and paints. H ow ’s 
business ?”

The traveling men talked o f their re
spective lines, while the partners 
listened. Big business unfolded before 
them. There was much trade jargon 
concerning buying power, economic 
conditions, cutthroat competition, and 
confidential discount. /

Their conversation drifted from busi

ness to politics, from thence to religion, 
to the South Sea Islands, to the high 
cost o f imported liquor, and finally to 
cribbage. It was obvious that both 
were cribbage addicts. They spoke 
easily o f  high scores made in the past, 
o f unusual combinations o f hands and 
playing. Finally, he o f  the cigar mo
tioned to the porter and ordered a deck 
o f cards. They began to play, and the 
partners, themselves cribbage players 
o f no small caliber, observed the game 
with interest.

For a space Grathin, the bulky one, 
lost some o f  h i! habitual gloom, Berg, 
puffing on his cigar, was oblivious to 
all save the intricacies o f  the game. 
TJhey played several rounds, then 
Grathin leaned back, his-heavy features 
settling again into apathy.

“ Bah!”  he yawned, pushing the board 
away. “ This isn’t so hot.”  He peered 
out the, window. “ W e're past Hood 
River. More than an hour yet before 
we get to Portland. What a life !”

“ W e strive to please,”  returned Berg 
in more jaunty vein, shuffling the cards. 
“ Since you’re outclassed in cribbage, 
maybe you can suggest some other 
game. Name it, and I ’ll take you down 
the line.”  He bestowed a broad wink 
upon the partners. They beamed un
der his condescending glance.

“ Some penny-ante wouldn’t do us 
any harm,”  said Grathin, with reviv
ing interest. “ I wouldn’t mind mak
ing a little cigar money off you. You 
can put it on your expense account 
along with the other little items.”

“ Not so good,”  objected Berg. 
“ There’s only two o f us. But maybe 
we can pick up a couple more.”

The partners held their breath, hop
ing against hope that their presence 
would be noted and a casual invitation 
extended to take a hand, for the an
cient American pastime was dear to the 
hearts o f both. As though sensing their 
eagerness, Grathin rolled a heavy-lidded 
eye in their direction.
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“ Ever play penny-ante ?”  he inquired.
“ It’s about our limit,”  W indy con

fessed. “ Yeah, we’ll give it a whirl 
an’ much obliged.”

The bulky ones were seated opposite 
each other. W indy slid in beside 
Grathin; Lonesome beside Berg, The 
latter pushed the deck before Lone
some, who shuffled and dealt.

"Understand now,”  said Grathin, as 
he produced a cigar and lit it. “ This 
is a cutthroat game. Penny-ante and 
a ten-cent limit. Play ’em close to your 
belt.”

The partners expanded under the 
atmosphere o f good-fellowship. An 
understanding glance passed between 
them. Since they had only a quantity 
o f loose change upon their persons, 
there was little chance o f the gambler’s 
fever carrying them to extremes.

“ No holds barred,”  Lonesome agreed, 
chuckling. “ Ante up, gents; it’s jack 
pots. Cards, if any.”

The compartment became blue with 
smoke as the game proceeded. Grathin 
and Berg removed coats and collars 
presently, and rolled up their sleeves. 
The partners tore off their polka-dot 
four-in-hands, stuffed them in their 
pockets, and tightened their belts. With 
the help o f the porter, they opened a 
window and the welcome breeze played 
upon them.

“ Hot dog !”  breathed Windy, reach
ing for the deck. “ Come to pap! Bet 
’em high, gents, an’ sleep in the 
streets!”

The partners won at first, then lost, 
then won again as the tide o f fortune 
shifted. They played with the utmost 
good humor, reveling in the sheer en
joyment o f it; but between the bulky 
Grathin and the jaunty Berg a certain 
belligerence seemed to be growing.

“ Grathin, old kid,”  said the latter at 
length, as the deal came to him. “ I can 
see you’re a dyed-in-the-wool gambo- 
leer. Let’s make this a five-cent ante 
and dollar limit for a whirl or two.

These gentlemen”— he waved a 'hand 
courteously toward the partners— “ can 
drop out for a moment if they wish. 
I want to see what you look like out 
on a limb.”

“ Suits me,”  growled Grathin. He 
produced a roll o f bills. “ I’ll call and 
raise Bright-eyes. Make it four bits 
and five.”

“ Done,”  said Berg cheerfully, his 
cigar tilted at a rakish angle. He be
gan to deal two hands. “ Read ’em and 
weep.”

Windy cast a glance o f  mute appeal 
at Lonesome, who nodded. The pair 
had been winning and considerable 
amounts o f silver and bills o f small 
denomination were before them. They 
had little original capital to lose.

“ Hold on, mister,”  said Windy. 
“ W e’ll stay with the wagon whilst our 
money holds out. Deal us in.”

“ Fine,”  agreed Berg, taking up the 
cards. “ But don’t gouge friend
Grathin. He’s my meat and I don’t 
mean maybe. Table stakes only, gen
tlemen. Let’s go.”

This was a blooded game from the 
partners’ viewpoint. They played cau
tiously, their faces bland and expres
sionless. But Berg and Grathin were 
openly hostile. They heaped maledic
tions upon each other as they won or 
lost; bandied insults whose animosity 
was only thinly veiled.

“ Listen,”  said Grathin, glowering, 
when successive raises and a devastat
ing show-down had transferred the last 
o f his resources to Berg. “ Where did 
you get that table-stakes stuff? You 
can’t play a five-dollar limit with 
chicken feed.”

“ Want to dig down, do you?”  in
quired Berg complacently, as he 
counted the currency before him. “ Dig, 
old son. It’s O. K. with me. All 
donations thankfully received. I al
ways knew I ’d. find an angel some day.
I didn’t dream he’d be a heavyweight 
like you.”
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“ Zat so?”  snarled Grathin. “ Maybe 
you want to make it no-limit, hub?”  

“ I f  you can stand it,”  returned the 
other, winking at the partners. “ Let’s 
see the color o f your money.”

“ You’ve got all my cash.”  Grathin 
eyed his enemy fixedly. “ I ’ll give you 
an I O  U. Square it when we hit 
Portland. How about it?”

“ It isn’t necessary.”  The other 
waved his hand with a mock courtesy 
that was galling. “ You ’re a business 
man. So am I. W rite a check. That’s 
an excellent form o f  I O U  which 
precludes any possibility o f forgetful
ness.”

“ Yeah,”  growled Grathin, producing 
his check book. “ Providing I don’t 
sprint to the bank before you do and 
stop the check.”

“ You wouldn’t do that!”  said Berg, 
with a pretense o f being vastly shocked. 
“ On a gambling debt between gentle
men ? Oh, my, M r. Grathin!”

“ Deal!”  said Grathin between his 
teeth. He was obviously enraged. “ I f  
I don’t take you into camp, Bright- 
eyes, it’ll be because I don’t know a 
four-flush when I see it.”

The partners had listened to this by
play in silence. In silence they per
mitted Berg 'to deal them in. It was 
•now no-limit, and their meager re
sources patently could not stand a for
midable bluff. But on Berg’s deal, 
Windy won the pot, including a small 
check from Grathin, On Lonesome’s 
deal, Windy again won, Grathin throw
ing down his cards. It was apparent 
that the bulky ones, disregarding the 
partners, were waiting to come to grips. 
Berg won on W indy’s deal, and Grathin 
wrote another check, muttering, and ill 
pleased.

It was on Grathin’s deal that a 
peculiar circumstance arose, to be 
viewed with mingled emotions by all 
true gamblers. Windy, picking up his 
five cards, found that he held four aces 
before the draw.

C H A P T E R  III.

A  REGAL GESTURE.

A S  he glanced at his hand with out
ward carelessness, W indy’s thoughts 

raced swiftly. Having sat in . many 
games o f chance in his lurid career, at 
times in questionable company, his first 
reaction was inwardly expressed in the 
single word: “ Frame-up.”  But as he 
yawned, his mustache bristling, and 
through narrowed eyes studied the 
bulky ones, he was not so sure. In 
the brief interval before the draw, logi
cal step by step seemed to point to the 
fact that Lady Luck, smiling, was 
standing at his side.

The bulky ones were strangers to 
him, he reasoned. By the same token 
they might be crooks. In appearance 
they were not card sharps, nor in their 
handling o f  the cards, nor in their play. 
These facts alone would not have been 
sufficient to allay his suspicions; for 
at divers times he had encountered rep
resentatives o f  unbeatable games who 
were gentle o f  manner and garb, and 
spiritual o f  eye; and he had also wit
nessed, with a touch o f awe, the tech
nique of honest-featured gentlemen 
who dealt clumsily and had the hands 
o f a blacksmith. But the circumstances 
leading up to the formidable hand he 
held carelessly between his lean fingers 
seemed to proclaim that the game was 
square and that the cards had fallen 
according to the decrees o f fickle chance.

These strangers, for example, were 
men of substance, representatives o f 
reputable commercial houses in Port
land. Their casual conversation on 
trade matters had proved it. They 
were playing only for pastime, begin
ning with cribbage. He, Windy, and 
Lonesome, had been merely incidental, 
invited carelessly to make it four hands. 
When the game had become more 
blooded, Berg himself had suggested 
that they withdraw. The belligerent in
terest o f  the pair was concentrated



WINDY’S QUEST FOR QUIET

solely upon each other. Even now, 
while he debated the appearance o f the 
situation, it was obvious that he and 
Lonesome were disregarded. Grathin, 
having glanced at his hand, had picked 
up the deck again. His heavy-lidded 
gaze was fixed upon Berg, who was 
chewing on his cigar.

“ Well, Brightreyes,”  the dealer 
growled, with more than a suggestion 
o f a sneer. “ What’s the glad word? 
Is this the time you’re going to try 
that whizzer?”

“ It’s against my principles under the 
gun this way,”  the other sighed. “ But 
the pot’s open, friend Grathin. For 
five. No cards, if you please.”  He 
elevated an eyebrow blandly. “ I ’ll play 
these.”

The dealer grunted and inclined the 
deck toward Lonesome, but his smol
dering gaze was fixed on Berg. Windy’s 
decision became more firmly fixed when 
Lonesome, too, stayed.

“ I ’ll drag along for percentage,” 
stated that worthy mildly. “ It’s a fair- 
to-middling pot. Loan me a five-spot, 
Windy. Yeah, an’ since Mr. Berg is 
playin’ ’em pat, I ’ll likewise play these.”  

“ And me also,”  said Windy. “ Let 
’er buck, cowboys.”

“ H ’m,”  muttered the dealer, scratch
ing his head. “ Lots o f business, huh? 
B ut,I’m with you, Bright-eyes. Y ou ’re 
liable to bluff these boys out and steal 
the pot. I ’ll play ’em pat, too, so there’s 
no advantage in the draw.”

He reached for his check book, but 
Berg raised his hand. “ You hoisting 
it, friend Grathin? N o? Then let me 
suggest that you don’t waste too many 
checks. You may write it all out at 
once at the show-down. Under the 
gun and in violation o f all poker stand
ards, I ’m betting one hundred simoleons 
that my openers are better than your 
pat. Sink your teeth in that, old son.”  

He laid down his hand and leaned 
bade, his dgar tilted at a rakish angle, 
and fumbled for a match. Grathin eyed

him fixedly. Lonesome, after a brief 
pause, tossed his hand into the discard.

“ Too steep for me,”  he announced 
regretfully, reaching for his plug o f to
bacco. “ I don’t want to see ’em that 
bad.”

It was at that instant that Windy, 
student o f horses, poker, and men, 
caught a faint suggestion that the bulky 
ones were more interested in the prob
able procedure o f himself and his part
ner than their previous manner had 
indicated. Grathin, his surly features 
turned toward him, was waiting. In 
the act o f  lighting his cigar, Berg’s 
cold eyes were fixed upon him with 
puzzling intentness.

But in the next instant, the suspicion 
passed. His own hand represented a 
factor in the game. It was natural that 
each should consider it. Both were 
hoping, no doubt, that he, too, would 
lay down his hand, leaving them to 
battle it out alone.

“ Lonesome,”  said Windy, eying his 
partner. “ I ’d shorely like to see ’em.”

“ Suit yourself,”  said Lonesome in
stantly. “ Use yore judgment, cow
boy.”

“ Our funds is in a joint account,”  
he told the bulky ones apologetically. 
“ I’ ll see that hundred.”

“ Dog-gone!”  said Grathin, his thick 
lips curling. “ I was counting on tak
ing you into camp, Bright-eyes, but I 
didn’t figger on this gent. Hoisting 
it two hundred.”

“ This,”  ruminated Berg, chewing on 
his cigar, “ is certainly unusual. A  full 
deck and no joker— and four pat hands! 
One hand is out. The other will prob
ably pass out. Friend Grathin, you’re 
an obnoxious poker player. Ever since 
we started to play I ’ve been hoping we’d 
tangle in precisely this manner. You’re 
called. Three hundred is the bet.”

“ Not raising?”  questioned Grathin, 
with a sneer. Windy had a hunch at 
that instant that Berg had Grathin 
bested; that Grathin and Berg both

11
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knew it. His suspicions returned with 
redoubled force. But it was too late 
now to draw back.

“ You bloodhounds will have to tangle 
on the side,”  he announced. “ Two 
hundred’s my limit. I ’m seein' it in 
that amount.”

Berg nodded courteously. Grathin 
growled assent.

“ Hundred on the side,”  he agreed. 
“ Write ’em out, gents.”

“ Leaving the payee blank,”  Berg sug
gested. “ The winner can fill it out.”

W indy drew forth -a Bank o f Condon 
check book and laboriously scrawled the 
amount. Pens scratched as Berg and 
Grathin followed suit. The checks 
were tossed into the pot. In in uncon
scious attention to detail even in the 
stress o f  the moment, Windy noted that 
Grathin’s check was o f a light-pink hue, 
his own pale green.

“ What you got?”  demanded Grathin, 
his teeth set.

Windy silently spread his hand. The 
bulky one stared, then his breath ex
ploded in a vast sigh as he slumped 
back in his seat.

“ Son o f a gun !”  he breathed, throw
ing down his cards. “ M y four tens 
were the pikers o f this lay-out. Bright- 
eyes, our long-whiskered friend took 
us both over the hill.”

“ Oh, no,”  said Berg airily, spreading 
his hand. “ I have a little flush in 
spades— which is also a straight!”

It was indeed a straight flush, deuce 
to six-spot. W indy stared at them, and 
the black cards seemed to leer back at 
him sardonically.

He sat back, his lean features expres
sionless, and produced the makings. 
His glittering eyes studied Grathin as 
he placed the cigarette to his lips. The 
bulky one sat, heavy jowls resting on 
his chest. I f  it was acting, it was o f 
finished technique. Grathin seemed 
utterly crushed, a quivering hulk. He 
turned his gaze on Berg, who was seg
regating the currency before him.

“ There’s a Santa Claus after all,” 
observed the jaunty one, cigar uptilted. 
“ Yes, indeed. And dreams come true. 
Many, many shirts for the baby in this 
li’le pot-------”

W indy’s gaze shifted to Lonesome, 
and instantly he stiffened. He knew 
his partner thoroughly. By the signs 
he could tell that his own suspicions, in 
Lonesome, were a. certainty. His part
ner’s pale-blue eyes, no longer placid, 
were cold and intent. Studying Berg, 
his motionless cheek bulged.

“ Shall I continue the deal?”  ques
tioned Berg. “ No ? Gents, I  thank 
you. Particularly friend Grathin. He 
may be a scholar and a good judge o f  
whisky, but he’s no poker player.”  The 
smaller currency he placed in his wal
let; but W indy’s and Grathin's checks 
he placed in his breast pocket and patted 
them affectionately.

“ W o w !”  groaned Grathin. “ Better 
than three hundred1! I f  my frau ever 
finds this out-------”  He left the sen
tence unfinished and wiped his fore
head.

“ Reckon I ’ll get a drink,”  muttered 
Windy. H e pushed past Grathin and 
out into the passageway, Lonesome at 
his heels.

“ McQuirk," muttered Windy, as 
their heads were together at the water 
filter. “ What’d you hold?”

“ Four queens.”
“ Four queens,”  repeated Windy, his 

mustache bristling. “ That bulgin’ 
maverick had four tens, me four bullets, 
and Berg a straight flush! Shall we 
just naturally jump ’em on suspicion?”

“ Don’t have to,”  Lonesome whis
pered. “ I got ’em cold. Bein’ hunched 
down that a way, I seen Berg’s cut. 
That deuce o f spades was on the 
bottom.”

“ Great snakes!”  breathed Windy, in 
awe. “ Do you think they can pull that 
penny-ante stuff with old troupers like 
you an’ me? What say, McQuirk” — he 
rubbed his bony hands joyously— “ shall
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we scalp ’em first and parley after
wards? Or sneak up on ’em gradual by 
bitin’ off their ears?”

“ I f  it wasn’t the principle o f the 
thing,”  said Lonesome, “ I’d say leave 
’ em suffer. W e can stop that check 
an’ then we ain’t out nothin’ but 
chicken feed.”

“ No, by gravy!”  said W indy with 
decision. “ I crave one large-size riot. 
W e’ll grab them sharps by the face aw’ 
make ’em snap like a whip. What say, 
hey?”

“ I reckon,”  Lonesome sighed, but his 
pale-blue eyes lighted. “ L ife ’s full o f 
problems.”

They strode back into the compart
ment and resumed their accustomed 
places. The train was rolling through 
the suburbs. .From  an overcast sky, a 
light rain was falling. Ahead loomed 
the towering girders o f a bridge. It 
was but a matter o f minutes now before 
the train would pull in at the Union 
Station. ■

But even as Windy half rose from 
his place, and Lonesome shifted his feet 
beneath him, prepared to pounce upon 
his man, Berg leaned back, jingling the 
last o f the loose silver into his pocket, 
and eyed them quizzically.

“ Boys,”  he said, with a courteous 
wave o f his cigar, “ I ’ve just been think
ing about this deal, and my conscience 
hurts me. Yes, even when I contem
plate friend Grathin. A fter all, we 
started our little penny-ante for pastime 
only. In our enthusiasm, it got beyond 
us and degenerated into a cutthroat 
battle.”

It was obvious that neither the 
speaker nor the bulky Grathin had the 
slightest realization o f the dynamic per
sonalities o f  the pair before them. In 
the Condon country, men who knew 
the hard-bitten partners and became ac
quainted with the facts would have 
come running from afar to witness the 
impending imbroglio. But the bulky 
ones eyed them with a tolerance not a

little tinged with condescension. They 
were relaxed, and at ease; and only the 
slenderest margirrof chance— that Lone- 
sone and W indy paused to hear what 
they might have to say— prevented the 
addition o f an immediate and devastat
ing chapter to their experience.

“ I play poker for the fun o f it,”  Berg 
continued. “ What I win or lose is sec
ondary. It’s the competition that I like, 
the matching o f wits. I couldn’t resist 
the temptation to play that straight flush 
to the limit. I ’ve held ’em before, and 
all I won was the ante.. Nobody stayed. 
This time it satisfied my gambling in
stincts to make it worth five hun
dred-------”

“ What are you driving at?”  growled 
Grathin. “ You’ve had your fun and 
you’ve got the money. Just rubbing 
it in a little, eh?”

“ Tut, tut,”  admonished the other. 
“ You’ve got me wrong, old boy. You 
can’t afford to lose three hundred, 
friend Grathin. And neither can these 
gentlemen afford to lose two hundred. 
That’s too much for a couple o f hours' 
pleasure. The chicken feed I won in 
the pot is sufficient. So I'll just dis
pose o f these checks.”

From his breast pocket he drew forth 
the checks, the light pink and the pale 
green, and smoothed them out, face 
down, upon his knee. He tore them 
across the middle once and again, crum
pled the fragments, and tossed them 
out the window. The train was rum
bling across the bridge. The fragments 
fluttered out with the breeze, danced 
downward like falling leaves toward the 
surface o f the river.

The. partners stared, utterly bewil
dered. It was a regal gesture indeed, 
giving the lie to their certainty that 
they had been victimized by unscrupu
lous card sharps. Lonesome had seen 
the deuce dealt from the bottom o f the 
deck; the cards had unquestionably 
been stacked. Yet no professional 
sharp would thus voluntarily have
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thrown away the fruits o f his ruthless 
tactics.

“ That’s that,”  said Berg jauntily, ris
ing. He lighted his cigar, his cold 
eyes twinkling. “ N o hard feelings, eh? 
Glad to have met you, boys. Friend 
Grathin, we’ll tangle again some time, 
perhaps. You ’ll play ’em closer to your 
belt, eh?”  Chuckling, he strode away.

Grathin stared after him, jaw drop
ping, and scratched his bullet head.

“ There,”  he proclaimed ponderously, 
“ is one dyed-in-the-wool sport”  He 
eyed the partners, his thick lips curling 
into a slow grin. “ I wouldn’t have done 
it myself. It was a lucky break for 
us, huh?”

More briskly, the bulky one drew on 
his coat and adjusted his collar. Nod
ding a brief farewell, he strode ponder
ously out and was gone.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy, “ we shorely 
misjudged those hombres. They was 
pretty good scouts, after all, huh?” 

“ Looks like it,”  Lonesome admitted. 
“ But what about that deuce o f spades ?”  

“ Peculiar ideas about playing, may
be,”  said Windy. “ I knew a buzzard 
once that cheated him sdf at solitaire.”  

“ It’s funny ideas like them that brings 
in a continuous crop o f widows an’ 
orphans,”  opined Lonesome. “ There 
ain’t nothin’ easier to misunderstand.”  
H e shook his head, his tawny mustache 
curling. “ Those gents’ll never know 
how close they come to finding out what 
mince-meat thinks about.”

They did not have time to ponder 
longer on the puzzling incident. The 
train was rolling to a halt. In great 
haste, they rearranged their clothing, 
clutched their hats, and hurried back 
to retrieve their baggage.

Rain was pounding on the iron roofs 
o f the depot sheds. The roar o f traffic 
beat upon their ears— the warning, 
many-keyed tones o f automobile sirens, 
the rumble o f street cars and trucks 
on the mighty ramp o f another bridge 
above their heads. A  crowd surged be

yond the barrier, waiting for the incom
ing passengers. From beyond the babel 
o f voices they could hear taxi-drivers 
calling stridently for fares. Before them 
and about and above them, it seemed, 
the very air vibrated; it was the voice 
o f the city, a long-drawn, continuous 
undercurrent o f sound. To the cos
mopolitan and travel-weary, it would 
have been merely evidence that here an 
energetic metropolis o f three hundred 
and fifty thousand souls was pursuing 
its routine and daily business; but to 
the partners’ sensitive ears, attuned to 
the silence o f  the high country, it was 
chaos.

W ith coat collars turned up against 
the rain, and slouching closer together 
in reaction to some vague instinct o f 
self-protection, they followed the crowd 
toward the iron gates.

C H A P T E R  IV.
AN HOUR TO GO.

'T 'H E  Union Station, terminus of five 
1 transcontinental rail lines, add of 

numerous short lines radiating to all 
parts o f the compass in the Pacific 
Northwest, had long since proved in
adequate for the needs of the traffic. 
But to the partners, the marble floor and 
soaring columns o f the lobby were stu
pendous. As a small eddy in the cease
less cross-current o f  humanity, they 
paused to take stock o f the situation.

“ The first thing we got to have is 
money, McQuirk,”  W indy pointed out. 
“ Them genteel crooks left us financially 
embarrassed. W e got to dash a check.”

“ Correct,”  agreed Lonesome. “ But 
where ?”

“ Let’s leave our baggage over yon
der,”  suggested Windy, pointing to a 
corner where a hard-featured youth was 
energetically stowing away parcels and 
grips into a miniature catacomb built 
into the wall. “ W e don’t want to tote 
this loot around till we get organized.”

They accordingly fell into line at the
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counter, and presently received slips o f 
pasteboard in exchange for carpetbag 
and ancient valise. *

“ Son,”  said Windy in his most pleas
ant manner, “ where can a feller cash 
a check?”

" I ’ll bite,”  responded the youth, eying 
them coldly. “ Where ?”

“ What I mean is,”  said Windy with 
a nervous cough, “ we’re strangers in 
town. Is there a bank hereabouts?”  

“ Up the street eight blocks, they’s a 
flock o f 'em,”  said the youth. “ U. S. 
National, First National, West Coast 
National. Take your choice.”

“ Do you reckon they’d cash a check 
for us, being strangers that a way?” 

“ Sure they would,”  responded the 
youth encouragingly, “ you’d be sur
prised ! They’re always glad to see 
strangers and cash their checks. I ’d 
do it myself only I just paid my income 
tax.”

“ Eight blocks up the street, huh?”  
said Windy. “ Son, much obliged. 
McQuirk,” — he told his partner as they 
moved with the crowd through the 
swinging doors, evaded the insistent 
ballyhoo o f a long line o f  taxi-drivers, 
and proceeded along the glistening 
street that led toward the towering 
structures o f the business district—  
“ folks ain’t so hard-boiled hereabouts. 
Kind o f friendly, in their way. That 
there lad who checked our loot, for 
instance. A n ’ Grathin an’ Berg on the 
train. Made us feel right to home. 
Yeah, we’ll get along.”

“ Not very far,”  averred Lonesome, 
“  'less I get some chewin’ tobacco. I 
done et all my plug in that blasted poker 
game. You realize we ain’t got a thin 
dime between us, DeLong?”

“ Shucks,”  said W indy confidently, 
“ we’ll be wadin’ hip-deep in filthy lucre 
after we’ve found one o f these said 
banks. McQuirk, take note o f this 
gentle rain. Like dew, ain’t it? It’s 
shorely different from the Condon coun
try. Up in that blasted wilderness when

it rains you know something’s hap
penin’ . Here folks don’t pay no atten
tion to it.”

“ I don’t neither,”  agreed Lonesome, 
“ long as it’s just my shoes that’s 
squashin’ that a way. But the minit 
this hefty dew commences to run down 
my back, DeLong, I ’m liable to get 
hostile.”

Though neither o f the partners by 
any stretch o f the imagination could be 
classified as nervous by temperament, 
the roaring traffic o f the streets troubled 
them. Crossing one of- the thorough
fares assumed the aspects o f  an adven
ture, embarked upon only with the ex
ercise o f tremendous caution and with 
muscles tensed to leap to safety. At 
one particularly busy corner, the ford
ing o f the current seemed inconsistent 
with safety to life and limb. Watch
ing their chance, they plunged into the 
chaos. They two alone, it appeared, 
had had sufficient courage to make the 
attempt, and instantly they were ma
rooned in midstream. Great cars bore 
down upon them, sirens shrieking; 
mighty trucks thundered. A  shrill, 
angry whistle from the curb resounded 
above the din. Only by the thinnest 
margin were they able to achieve the 
sidewalk, and a bulky person in a re
splendent blue uniform, with a Sam 
Browne belt and a huge star upon his 
authoritative chest, glowered wrath- 
fully upon them.

“ What’s the idea?”  demanded the 
officer o f the law, pointing at a red 
light upon a small iron tower. “ Don’t 
yez know nothin’ about traffic signals?”

“ God save u s!”  muttered Windy 
apologetically, mopping his perspiring 
features. “ Give the gent our excuses, 
McQuirk.”

“ McQuirk, is it?”  said the officer, 
more tolerantly. “ I can see you lads 
are strangers in town, even if you don’t 
carry no furrin license plates. Watch 
your step, me laddy-bucks, or ye’ll be 
givin’ your excuses to the judge. Hustle
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along now, and watch for them green 
lights before crossin’ the street.”

“ That’s a horse on us, DeLong,”  said 
Lonesome as they continued on their 
way. “ L ife ’s gettin’ more complex all 
the while. You even got to march 
acrost the street in squad formation in 
this man’s town. What’s the world 
cornin’ to?”

“ M y gosh, M cQuirk!”  said Windy, 
in awe, craning his neck to peer up the 
ornate facade o f a towering structure 
whose crest seemed to be all but lost 
in the higher mists. “ I shore hand it 
to the gent that laid that top row o f 
bricks. He had the instinct o f an eagle. 
The brakes o f the John Day ain’t got 
anything on this village. These build
ings is pinnacles, an’ the streets is can
yons. Yeah, an’ all these folks hurry- 
in’ and the hell-bent traffic is a roarin’ 
river-------”

“ By gravy, W indy,”  Lonesome inter
rupted. “ Here’s that U . S. Bank the 
feller mentioned. Cast yore eye on them 
pillars. Big around as a corn-crib. 
Ain’t that a whale o f a layout? The 
lad must have given us the wrong steer. 
I ’ll gamble only millionaires would have 
dealin’s in a palace like that.”

“ W e’ll give it a whirl,”  said Windy 
resolutely. “ Our money’s as good as 
anybody else’s. W e’ll just naturally 
bust in where angels fear to tread. 
They can’t do no more than heave us 
out on our ear.”

They accordingly pushed in through 
the iron doors and found themselves in 
a vast marble-pillared lobby o f impres
sive magnificence. Before them, on 
the right and left, were long rows o f 
iron-grilled cages where tellers wrought, 
neck-deep apparently, in stacks o f  cur
rency. The high windows and lofty 
frescoed ceiling gave to the mammoth 
establishment a cathedrallike quality, 
belied by the rattle and din o f com
merce. From balconies supported by 
the soaring pillars came unceasing 
salvos from typewriter and adding ma

chine. Many people were abroad in the 
lobby, in lines at the tellers’ windows, 
leaning upofi marble-topped counters, 
or writing busily at long desklike tables 
in the center o f the broad expanse.

“ Gosh!”  breathed Windy, “ when it 
comes to money factories, we ain’t been 
nowhere nor seen nothin’ . The Bank 
o f Condon wouldn’t be more’n a squir
rel cage, in this layout. Question is, 
where do we go from here?”

“ W e’ll write it out,”  said Lonesome. 
“ Unlimber that check book, Windy. 
About twenty-five bucks apiece should 
hold us for a spell, huh? Make it out 
to me an’ I ’ll indorse it. That’ll show 
’em we know a thing or two about this 
said financial game.”

At an adjacent desklike table, they 
laboriously wrote out the check and 
dried the ink with meticulous care. 
Then they furtively examined the long 
row o f  tellers’ windows.

“ By gravy, McQuirk,”  W indy whis
pered, “ this is worse than a horse race! 
Must be a dozen o f  them ‘paying and 
receiving’ cubbyholes. Which one o f 
them cold-eyed lads we going to place 
our bets on?”

Opposite them was a window bearing 
the inscription:

s i  TO T.

TELLER ON DUTY: NEIL M. ROBERTSON.
\

Lonesome silently pointed to this one 
and they took their places in the line.

“ I dunno about this bozo, McQuirk,”  
W indy muttered over his shoulder. 
“ I ’ll gamble he’s Scotch.”

“ It ain’t to be held against him,”  
Lonesome returned. “ He can’t help it 
none. W e got to take our chances. 
Now, just you proceed with confidence, 
Windy. W e got to get them shekels 
or bust.”

W indy was in the lead and, arriving 
at the window, he thrust the check 
through the slot, his forbidding features 
writhing into the semblance o f a 
friendly grin.

W S - 1 F
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"H owdy,”  he offered, “ Nice day, 
ain’t it?”

The teller nodded, with a smile as 
fixed and impersonal as that o f a faro 
dealer. He glanced at the check, turned 
it over, and raised his eyes to the part
ners.

“ What’s this?”  he said. “ Bank o f 
Condon. Is this your signature?”

“ Sure is,”  said Windy. “ A n ’ that’s 
my pardner’s John Henry on the back.”

“ Do either o f you gentlemen have 
accounts in this bank?”

“ Which we shorely do,”  averred 
Windy. “ Whereas it ain’t such a loud- 
roarin’ account, it’s hefty enough to 
copper that b et”

The teller eyed them suspiciously. “ I 
mean this bank, the U. S. National.”

“ Here?”  said W indy- “ Oh, no! W e 
ain’t got to the {dace where we can salt 
our wealth in a half-dozen banks. 
W e’re strangers in town,”  he explained. 
“ Got into a little poker game on the 
way down-------”

“ Pardon me,”  the teller interrupted, 
“ can you identify yourselves?"

“ Cinch!”  said Windy. “ I ’m D eL ong”  
He jerked a thumb at his partner. 
“ That’s McQuirk.”

"N o, no.”  The youth tapped the 
counter. “ Personal identification. Know 
anybody here?”

“ Not a soul,”  said W indy cheerfully. 
“ W e only got in a half hour ago. A in ’t 
made any acquaintances yet to speak 
of. Listen, son, I can see what ails you. 
They ain’t nothin’ in it for you, cashin’ 
a Bank o f Condon check, huh? Well, 
sir, just you drag a little out on the 
side to pay for yore trouble. O. K., 
McQuirk?”

“ W hy, sure,”  agreed Lonesome. 
“ The house has got to have its per
centage.”

The youth raised a supercilious eye
brow. “ Sorry,”  he said politely, slid
ing the check back to Windy. “ W e’d 
be glad to oblige, but we really can’t 
cash checks for strangers, you know.”

W S -2 F

“ But listen,”  Windy protested. 
“ W e’re broke. W e just naturally got 
to have some money. W e got good coin 
o f the realm salted away up to Condon. 
But I ’d like to know how in blazes we 
going to get it?”

The youth shrugged his shoulders 
and glanced past the pair at the length
ening line. “ I f  you gentlemen will 
kindly make way, there are other cus
tomers waiting for service. Take your 
check to one o f the officers o f the bank,” 
he directed, pointing across the lobby. 
“ If he O. K .’s it, I ’ll be glad to cash 
it for you. Ah, there, Mr. Rosen
baum!”  Turning from the partners to 
the next in line, the teller’s features 
were wreathed in a genial smile as he 
asked: “ And how's business to-day,
Mr. Rosenbaum?”

“ Ain’t it the bunk?”  muttered 
Windy, as they slouched across the 
lobby. “ W e’re as welcome here as 
hoboes at a cake-eater’s convention. 
That buzzard was Scotch, McQuirk. 
I'll gamble he licks off his glasses after 
he’s et grapefruit.”

“ He’s got to play ’em safe that a 
way,”  said Lonesome more tolerantly. 
“ Prob’ly house rules. By gravy, Windy, 
see the name on that desk yonder—  
‘James H. Brady, Vice President’ ? Do 
you reckon that’s the Brady who’s 
mixed up in them stock deals up in the 
Condon country?”

“ I reckon,”  said Windy, with re
newed hope. “ W e’ve never met him, 
but he’ll probably be able to figger we 
ain’t slickers. He’s one o f the offi
cers, at that, which the young dude 
referred us to. I f  Brady don’t listen 
to our song an’ dance, McQuirk, we’re 

• sunk.”
The banker fixed keen fishlike eyes 

upon them as the partners, leaning upon 
the counter, outlined their dilemma. He 
was a cold, hard, suave man, metallic 
and emotionless as the gold in which he 
dealt. The partners felt chilled in his 
presence. They gleaned an impression
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that he was turning aside momentarily 
from large affairs to consider a detail 
that was inconsequential indeed.

He questioned them briefly concern
ing the Condon country. It was ap
parent that he was familiar with the 
region and was checking on their story. 
He listened to them for a space, then 
halted them with a gesture.

“ You understand that this is purely 
in the nature o f an accommodation on 
our part,”  he told them. “ There is 
nothing in the er— transaction for the 
bank, except an investment in good
will. W e will be glad to wire to Con
don to verify your account. You will 
advance the cost o f the wire, o f course.”

“ Gosh, mister,”  said Windy. “ It’s a 
whale o f an idea. But we ain’t got a 
sou.”

“ W e can’t be expected, o f course, to 
assume this expense ourselves,”  said 
the banker coldly.

“ Come on, DeLong,”  said Lonesome 
with decision. “ W e can raise a couple 
o f dollars somewheres for this said 
wire business. How long’s this joint 
open, mister? Can we put the deal 
through to-night?”

“ The bank closes in ten minutes,”  
said the banker. “ But I ’ll be here until 
five. Knock at that side door yonder. 
W e should hear from Condon within 
an hour after the inquiry is sent.”

“ That gives us an hour in which to 
raise two bucks,”  said Lonesome. “ Let’s 
go-”

C H A P T E R  V .
GRIEF.

M O W  what?”  Windy questioned as 
they stood on the glistening curb 

where the dismal rain still fell in a 
steady drizzle. “ You’re full o f bright 
ideas, McQuirk. Where do we raise 
them two bucks?”

“ A t a pawnshop,”  said Lonesome. 
“ W e got a couple o f A -l  watches, ain’t 
we? W e’d ought to get some action 
on ’em.”

“ You mean leave our silver-plated 
monogrammed, forty-jeweled Water 
burys in the clutches o f one o f then 
devourin’ monsters ?”  said Windy 
aghast, “ W hy this said timepiece ha; 
done raised me from a pup, McQuirk 
M y dad carried it in the Indian Wars 
I ’d as soon take chances on losin’ mj 
right arm!”

“ W e won’t lose nothin’ ,”  retorted 
Lonesome. “ The said devourin’ mon
ster just gets to park it in his safe for 
a couple hours till we hear from Con
don. Come on. W e got to move fast 
or we’ll be sleepin’ in the streets to
night.”

On the way from the depot, they re
called, they had come through a some
what disreputable district. They ac
cordingly moved in that direction, 
swinging farther toward the river and 
the older section o f town. Thus by the 
purest chance, they presently spied an 
establishment over whose doorway three 
bronze balls were suspended and whose 
dingy windows were crowded and fes
tooned with nondescript jewelry, musi
cal instruments, articles o f clothing—  
treasures wrested by necessity from an 
unknown army.

They entered this dismal port o f lost 
hopes and found themselves regarded 
with piercing intentness by a wizened 
long-bearded person across a dusty 
counter. One other was in the estab
lishment, a heavy-jawed Individual with 
bulging shoulders who leaned negli
gently against a pillar, thumbs hooked 
in his belt.

Without ceremony, the partners dis
engaged their watches from their fobs 
and laid them carefully on the counter. 
The ancient one pounced upon the 
treasured timepieces, turned them over 
with clawiike disdainful fingers.

"H ow  much you vant,”  he suddenly 
inquired in a thick voice, “ on dese 
vatches ?”

“ I reckon, McQuirk,”  said Windy, 
eying his partner speculatively, “ we
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hadn't ought to get too much on ’em, 
huh? On the other hand, if that bank 
business don’t come through accordin’ 
to Hoyle to-night, we got to have 
enough to eat an’ sleep on. H ow about 
five bucks?”

“ Five bucks!”  the ancient one inter
jected in a shrill voice. “ Gewalt! On 
dese relics ?”

“ Relics!”  repeated Windy, bristling. 
“ You ref errin’ to those elegant time
pieces as relics? Mister, you could 
travel the world over and couldn’t find 
their equal.”

“ For the museum, yes,”  agreed the 
ancient one, lifting shoulders and palms 
in an eloquent gesture. “ For the col
lector o f antiques, yes. For ballast on 
dose large freighters, perhaps. But 
not as vatches. No, no, good friends. 
I would steal from my own family if 
I gave you more than a dollar. A  
dollar and a half, mebbe.”  /

The partners glared at him, then eyed 
each other unwinkingly. i

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy, “ our trails 
is cluttered up with crippled hombres 
who’ve insulted us less. You heard 
him, didn’t you? The bewhiskered 
mummy is makin’ the claim he can loan 
us only one buck on them A -l  treas
ures. Since when have you an’ me 
sunk so low we got to listen to talk 
like that?”

“ Leave him struggle along,”  Lone
some soothed. “ Take pity on his gray 
hairs an’ benighted condition. Fork 
over them watches, mister, and hurry 
up. W e ain’t got time for your hay
wire ideas.”

“ A  dollar and a half,”  returned the 
ancient one, unmoved, “ Nowhere in 
the city, nowhere in the vide vorld could 
you do better. Listen,”  he demurred 
as the partners would have seized per
emptorily upon their treasures. “ Five 
dollars was your asking price only, eh?
I tell you something. My heart is too 
big for my business. I like to oblige. 
How much you vant ?”

“ Tw o bucks,”  said Windy, firmly. 
“ Not a cent less.”

“ Himmel!”  groaned tire other. “ Y ou  
will drive me to the poorhouse. I can 
never look my family in the face. It 
is too much.”  Nevertheless, he delved 
beneath the counter in some hidden 
treasure-chest, straightened up, and slid 
two silver dollars and two blue tickets 
across the counter. Whereupon he 
beamed upon them expansively, rub
bing his hands.

“ Come again, my good friends,”  he 
invited. “ W e have good weather, eh? 
A  little vet, mebbe.’.’

The partners glared, and pocketed 
the coins and slips o f pasteboard in 
silence. Turning away, they encoun
tered the gaze o f the bulky person lean
ing against the pillar. This one nodded, 
and his battered lips writhed into a 
slow grin. “ Snappy work, boys,”  he 
approved, jerking a thumb toward the 
proprietor. “ When you’re dealing with , 
this generous man, the last four-bits is 
always the hardest.”

The partners, still vastly disgruntled, 
made no reply. On the way to the door, 
as they passed a dusty table, Windy 
halted, instantly forgetting his hostility 
o f the moment before. Side by side 
among the miscellaneous hardware lay 
two long-barreled, single-action ,44 
Colts. They were graceful, eloquent 
weapons, even to the uninitiated ; long 
o f frame and short o f grip, inlaid with 
bone mellowed by time to the hue o f 
old ivory. They loomed among the 
debris like the familiar features o f  old 
friends.

“ Look at them babies, McQuirk,”  
W indy breathed. “ In this hay-wire 
joint is shorely some monuments to 
busted hearts. I ’ll gamble some lad 
sweat blood partin’ with them A -l  
irons.”

Each picked up a weapon and exam
ined it closely, fanning the hammers, 
spinning the cylinders with expert 
fingers, balancing them upon their
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palms, tossing them in the air, and 
catching them with dexterous and un
conscious ease,

“ They’re humdingers,”  Lonesome 
agreed, as they regretfully returned 
them to their places. “ The only artil
lery to compare with ’em are hanging 
on the wall up in the Condon country, 
huh, cowboy? But let’s go, DeLong. 
W e got to get action on them two 
bucks.”
. As they turned away, they discovered 
that the bulky stranger had forsaken 
the pillar and was following them on 
the way out. At the dioorway he 
loomed beside them.

“ Hold on, boys,”  he said. He looked 
intently from one to the other. His 
manner was blunt. “ I can see you lads 
are gunmen. Do you draw much water 
up in your neck o f the woods?”

“ W e try to struggle along,”  said 
Windy. “ What you driving at?”

“ I know ’em when I see ’em,”  said 
the other. “ You lads are on the rocks. 
I don’t know what your plans are, but 
if you need a little extra money I ’ve 
a job for you. I ’m Lango. Ask for 
me at Larson’s Place, Burnside near 
Second. To-morrow night.”

Windy shook his head. “ You got us 
wrong, mister. Me and my partner’s 
taking a vacation. W e ain’t thugs 
lookin’ for a pay roll. W e’re plumb 
peaceable an’ law-abidin’ .”

“ You ’ve got me wrong brother,”  
returned the other. His glance roved 
up and down the street, then with a 
quick movement he partly threw back 
his coat. They caught a momentary 
glimpse o f a silver star. “ Federal 
stuff,”  he explained from the corner o f 
his mouth. “ The chief give me a big 
job and I ’m short-handed. The flat- 
foots assigned to me are solid ivory 
from the ears up. When the smoke 
gets thick, they’ll remember they’re 
married men. I need a couple o f old- 
fashioned gun-peelers who can fan

“ Don’t kid us, hombre,”  said Windy 
with some irritation. “ There may be 
burs in our whiskers, but we can see 
through a barb'-wire fence. They ain’t 
nothin’ like that going on in this man’s 
town. That stuff belongs out in the 
high country.”

“ S o?”  said the other, with a slow 
grin. “ You’d be surprised. Now don't 
get peevish, boys. I f  you miss a meal 
or two before to-morrow night, drop in 
at Larson’s. Twenty-five smackers 
apiece for you if you can deliver the 
goods. I say that it’s right-down easy 
money. Don’t forget the name—  
Lango.”

“ McQuirk,”  growled Windy, as they 
hastened up the street in the general 
direction o f  the bank, “ that Lango crit
ter riles me. First crack out o f the 
box whilst we’re aimin’ to struggle 
along peaceful and easygoing, this op
timistic sleuth tries to hang a gun- 
fightin’ job on us. He’s probably got 
large ideas, at that. I can’t figger any 
job  he’d have in this law-abidin’ me
tropolis that would even be interestin’ . 
You an’ me have seen some real action 
in our time.”

“ I dunno,”  Lonesome ruminated. 
“ Seems to me I ’ve gotten a hint or two 
that this here is a kind o f hard-boiled 
village in its way.”

“ Hard-boiled!”  Windy snorted. 
“ They’re too dang’ busy chasin’ dollars 
down boolevards an’ up the alleys, an’ 
dodgin’ these loud-roarin’ cars and 
mindin’ their own peculiar business gen
erally to be hard-boiled. You got to 
hand it to these city dudes, at that. 
They’re continuously on the move. 
Where they’re goin’ and what it’s all 
about is one of them mysterious things. 
But they’re shorely as busy as bobcats 
dodgin’ hailstones.”

“ Windy,”  said Lonesome, his pale- 
blue eyes twinkling, “ I ain’t complainin,’ 
you understand, nor yet offerin’ these 
thoughts for purposes o f profitless de
bate. But has it done occurred to you
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that we ain’t even in shoutin' distance 
yet o f the things we started out 
after?”

“ Meanin’ which?"
“ W e burned up the dust gettin’  to 

the train this morning," Lonesome 
enumerated; “ right pronto thereafter 
we was neck-deep in a poker game in 
which we sweat blood. Since then we 
been fightin' these millin' crowds, and 
coolin' our heels in them dens o f 
finance, an' wadin’ hip-deep through 
this blasted rain. Meanwhile, we ain't 
et nothin' since morning and I ain't got 
any chewin’ tobacco. When does this 
said rest an' quiet begin?" he asked 
anxiously.

It chanced, at the moment, that they 
were passing a combination fruit, cigar, 
and magazine stand presided over by a 
small, sallow-visaged person with dark, 
melancholy eyes and a thatch o f black, 
bristling hair. In the interior o f  this 
establishment, W indy’s glittering glance 
lighted upon a soda fountain. He laid 
hold o f  his partner's arm.

“ Inside,”  he directed, “ whilst we grab 
off a hunk o f  this said rest an’  relaxa
tion muy pronto. W e can spare ten 
minutes before we get back to the bank. 
Our two bucks is more than enough for 
the said wire to Condon. You get some 
chawin’ tobacco, and I ’ll take on a me
dium-sized load o f  that said ice cream 
I dreamt about an’  we’ll be on our way."

“ Fair enough,”  Lonesome agreed,, 
and added, chuckling, “ but we got to 
hurry, W indy."

Thus casually they turned aside and 
as casually seated themselves at the 
counter. They had intended it merely 
as a species o f inconsequential diver
sion, a few stolen moments sandwiched 
in, as it were, in the business o f  hurry
ing to the bank. But at that instant be
gan a series o f  unusual, bizarre, explo
sive, and altogether puzzling incidents 
which, long afterwards, and in awed 
whispers, they were wont to refer to 
as “ great gobs o f  grief.”

C H A P T E R  VI.
THE END OF A PERFECT DAY.

'J 'H E  origin o f  what followed was 
simple enough. It was founded on 

certain deeply rooted prejudices and 
generous impulses in W indy’s energetic 
nature. Later there were lurid argu
ments between the partners as to the 
responsibility for the affray, Lonesome 
claiming that it was W indy’s inborn 
thirst for  a massacre that led them into 
devious paths, and Windy affirming as 
vigorously that the entire proceeding 
was natural and inevitable.

The pair were seated at the counter. 
From their meager funds, Lonesome 
had purchased a new slab o f tobacco 
and he sighed with content as his teeth 
sank into the weed. W indy had ordered 
the ice cream, decked in the crushed 
strawberries o f his dreams. As he 
waited, his restless glance roving about 
the premises, a heavy-browed, heavy- 
jowied person, broad o f  shoulder and 
bulging o f  waist line, with a derby set 
at a pugnacious angle on his bullet head, 
strolled into the establishment in a 
leisurely and ponderous fashion.

The little proprietor greeted the new
comer with ingratiating politeness, 
bowing and rubbing his hands, but the 
big man only grunted in response. He 
turned a sinister, fishlike stare upon the 
partners, surveying them deliberately 
from head to foot, then turned his back 
upon them. On huge feet firmly 
planted, he stood in an attitude o f pon
derous repose, staring out at the street.

Windy disliked bulky men. They 
“ riled”  him. On the train he had dealt 
civilly with Grathin and Berg in the 
poker game; yet he had resented their 
tolerant manner, their polish, their 
polite assumption o f superiority. 
Lango, in the pawnshop, also a bulky 
man, had irritated him. He could not 
have explained the source o f  this ani
mosity toward massive physical bulk; 
it was instinctive, like that o f a lean
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mongrel who bristles and steps with 
stiff-legged watchfulness in the presence 

a heavy, plethoric, bulldog.
Thus, as he waited, Windy fixed glit

tering eyes on the broad back o f the 
newcomer. There had been something 
arrogant and domineering in the other’s 
manner, something insolent and self- 
confident in his fishlike appraisal that 
had instantly enraged him. The little 
proprietor’s obvious fear o f the man 
had added fuel to his wrath. He glared 
at the derby, the scarred, bullet head, 
and the rolls o f flesh that bulged above 
the other’s collar.

As he watched, the bulky one shifted 
his position somewhat, moving closer 
to the counter. He had been standing 
like one lost in thought, hands clasped 
behind him. Now he turned his head 
languidly, raised his right hand, and 
tore off a banana from a huge cluster 
suspended near his shoulder. Still 
wrapped in thought, he stripped the 
peeling from the fruit, bit off a huge 
segment and munched it slowly.

Windy glared with incredulous 
amazement, then turned to the pro
prietor. It was plain that the little man, 
too, had marked the act o f vandalism. 
His dark, melancholy eyes were pained. 
Catching W indy’s eye, he shrugged his 
shoulders in helpless fashion. Windy 
turned his smoldering gaze again upon 
the bulky one in time to see him toss 
away the banana peel and close his thick 
fingers on a handful o f  choice walnuts.

“ Listen, Gigolo,”  Windy whispered, 
as the proprietor placed a delectable 
mountain o f ice cream before him, 
“ what’s the idea o f them petty larceny 
gymnastics?”  He jerked a thumb 
toward the obnoxious one. “ Is that 
bozo one o f yore star boarders? W hy 
don’t you heave him out on his ear?”

The little man stared, jaw dropping. 
His swarthy cheek paled. It was ob
vious that W indy had advanced a para
lyzing thought. “ Oh, no,”  he breathed, 
“ it is Meester McGuffy.”

“ An’ who in blazes,”  Windy de
manded, "is McGuffy? Has the 
bulgin’ polecat got you buffaloed to the 
extent that you won’t raise a hand to 
protect yore own property? What the 
Sam Hill’s the world cornin’ to ? Is this 
a free country, or ain’t it?”

But the little man shook his head 
and shrugged his shoulders again. Mute 
rebellion burned in his black eyes, but 
he merely stood, trembling, and wrung 
his hands, as the bulky one scooped up 
another generous handful o f nuts and 
cascaded them into the cavernous pocket 
o f his coat.

Windy, his spoon poised in the act 
o f delving into the mountain o f ice 
cream, laid the implement down and 
slid from his chair.

“ Now what?”  Lonesome demanded, 
his mild eyes twinkling.

“ I don’t set up to be an adjuster o f 
things that ain’t right,”  Windy hissed, 
“ nor I ain’t any charter member o f 
any uplift society. But the spectacle 
o f  this hulkin’ bully movin’ in on Gigolo 
this a way plumb riles me. Givin’ him 
a piece o f my mind has all the ear
marks o f  a noble deed.”

“ Please, meester-------”  warned the
dismayed proprietor, his hands flutter
ing nervously— “ hees a ver’ bad man. 
Across the street, the other ees watch 
— Meester Moran. Hees worse.”  But 
Windy strode forward, pulling his hat 
lower over his eyes.

Jaw outthrust, he planted himself be
fore the bulky one, extended a lean 
forefinger, and then tapped him on the 
chest.

“ Listen, you big monument,”  he said 
softly, “ I don’t know who you are an' 
I don’t give a dang. I been settin’ 
here watchin’ you mooch this lowly fur- 
riner’s substance, and it’s come over me 
that I don’t like yore looks. I don’t 
like yore hat, nor the way you got yore 
ears trimmed. I don’t like yore taking, 
ways. As self-appointed bouncer on 
these said premises, I ’m hereby donatin’
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some gilt-edged advice. Ante up, or 
get out!”

The bullet head of the bulky one had 
turned slowly during this declaration o f 
hostility. He stared at W indy as 
though that worthy had risen lean joint 
by joint from the floor at his feet. Then 
he threw' back his head, opened a cav
ernous mouth in which many gold fill
ings gleamed. His shoulders shook, 
and his chest billowed as he roared with 
glee.

He wiped his eyes, peered at Windy, 
at the wrathful, saturnine features and 
bristling mustache, and roared again. 
It was a hoarse, rumbling laugh that 
seemed to shake the very fixtures o f  
the store. Passersby halted and drew 
near. Men approached swiftly from 
across the street. Thus a considerable 
circle o f curious ones foregathered in 
time to see W indy’s right fist all but 
bury itself in the region o f  the third but
ton o f the laugher’s bulging coat.

Hurled back by the impact, the pon
derous one slid along the tiled floor and 
crashed against the base o f the counter. 
As he heaved himself up with catlike 
quickftess despite his bulk, he was laugh
ing no longer. H is heavy features were 
purple with berserk rage. But before 
his hands left the floor, Lonesome, act
ing on the spur o f the moment, as it 
were, thoughtfully placed a foot against 
the highest portion o f his anatomy and 
gave a mighty heave which sent him 
charging headlong forth, bellowing, into 
the crowd.

Attracted by the uproar, men came 
running from afar. From the ranks of 
the crowd, the bulky one emerged, tug
ging at his hip. A  heavy automatic 
appeared, which Windy struck from his 
hand. As they clinched, the crowd 
parted and another large person with 
a ferocious red mustache charged upon 
the combatants.

This one laid hold on W indy without 
ceremony and with some heavy weapon 
clutched in a hamlike hand smote him

a staggering blow above the right ear. 
But as he drew back his arm to repeat 
with better aim, Lonesome was upon 
him.

“ W hoop-e-e!”  exhorted that worthy. 
“ Ride ’em, cow boy!”

Thereafter, even the most surfeited 
among the swelling army o f spectators 
fought for points o f  vantage from 
which to witness an affray which speed
ily took on the sanguine aspects o f a 
riot. It was a questionable section o f 
town, and many 'hard-bitten persons 
made up the inner circle which held 
back the mob and gave the battlers 
room.

“ What’s going on?”  came a yearning 
question. “ I can’t see nothing.”

“ Two mugs,”  explained a joyous 
voice, “ cleaning up on McGuffy and 
M oran!”

For Windy, dazed and reeling, the 
imbroglio became a red chaos whose 
origin he had forgotten. He fought 
and smote. Hoarse shouts o f  encour
agement beat upon his ear. Two men 
rolled on the pavement at his feet. 
Lonesome’s broad back was uppermost; 
l̂ e was astride his adversary, one hand 
grasping the horn o f a ferocious mus
tache, the other, clutching his hat, was 
“ fanning”  the prostrate one’s ears while 
the crowd applauded.

Through the terrific din, a noisy 
clamor pierced. It swelled in volume. 
A  vehicle clanged to a stop and blue- 
coated figures plunged into the fray.

“ Police! Police!”  came warning 
yells; but the battlers paid no heed.

Outnumbered, outslugged, Windy 
fought on. He was beaten down, over
whelmed. He wondered vaguely how 
McQuirk was faring. Beneath a 
crashing impact, lurid flame leaped 
within his brain; and straightway there
after the sound o f conflict grew dim.

The encounter, he recalled, as he 
slowly regained consciousness, had 
taken place on a street corner in the
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broad daylight o f mid-afternoon. Yet 
h^re was gloomy shadow, and high 
walls inclosed him. They were brick 
walls, white-washed, and from a nar
row, barred window, gray light filtered 
as into a well. He sat up suddenly, 
rubbing his eyes.

He was not sure, at first, but that 
some form o f delirium yet held him 
in its grip. It was a large, foul-smell
ing room, with scarred benches flank
ing the towering walls. Prostrate upon 
these benches, leaning against the wall, 
and huddled upon the floor, were dim 
figures o f human derelicts in various 
stages o f maudlin intoxication or 
drunken stupor. It was an unreal scene, 
as o f some gloomy underworld where 
sunlight never shone and slimy, creep
ing things foregathered. He became 
aware that much noise surrounded him 
— animallike mutterings, ribald laugh
ter, groans, and snores.

He stretched his arms and legs and 
twisted his lean neck. In its larger 
details, His anatomy appeared to have 
survived the battle. He muttered an 
imprecation beneath his breath as his 
fingers explored a protuberance o f the 
approximate dimensions o f a large wal
nut on the back o f his head. He noted 
that a person whose figure seemed 
vaguely familiar was seated at his side. 
Craning his neck, he saw that this one’s 
left eye, which was nearest, was partly 
closed, the surrounding area being 
highly colored. The other optic was re
garding him fixedly. He made out the 
outline o f a drooping mustache and a 
bulging cheek. It was McQuirk.

He stared at his partner for a long 
moment in silence; and as intently 
Lonesome stared back.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy at length, 
with a vague gesture, “ what’s this lay
out?”

“ The bullpen, Windy.”
"W e ’re in jail, huh?”
"Correct.”
"F or fightin’ ?”

“ For disturbin’ the peace,”  Lonesome 
explained, with an elaborate yawn. 
“ For incitin’ a riot. For resistin’ offi
cers o f the law. But most particularly, 
cowboy, we’re in the calaboose for 
gangin’ up on a couple o f plain-clothes 
policemen, attackin’ ’em viciously and
without provocation, to wit-------”

“ To wit what?”  demanded Windy. 
“ Which plain-clothes policemen?”  

“ McGuffy,”  said Lonesome. “ To 
whose takin’ ways you objected. And 
his pal Moran, a red-whiskered person 
whom I playfully massacred. Yeah, 
we’re in one large-size jack pot, Windy. 
Listen”— his voice became more 
charged with feeling— “ I’m only a lowly 
cowboy, you understand, who aims to 
struggle along. • I ’m long-sufferin’ an’ 
peaceable an’ never make a habit o f 
delvin’ into them mysterious things 
which only yore mighty intellect can
comprehend. But I rise to remark-------”

“ Don’t,”  said Windy, with a groan. 
“ Save them indelicate remarks, pard- 
ner, for some time when I ’m feelin’ 
more spry. Leave me ponder for a 
spell over what it’s all about, an’ some 
o f them other melancholy things.”

For a considerable space he sat, chin 
cupped in bony hands. Lonesome 
shifted his position, easing his shoulder 
blades against the unyielding wall.

“ Think fast,”  Lonesome urged. 
“ You’ll only have ten years to ponder. 
Maybe twenty— dependin’ on what the 
judge et for breakfast.”

Windy sat thoughtful and silent. 
Lonesome shifted his position, easing 
his shoulder blades against the unyield
ing wall. All about them arose bestial 
mutterings and the heavy breathing of 
those who wrestled with disordered 
dreams.

A  distant clock in some other and 
higher world began to toll the hour. 
They counted the strokes. There were 
twelve. As the last o f the echoes died 
away, W indy stirred and peered at his 
partner through red-rimmed, glittering
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eyes. Lonesome braced himself, pre
pared to make caustic retort to what
ever was forthcoming; but W indy had 
no philosophic utterance or ponderous 
pronouncement to make. It was merely 
a simple thought, spoken from the heart.

“ This,”  he said, shaking his head, “ is 
shorely the end o f  a perfect day.”

C H A P TE R  V II.
PRISONERS AT THE BAR.

'T 'H E municipal courtroom on the sixth 
floor o f the city jail was a somewhat 

dingy hall o f  justice in which, during 
the morning session, petty crimes 
against the peace and dignity of. the 
metropolis were disposed o f at an aver
age rate o f one case for each four 
minutes elapsed time. This being Tues
day, the docket was still full as a result 
of the usual week-end grist, and the 
business o f  the day was proceeding 
with machinelike regularity.

It was at eleven thirty that the judge, 
a pale, lantern-jawed person with weary, 
cynical eyes, leaned back in his swivel 
chair and glanced at the wall clock. It 
had just occurred to him that he must 
have a few minutes o f  the time o f his 
office to prepare for his forthcoming 
speech at the City Club luncheon.

“ How many ?”  he inquired o f the city 
attorney.

“ Ninety-nine, your honor.”
“ Make it a hundred,”  the judge in

structed. “ One more, and then we’ll 
adjourn until after lunch.”  He nodded, 
yawning, to the bailiff. “ Next, Joe.”

The grizzled bailiff shuffled out into 
the corridor and ushered in two indi
viduals o f a type so ypusual as to cause 
the spectators, attorneys, and even the 
hangers-on who crowded the court
room, to lean forward with immediate 
interest.

They were battered o f countenance, 
these two, and their clothing also bore 
witness that they had recently been em
broiled in some emphatic difference o f

opinion. They represented merely the 
hundredth case on a crowded calendar. 
An army had preceded them— the mis
fit, the weakling, the vicious, and offi
cially, they were o f  this army. Yet, 
in some nameless way, they did not be
long to it. Upon them was the stamp 
o f another life and another clime. 
Their names appeared on the docket as 
John and George Doe, for Lonesome 
in his dazed condition, following the 
imbroglio, had yet retained sufficient 
presence of. mind to hide their identity. 
He had professed to have forgotten 
their names, and, having made the as
sertion, had doggedly stayed with it.

Battered as they were, and somewhat 
haggard from a sleepless night, they 
did not stand as prisoners at the bar, 
but as injured persons to whom redress 
was due. Hostility radiated from them. 
They were healthy, robust, bronzed o f 
feature. Both stood erect. Windy’s 
glittering gaze swept the courtroom 
with unabashed appraisal. Lonesome’s 
good eye was bland but watchful, and 
his cheek bulged with an enormous 
chew.

The charges were read. There were 
many smiling faces in the courtroom 
as the bulky McGuffy and his fiery- 
mustached partner, Moran, limped in 
from the corridor to appear as com
plaining witnesses. Their features were 
battered and taped. They glared at the 
partners in passing. Some o f the pris
oners’ hostility mellowed as they gazed 
upon their late foes ; for o f the quartet 
it was apparent even to casual eyes .that 
the bulky ones were much the worse 
for wear.

The city attorney in a routine speech 
advocated a maximum penalty. It was 
obvious, he declared, that these desper
adoes had deliberately waylaid the un
suspecting officers o f the law; they had 
attempted to precipitate a riot in a sec
tion populated by vagrants and ques
tionable characters who already held 
the law in low respect; they had re
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sisted arrest and had only been sub
dued by force; it was probable that 
they were gang leaders from some other 
coast city, prepared to organize and 
carry out their nefarious designs in the 
law-abiding metropolis o f the North
west.

McGuffy and Moran offered brief 
testimony. Having been hilariously 
twitted by fellow patrolmen concerning 
the amount o f damage inflicted upon 
them by the far from impressive pris
oners, they were somewhat disgruntled 
and ill at ease. They had been assigned 
to the inspector’s bureau the day before, 
they declared, at Burnside Street be
tween Third and Fourth, to wait for 
and apprehend a certain individual much 
wanted by headquarters. While in hid
ing on each side o f the street, accord
ing to instructions, they had been set 
upon by the prisoners, with the result 
that they had been incapacitated for 
duty the rest o f the day.

"A re you represented by counsel?”  
the judge interrupted, glancing at the 
clock.

“ Which we shorely ain’t,”  W indy re
sponded. “ I reckon, yore honor, we’ll 
have to represent each other.”

“ Have you anything to say in your 
own behalf?”

“ Plenty,”  said Windy, his mustache 
bristling. “ I shorely got an earful to 
unload on an hombre that can see 
through a barb’-wire fence. You ready 
for me to put you right on this busi
ness, judge?”

“ Proceed,”  said the judge, his cynical 
eyes betraying a faint interest. “ But be 
brief. Very brief.”

Nevertheless, he leaned back in his 
chair and did not interrupt, as Windy 
drew a deep breath and proceeded to 
give his version o f the affray; for the 
bronzed partners, with their downright 
forcefulness o f manner, their health and 
physical well-being, their mannerisms 
o f speech which breathed o f the high 
desert, represented an oasis in the

dreary grist o f crime passing daily, like 
a muddy trail, through the dingy hall 
o f  justice.

“ As an orator,”  said Windy, “ I ’m an 
A -l  blacksmith. M y partner is like
wise dumb, exceptin’ in an argument, 
when the pair o f us generally stack 
up to one large-size crowd.

“ They ain’t nothin’ unusual about the 
layout. To hear them buzzards talk” —  
he indicated the complaining witnesses 
and city attorney with a gesture—  
“ you’d Agger we was a couple o f cut
throats who’d steal swill from a blind 
sow. W e’re so poison mean that wher
ever we cast a shadow the grass don’t 
grow no more. W e’re so crooked we 
could bite off our own ears. What’s 
the truth o f it? W e’re just a couple 
o f peac’ble old-timers aimin’ to strug
gle along. This jack pot is just one o f 
them things that kind o f sneak up on 
a feller when he’s unsuspectin’ that a 
way.”

Whereupon, while the spectators 
grinned and the complaining witnesses 
squirmed uncomfortably, he gave the 
details o f the imbroglio.

“ That’s all they is to it,”  he con
cluded. “ I never seen this jasper M c
Guffy before. I didn’t know he was 
a policeman. I wouldn’t have believed 
him if he’d told me, bein’ simple-minded 
enough to Agger that one o f these noble 
upholders o f the law would be the last 
feller on earth to stand there like a 
hawg in a corncrib an’ eat a lowly fur- 
riner out o f house an’ home. So
when he laughed, I got hostile. It
wasn’t no nice kind o f a laugh. If 
he’d called me names I ’d have parleyed 
with him in the same kindly spirit. But 
that there insultin’ warwhoop o f his 
might just as well have said: ‘Folks,
come a-runnin’ . Right smack in front 
o f me, the great waddlin’ mogul him
self, is a horned toad who Aggers he’s 
a roarin’ lion. Gather around, citizens, 
this is shorely going to be humorous.'

“ So I socked him.”  W indy’s in-
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j  tired manner contained a hint o f com
placence. “ I reckon he knew some
thing happened. He quit laughin’ . His 
red-whiskered friend came projectin’ 
into the deal and right after that the 
whole danged world moved in on us. 
I woke up in the bull pen, with a lump 
on my head the size o f an ostrich egg. 
A n ’ that’s all they was to it.”

A  suppressed titter greeted this nar
rative, which the judge quieted with a 
severe gesture. He bent stern, judicial 
brows upon the wall clock as he pon
dered the situation.

A fter all, here was an anecdote made 
to order for his address at the City 
Club on “ The Origin o f Crime.”  The 
phraseology could be worked out as 
well from the bench as in the privacy 
o f his office.

“ It is obvious,”  he said at length, 
“ that this is not the usual case o f  dis
orderly conduct. These men are not 
o f the criminal type. There is no charge 
o f drunkenness against them. I am in
clined to believe that their sole motive 
in assaulting the officers is as they have 
said, and that they were ignorant alike 
o f the official status o f  their opponents 
and o f the reprehensible hahit o f our 
officers o f helping themselves, gratis, to 
the wares o f  merchants along their 
beats. This, after all, is a form o f  
graft unnoticed by us, but which might 
easily loom large in the eyes o f  citi
zens o f other— er— less advanced com
munities who still cling to the quaint 
belief that a man’s property is his own 
and may be defended. I am also o f 
the opinion that they believed them
selves to be acting according to the dic
tates o f Anglo-Saxon tradition in tak
ing the part o f one whom they deemed 
incapable o f self-defense.

“ On the other hand," he continued 
severely, addressing the partners, “ it is 
also obvious that you are not o f peace
able disposition as you profess, but 
rather too prone to proceed according 
to the dictates o f your impetuous na

tures, forgetting that machinery is pro
vided for the protection o f society, and 
that, faulty as that machinery may be, 
it must nevertheless be respected. You 
were ignorant o f the identities o f these 
officers and o f the fact that you were 
resisting arrest; but ignorance, at law, 
is no excuse. You did, in fact, resist 
arrest and assault duly authorized rep
resentatives o f the law- This is a highly 
reprehensible proceeding and tends to 
break down our existing social ma
chinery.”

He nodded thoughtfully, his judi
cial eye roving over' the spectators. 
Abruptly he glanced at the clock and 
pulled himself together.

“ Court adjourned,”  he announced, 
“ until two.”

“ What about the disposition o f this 
case,xyour honor?”  the clerk quickly 
reminded.

“ Eh?”  said the court He eyed the 
prisoners. “ Thirty days.”  Then, as 
the partners stiffened with horror, he 
added: “ Sentence suspended during
good behavior.

“ But let me suggest,”  he admonished 
the partners, “ that you diligently uphold 
the law in the future. Your next ap
pearance in this court will place the 

"present sentence in effect.”
The partners found it difficult to be

lieve that they were actually free. ‘ But 
the bailiff, after leading them to the 
jailer’s desk and restoring their belong
ings, waved them away. Without hin- 
derance they mingled with the crowd 
milling in the hallway.

Here reporters for metropolitan 
papers, scenting a feature story, pounced 
upon them, demanding their place of 
residence, true names, and other data 
not revealed by the meager official 
record. But Windy’s manner was 
brusque.

“ Names?”  he snorted. “ Doe. W e’re 
twins. I ’m John.”  He jerked his 
thumb toward his partner, “ he’s 
George.”  When they insisted further,
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he snarled at them, and they sadly with
drew.

“ Gettin’ our history plastered over 
these papers would be a nice jack pot, 
wouldn’t it?”  he growled to Lonesome 
as they emerged upon the dreary street 
and turned up their coat collars against 
the rain driven by a gusty wind sweep
ing up from the river. “ It would 
shorely ruin our-reputations up in the 
Condon country.”

“ Windy,”  said Lonesome, his tawny 
mustache curling, “ now that this little 
incident has done taken its place in 
the galleries o f the past, an’ we can 
parley a little without engenderin’ no 
hard feelin’s, I shorely aim to rise up on 
my hind laigs an’ remark-------”

“ Listen,”  W indy cut in, “ I’m hostile, 
McQuirk. This ain’t the time nor place 
for you to land on me spread-eagle. I 
got enough hoofprints on me as it is. 
They’s food for thought in what’s hap
pened to us in this blasted village. But 
I ain’t given up hope yet.”

“ All I aimed to say,”  said Lonesome, 
aggrieved, “ was that I ain’t et nothin’ 
to speak o f since yesterday morning. 
M y ribs is shorely raspin’ together. If 
we don’t find some nourishment, 
pronto, I ’m liable to absentmindedly 
bite a hunk out o f one o f them cast-* 
iron lamp-posts.”

“ What about me?”  demanded Windy. 
“ I f  somebody was to sock me I ’d boom 
like a drum, I ’m that hollow. Let’s 
sprint to the bank and get that cash 
from Condon which this late unpleas
antness has done postponed. McQuirk, 
do you know the earmarks o f the two 
buzzards which has caused us all our 
grief? Grathin an’ Berg, by gravy! 
W e lost all our chicken feed in that 
darned poker game. Otherwise, we’d 
have been settin’ pretty. I f  we’d fol
lowed our first hunch we’d have cleaned 
up on ’em on general principles.”

“ Never mind ponderin’ on them 
gilded sharps,”  admonished Lonesome. 
“ Let’s make us a trail to the bank. I f

any' o f  these optimistic citizens get in 
our way, we’ll tromp ’em down an’ 
come back an’ apologize later.”

C H A P T E R  V III.
IN  TH E  N AM E OF LIBERTY.

A G AIN  in the oppressive magnificence 
o f the United States National, they 

stood somewhat ill at ease at Vice- 
President Brady’s desk. The banker’s 
cold eye appraised their disorderly ap
parel and battered features with some 
disfavor.

“ Ah, yes, I remember you now,”  he 
commented. “ You didn’t return last 
night.”

“ W e were delayed,”  Windy explained' 
tersely. “ But we shorely need them 
shekels worse than ever, Mr. Brady. 
W e got the money for the wire. W e’ll 
be obliged if you’ll rush it off so we can 
get some action.”

“ Dollar sixty,”  said the banker.
“ Well, I ’m a son o f a gun!”  breathed 

Windy, as he counted out the loose 
change that represented the balance 
from their pawnshop expedition. “ If 
it was a red cent more we shorely 
would have been out o f luck. There 
she lays, mister. How long?”

“ Come back in an hour and we should 
have a reply,”  said the banker, carelessly 
sweeping the coins into his cupped hand 
and turning away.

“ Gosh, pardner,”  said Lonesome 
yearningly, as they roamed down the 
gloomy street, " I  was hopin’ we’d have 
maybe a thin dime left out o f that 
chicken feed with which to buy us a 
couple doughnuts apiece. No such 
luck.”

“ Don’t the sun never shine in this 
pop-eyed metropolis?”  Windy growled. 
“ Nowhere to go lest we stagger around 
neck-deep in this blasted rain. What a 
life !”

“ Which is one o f them blessin’s an’ 
emoluments we been lookin’ for,”  Lone
some reminded him. “ Out in the high
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desert, you understand, Windy, it don’t 
rain enough to suit yore appetite. You 
craved to soak it up. Like gentle dew, 
ain’t it?”

“ I ’ve soaked it up,”  averred Windy, 
“ till I'm a perambulatin’ sponge. I f  
this keeps up, I ’ll melt an’ run into the 
sand. Yeah, or go jump into the river 
out o f self-protection. Then I wouldn’t 
hear this gentle dew beatin’ on the top 
of my head, which riles me."

“ There was an hombre once that fell 
in the river,”  said Lonesome, grinning. 
“ A  feller told me about it a couple o f 
years ago. I  didn’t believe the yarn 
then, but I'm  begmnin’ to believe it’ s 
got its points. It seems this hombre 
fd l off the steel bridge yonder. He 
couldn’t swim, so right pronto he sunk 
to the bottom. Havin’ to think fast in 
a jack pot that a way, the unfortunate 
buzzard figgered his only chance was 
to walk ashore along the bottom. So 
he done so. But would you believe it, 
Windy, the benighted maverick walked 
clean up to Fifth Street before he knew 
he was out o f the river!”

“ Yeah,”  said Windy, somberly. 
“ You couldn’t get me to laugh if I was 
walkin’ slow at yore funeral, McQuirk. 
Let's find us a place to roost before I 
kick off my shoes an’ swim for it.”

It chanced, at the moment, that in 
their aimless wanderings they found 
themselves before the stone-arched 
doorway o f  an ancient structure. Upon 
one o f a series o f huge, frosted win
dows on the second floor o f this build
ing was the legend: “ a u d i t o r i u m —
LOYAL LABORERS FOR LIBERTY.”  To their 
ears came the booming voice of an 
orator, interspersed with shouts o f ap
plause from an unseen audience.

W indy’s glittering eyes fixe^l upon a 
sign above the door which read:

Open Meeting To-day, 1 P. M.
Come In, Slaves.

“ McQuirk,”  he averred, “ I ain’t in 
any mood to listen to some enlightened

hombre enumeratin’ the benefits o f  lib
erty, but it’s any old port in a storm, 
as the hronc-peeler said when he lit in 
the hornet’s nest. W e got a hour to 
kill. Let’s you an’ me amble up and 
rest ourselves, hopin’ the roof don’t 
leak, and ponderin’ meanwhile on the 
frailty o f  mankind."

They climbed the rickety stairs and, 
guided by the uproar, turned down a 
dingy hall. A  large door was before 
them bearing in vivid red the letters: 
“ L. L. L .”  They opened this door 
and a heavy-browed person with sullen 
eyes rose before them, his bulk barring 
the way. Looking past him they saw 
a score or more o f roughly dressed in
dividuals huddled together before a 
platform upon which a speaker was ex
pounding some exceedingly voluble 
doctrine.

“ Got your red cards, brothers?”  in
quired the man at the door.

“ Red cards ?”  echoed Windy, puzzled. 
“ W e ain’t got nothin’ , I reckon we 
got into the wrong stall, mister. I 
thought this was an open meeting?”

“ It is,”  said the doorman, enigmati
cally, “ to those who are of open mind.”  
He examined them from head to foot, 
taking note o f their disheveled apparel 
and the day's growth of whiskers on 
their bronzed and somewhat battered 
features. “ Do you thirst for knowl
edge?”

“ Which we shorely do,”  said Windy, 
instantly intrigued by this strange pro
cedure. “ W e’re neck-deep in the coils 
o f ignorance.”

“ Come on,”  said the other, evidently 
satisfied by his inspection.

Somewhat mystified, they entered and 
eased themselves furtively into chairs 
on the outskirts o f  the group.

There was a curious intentness upon 
the assemblage’, as though they sat mes
merized under the spell o f the orator’s 
frenzy. The latter was a wild-haired 
person with flashing eyes and white 
hands unmarred by toil. His words

zy
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were sonorous, rolling smoothly from 
the tongue; and with clenched fist he 
smote upon a quivering palm to em
phasize the points that bristled in his 
harangue.

At first the partners, relaxing in their 
chairs, could make nothing o f the speak
er’s drift. They were lost in a rhetori
cal barrage. But by degrees, in the 
forensic eloquence hurled upon them, 
a peculiar doctrine began to take form.

The speaker, so it seemed, was de
scribing some strange and sinister re
gion where children were snatched 
from the cradle, as it were, and sold 
into bondage; where men, in chains, 
labored in hopeless toil with heads 
bowed, while the lash o f heartless task
masters cracked above them, and super
cilious laughter echoed from spectators 
passing by in gilded chariots; where 
octopuslike creatures sat in treasure- 
houses counting dollars saturated with 
sweat o f toilers and gore o f slaves.

Suddenly, to their wrathful astonish
ment, it dawned on the partners that 
the speaker was not expounding the 
horrors o f s.ome dark chapter o f  his
tory, or some nameless country into 
which the torch o f civilization had not 
yet penetrated, but was referring to 
their own land. Enraged, and doubt
ing the evidence o f  their own ears, they 
heard him denounce institutions which 
they had long venerated with simple 
loyalty, assail strongholds they knew 
beyond doubt to be impregnable, and 
saw the emblem o f a freedom-loving 
nation pictured as a banner o f serfdom 
waving over a region o f heartbreak, 
corruption, and despair.

“ W e are slaves!’ ’ thundered the fren
zied one. “ Like Samson o f old, we are 
bound in the prison house, grinding out 
sorrow, and misery, and shame!”  He 
paused, breathless.

“ DeLong,”  muttered Lonesome, 
“ we’ve done stumbled into a hot-bed o f 
anarchists. I never dreamt I ’d live to 
see reasonable men listen to such gib

berish. Up in the range country they’d 
ride that long-haired spellbinder out on 
a rail. I f  he talked any more after 
they was done with him, it’d shorely be 
in a whisper.”

“ By force they have forged the 
chains!”  howled the impassioned one. 
"B y force we must cast them o f f ! And 
when the day dawns-------”

“ Bah!”
It was an explosive interjection that 

burst upon the assemblage like a pistol 
shot. Chairs scraped as hardbitten per
sons quickly turned in the direction 
whence it came. The orator, his fiery 
utterances halted in mid-career, his 
clenched fists still upraised in denuncia
tory attitude, stared, bulging eyes fixed 
upon Windy, who had risen to his lean 
height.

“ Yeah, that’s what I mean,”  an
nounced that worthy, his mustache 
bristling. “ I f  I was to listen to any
more o f  this hokum I ’d be foamin’ at 
the mouth. How d’ye get that way, 
brother?”  He pointed a bony finger 
at the paralyzed orator, and spoke with 
wrathful emphasis. “ How in blazes 
you got the unlimited gall to stand in 
the protectin’ shadow o f the greatest 
country on earth and figger out ways 
an’ means o f dynamitin’ the works? 
I f  you don’t like the layout here, what’s 
holdin’ you back from sprintin’ else
where? It’s a cinch you ain’t wanted 
here. It’s mavericks like you that is 
thorns in the flesh, cooties on the body 
politic, warts on the face o f creation. I f  
this wasn’t the most generous, soft- 
spoken, an’ easy-goin’ country under 
the blue dome o ’ heaven, you’d be 
roostin’ in a padded cell makin’ faces 
at the spectators an’ talkin’ to your
self.”

The hSavy-browed doorman, scowl
ing, was advancing upon them. An 
angry mutter came from the crowd. 
Lonesome, rising up silently beside his 
partner, knew that W indy’s righteous 
indignation had aroused only a sullen
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hostility o f which they must inevitably 
be the victims.

“ You lads,”  W indy continued, lifted 
up by his own eloquence, “ are an ag
gregation o f  assorted horse-collars to 
listen to this wild-eyed cake-eater. Do 
his dainty fingers look like they ever 
laid holt on a shovel or grasped a pick? 
I l l  gamble he ain’t done a lick o f  work 
in six months. I f  he was doin’ an 
honest day’s labor he wouldn’t have 
time to talk so darned much. W ho 
pays his way? H e’s one o f them lili'S 
o f the field which toils not an’ only 
spins haywire conversation. When it 
comes to impartin’ inspired misinforma
tion he’s a roarin’ lion, but I ’ll bet even 
money he runs like a coyote from any
thing that has the earmarks o f  work. 
W hy listen to his penny-ante gymnas
tics?”

The speaker, like one arising from a 
trance, galvanized into life. His fea
tures were livid.

“ Traitors!”  Ire shouted, pointing a 
quivering finger at the partners. 
“ Spies! Hirelings o f the master class! 
Down with them, comrades-------’ ’

The room was a yast turmoil o f noise. 
The partners had barely time to lay 
hold o f their chairs and brandish them 
aloft when the mob, like a slavering 
pack, was upon them.

Bellows o f  rage, groans, curses, and 
the sound o f splintering furniture, filled 
the air. Above the din rose the sten
torian voice o f  the frenzied one, from 
the rear, exhorting his cohorts to fur
ther massacre. Out o f  the first impact, 
Lonesome and W indy emerged, each 
grasping a splintered chair leg with 
which they smote to right and left.

“ Lay on, M cQ uirk!”  W indy whooped. 
“ Come on, you polecats! You ’re bat
tlin’ with two wolves from the bar
rens !”

But superior numbers drove them 
back. Though their cudgels wreaked 
havoc, they were struggling with their 
backs to the wall. The tide o f  battle

had forced them past the speaker’s plat
form. A  doorway loomed at their left.

“ DeLong,”  Lonesome shouted sud
denly in W indy’s ear. “ W e got to make 
our get-away. Let’s travel!”  *

Windy had no time to question. Lone
some battered back the opponents be
tween them and the door. Windy 
covered their retreat. They plunged 
through the aperture with the infuriated 
mob at their heels.

A t first glance it appeared that they 
were entrapped. They were in a small, 
dingy cloakroom whose only exit was 
the door they had just entered. Already 
its frail panels were crashing in be
neath the battering o f their pursuers.

“ What’s the idea, McQuirk?”  Windy 
gasped. “ W e shorely could have made 
a bowling alley out o f these said prem
ises. H ow come you run out on ’em 
that a way? Now we got to make a 
stand like badgers in a hole.”

“ No, we ain’t,”  Lonesome retorted. 
He pointed to a dusty skylight in the 
lofty ceiling. “ Put on yore spurs an’ 
climb, DeLong.”

They scrambled up on shelves that 
flanked the wall, and burst upon the 
skylight just as the door gave way and 
the pack surged into the room.

“ The police,”  Lonesome explained, 
kicking his ankles free o f clutching 
hands. The pair rose to hand and knee 
upon the flat roof. “ You forgotten what 
that judge said, W indy?”

“ By gravy, that’s right!”  Windy 
breathed. “ W e got thirty days hangin’ 
over us. W e shorely couldn’t explain 
away this riot. Let’s go. These pop- 
eyed bomb-throwers ain’t going to fol
low us no farther. H ow  in blazes we 
going to get down less we sprout wings, 
McQuirk?”

But they had mistaken the caliber o f 
the bloodthirsty motr. Too late they 
regretted their tactical error in not re
maining at the skylight, where their 
pursuers, coming up from below, would 
have been at a disadvantage. The
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vengeful ones, with an enthusiasm 
worthy o f a better cause, were swarm
ing up through the skylight like bees 
from the hive.

The partners sprinted across the 
broad roof and hurdled a low brick 
wall guarding the slightly lower roof o f 
another smoke-blackened structure. 
Here, they discovered instantly, was 
the end o f the trail as far as direct 
flight was concerned. Beyond loomed 
a sheer, unbroken wall. T o  the left 
was nothing but space. The street was 
below. A t the right, the building was 
flanked by a vacant lot, cluttered with 
ancient and rusty machinery.

They took in the situation at a glance. 
It appeared to be, in their own mental 
phrasing, a jack pot o f large propor
tions. Above the roar o f traffic from 
the street below came the clanging o f 
the patrol wagon and the shrieking o f 
sirens, which announced to the world 
that the police were charging upon the 
scene o f the riot. The realization 
spurred them to new and desperate 
lengths.

In the center o f the broad roof was 
a low cupola from whose open sides 
belched black smoke and heat. Lone
some darted toward this chimneylike 
structure, with W indy at his heels. Dis
regarding the fumes, heat, and smoke, 
they knelt and peered down.

It was as though they looked into 
an inferno. A  species o f iron works 
was below, a dim, lofty expanse in 
which red fires glowed, riveting guns 
roared, and mighty machines pounded 
rhythmically. Half-naked figures 
wrought in lurid light, or glistened in 
shadow; sparks flew from vast forges; 
blinding streams o f liquid fire poured 
from great ladles supported by giant 
cranes.

It was not a chimney into which 
they peered, but a ventilating unit, a 
common outlet for the fumes, heat, and 
smoke arising from the chaos below. 
Iron-souled though the partners were

and desperate withal, they hesitated 
momentarily at the thought o f attempt
ing escape by descending into such an 
inferno. But the mob was at their 
heels; each passing second brought the 
dread police and prison walls closer to 
the scene. An iron girder, soot-in- 
crusted, was below.

Choking and gasping, each laid hold 
on an iron rafter that was hot beneath 
their grasp, and swung down.

Each achieved the girder and col
lapsed upon it, clinging like squirrels 
on a limb. The cupola blossomed mo
mentarily with the faces o f their pur
suers; but none followed. The part
ners instantly forgot pursuit, and their 
fear o f police and prison, in the business 
o f descending from their lofty perch. 
It was a crowded interval.

It was the unreality o f  their sur
roundings that troubled them m ost; they 
were in the presence o f giant and men
acing forces o f which they had had no 
previous experience. Long afterward, 
on those occasions when realistic night
mares troubled them, they crawled 
again across the ceiling o f a gloomy 
pit, blinded and all but suffocated, while 
strange fires belched upon them and 
lurid lakes sputtered hungrily.

They swung from girder to girder, 
slid down supporting pillars whose 
rivet-studded surfaces tore their cloth
ing and lacerated their fingers, dodged 
ponderous cranes and lashing chain 
blocks, and so achieved the sand and 
cinders o f the foundry floor.

C H A P T E R  IX .
COSTLY EXPERIENCE.

'T 'H E Y  became aware, with solid 
ground beneath them, that they 

were the objects o f  an amazed curiosity. 
A t what point in their descent they had 
arrested attention they had no means 
o f knowing; but, throughout the gloomy 
chaos, work was temporarily suspended. 
At distant furnaces men stood, grimy

W S —2F



33WINDY’S QUEST FOR QUIET

faces turned toward them; riveting guns 
halted their incessant clamor; steam 
hammers momentarily were silent, and 
from a high cage on a traveling crane 
the operator peered down, the whites 
o f his eyes glistening. It was as though 
the toilers o f the pit, in ludicrous un
belief, stared at two alien figures that 
might have dropped down from the sky.

“ They figger we’re long-whiskered 
angels, DeLong,”  Lonesome shouted in 
his partner’s ear. “ Let’s travel before 
they discover we ain’t nothin’ but 
goats.”

They threaded their way toward the 
broad doorway that opened upon the 
street. Men stood aside to let them 
pass. No restraining hand was laid 
upon them; and in the rear the mighty 
voice o f the foundry again resumed 
its clamor.

They peered up and down the street. 
No police were in sight. They strode 
forth as casually as they were able, 
crossed the street, hurried around the 
corner.

“ McQuirk,”  growled Windy, eying 
his partner as they proceeded at a fast 
pace eastward toward the river, “ you’re 
a tough-lookin’ object.”

“ You trying to start an argument?” 
demanded Lonesome with some bitter
ness. “ You wouldn’t take no beauty 
prize yoreself, DeLong. W ho got us 
into this heck o f a shape, an’ what in 
blazes we going to do about it? Listen, 
cowboy. You recall that we eased into 
that said bomb-throwers’ meetin’ for 
the purpose o f restin’ ourselves and 
takin’ things easy for a spell whilst 
we’re waitin’ to go back to the bank. 
Now that we’re all rested—— ”

“ Hold everything,”  Windy inter
rupted, savagely. “ What I aimed to 
say was, we got to polish off some o f 
this soot an’ kind o f get ourselves or
ganized before promenadin’ over to the 
bank. Otherwise, if we undertook to 
make talk with Brady we’d have to 
identify ourselves all over again.”  

W S —3 F

With their clothing torn and dis
ordered, and their battered features 
blackened with soot, they ' did indeed 
present a highly disreputable appear
ance. Feeling themselves momentarily 
safe from pursuit, they eyed each other— 
with considerable misgiving. From the 
standpoint o f a business call upon a 
bank executive they felt themselves to 
be far from correct.

Their flight from the foundry had 
led them to the older section o f town. 
The street was paved with cobblestones 
and the heavily ornamented facades of 
ancient stone buildings peered down at 
them in passing. In the center o f a tri
angular intersection they came upon a 
monument raised to an age qf horse
flesh— a fountain flanked by stone 
water-troughs.

W ith one accord, the partners made 
for this oasis, divested themselves of 
their coats, rolled up their sleeves, and 
presently were snorting and puffing as 
they performed their ablutions.

“ DeLong,”  Lonesome growled, peer
ing at his partner from beneath drip
ping brows, “ among the million things 
I crave right now is soap. This darned 
soot is nine parts coal tar. All I ’m 
able to do is kind o f smear it around ”

“ Ring for valet,”  sneered Windy 
truculently, “ I ain’t runnin’ this pop- 
eyed hotel. It ain’t soap that I need, 
it’s a blow-torch.”

Nevertheless, by polishing and rub
bing with huge bandannas their, bel
ligerent features became more recog
nizable. So engrossed were they in 
the work at hand that they took no 
note o f  the fact that certain heavy 
trucks had drawn up near by. The 
drivers o f these vehicles were watch
ing them with grinning interest. A  
messenger boy on a bicycle had halted, 
open-mouthed. Gloomy windows in ad
jacent buildings blossomed with faces, 
and a growing group o f pedestrians en
circled them.

But when a blue-coated policeman
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lumbered into the foreground, toying 
with his dub, they heard his authori
tative voice instantly.

“ Hey, you 1”  demanded the officer. 
“ Wotsa idea?”

Their reaction to .the sight o f  the 
silver star on the broad blue chest was 
instant and specific. They seized their 
coats, plunged through the crowd, 
dodged between two trucks, and sprinted 
around the corner at prodigious speed. 
Finding that they were not pursued, 
they eyed each other furtively as they 

. slowed to a walk and put on their coats. 
Safe for the moment!

“ You an’ me wasn’t born to blush 
unseen, Windy,”  Lonesome muttered. 
“ What in blazes is the world cosnin’ 
to when a couple o f benighted citizens 
can’t wash their faces at a water trough 
without fetchin’ spectators runnis’ from  
miles around ?”

“ Yeah, an’ them blasted police,”  
W indy agreed. “ Them hounds o f  the 
law get us goin’ an’ cornin’ . I f  we 
hadn’t stopped to polish our noble brows 
they'd have arrested us for lookin’ so 
tough. But I ’m through askin’ ques
tions, McQuirk.”  Windy spake with 
wrathful emphasis. “ A n ’ don’t you ask 
me none. I ain’t going to think no more 
a-tall. L ife ’s just one qf them mys
terious things till we get that money 
at the bank.”

“ If, as, and when,”  Lonesome sup
plemental, tearing off an enormous 
chew. “ I ain’t a pessimist, cowboy, but 
it does seem to me that ’less we get 
them iron men pronto, we’re goin' to 
be busted down, tromped underfoot, or 
crippled an’ aged from  onnsnal activi
ties thrust upon us. I ain’t et enough 
during the last two days to keep a 
canary alive. I ain’t-------”

“ McQuirk,”  Windy interrupted, his 
black eyes glittering, “ get a holt o f  
yoresel f an’ hang on for a little spell 
longer. W e’re on the homestretch. 
Yonder’s the bank. Brady’s undoubt
edly heard from Condon. Look wild,

cowboy. In two minutes we’re struttffi* 
forth from that said marble tomb, our 
pockets bulgin’ with filthy lucre, chuck
lin’ at these said insignificant details 
which has clattered up the past.”

Lonesome merely grunted and made 
no reply. Yet, as they approached the 
bank, each unconsciously accelerated his 
pace.

Confidently they approached Brady’s 
desk, disregarding curious glances cast 
upon them by well-dressed ^persons in 
the magnificent lobby. They knew that 
they presented an unquestionably dis
reputable appearance, their clothing 
grimy and torn, their features battered 
and unshaved; but these, things were 
merely the badge o f  an enslaved condi
tion soon to be cast aside.

They beamed upon Brady. That ex
ecutive, rising slowly from his desk, 
eyed them with a  curiously piercing 
intentness.

“ You told us to come back in an 
hoar, mister,”  said W indy genially, “an' 
here we are. You ’ve heard from Con
don, huh?”

The hanker nodded. Leaning on the 
counter, his white, well-manicured hand 
toyed with a slip o f paper as he looked 
them over from head to fo o t  There 
was no warmth in his glance. The 
partners were vaguely chilled by some
thing hostile and accusing in his fish
like stare.

“ Yeah, we look like a couple o f 
tramps,”  Windy apologized. “ But 
you’ll be surprised how we’ll spruce up 
when we get that fifty bucks. W e’re 
shorely obliged for the trouble you 
took-------”

“ Mister,”  Lonesome cut in— he had 
teen eying the banker tmwinkingly—  
“ what’s on yore mind? You lettin’ us 
have them iron men, or ain’t you?” 
He spoke earnestly.

By way o f  reply, the banker laid the 
paper he had been holding in his hand 
face up on the counter. The partners 
put their heads together and studied the
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missive. It was a copy o f a wire from 
Condon addressed to Brady. It was 
brief and to the point:

YOUR WIRE McQUIRK DeLONG 
ACCOUNT NO FUNDS

The pair read this message without 
comprehension. They muttered the 
phraseology aloud, peered at each other, 
scratching their heads, and turned puz
zled glances upon the banker.

“ What’s this mean?”  inquired Lone
some.

“ It means,”  said Brady acidly, “ that 
you men, for some obscure purpose o f 
your own, have been wasting my time. 
It means that in response to an inquiry 
from us, the Bank o f Condon informs 
us that there are no funds in the M c- 
Quirk-DeLong account.”

The partners gaped. Had the banker 
asserted that black was white, that the 
sun never shone in the heavens, or that 
rivers ran uphill, their lack o f under
standing could not have been more com
plete.

“ No funds 1”  echoed W indy at length. 
"Them Condon mavericks is loco. W e 
put two hundred iron men in the bank 
the day before we left, and we ain’t 
touched it since. What kind o f a whiz- 
zer they tryin’ to pull on us?”

“ O f course,”  said the banker, crum
pling the paper in his hand and tossing 
it in a waste-paper basket, “ I can’t 
waste any further time arguing the 
point with you. Since you have no 
funds we can’t honor your check. 
Good day, gentlemen.”

“ Hold on,”  Lonesome pleaded as the 
other would have turned away. “ Wait 
a second, mister. They’ s a mistake 
somewheres. W e ain’t aimin’ to impose 
on your good-nature or get generous 
with yore valuable time. Do you figger 
for a minute we’d have come gallivantin’ 
around these premises this a way if we 
hadn’t been certain for sure that we 
had plenty money to back this said 
check? Shorely as we’re standin’ here

we put two hundred simoleons in the 
bank in Condon, day before yesterday, 
and we ain’t touched it since. What’s 
happened to it? When it comes to an
swerin’ that question me an’ Windy’s 
wanderin’ in an impenetrable forest.”

His earnestness impressed the banker. 
He hesitated and his cold eye lighted 
with a faint interest that had in it al
most human qualities.

“ Naturally, I ’m not in a position to 
enlighten you,”  he said. “ It does seem 
— er— unusual. I f  you yourselves have 
not drawn on the account since the 
funds were deposited, a forged check 
may have been presented and honored. 
But that would also be unusual.”

“ They’s some mistake,”  Lonesome in
sisted. “ It just naturally ain’t reason
able. Them Condon financiers have 
slipped up on some little detail which 
is shorely embarrassin’ to us.”

The other shook his head. “ Banks 
do not make mistakes o f that nature. 
A  glance at their records show them 
the status o f an account. No, my 
friends, I believe you are sincere, and 
you have my sympathy. But specula
tion from this end can lead no
where-------”

“ Great snares and bear-traps!”  
Windy exploded, having grasped the 
enormity o f the thing that had be
fallen them. “ I ’m a patient critter and 
all that, but I ’d trade my shirt for a 
chance to walk into that said bank at 
Condon an’ listen to their pop-eyed 
apologies for havin’ pulled a boner like 
this! That two hundred’s there. They 
ain’t any two ways about it. Question 
is, what in blazes is to be done?”

The partners eyed each other hope
lessly. The banker studied them, tap
ping the counter with a pencil. The 
downright personality o f the pair in
trigued him. He was struggling against 
an impulse foreign to his cold and 
calculating nature.

“ Sit down, gentlemen,”  he said at 
length with a wry smile, waving to a
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bench between two mighty pillars. 
“ Make yourselves comfortable for a 
half hour or so. I  am interested in 
your case. Miss Jones,”  he instructed 
his secretary, “ place a long-distance call 
to Condon.”

He turned back to  his desk and the 
partners seated themselves on the bench. 
They said no word to each other. They 
merely waited while interminable min
utes dragged by. The business o f  the 
bank hummed on about them. Many 
men stopped at Brady’s desk. That 
executive answered many telephone 
calls while they watched him hungrily. 
They had decided that he must surely 
have forgotten them and their colossal 
problem, when he took the receiver 
again from the hook. His glance strayed 
toward them as he talked briefly and 
upon a pad near at hand made several 
notations. Replacing the receiver, he 
arose, he beckoned to them. They 
leaped instantly to their feet and ap
proached the counter.

“ The cashier o f  your bank,”  he told 
them, “ informs me that when the bank 
opened this morning a check for two 
hundred dollars was presented. Your 
signatures were genuine. The payee 
established his identity. So the check 
was honored.”

“ Say that again," Windy invited, 
his mustache bristling, “ an' say it 
slower. You mean that some hombre 
come into a bank with a check for two 
hundred, with my name an’ McQuirk’s 
on it ?”  ,

The banker nodded. W indy would 
have exploded anew, but Lonesome re
strained him with a gesture which 
proved effective.

“ Mister,”  he questioned softly, “ did 
you happen to learn that hombre's 
name?”

“ I did,”  said Brady. He glanced at 
the notation on the pad. “ His name was 
Grathin. J. D. Grathin,”

“ Grathin!”  The partners repeated in 
a hoarse whisper.

36

“ That’s it.”  The banker eyed them 
keenly. “ You recognize the name?”  

“ Which we shorely do,”  said Windy, 
almost in awe. “ That’s one o f  the 
polecats with whom we played cards 
on the train. But how in blue-hinged 
Halifax-------”

“ Ah, yes!”  the banker cut in. “ And 
you wrote this Grathin a check eh?”  

“ But he tore it up !”  the partners pro
tested in unison. “ Right smack in front
o f us that a way-------”

“ Pardon," Brady interrupted, a faint 
twinkle in his cold eyes. “ This matter 
may not be as baffling as it appears. 
You sat in on a little poker game. With 
strangers, eh? The name o f  one of 
these strangers was Grathin? Tell 
me, briefly, what transpired.”

W ith profane and pointed emphasi?, 
W indy gave a laconic account o f the 
incident. The banker nodded sagely as 
the exact technique in the disposing o f 
the check was described.

“ It happens,”  he said, eying them 
with a kind o f  cynical tolerance, “ that 
I have made a study o f the various 
devices whereby unsuspecting travelers 
are separated from their money by un
scrupulous card sharps. The procedure 
you have outlined is known among the 
light-fingered fraternity as the ‘tear-up*. 
It is simple, but effective— as you will 
henceforth agree.”

“ But you don’t savvy this layout,”  
W indy protested, still unbelieving, “ we 
seen the polecat tear it up. A n ' throw 
the pieces out the window.”

“ You think you saw it,”  said the 
banker testily. “ Just as you are pre
pared to bet which shell the pea is un
der. But the pea isn’t there. No, my 
friends, the system is really simple. It 
is founded upon a very keen knowledge 
o f human nature. You wrote a check. 
The men you were playing with them
selves called attention to the fact that 
the check could be stopped. A  gam
bling debt has no standing at law. The 
winner placed your check in his pocket.
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The game ended, and at the psycho
logical moment he drew out a check o f 
the same size and color as the one you 
had written, tore it up before your eyes, 
and tossed the fragments out the win
dow. That ended the incident as far 
as you were concerned. W hy stop a 
check that had been destroyed? But 
it had not been destroyed. Your friend 
Grathin hastened to cash the check. The
signature was genuine. And so-------”
Brady shrugged his shoulders in a 
peculiarly bankerlike gesture, “ your 
money is gone— and you are richer by 
the experience.”

C H A P T E R  X.
THE AMBUSH.

D O R  a considerable space the partners 
slumped against the counter in an 

attitude o f bitter dejection.
Their mon&y was gone. This crush

ing realization dwarfed all else. It was 
as though the banker’s incisive words 
had snatched away a life belt that had 
buoyed them up during the preceding 
twenty-four hours. They felt, in spirit, 
like weary and battered swimmers who 
have battled against strange and savage 
currents too long. The banker waited, 
tapping the counter with his pencil; and 
his cold eye roved toward the clock 
upon his desk.

Out o f his bog o f  depression Windy 
arose, in a manner o f speaking, his 
mustache bristling. Lonesome squared 
his shoulders, reached for his plug o f 
tobacco, and tore off an enormous chew. 
The gaze o f the partners met. It was 
the appraising glance of two crusaders 
who stand with their backs to the wall.

“ Mister,”  W indy addressed the 
banker, "you said a mouthful a minute 
ago. I f  experience was gold bricks, me 
an’ McQuirk would sink to our knees 
in solid rock. Whereas yore efforts in 
our behalf is shorely appreciated. Much 
obliged.”

“ Don’t mention it,”  returned Brady

courteously. His mirthless features 
writhed in the throes o f some facial 
contortion that may have been a smile. 
“ I f  we can be o f further service to you 
at any time, call on us.”

The bank was closed. The pair 
emerged from the side door upon the 
dreary street. Windy tightened his belt, 
and Lonesome turned up his grimy 
coat collar against the eternal drizzle.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy, “ I ain’t a 
feller that dreams dreams. But I got 
a vision.”

“ T-Bone?”  queried Lonesome. “ Or 
porterhouse, smothered in mush
rooms ?”

“ I don’t refer to vittles.”  said Windy. 
His lean jaw was set. "Some day, if 
I live long enough, I ’m going to meet 
up with a feller named J. D. Grathin. 
A n ’ his gentle side-kick, that genial 
critter, Berg. When I do, I aim to 
wrap myself around them like an 
avengin’ angel.”

“ Make it two,”  agreed Lonesome, 
yearningly. “ What else?”

“ Also,”  Windy continued, “ shinin’ 
around me is a great white light.”

“ It’ll be shinin’ on a couple o f corpses 
’less we get some action,”  predicted 
Lonesome. “ What light ?”

“ Knowledge,”  said Windy. “ I ’m hep 
to myself. The scales has done fallen 
from my eyes. McQuirk, this town’s 
hostile. You an’ me is a couple o f long
haired goats all snarled up in a bramble 
bush.”

“ That,”  said Lonesome, his mustache 
curling, “ is the kind o f light that comes 
to an hombre when he’s beaned with a 
short-handled ax. But what’s the an
swer?

“ The answer is,”  said W indy,-“ that 
we call off this deal whilst we still got 
our scalps left. Let’s burn up the dust, 
make tracks for the high desert.”

“ Yeah?”  said Lonesome bitterly. 
“ It’s a whale o f an idea! W e ain’t but 
a hundred an’ fifty miles from home. 
W e’ll sprint the first hundred, huh?
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A n ’ come in on the homestretch at a 
fast lope. Get yore feet on the ground, 
DeLong. In an hour it’ll be mealtime 
for a half million folks all around us. 
All we got is our hands in our pockets. 
Don’t you go to dreamin’ about the high 
desert. It’s a long ways off. What 
we got to have, right pronto, is food. 
I ain’t hollow no more. My stummick 
has done collapsed. W hat’s to be done ? 
Talk fast, or I ’ll be howlin’ like a w olf.”

“ As usual,” said Windy, “ I ’m the 
stalwart pillar in this layout-------”

“ Most pillars,”  Lonesome inter
rupted, “ support a dome. But 'proceed, 
cowboy. I don’t aim tp make a point 
o f it.”

“ I got it all figgered,”  stated Windy. 
“ It’s so simple you ’ll grasp it right off. 
W e got to eat W e got to sleep. W e 
got to travel. T o  do this we got to 
have money. How to get money, that’s 
the question. W e can’t stick anybody 
up on account o f not havin’ our guns. 
Low as we are, we ain’t equipped to do 
any panhandlin’ . W e got to earn the 
said money. Well, sir, you remember 
that buzzard in the pawnshop? That 
feller Lango. Much as it’ll bruise our 
tendet pride, we got to call his bluff. 
He offered us twenty-five bucks for a 
little gunwork to-night. H ow about 
it?”

W indy peered at his partner some
what doubtfully, but Lonesome's lugu
brious features lighted with instant 
hope.

“ Check,”  he agreed. “ I ’d plumb for
gotten the critter. I f  I  was mean an’ 
smafl-caliber by nature, DeLong, I ’d 
call attention to the fact that gun fight- 
in’ was one o f  the precise things we 
come to this blasted village to avoid. 
But I ain’t ; an’ we also ain’t in any 
position to pick and choose. It’s peace 
work, at that, him bein’ a federal agent 
Let’s go. Where does this buzzard 
hang out?”  1

“ Second an’ Burnside,”  said Windy. 
“ Larsen’s Place. I f  we can find his

roost without walkin’ too far, we may 
live yet to see daylight in the swamps.”

They located the establishment with
out difficulty. It was a hangout, ap
parently, for loggers, longshoremen, 
and members o f other energetic crafts. 
Swinging doors opened upon a large 
room, ornate still with the former glory 
o f  the longest bar west o f Denver. A  
lunch counter flanked the wall to the 
right. Gaming tables were to the le ft 
Smoke-blackened arches led into pool 
rooms, penny arcades, shooting gal
leries, and other theaters o f amusement 
designed to appeal to those loaded down 
with pay-checks garnered in the wil
derness.

Approaching an employee, they asked 
for Lango, and were referred to a bat
tle-scarred person, obviously a house 
“ bouncer,”  leaning against the wall. 
This one, first eying them suspiciously 
from head to foot, pointed with his 
cigar at a door opening upon an upper 
gallery. They mounted the stairway 
and knocked upon this door. A fter an 
interval during which they felt them
selves to be the objects o f an unseen 
scrutiny, Lango himself appeared, 
grinned upon them slowly, and invited 
them In.

His manner was businesslike. No 
time was spent in profitless discussion.

“ Y ou ’re the lads I saw juggling the 
irons in the pawnshop,” said Lango, 
nodding. “ You ’re just in time. I was 
all set to start out on the job short- 
handed. The deal is, twenty-five bucks 
apiece when the job ’s done. I ’ll leave 
it here with Larsen. You can get it 
when you come back.”  He grinned 
slowly. “ You heeled?”

The partne'rs shook their heads. 
Lango opened a drawer in an ancient 
desk, disclosing a small arsenal. He 
tossed two large-caliber automatics 
upon the table.

“ Can’t use ’em,”  Lonesome de
murred. “ Six-guns is the only artil
lery I ’d touch with a ten-foot pole.”
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"Suit yourself.”  The big man swept 
the automatics back into the drawer 
and waved his hand. “ Take your 
choice.”

The partners selected standard .45 
Colts.

“ Stick ’em in your jeans,”  Lango 
directed. “ You don’t need any hol
sters. Y ou ’ll be carryin’ ’em in your 
laps as soon as we get out o f town. 
Take a box o f  shells apiece.”  He arose, 
buttoning a raincoat about his throat.

“ Wait a second,”  W indy demurred. 
"M e an’ my pardner ain’t et for a week 
or so. W e got to have nourishment 
before we go anywhere, a-tall.”

The big man frowned. Nevertheless, 
he stepped to the door and shouted 
down to the fry cook behind the 
lunch counter.

"W hat you got in a hurry, ‘High- 
Ball’ ?”

"Roast beef and beans,”  came the re
ply-

“ And coffee.”  Lango directed. “ Set 
’em up. Listen, you birds,”  he told the 
partners, “ we haven’t much time. Eat 
that garbage and sprint outside. Big 
black touring car around the corner, 
with the motor running. See you 
there.”

“ Don’t rush us,”  said Windy, his 
mustache bristling. “ Whilst we’re eatin’ 
we’ll be obliged if  you’ll duck over to 
the pawnshop and get our timepieces. 
Me an’ McQuirk are clock-watchers an' 
whistle-listeners. W e ’re honest gun
men who’ve got to know we’re keepin’ 
union hours.”

The big man muttered an impreca
tion beneath his breath. “ Gimme the 
tickets,”  he growled, glaring. “ You 
birds got any more funny ideas? Don’t 
get the notion there’s anything humor
ous in this job. It’s brass tacks.”

“ W e thrive on ’em,”  averred Windy.
At the counter, they gulped down 

the food before them. The beef was 
dry, the beans soggy; the portions 
placed before them were designed for

men o f  average appetites. But to the 
famished partners it was food o f the 
gods, and in quantity only a morsel. 
But as they were debating the proposi
tion o f  calling for a second order, 
Lango’s muffled figure beckoned from 
the door. They arose regretfully and 
followed him out.

In the near-dusk o f late afternoon 
there was something oddly sinister in 
the powerful touring car throbbing at 
the curb with all curtains drawn. Lango 
motioned them into the tonneau, fol
lowed them in, and the car leaped away.

The two men in the front seat were 
small, with caps pulled low and top
coat collars turned up. They conversed 
in hoarse whispers and one o f them 
coughed at intervals, with an odd, sniff
ing sound. There was an unhealthy 
atmosphere about this ill-favored pair, 
something reptilian. When he on the 
right turned his head, Windy caught 
a glimpse o f  pinched, predatory profile 
and the glint o f  a beady eye.

“ You say them fellers was loaned to 
you by the city?”  W indy questioned, 
guardedly. “ Seems like they’re a mite 
underweight for reg’lar police work.”

“ Tw o o f  the best gunmen west of 
Chi,”  Lango told him. “ Snow-birds. 
They’re hopped up to-nivht. No, they 
ain’t regular police. Specially depu
tized for this job. Listen, you fellows, 
while I give you the low-down on what 
we got to do. I take it you ain’t 
squeamish when lead begins to fly?”

“ W e’re used to it,”  said W indy vir
tuously, “ providin’ our cause is just.”

“ That’s the way I had you figgered,”  
Lango approved. “ Y ou ’re not only 
earning twenty-five bucks— less what I 
had to pay for these blasted watches”—- 
he extended the timepieces to the pair, 
who tucked them carefully in their 
proper places— “ but you’re also doing 
the State and nation a service.

“ W e’re heading down the Lower 
Columbia Highway.”  He waved a 
hand at the landscape careening by at
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terrific speed. “ This side o f  St. Helens 
we’ll meet a fast truck coming into 
town. Loaded to the guards with Cana
dian liquor. Part o f an international 
rum-smuggling deal. There’ll be two 
men on the front seat, both armed. 
Tw o more in the rear o f the truck, 
armed with rifles. Hard eggs, all four. 
It’s up to us to stop this truck, seize 
the liquor, and take these gunmen, alive 
or dead.”

“ Sounds interestin’,”  W indy mur
mured. “ But will these said eggs risk 
their lives battlin’ peace officers for a 
mere load o f  booze?”

“ Will they battle?”  echoed the other, 
with a hoarse chuckle. “ That truck- 
load o f  booze is worth fifty grand—  
and this is the last lap. Those hop- 
heads would drill a guy for a plugged 
nickel.”

Night descended upon them swiftly. 
Far ahead, under the brilliance o f  the 
headlights, the glistening pavement sped 
toward them like an unending ribbon. 
The car careened sickeningly around 
curves, righted itself, and plunged on, 
rocketlike, while the blurred landscape 
slid by.

As they approached a sharp curve 
at the crest o f  a steep grade, the one 
at the wheel cocked his head question- 
ingly. Lango growled an order. The 
car slowed to a stop on the edge o f 
the pavement and immediately all lights 
snapped out.

“  ‘Los,’ ”  directed Lango, “ you know 
the truck. Go up ahead and wait. I ’ll' 
turn the car around. When you see ’em 
coming, give us a couple o f  flashes. 
You, Danny, go with Los. When they 
stop, get those yeggs on the rear. Get 
’em cold.”

“ W e’ll get ’em,”  promised the driver, 
wriggling forth, “ Eh, Danny? But 
youse guys gotta watch the mugs on 
the front, chief. McBain’s holding it 
down himself. Ain’t taking chances.”

“ Don’t you worry about the front,”  
Lango boasted. He nudged the part

ners. “ Don’t forget, we got to get ’em 
all. Then McBain’s gang’ll figure he’s 
double crossed ’em.”

The partners had gathered little from 
this byplay other than that an ambush 
was being planned. There would be 
plenty o f  warning before action began, 
it was obvious. They slumped lower 
in their places. The weariness o f the 
preceding hours and the swaying o f  the 
car had lulled them into a kind o f 

„ lethargy.
“ Mister," said Windy, yawning, 

“ wake us up when the fireworks com
mence. I aim to grab a little nap.”

“ Y ou ’re either tough babies or bone
headed,”  exclaimed Lango, admiringly. 
His big body was trembling. “ Yeah, 
I ’ll wake you up.”

But they did not sleep. Lango, 
breathing heavily, climbed into the 
driver’s seat. He had scarcely settled 
himself at the wheel, great shoulders 
hunched, when a flashlight winked twice 
from the crest. The partners sat bolt 
upright, and the calloused thumb o f 
each found the hammer o f  his gun.

“ Here they com e," growled Lango.
The motor whined. Gears ground 

harshly. The car swung around, 
backed, jockeyed for position across the 
narrow pavement. The roadway was 
blocked.

“ Get out,”  directed Lango between 
his teeth. “ W e ’ll duck in the brush. 
They can’t get by us. I f  they try to 
buck the car they’re wrecked. I f  they 
get off the pavement they’re mired 
down.”

They plunged into the brush that 
flanked the road and crouched beneath 
the dripping branches. The upper back
ground o f the highway above the banked 
curve was bathed in white light that 
steadily grew stronger. The air throbbed 
to the drone o f a mighty motor.

“ Listen, you birds!”  hissed Lango. 
“ This job ’ll be short an’ sweet if you 
follow directions. I know you’re crack 
shots. Don’t miss. When they stop,
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drill ’em. You”— to Windy, “ get the 
driver. You and me” — he indicated 
Lonesome— "will get that four-flusher 
McBain. All set?”

Twin headlights were swinging 
around the curye. The whole world 
seemed bathed in vivid light. In the 
half-illumined shadow o f the under
brush the partners peered at each other, 
aghast. For the first time the realiza
tion had come to them how cold-blooded 
and pitiless was this thing planned by 
Lango.

“ Listen, you snake in the grass,”  said 
Windy, his glittering eyes unwinking. 
“ You aimin’ to bushwhack those maver
icks without givin’ them a chance ? 
What kind o f peace work do you call 
this?”

The car blocking the roadway was 
etched in vivid silhouette. The roar
ing truck bore down upon it, slackening 
speed, skidding, brakes screaming. Its 
momentum was too great; a head-on 
crash was imminent. Lango thrust his 
face close, features livid.

“ What you birds want?”  he snarled. 
“ Listen— a thousand apiece if we get 
'em all. Don’t argue. Drill ’em.”

With a rending crash the truck 
plowed into the car, tossed it aside. 
Frail as the impediment had been by 
comparison to the weight o f  the loaded 
vehicle, the careening truck skidded 
from the pavement, swayed drunkenly 
as its wheels sank into the clay em
bankment, and sagged to a stop. Its 
lights flashed out.

Lango, at Lonesome’s left, fired 
point-blank at a dim figure bulking be
side the driver. Simultaneously, from 
the right and left, beyond the stalled 
vehicles, the vicious tongues o f auto
matics streaked forth from the brush. 
The driver hurtled forth, shooting as 
he came; the louder roar o f high-power 
rifles crashed from the rear o f the 
truck. Lango’s intended victim, crouch
ing behind the wheel, opened fire.

The partners threw themselves flat

upon the ground. Bullets lashed in the 
underbrush. The turmoil was terrific. 
Far down the road, headlights o f an
other car appeared and instantly flicked 
out.

“ They’s something rotten in Den
mark,”  Windy hissed in Lonesome’s ear. 
“ This is one fishy layout. Let’s travel.”

They bellied through the brush, par
alleling the highway. As they were 
about to crawl forth, they halted, 
crouching. Mysterious reenforcements 
had appeared on the scene. Dim figures 
flitted by, unreal shambling figures, 
hurrying toward the battle area. A  new 
and greater turmoil arose; at least a 
score o f guns were barking. Tongues 
o f flame split the darkness.

As suddenly as it had begun, the up
roar ceased. Commanding voices 
shouted. The headlights o f the truck 
flashed on. A  group o f men milled, 
silhouetted against the white light. The 
partners, deeming themselves lost in the 
gloom down the highway, stepped forth 
to reconnoiter the puzzli*g scene— and 
each felt the cold muzzle o f an auto
matic pressed into the small o f his 
back.

“ Hands up !”  a gruff voice com
manded. “ You’re under arrest.”

C H A P T E R  X I.
T H E  EAGLES’ FLIGH T.

IN  the auxiliary seats o f a spacious 
* touring car heading for the city, 
Lonesome and Windy sat with their 
hands in their pockets. Behind them, 
three businesslike persons relaxed in the 
rear seat, discussing the late imbroglio. 
N o guns were in evidence, but the part
ners knew that they were surrounded 
by an arsenal.

They had been searched, relieved of 
their weapons, and hustled unceremoni
ously into the car. Another machine 
was ahead, a third behind. It was evi
dent that their mysterious captors com
prised a score or more. No questions
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bad been asked or answered. From  the 
talk about them, they gathered that one 
o f Lango’s gang besides themselves—  
the gunman called “ Los”— had been 
captured, and one o f McBain’s gang. 
The two leaders had made their escape. 
The truckload o f  liquor was in custody.

W indy twisted himself about, pres
ently, and peered over his shoulder at 
the dim figures in the rear seat.

“ Gents,”  he said, an apologetic note 
in his voice that had deceived many 
skilled man hunters in the past, “ we’re 
only a couple o f busted-down pilgrims 
aimin’ to struggle along. W hat’s all 
this about? W ho are you lads, any
way?”

Raucous chuckles greeted this query. 
But an authoritative voice replied, its 
tones crisp:

“ You men understand that anything 
you say will be used against you?”

“ Oh, sure!”  returned Windy. “ Don’t 
let nothin’ like that stand in the way o f 
a little parley. No foolin’, mister, me 
an’ my pardner crave a little enlighten
ment.”

“ Suppose, then,”  said the other dryly, 
“ that you tell us about yourselves first. 
Since when have you been on Lango’s 
pay roll?”

“ I ’ll tell you all we know about this 
whole layout,”  said Windy. “ W e met 
Lango in a pawnshop yesterday. He 
seen we was down and out and offered 
us a job. Claimed he was a federal offi-* 
cer and needed a couple o f deputies. 
Offered us twenty-five bucks apiece to 
help him take some rum-runners into 
camp. So we come out with him to
night, but we quit him cold when be 
wanted us to bushwhack them bootleg
gers without givin’ them a Chinaman’s 
chance. Then we run smack into you 
gents, an’ here we are! Question is, 
who in blazes are you lads, and how 
come you horned into the deal? It 
don’t amount to much, but we’re plumb 
curious.”

An amazed silence was bis only im

mediate answer. Then he o f  the in
cisive voice laughed shortly.

“ I don’t get your idea, brother,”  he 
said. “ That kind o f  a yam won’t get 
to first base with a jury. If you’re kid
ding me, you can do your laughing now ; 
but this is the dope. Y ou ’re talking 
to the assistant federal prohibition 
director for this district. You were 
arrested while assisting Lango, one o f 
the most pernicious rum-runners o f  the 
Lower Columbia, in an attempt to hi
jack McBain, who is the most perni
cious. Lango and McBain both got 
away. W e got the liquor. You men 
may be ignorant stiffs like you pre
tend, Lango’s goats, but you’d be sur
prised, brother, how many goats are 
herded together up at-McNeil’s Island.”

The partners received this lucid ex
planation in silence. They were ob
viously staggered by its impact. For a 
considerable space they “sat slumped de
jectedly, chins sunk on their breasts, 
while the car roared on.

Other lurid incidents in the long chain 
leading up to this dilemma were 
dwarfed and insignificant by compari
son to the present. They had been cap
tured, red-handed, as members o f  some 
lawless crew engaged in a lawless un
dertaking. This was no case o f dis
orderly conduct such as the city magis
trate had frowned upon, no trivial 
breach o f  municipal ordinance; but a 
grave offense against federal law that 
must inevitably lead to a punishment 
which, for freedom-loving men, was 
worse than death. It mattered not that 
they had been mere tools o f the ruth
less Lango, inveigled into the imbro
glio through their extremity and in the 
belief that it was a lawful undertaking. 
In judicial procedure, they were 
vaguely aware, ignorance was no ex
cuse. They were, from any conceiv
able angle, in a desperate jack pot.

Yet their reaction to their plight was 
typical o f  a breed that rode, fought, and 
died hard. Lesser men, facing the facts,
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might have resigned themselves with 
what fortitude they could muster. The 
partners, having pondered the situa
tion and digested its import, still sat, 
apparently relaxed— two battered, dis
reputable, dejected, alien figures. But 
within them swelled a wild, devastating 
rage.

Their rage was not directed against 
their captors. It was general rather 
than specific. It was vague, but sear
ing. It was directed against luck, fate, 
circumstance, or whatever nameless 
force had crowded in upon them during 
the past two days; stepped on their 
toes, in a manner o f speaking; led them 
into lurid enterprises o f  winch the pres
ent was but a sample; beaten them 
down; battered them; sneered at them, 
and left them cold, hungry, weary, and 
penniless in a strange car and at the 
mercy o f strange captors, roaring 
through the blackness o f the night 
toward prison bars and inclosing walls.

Yet they gave no inkling o f their 
state o f mind. There was nothing in 
their bearing or appearance to suggest 
even to skilled man hunters that their 
prisoners might bear close watching. 
The low esteem in which their captors 
held them was evidenced by the fact 
that no irons were upon their wrists. 
But from lowered heads and through 
narrowed lids, the partners peered at 
each other and by the pressure o f bony 
knees reaffirmed a desperate pact.

Whispering would invite suspicion 
and bring closer scrutiny upon them. 
Veiled words openly spoken must con
vey the plan. Windy cleared his throat.

"Pardner,”  he announced in an ap
parent attempt at jocularity, “ we’re 
headin’ for home.”

“ Check,” agreed Lonesome, slump
ing lower in his seat. “ They ain’t noth
in’ can stop us.”

The car was careening around a curve. 
In a natural reaction to the lurch of 
the vehicle, Windy laid hold o f the back 
o f the seat before him and braced him

self. Lonesome drew his feet beneath 
him.

“ Dog-gone,”  said Windy, in awe. 
“ These buzzards are shorely speed 
demons. On one o f these curves I ’m 
liable to fly like an eagle.”

It was a desperate suggestion indeed. 
Yet there was no alternative. The 
myriad twinkling lights o f the city were 
now in full view, like the miracle o f 
stars beneath a lowering sky. Each 
passing moment brought them closer 
to a situation from which there could 
be no escape.

“ A  pair o f eagles, Windy,”  said 
Lonesome. He reached swiftly for his 
plug o f  tobacco. His battered cheek 
bulged.

W indy was on the left, on which side 
the underbrush flanking the highway 
sloped sharply down into the night. 
Lonesome waited, his muscles tense, for 
his partner to lead the desperate play.

The moment came at the next curve. 
Because o f their reckless speed and the 
slippery pavement, the car swung wide 
at the turn. From all fours, as it were, 
Windy leaped, spurning the car door 
with pistonlike feet. His wild yell 
echoed as he hurtled into the night.

Lonesome followed, scrambling with 
catlike swiftness. Forced to cross the 
seat just vacated by his partner, a split 
second intervened before he shot into 
space. Tribute to the watchfulness o f 
his captors, unprepared for such a sui
cidal break for liberty, was the fact that 
hands grasped his coat tails in passing. 
The fabric tore beneath clutching 
fingers. He was gone. A  revolver spat 
viciously upon him, but the bullet 
whined into the distance.

Hurtling with the impetus given by 
the speed o f the car, plus his own effort, 
Lonesome’s body arched out and down 
into space. For a terrific instant it 
seemed that he was falling into a black 
and bottomless abyss. Then he crashed 
in to . an exceedingly hostile thicket 
whose very toughness and resistant
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qualities saved him from serious injury 
or possible death.

Wet lea yes whipped his face; splin
tered branches shredded his clothing and 
lacerated his flesh. He plunged cm and 
down, cutting a swath, as it were, down 
the steep slope ; and so came to  rest 
against a great mossy boulder,, his fed: 
elevated, his right shoulder ami arm all 
but buried in a miniature quagmire.

At some distance to the left, be heard 
W indy threshing in the brush like a 
wounded animal. Bruised and shaken 
himself, he yet held his breath and 
listened for some clew to his partner’s 
status. Then he heard W indy cursing, 
fluently, and with pointed emphasis, 
and breathed a sigh o f  relief. .

He struggled painfully to his feet and 
plunged on down the slope. He could 
hear Windy’s course converging on his 
own. From high up the bank, where 
the highway was, a spotlight peered 
down into the depths. Bullets ripped 
through the brush about them, fired at 
random and solely as an outlet for the 
chagrin o f  their late captors. But there 
was no pursuit. In the blackness and 
the thicket it would be as logical to 
search for a needle in a haystack.

Even as Windy had said, they had 
flown like eagles; and, like eagles, they 
were free.

C H A P T E R  X II.
KNIGHTS OF THE ROAB,

'T 'H E Y  proceeded down the slope, 
their haste lessening in direct ratio 

to the distance between themselves and 
the highway. Because o f the all but 
impenetrable darkness, they stumbled 
against unseen objects, barked their 
shins on great boulders, disentangled 
themselves, muttering, from creeper- 
hung thickets, and found themselves en
snared presently upon an ancient enemy, 
a barbed-wire fence.

They crawled through this impedi
ment and made out, before them, the
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dim glint o f  railroad steel. After wad
ing knee-deep through an unseen pool, 
they scrambled up the grade and found 
the firmness o f  ties and road-bed be
neath them.

"W hich way, McQuirk?”  growled 
Windy.

“ East," said Lonesome.
They plodded along the right o f  way 

toward the city. A  gusty wind was 
sweeping up the track, piercing their 
sodden, tattered garments.

“ Where we headin’ for?”  demanded 
Windy, halting suddenly. There was 
a savage note in his voice as o f  one 
who, though o f iron endurance, inflexi
ble fortitude, and unwavering optimism, 
has approached certain limits. “ W hy in 
Sam Hill we hoofin’’ along? W hy 
don't we stop? What in blazes is it 
all about?"

“ Don’t weaken, W indy,’ ’ advised 
Lonesome with bitter relish, “ we’re 
searchin' for rest an’ quiet.”

Windy stumbled on. They made out 
presently, through the timber that 
flanked the right o f way to the left, 
the flames o f  a crackling fire.

“ I'm cold,”  Windy stated. “ I'm tired. 
I'm hostile. Let's squat by that fire, 
McQuirk.”

They turned, aside, scaled the fence, 
pushed through the timber, and so came 
to a fire, around which several unsavory 
persons were foregathered. Some were 
sitting, hunched, staring into the em
bers; others lay sprawled in attitudes 
o f repose, steam arising from exceed
ingly disreputable clothing. It was a 
rendezvous o f homeless men! the 
“ jungles”  o f  hobo-land.

“ Greetings, snakes!” Windy an
nounced, as the pair strode into the 
circle o f light. “ Make room for a 
couple o f weary pilgrims that have 
missed the glory trail. Nice night, ain’t 
it?”

Some o f the sleepers stirred, raised 
unkempt faces. Shifty glances ap
praised these newcomers who squatted,
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buzzardlike, before the fire, hatless, 
their sodden, begrimed clothing in 
shreds, but their eyes mere baleful slits 

* in their battered, unshaved features.
A  bearded ruffian, obviously the 

leader o f the nameless crew, reared on 
an elbow and glowered across the fire. 
The partners, ignorant o f  the ethics o f 
hobo-land, glared back.

“ Wotsa idea?” growled the bearded 
one. “ Dis ain’t any Ritz-Waldorf. 
What you got?”

“ What have we got?”  echoed Windy, 
truculently. “ W e got the world by the 
tail. W e’re millionaires in disguise. 
W e’re social butterflies masqueradin’ as 
stingin’ lizards. What in blazes you 
think we got— callin’ cards?”

The bearded one’s flabby features 
suddenly writhed into grim and menac
ing lines.

“ Hey, culls,”— he rolled a somber 
eye about his cohorts— "w e’d best tie 
a can on dese road cats, huh ?”

“ Listen, Napoleon,”  said Windy, 
rocking on his heels, “get heavy with 
us an’ we’ll tie you into fancy knots. 
Yeah, I mean you. Me an’ my pard- 
ner are peaceable gents, but we been 
pushed too far. W e’re poison mean. 
Maybe it’s the world that’s loco, an’ 
maybe it’s us; but we’re hostile. All 
we crave is to soak up a little heat. 
I f that’s puttin’ you out any, let us 
know. Get me ?”

“ Lay off ’em, ‘Kansas,’ ”  drawled 
an emaciated youth with a seamed, aged 
face. “ These hombres ain’t reg’lar
stiffs. I know their brand.”

W indy peered at this one, caught 
instantly by an inflection in his apathetic 
voice that was like an echo from an
other region infinitely remote. It was 
noticeable, too, that the big man sub
sided, muttering.

"Y ou ’ve et some alkali dust in yore 
time, cowboy,”  Windy challenged.
“ Where’d you hang yore spurs?”

“ West o f the Mississippi,”  said the 
other, with a wry grin.

“ Excuse it, please,”  murmured 
Windy.

“ Pardner,”  Lonesome addressed the 
youth after some moments, “ it appeals 
to me that you’re an hombre that can 
give us some enlightenin’ information. 
I f  you was us, and craved to get east 
o f  the mountains, an’ was busted so 
flat it was painful to observe, how in 
blazes would you do it?”

“ Cinch,”  said the youth. “ Catch a 
rattler from the other side o f the river, 
headin’ east.”

“ W e’re nervous critters,”  averred 
Lonesome. “ Ain’t it skittish business, 
deadheadin’ on a fast train that a way ?” 

The youth emitted a hollow, cackling 
sound that might have been a chuckle.

“ Tell it to Sweeney,”  he advised, 
coughing. “ These weary Willies figger 
they’re hard when they’re ridin’ the 
rods. But they’re in a hammock sippin’ 
pink tea compared to forkin' the hur
ricane deck o f a wall-eyed cayuse which 
is reachin’ for the stars. Yeah, you 
caballeros’ll hold ’er down.”

“ Let’s go, W indy,”  said Lonesome, 
rising. “ Over beyond the mountains I 
hear yearnin’ voices callin’ . Cowboy, 
come up to the Condon country some 
time. Look up the McQuirk-DeLong 
outfit. They’s beans an’ a bunk, an’ you 
can turn over one o f them new leaves 
you read about.”

“ Too late,”  said the youth, shaking 
his head. “ When a chapter’s closed, 
they’s no leaves left. I ’m only a sniffer 
now. Happy days. On yore way, Cab
alleros. You got to make dust to catch 
that mail. Sprint acrost the river and 
pick it up at the east side yards.”  

“ DeLong,”  said Lonesome as they 
crashed again through the underbrush 
toward the right o f way. “ Life handed 
that lad a tough break.”

“ W e know ’em when we see ’em,” 
averred Windy, bitterly. “ Tough 
breaks is our meat. Question is, are we 
goin’ to hold out till we make that said 
train, or ain’t we?”
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The warmth o f the fire had made their 
overtaxed muscles lethargic. They 
wasted no further energy in fruitless 
conversation, but plodded on like men 
whose feet are leaden.

The city loomed about them. Street 
lights shone upon them; scarecrow fig
ures that might have emerged, sham
bling, from the gloom o f some prehis
toric swamp. But they were too low 
mentally and physically to take note of 
the curious stares o f pedestrians in pass
ing. Fear o f  the police drove them onto 
less-frequented thoroughfares that led 
toward the river.

The wind roared and the rain lashed 
upon them as they crossed a steel bridge. 
They found themselves presently in a 
maze o f switching engines, cars, and 
tracks; and in the lee o f  a gaunt box 
car they came upon three persons o f  the 
“ dyed-in-the-wool”  variety. With a 
cunning born o f  their extremity, they 
decided to watch these experts o f  the 
road and copy their technique.

It was, it appeared, an extremely 
simple process. A  powerful headlight 
shone down the gleaming rails o f the 
main line and a great mogul o f the 
transcontinental run coasted through the 
yards, followed by a long, serpentine 
line o f  glistening steel cars. A s the 
great engine passed, the three hobos 
darted from the shadow and disappeared 
behind the tender. Lonesome and 
Windy followed.

There was plenty o f room, they dis
covered, and a species o f shelter. The 
three vagrants crowded into the unused 
doorway o f the mail car. The partners 
took their stand at either side o f  the 
bellowlike aperture.

The train moved on, picked up speed. 
The lights o f  the town trooped by in 
orderly procession, and presently they 
were hurtling through the night and the 
blackness o f the gorge.

It was simple, the partners decided; 
no feat at all, this business o f making 
the fast train. Momentarily, within

m

them, raged a savage exultance attuned
fhe lash o f  the rain, the howling of 

the wind, the roar and rumble o f the 
iron monster bearing them on through 
the night. Circumstances were bowing 
before them at last; they were heading 
for home.

The moment passed; they emerged 
from a fitful doze to find themselves 
chilled to the bone. The train was slow
ing to a stop. Their fellow vagrants, 
they discovered, were gone. This fact 
made no impression upon them until a 
trainman appeared below and shone a 
lantern into their retreat.

“ Come outa that, bos,”  ordered this 
one. “ Hit the grit.”

A  short-barreled revolver was in his 
hand. As the partners eyed this weapon 
sorrowfully, Windy felt a sudden pres
sure against the back o f  his neck. He 
was hurled, sprawling, to the gravel be
low. Lonesome, crouching, looked up. 
A  grinning fireman stood on the ten
der, a long clinker bar in his hand. Men
aced thus from two sides, Lonesome 
clambered down.

"Bqat it,”  commanded the trainman 
tersely. “ Stay o ff this train or we’ll 
bean you.”

Windy, packing himself up somewhat 
stiffly, bristled with a remnant of 
his usual belligerence; but Lonesome 
grasped his arm and hustled him away.

“ Don’t argue, DeLong,”  he hissed in 
his partner’s ear. “ They got the bulge 
on us. W e got to make this train or 
we’re sunk.”

The train crew, with the mail clerks 
as reserves, were evidently making a 
determined effort to rid the train o f  
vagrants. Down its glistening length, 
men with lanterns swung from points 
o f vantage. The fireman loomed like 
a colossus on the tender, armed with 
his vicious bar.

Lonesome slouched some peaces past 
a watchful trainman, turned suddenly, 
and dived beneath the car. Windy was 
at his heels. They scrambled on all
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fours over the steel rails just as the 
train began to move. Rising on the 
other side, they sprinted ahead and 
clambered aboard between two cars. 
Unfamiliar though they were with the 
structure o f the unfriendly rolling stock, 
they yet found certain hand-holds, and 
by dint o f  tremendous effort, achieved 
the top.

They heard members o f the crew run
ning alongside, cursing, as they flashed 
their lanterns under the moving car. 
But the train did not stop; it gathered 
speed and presently was rumbling anew 
through the night.

The wind, on the exposed top, was o f 
cyclone proportions, bitterly cold. The 
driving, icy tide, studded with sparks 
and hot cinders, stung the faces o f the 
shivering pair. Lonesome, gesturing to 
Windy, crawled forward.

Tw o cars intervened between them
selves and the hostile tender. Between 
these two, Lonesome lowered himself 
cautiously. It was a precarious busi
ness in the darkness and with the lurch
ing o f the roaring behemoth, but finally 
both achieved comparatively safe foot
ing beside the bellowslike vestibule con
necting the cars.

“ W on ’t be disturbed here,”  Lonesome 
gloated. “ They’s a car between us an’ 
that darned tender. Cowboy, we held 
’er down when them reg’lar dyed-in-the- 
wool stiffs was heaved off on their ears.”

In refutation o f this statement, a 
shadowy figure appeared above, hurdled 
the intervening chasm and disappeared 
forward. Another followed, and an
other. They were not crawling as 
Lonesome and Windy had crawled. 
With the train now at full speed, they 
ran, crouching, leaning into the wind. 
The partners stared at each other 
mutely as the last disappeared.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy presently, 
“ they don’t seem to be any traffic be
tween these cars. What say we step 
into the alley an’ travel in style?”  He 
indicated an aperture some eight inches

in width that separated the two vesti
bules. Inside, provided they were not 
disturbed by passing trainmen, was shel
ter from wind and rain.

“ It’s an idea,”  agreed Lonesome. 
“ Lucky we ain’t been eatin’ heavy 
lately. W e can prob’ly squeeze through.”

Windy thrust his gaunt frame 
through the aperture with ease. It was 
a distinct effort for Lonesome’s bulkier 
chest; and neither knew, during those 
instants when the cold steel o f the ves
tibule frames was pressed against chest 
and back, that seldom, in their colorful 
career, had they stood closer to death. 
For had the train slackened speed, or 
the brakes been applied, the eight-inch 
opening would have closed to perhaps 
the thickness o f a man’s arm as the 
slack between the car couplings was 
taken up; and whatsoever o f flesh and 
blood stood between would have been 
crushed as an insect is crushed beneath 
a careless heel.

“ Great stuff, huh?”  whispered Lone
some, as they stood in the calm o f the 
vestibule where the air was warmer and 
no rain fell. “ No question about it, 
cowboy, we’re good.”

From beyond the closed doors came 
sounds o f muffled conversation. It 
dawned on the pair that it would be em
barrassing to have unsuspecting train
men walk in upon them suddenly. 
Guarding each door were heavy bars 
ready to slip into place.

“ McQuirk,” said Windy, “ let’s make 
it final. A  feller is entitled to some 
privacy, ain’t he ? Let’s bar them 
doors.”

“ Yeah, but suppose they raise a hul
labaloo?”  Lonesome demurred.

“ Let ’em beller,”  Windy retorted. 
“ To fetch us out they got to stop the 
train, ain’t they? Before they stop, 
we’ll ease out o f our boudoir and sprint 
away.”

This was so obvious that it precluded 
argument. They cautiously slipped the 
heavy bars in place. Then each, with
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a sigh, slumped down to a seated posi
tion, chins sunk on their qhests.

They were jerked from slumber by 
a loud tattoo on the door at their backs.

“ Open up, you stiffs,”  came an angry 
voice. “ What’s the idea? Open up, or 
it’s the hoosegow for you,”

The partners cast a bored glance at 
each other, eyebrows arched, and Windy 
stifled a yawn with languid fingers.

‘.‘Those hombres ain’t  had the right 
fetchin’ up,”  remarked Lonesome, sigh
ing. “ Pass them cream puffs, W indy."

“ N o sugar in my tea, an’ much 
obliged,’ ’ said Windy, shifting to a 
more comfortable position. “ Just a 
slice o f lemon.”

“ You bos going to open up?”  de
manded the voice, hoarse with rage. 
Profanity followed, pointed and explicit, 
and footsteps trailed away.

“ Round one,”  murmured Windy. 
“ Gosh, cowboy, ain’t it heavenly to have 
the bulge on some one, if  it’s only for 
a couple o f minutes?”

Lonesome leaped stiffly to his feet 
and peered out the aperture.

“ Son o f a gun, Windy 1”  he breathed. 
“ This country looks familiar. W e're 
pullin’ into The Dalles. Cowboy, the 
end’s in sight Let’s travel.”

A  more authoritative knock sounded 
at the door.

“ Listen, bos,”  said a harsh voice. 
“ Get this straight. W e’ve got .45-cali
ber guns, steel-jacketed bullets. This 
door is wood. Open up, or we start 
shooting.”

The partners, grinning, prepared to 
depart. Lonesome, thrusting an arm 
through the cleft, halted as though petri
fied. Windy, too, stared, his eyes 
bulging.

“ Great Oesar !”  whispered the latter, 
hoarsely. “ Have we swelled up since 
we crawled in, or has that blasted hole 
shrunk?”

The aperture through which they had 
entered the vestibule had narrowed to 
the thickness of Lonesome’s arm as the

train slackened speed. It required no 
sixth sense to perceive that they were 
entrapped.

“ When we count three, lead flies,”  
warned the inexorable voice beyond the 
door. “ One-------”

“ Hold everything, mister,”  said Lone
some. He laid hold o f the bar. “ It’s 
just another one o f them things, 
Windy,”  he told his partner, wagging bis 
head. “ The homestretch, an’ we’re 
nosed out at the wire.”

“ This is the finish,*’ said Windy, with 
the bitterness o f a strong man who at 
last concedes defeat. “ After this, there 
ain’t any more. Turn loose the blood
hounds, McQuirk.”

C H A P T E R  X III.
A CHANCE MEETING.

I  O N E SO M E  threw open the door.
Both raised their hands in response 

to the unspoken command o f two round, 
unwavering muzzles trained upon them. 
A  pair of heavy-set persons, with hard 
eyes and outthrust jaws, surveyed them 
for an instant, then with a curt jerk 
o f the head, ordered them in.

They entered. A  weapon was pressed 
into each of their gaunt mid-sections, 
and expert fingers sear died their per
sons for concealed weapons. Then the 
hard-eyed ones glared upon them.

“ You bums are in bad,”  one an
nounced. “ Don’t you know nothin’ 
a-tali, tamperin’ with U. S. mail cars? 
Buddy,”  the officer commanded a ner
vous mail derk, “ dive into my black bag 
and fetch a couple pair o f bracelets. 
What you stiffs tryin’ to pull, anyway?” 

W indy merely eyed him with a species 
o f morose disinterest and yawned. But 
Lonesome assayed a last effort.

“ W e ain’t stiffs,”  he stated. “ Me an’ 
my partner never dead-headed before. 
If it makes any difference in the deal, 
f ’ll tell you how come.”

“ Spill it,”  said the other, “ we like 
bedtime stories.”

W S-3F
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“ W e went to Portland,”  said Lone
some. “ W e went broke. W e under
took to beat our way back. Bein’ ignor
ant mavericks, we eased into this alley 
yonder, not knowin’ that we couldn’t get 
out. Cravin’ rest an’ quiet"— his tawny 
mustache curled as he achieved a feeble 
grin— “ we barred the door so we 
wouldn’d be disturbed! That’s all. W e 
don’t give a tinker’s dam about the 
U. S. mail. W e ain’t dangerous hom- 
bres. Ornery as we may look, under
neath we’re gentle as kittens that have 
got all snarled up in a hornet’s nest. 
W e’re busted-down an’ lowly cattlemen 
headin’ for the home range, which is 
southeast o f The Dalles.”

It was obvious that it was the last 
statement only that carried any weight. 
In the act o f snapping the handcuffs 
upon the partners, the cynical officers 
paused.

“ You mean you belong here at The 
Dalles ?”  one demanded.

“ Property owners, an’ taxpayers, an’ 
A -l citizens,”  declared Lonesome.

Their two captors eyed each other in 
apparent indecision. Then they tossed, 
the handcuffs aside. The train had 
slowed to a stop.

“ W e’ ll call that bluff,”  declared the 
leader. “ The train stops four minutes. 
That’s long enough to establish your 
identity. I f  your line ain’t hokum, 
some o f the home guard at the depot 
will vouch for you. Otherwise, you’re 
outa luck. Just step outside, buddies. 
Remember, no funny moves. In this 
department, we don’t take any chances.”

Though the partners gave no sign o f 
it, this placed them in something o f a 
dilemma. The Dalles, on the main line, 
was on the outer edge o f  their sphere o f 
activities. They circulated mostly to the 
east and south. Here, they were known 
only by reputation, save for a few ac
quaintances.

It was a frail chance indeed that one 
o f these would happen to be at the 
depot at this late hour; and that such
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a casual acquaintance could vouch for 
them in their present condition was 
equally problematical.

Nevertheless, they shambled forth, 
with the suspicious ones at their heels, 
guns in hand.

Since it was shortly after midnight 
that the eastbound train made its brief 
stop at The Dalles, only a small crowd 
milled beneath the row o f arc lights 
illumining the depot platform. Curious 
glances focused upon the quartet as they 
descended from the car. Loiterers 
moved in that direction.. A  circle of 
spectators instantly formed around 
them, among whom the partners 
searched in vain for the face o f a 
friend.

“ You win,”  said Lonesome at length, 
with a weary gesture, his tawny mus
tache drooping. “ Amongst these pop- 
eyed citizens we don’t know a soul.” 

“ Gents,”  one o f  their captors ad
dressed the crowd, “ these bums, whom 
we nailed tamperin' with a mail car, say 
they are established residents o f  this 
community, by the names o f— what 
monnikers you claiming, buddies?”

“ I ’m McQuirk,”  said Lonesome. He 
jerked a thumb at his partner, who 
leaned negligently against the car, his 
bristling hair unkempt. “ He’s De- 
Long.”

“ Ever hear o f  ’em?”  demanded the 
officer. The crowd murmured assent. 
“ Would these fellers fit the bill?”

It was obvious, from the spectators’ 
point o f view, that the answer to the 

. last question was more than doubtful. 
These scarecrow figures, hatless, bat
tered, and apathetic, did not correspond 
to the spectacular, swashbuckling ex- 
gunfighters whose fame was all but 
legendary throughput the high country.

“ Them McQuirk and DeLong hom- 
bres,”  opined a wizened old-timer, 
“could prob’bly eat these downcast crit
ters at one bite. They wouldn’t be 
wearin’ no such outfit as that. They 
wouldn’t look so bleary-eyed and
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chawed up that a way. I f  they did, 
folks’d know they’d been somewheres, 
and could tell by the wounded and 
maimed there’d been a massacre. Yeah, 
an’ not meanin’ no disrespect to you 
peace officers, it wouldn’t be the pair of 
you that would take ’em into camp. It 
would be you an’ who else. Those crit
ters are wolves.”

“ Come on,”  directed the leader o f the 
officers. “ Inside, bos. Your act was a 
flop. W e’ve wasted too much time al
ready and-------”

He broke off suddenly as a new de
velopment entered the scene with the 
suddenness o f  a bursting projectile.

Windy had been leaning against the 
car, gaunt, dejected, his bony hands in 
his pockets. His had been the detached 
air o f one who, utterly weary, utterly 
shattered o f spirit, contemplates events 
with sardonic aloofness and yearns only 
for sleep. Now, his glittering eyes, rov
ing over the crowd, suddenly became 
more intent. In their depths, savage 
fires flared up. Simultaneously, Lone
some’s pale-blue eyes were no longer 
mild. They were unwinking, cold and 
hard as crumbs o f glass.

Gaping, the spectators saw a miracle 
occur. It was as though the shambling 
ones swelled in stature, threw off in
visible chains o f weariness and dejec
tion. Their battered features lighted 
with the exultance o f those who have 
seen dreams come true. W indy stretched 
forth his lean arms hungrily, spat upon 
his hands, and charged. But explosive 
as was his leap forward, Lonesome was 
at his side.

The crowd split apart. Two persons 
were thus revealed, nattily dressed 
strangers who had just strolled up and 
joined the outskirts o f the crowd. In 
appearance they were substantial busi
ness men, bulky individuals; and from 
the blue-shaven jowls o f one projected 
a cigar tilted at a rakish angle.

The bulky pair halted, petrified, at 
sight o f the two maniacal figures charg

ing upon them with a sinister, business
like intentness that was unmistakable.

“ Grathin!”  howled Windy joyously, 
as hd charged. “ Berg!”

But it was not the spontaneous greet
ing o f one meeting old friends. Rather, 
in its savage abandon, was it the blood- 
call o f a gaunt wolf who, after trailing 
through bleak and interminable barrens, 
at last finds his quarry in view.

Belated recognition came to the bulky 
ones. They whirled and fled. The 
partners leaped hungrily at their heels, 
gained upon them, bellowing.

It had happened so quickly that even 
the' officers had been caught off guard.

“ H alt!”  shouted one o f these, raising 
his weapon; but the other struck it 
down. "Leave ’em g o !” he counseled, 
grinning. “ W e don’t want ’em. What
ever this is, it is going to be g ood !” 

“ W hoop-e-e!” cackled the wizened 
old-timer, slapping his knee. “ When I 
see ’em in action, mister, I ain’t so sure. 
They might be McQuirk an’ D eLong!”  

Grathin, with Windy at his heels, 
loped at prodigious speed toward the 
shelter o f  the Pullman from which the 
two card sharps had alighted for a stroll 
during the brief stop. Berg, seeking 
wider horizons and forgetful o f all else 
save the necessity o f putting distance 
between himself and his ferocious pur
suer, sprinted from the right o f way.

What horrified amazement on the 
part o f sleepy passengers greeted the 
turmoil o f the chase that led the length 
o f the Pullman was never revealed. 
Spectators on the platform saw Grathin 
hurtle from the farther steps with 
W indy’s lean figure, seemingly all arms 
and legs, fastened upon his back. They 
crashed to earth, tore asunder. Grathin 
rolled to his feet, howling with dismay, 
and charged toward town. Windy fol
lowed, his enthusiasm unabated.

The sound o f their pounding feet re- 
echoed down the deserted street and 
both pursuer and pursued were speedily 
lost to view.
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C H A P T E R  X IV .
DA W N  IN  TH E  H IG H  COUNTRY.

IN T O  the gloom that shrouded the 
1 south side o f the ancient livery stable, 
a figure penetrated, flattened itself 
against the wall, poised for a moment to 
listen, then stumbled with an attempt at 
caution toward the door. With his hand 
on the latch, he whirled at the rattle o f 
gravel near by. Another figure loomed 
at his elbow. They peered at each other; 
then the tenseness o f  each relaxed.

“ McQuirk,”  said Windy in a* hoarse 
whisper, “ we got to make dust. The 
marshal’s flat-footin’ around the village 
cravin’ light on the source o f all this 
uproar.”

“ Don’t I know it?”  echoed Lonesome 
hollowly? “ Let’s grab our hosses an’ 
travel.”

Entering, they strode softly by the 
night man’s quarters. No use to dis
turb him, they reflected. They could 
.square their livery bills later. They 
wanted no lights to light at the moment, 
no uproar, no hullabaloo.

A  joyous nicker from their mounts 
caused Windy to curse softly beneath' 
his breath. They were only dumb ani
mals, but they had not forgotten; faith
ful friends in a hostile worldL The two 
men saddled quickly and rode into the 
quiet streets.

They proceeded at a cautious walk 
over three blocks o f pavement. To 
their frayed nerves, the ring o f steel on 
concrete was sufficient to waken a city 
of the dead. The implacable federal 
officers from whom they had departed 
so unceremoniously in their pursuit o f 
Grathin and Berg might have joined 
forces with the marshal to hunt them 
down. With dirt road under foot, each 
clapped spurs to his mount.

The spirited animals, restive after 
two days o f inactivity, responded with 
a will. They thundered out through the 
night, mounting higher toward the 
crests o f the plateau against the sky.

Achieving the summit with no sounds 
o f pursuit behind them, and the long 
miles o f open country ahead, they 
slowed to a walk. Each slumped in the 
saddle with a sigh, and Lonesome, look
ing across at Windy, cleared his throat.

“ Partner,”  he questioned mildly, 
“ how much damage did you do to 
Grathin ?”

“ It ain’t any burying job,”  Windy 
apologized. “ Maybe I was chicken- 
hearted that a way. But the fact is, 
McQuirk, that after I ’d run the critter 
down over by, the iron works, and was 
straddle o f  his neck, and him half- 
buried in the cinders that a way, I got to 
thinking maybe I ’d best go through his 
pockets. I never did hanker to take 
nothing off a corpse. So I fetched out a 
bale of money big enough to choke a 
cow, and after giving him some pointed 
advice on the evils o f gambling, I stag
gered away. Hidin’ in an alley waitin’ 
for the marshal to go roaring by, I 
counted this said currency. Eighty-six 
simoleons. When I got to thinking they 
took two hundred off us, which was a 
hundred apiece, it made me hostile. I 
debated the proposition o f going back 
and tearing his dude clothes off him and 
leaving this haywire outfit in exchange. 
But the bulgin’ maverick’s war paint 
wouldn’t fit me. Too big. Anyway, 
they was pretty badly out of press by 
the time I got him worked over thor
ough. So I called it a day.”

“ You got me bested six bucks,” mur
mured Lonesome. “ Berg only assayed 
eighty iron men. I drug him down in 
that tall grass in the vacant lot beyond 
the courthouse. Yeah, I lectured him 
some, too. He didn’t crave to listen, 
but I hung onto his ears. I was shorely 
in the mood to plaster him plenty. But 
he bellowed and blubbered and bawled 
so much it kind o f ruined me.”  Lone
some sighed. “ I was tired, anyway,”  
he concluded. “ So I up and left.”

It was odd, each reflected somewhat 
furtively, that in their saddles, they
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should feel so restful, so relaxed. This, 
too, was familiar, from a past life in
finitely remote. They slumped still 
lower, hands resting on pommels, chins 
sunk on their breasts.

“ McQuirk,”  muttered Windy drows
ily, and it was with no conscious effort 
that he framed words whose connota
tion was yearning and elemental as life 
itself. " I ’m tired, and I want to go 
home. W e’d best speed up or wje’ll 
never make it.”

"Check,” agreed Lonesome, as one 
speaking in his sleep. “ Let’s burn up 
the dust.”

But neither urged his horse forward. 
Like men whose overtaxed muscles re
fuse further response, they sat Inert, 
leaving their horses to select both speed 
and trail. The sagacious animals moved 
at a brisk walk and picked the trail for 
home.

Only men who have spent their lives 
in the saddle can sleep in the saddle. 
Coordination more deeply rooted than 
conscious will holds them fast. Thus 
pinnacles and plateaus drifted by,, can
yons were crossed, and hogbacks scaled, 
while the high stars moved on in stately 
march and the thin sickle o f silvery 
moon dipped lower toward the west.

It was on the crest o f a ridge that 
Lonesome roused from a dreamless 
lethargy and looked about him, blink
ing. He yawned his tawny mustache 
drooping and peered apologetically at 
his partner. “ What -say?”  he inquired. 
“ I didn’t get you, DeLong.”

“ I said,” repeated Windy in a some
what awed voice "take a look around 
you, McQuirk.”

The scattered buildings o f the Mc- 
Quirk-DeLong homestead nestled in the 
hollow below. They were soft o f out
line in the half light, yet clear in detail. 
They were merely weather-beaten build
ings homely o f contour, yet to the watch
ing eyes there was something inexpress
ibly serene and tranquil about them, to 
be appraised gloatingly, speculatively.

Beyond, stretched the rolling hills like a 
far-flung, limitless ocean. Quiet lay 
upon the homestead and upon the world. 
T o  the eastward, a rising tide o f color 
was dimming the splendor o f the stars.

Lonesome eyed his partner and 
Windy glowered back, his mustache 
bristling.

“ Hold everything, McQuirk,”  an
nounced that worthy, rolling a cigarette 
from makings that had miraculously 
emerged from the enterprises of the 
past. “ I ’m heatin’ you to it. I ain’t 
a gent that does nothin’ by halves. In 
another five minutes we’ll be nestlin’ in 
our trundle beds, where I aim to sleep 
a week. But first, I got to do some 
sundry admittin’ , and agreeing thereto, 
and danged if it ain’t the truth.”

“ You don’t have to, pardner,”  Lone
some murmured. “ I get you. We was 
a pair, at that. I ’ll admit you sold me 
on the idea. But I done took it up of 
my own free will.”  He gestured toward 
the brooding homestead, the slumbering 
world beyond, and the majestic sky. 
“ This is the layout we left, seekin’ rest 
an’ quiet. Is that it?”

“ Check,”  agreed Windy, in gloomy 
awe. “ This said high country was 
gettin’ too hostile for us. Too much 
action, hard ridin’ , gun-play. A n ’ from 
the minnit we left till this minnit when 
we got back, we was set on, high-hatted, 
plundered, knocked down, beaten up, 
thrown in the hoosegowr, an’ battered 
to a pulp. W e ain ’t had enough sleep 
to make a jack rabbit lay down his ears. 
W e ain’t et enough— by gravy, Mc
Quirk”— his voice sank to a horrified 
whisper— "I  never even got to finish 
that ice cream, with strawberries on i f !”

There was a solemn pause.
“ Never you mind, Windy,” Lonesome 

soothed. “ They’s bacon in the shack. 
An’ beans. Aigs in the haymow. An’ 
our trundle beds------- Let’s go.”

Though neither could express it, each 
knew himself to be in the presence of 
certain ultimate truths that towered
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above the knowledge of mere physical 
hunger or weariness. There was more 
than slumbering plains before them, 
brooding calm and flawless sky; these 
things were their lives. It was as 
though, for a brief interval that would 
endure long in memory, they had taken 
their leave o f life, and now, miracu
lously, had returned to a world whose 
ways they knew, its harshness and genial 
moods, its shadows and laughter. Here 
were no teeming thousands, as in a giant 
ant hill, nor roar o f traffic, nor caste 
nor class, but f  riends and neighbors, men 
o f  their own breed, whose ways they 
understood. There would be bitter 
winds here, sudden storms, blistering

days, and weary nights o f toil and dan
ger ; they knew them all, and knew now 
that these things w ere ' insignificant. 
There had come to them a clearing o f 
mental vision, a readjustment o f values. 
They had, in short, come home.

They could not express these 
thoughts, even to themselves. But 
W indy’s battered features writhed into 
the semblance o f a ferocious snarl a"fe he 
yawned luxuriously, and Lonesome’s 
tawny mustache drooped complacently 
across his fighting jaw as they rode 
down^the slope toward the quiet home
stead through the freshness, the fra
grance, the crystalline air that is dawn 
in the high country.

BIRDS OF THE W EST AND NORTH AMERICA  
The Short-eared Owl

(Asia flammeus)
CVF all the owl family this variety is probably the least destructive. When

foraging for food, mice, rodents, and insects are preferred to birds, although 
occasionally a small bird is taken as victim.

In the eastern United States this owl is rarely seen. He is migratory and 
may be found in winter wandering as far south as Cuba. In the summer, he 
chooses northern and rather desolate stretches, usually low, swampy land sur
rounded by -small lakes and inlets. For this reason he might well be called the 
Marsh Owl. Unlike other owls which make their homes in the woods, he prefers 
open country.

According to the location o f  the Short-eared Owl, the nesting period varies. 
It may extend anywhere from March to May, and even as late as June in the 
colder portions. The nest is a rude affair o f loosely constructed grasses. Often
times a small hollow is made in a bunch o f dead grass or under a bush.

From four to nine white eggs are laid. When the female bird is sitting, 
it takes actual danger to make her leave her nest. In about three weeks’ time 
the eggs are hatched, presenting tiny, fuzzy balls o f whitish down. The mother 
bird goes out for food which she feeds to her young. The birds do not leave 
the nest until nearly full grown, and then they usually stay with their parents 
until time to migrate south.

The Short-eared Owl does most o f its hunting during the day, seeming to 
prefer cloudy days. The flight o f this bird is easy and graceful and without noise. 
Very quietly they dive here and there for a careless field mouse or other prey and 
continue their flight almost uninterrupted. This bird has never been successfully 
made a pet of. Persons who have tried it have found that no amount o f gentle 
treatment will tame him. In fact, he grows wilder in his enforced captivity.

Both male and female are marked in varying shades and stripes of brown, 
the female being darker than her mate. The wings are so long that when flying 
these owls look larger than they really are.
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IS left leg swathed in lini
ment-soaked bandages, 
“ Shorty" Oliver played 
solitaire with a worn, 
soiled deck o f cards, puff
ing noisily at his battered 

and blackened corncob pipe, while "The 
Gallopin’ K id" sat beneath the bracket 
lamp, his chair tilted against the wall, 
browsing delightedly through the pro
fusely illustrated pages o f a mail-order 
catalogue.

“ It shore is amazin’ ,”  he murmured, 
more to himself than to Shorty, "how 
many things and contraptions, useful 
and otherwise, can be got up fer the 
purpose o f enticin’ money from a fel
ler’s pocket."

“ Dang it !”  Shorty muttered peev
ishly. "I  didn’t get out nary an ace 
that time. O f all the dang fool games 
that was ever invented !”

The other Circle X  boys having gone 
off to a barbecue and dance at Sage
brush, Gallopin’ and Shorty had the 
bunk house entirely to themselves for

the evening. There wasn’t another 
cow-puncher within a hundred miles 
who liked a shindig more than Shorty, 
and it wasn’t, o f course, his voluntary 
choice that he had remained behind to
night. In a moment o f carelessness he 
had allowed a bad horse to rake him 
against the corral fence, giving him a 
severe bruise and straining a ligament.

The Gallopin' Kid, also, was a most 
sociably inclined person, but he had 
stayed on the ranch, partly because he 
hadn’t been long enough on the Circle 
X  pay roll to draw wages, and partly 
because it was the friendly thing to stay 
and keep Shorty company.

. Tossing the cards into a ragged pile, 
Shorty gave a snort o f disgust. Slowly, 
and with frowning effort, he added the 
figures with which he had been scoring 
his game.

“ Gosh, I shore do owe Old Sol a 
wad uh dough!” he grunted. “ Fifty- 
eight thousand four hundred and sixty- 
one dollars! And I been told there’s 
fools what actually do play this here
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game uh Canfield fer the real maz- 
zuma.”

The Gallopin’ Kid made no response. 
He had turned a page o f the cata
logue and his eyes had become fixed in 
trancelike fascination upon the picture 
o f a silk shirt, reproduced in colors 
which, so it seemed to him, made a 
rainbow drab by comparison.

“ Pure silk, extra heavy,”  said the 
reading matter underneath the illustra
tion ; “ actual $12 value, Our Price 
$9.10 each, or $25 for Three.”

Gallopin’ stared and stared, his rap
ture growing. His interest and admira
tion were so pronounced that Shorty 
felt the stirring o f a mild curiosity, so 
he hobbled painfully to his feet and 
limped across the width o f the bunk 
house.

“ H uh!”  he said disgustedly. “ I 
thought mebbe it was some new kind 
o f a fancy saddle or somethin’ . Don’t 
tell me yuh got a hankerin’ fer no truck 
like silk shirty!”

The Gallopin’ Kid was in no wise 
abashed.

“ Pardner,”  he exclaimed in a tone o f 
awe, “ now there’s a shirt what would 
make that King Solomon feller jest 
natcherally turn over in his grave! I 
shorely have got a cravin’ to own my
self one o f them dazzlers. Man, howdy! 
I can see myself-------”

“ I kin see the boys duckin’ yuh in 
the waterin’-trough the very same and 
precise minute yuh dast show yourse’ f 
in any such get-out— and I ’ll be on hand 
to help ’em. I jest double dare yuh to 
git one o f  ’em !”

“ Shorty, that shirt is the same as or
dered right now,”  Gallopin’ declared 
firmly. “ When, I draw my pay on the 
first o f  the cornin’ month, nine dollars 
and ten cents o f it is goin’ to be spent 
an’ dispatched to this here outfit in 
Kansas City, along with the size o f my 
neck arid such other facts an’ informa
tion-------”

“ Evenin’ , boys!”  The voice from the

open doorway o f the bunk house was 
that o f Colonel Pike, owner o f the 
Circle X . Down came the front legs of 
The Gallopin’ Kid’s chair and the mail
order catalogue slid to the floor.

“ Evenin’, colonel,” responded Gal
lopin’ and Shorty in unison.

“ Where’s Donaldson ?”  asked the 
veteran o f the cow country, Donaldson 
being the foreman o f the outfit.

“ He went to Sagebrush, along with 
the rest o f the bunch, colonel,”  Shorty 
Oliver answered. “ Was there mebbe 
somethin’ I could do.?”

“ Not unless you can ride sixty-five 
miles,”  the Circle X  owner said, his 
shaggy brows clipped together in a 
frown o f annoyance. Then his shrewd 
gray eyes turned from Shorty’s much- 
bandaged leg and rested upon The Gal
lopin’ Kid, sizing him up with a pene
trating stare. Shorty had seen Colonel 
Pike weigh a man like that before and 
knew it meant some sort o f a job call
ing for a man who could be trusted.

“ You ’re the new hand Donaldson 
took on last week,”  the rancher said 
crisply. “ Your name’s Baxter, eh?”  

“ Yes, sir,”  Gallopin’ answered re
spectfully.

“ And yuh can bank on the Gallopin’ 
Kid, colonel,”  Shorty testified. “ He’s 
plumb dependable, Gallopin’ is.”

The cattleman nodded.
“ That would be my judgment,” , he 

agreed. “ All right, Baxter, get your 
horse. I ’m sending you over to Jack- 
son City with a package. It’s got to be 
there by noon to-morrow. An old 
friend o f  mine is in a jam.”

The Gallopin’ Kid was pretty sure, 
without being told, that the package 
entrusted to his care would contain 
money, and this guess was verified a 
moment later when Colonel Pike 
handed him a compact bundle wrapped 
in heavy paper.

“ Got a gun, eh, Baxter ? Better pack 
it. Pretty wild country between here 
and Jackson, and it’s a thousand dollars
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cash I'm sending you down there with.”  
The cattleman took three bills, two fives 
and a ten, from his pocket. “ This is 
for your expenses.”

Gallopin’, looking pleased as Punch 
that he was being trusted so completely, 
shook his head.

“ Why, I reckon one o f them five- 
spots will be more’n ample, Colonel 
Pike. There won’t be no expenses out
side o f  mebbe a bit o f grub for me and 
feed for my hoss when I hit Jackson.”

That pleased the old cattleman.
“ What’s left is yours, Baxter,”  he 

chuckled, and then gave Gallopin’ de
tailed instructions for the delivery of 
the thousand dollars.

The moon would not be up for more 
than an hour and the light from the 
stars was not sufficient to pick one 
horse from another when the Gallopin’ 
Kid dragged his silver-mounted saddle 
to the corral gate. Shorty, who had 
limped out from the bunk house, shook 
his head dubiously.

“ How do yuh aim to git hold o f yore 
own critter?”  he asked. It was a very 
large corral and nearly twenty head o f 
horses were penned in for the night. 
It did seem like considerable of a job, 
but Gallopin’ only laughed as he moist
ened his lips with the tip o f his tongue, 
put two fingers in his mouth, and gave 
a sharp, distinctive whistle.

The response was immediate; one o f 
the horses whinnied softly and the Gal
lopin’ Kid’s splendid black emerged 
through the obscure curtain o f dark
ness.

“ Yuh shore got him well trained,” 
Shorty exclaimed admiringly. “ Jest 
whistle to ’im and he comes trottin’ , 
huh? When a feller’s in a hurry, like 
you are at the present moment uh 
speakin’ , it saves him considerable waste 
o f time.”

“ Once it saved me more’n that,”  said 
Gallopin’ , affectionately stroking the 
animal’s nose; “ remind me to tell you,

when I ain’t in such a rush, how Flash 
kept me from gettin’ killed. This hoss 
o f mine has got brains!”

Gallopin’ saddled swiftly, put his foot 
in the stirrup and swung up.

“ So long, Shorty! See you ’long 
about day after to-morrow.”

Shorty Oliver caught the rein de- 
tainingly for an instant.

“ Be extra careful with the boss’ thou
sand dollars, Gallopin’,” he said ear
nestly. “ Yuh’re such a dog-gone trust
in’ cuss-------”

“ No, I ain’t neither, leastwise when 
it comes to bein’ responsible for some
body else’s money I” the Gallopin’ 
Kid retorted, and touched a spur lightly 
to Flash’s ribs. The black leaped for
ward with his long, distance-eating 
stride, and man and horse were quickly 
lost in the darkness.

Gallopin’ soon found himself in an 
unfamiliar country, but by this time the 
moon had come up and it was simply a 
matter o f keeping to the trail, for Jack- 
son City lies directly south, almost as 
the crow flies. Flash had the spirit and 
the gameness o f a thoroughbred and the 
endurance o f a buckskin, but sixty-five 
miles is a long journey for any horse, 
and Gallopin’ did not make the mistake 
o f overtaxing his mount.

All through the night he rode at a 
steady, even pace which would put him 
in Jackson City with time to spare. 
Shortly after dawn he struck an ideal 
place to make camp for an hour’s rest. 
There was a creek offering water, and 
a cottonwood tree offering shade from 
the mounting and warming sun, and he 
was hungry.

Gallopin’ was not a fellow who would 
overlook the matter o f food, so before 
he had left Circle X  he had prepared 
himself for a satisfactory breakfast 
along the trail. Now a satisfactory 
breakfast for a healthy cow-puncher 
is not merely a matter o f coffee and 
toast, and from out o f a spacious sad
dlebag, once he had turned his horse
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loose to graze, appeared a considerable 
list o f edibles which included, bacon that 
he could fry in a pan, and six potatoes, 
already boiled in their jackets, which 
could be sliced with his pocketknife and 
quickly cooked to a nice brown in the 
hot bacon grease. He had a great fond
ness for fried ’taters, had Gallopin’ .

While he was getting his fire built, a 
small cloud o f dust appeared to the 
southward where the trail met the hori
zon, and had Gallopin’ been less oc
cupied with his culinary efforts he 
would have noticed considerable haste 
in the speed with which the evidence o f 
travel drew closer. Not, however, that 
this would have necessarily forewarned 
him, for even a man with innocent in
tent can be in a hurry. Gallopin’ was 
in a bit o f a rush himself.

The bacon had been fried and the 
slices o f  potatoes were simmering mer
rily in the pan before Gallopin’ actually 
took cognizance that the other had 
taken the precaution o f halting, many 
yards away, and surveying him through 
a pair o f binoculars.

“ M om in’ !”  said' the rider, pulling up 
on the opposite side o f the creek.

For a moment the Gallopin’ Kid 
made no vocal response, but stared with 
his mouth slightly agape, his eyes fixed 
in spellbound admiration upon the 
stranger’s gorgeous silk shirt, even su
perior in its dazzling colors to the one 
he had seen advertised in the mail-or
der catalogue.

Had he been less hypnotized by the 
shirt, Gallopin’ might have registered 
certain unfavorable impressions con
cerning the man, such as an eye that 
was too hard and too wary for trust
ing.

'“ W -why, howdy!”  he responded, and 
grinned. “ I reckon it ain’t polite to be 
standin’ here, mighty near lookin’ a hole 
though  a feller, but it— it’s the shirt.”

The stranger’s eyes narrowed,
“ What about the shirt?”  he de

manded, a note o f  challenge in his voice.

“ W hy, nothin’ ; nothin’ a-tall, except
in’ it’s kinder took m y breath. Did yuh 
mebbe buy it from a mail-order place 
in Kansas City? I seen a picture o f one 
in their catalogue, but-—pshaw, it wasn't 
in the runnin’ with that ’n’ you’ve go t!”

The rider’s wary expression relaxed, 
and he laughed. Had Gallopin’s normal 
powers o f observation not been so ob
scured by interest in the shirt he might 
have noticed that the stranger’s hand 
no longer remained within quick dis
tance o f his unbuttoned gun holster. 
The latter sniffed at the odor o f hot 
bacon.

“ Mister,”  he said earnestly, “ I ’d 
muchly appreciate a taste o f  that grub 
you’re cookin’. I ’ve come quite a piece 
on an empty stomick.”

“ And I ’d be pleased to have your 
comp’ny,”  the Gallopin’ Kid responded 
heartily. “ Climb down and bust open 
this here can o f  tomaters while I finish 
brownin’ these spuds. There ain’t 
nothin’ like a hot breakfast and plenty 
o f the same to start a day off right fer 
a feller.”

The stranger rode his horse across 
the creek and tied the bridle reins to 
one o f the smaller trees.

“ Looks like you been pushin’ yer crit
ter some,”  observed Gallopin’, although 
a trifle absently, the focus o f his inter
est being the other’s shirt. “ Better take 
off yore saddle and give ’im a bit o f a 
breathin’ spell.”

The owner o f  the silk shirt, how
ever, ignored this humane suggestion.

“ Ain ’t got far to go,”  he answered; 
“ jest over there behind them first hills. 
And I ain’t ridin’ so hard neither; this 
worn-out cayuse can’t stand the gaff, 
that’s all. Now you, stranger, have got 
a boss that is a hoss.”

“ You bet!”  agreed the Gallopin’ Kid. 
‘ ‘Now pitch into the grub, mister, and 
mebbe you’d be willin’ to give me the 
name and address o f the outfit where 
you gqt that there shirt, fer I figger to 
get myse’ f the twin brother to it.”
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For a moment the owner o f  the en
vied shirt concerned himself with eat
ing and made no response.

“ They’re purty expensive,” he 
warned.

“ Nine dollars and ten cents was the 
price o f that one I seen in the cata
logue)”  said Gallopin’ .

“ Paid fifteen bucks fer this ’n’ , and 
I wouldn’t have another ’n’ as a gift. 
They ain’t practical. Sun eats right 
through ’em. Nothin’ beats flannel in 
this country.”

“ Oh, I didn’t figger on wearin’ mine 
except on special occasions,”  Gallopin’ 
explained hastily. “ Huh, you didn’t 
think I mean to herd cows in one o f 
’em ?”

The man in the silk shirt turned his 
head slightly and again stared off in 
the distance. A  small, barely percep
tible puff o f dust had become visible. 
His lips tightened and a crafty gleam 
came into his eyes.

“ Cowboy,”  he said, returning his at
tention to Gallopin’ , “ have you got five 
bucks on yuh?”

The Gallopin’ Kid was slightly puz
zled by such a personal question.

“ Mebbe,”  he answered. “ W hy?”
“ You and me is about the same size, 

and I kin see you’re plumb set on hav
in’ yourse’f one of these here fancy 
shirts. This ’n’ o f  mine is mighty near 
new; ain’t been washed more’n two or 
three times. Ain’t got a blemish on it, 
but, like I just said, they ain’t prac
tical.”

The Gallopin’ K id ’s eyes glistened 
with excited hope, anticipating a propo
sition that was exactly to his liking.

“ I ’ll trade yuh shirts if yuh’re will
in’ to give five dollars to boot,”  came 
the offer, and Gallopin’ made haste to 
get the five dollars from his pocket be
fore the stranger should regret his 
folly.

“ It’s a trade, pardner!”  he shouted 
and pressed the five-spot firmly into the 
other’s hand. The latter, grinning

widely, began to loosen the buttons. 
His was a coat shirt, but Gallopin’s was 
a slip-over, and while Gallopin’ was 
pulling it off over his head, something 
struck him on the back o f  the skull, 
sending him plunging to the ground, 
flat on his face, swallowed up by a 
sickening blackness that blotted out all 
consciousness.

The blow had been struck with the 
butt o f  a pistol, and the man stood 
tensely for a moment, ready to strike 
again if it was necessary, but the Gal
lopin’ Kid lay limp and motionless, and 
the fellow holstered his gun, laughing 
harshly.

“ Sure a lucky thing for me I run into 
this sap,”  he grunted. "W ant this here 
silk shirt, do yuh? All right, you’re 
goin' to be wearin’ it when that posse 
gets here— and I reckon that let’s me 
out!”

He lifted Gallopin’s sagging weight 
and finished the job o f removing his 
much-worn and many times washed 
flannel shirt. During the process he 
came upon the bundle o f currency that 
Gallopin’ was carrying to Colonel 
Pike’s hard-pressed friend in Jackson 
City.

The bad man— for he was no less a 
celebrity than “ Silk Shirt”  Sam, a no
torious outlaw who specialized in bank 
robbery— blinked unbelievingly as he in
vestigated the paper-wrapped package 
and discovered that it contained an un
expected windfall. Particularly, too, 
was it welcome at this time, for his at
tempted robbery at Jackson City had 
been a failure, almost a disaster, and 
Silk Shirt Sam had been lucky to es
cape with his life.

True, his face had never been seen 
by one o f his victims, but the fame o f 
the silk shirt had become distinctly em
barrassing. Too late had he realized 
that vanity may be a man’s undoing.

Inside the package, snapped to the 
sheaf o f bills with a rubber band, Silk



THE GALLOPIN’ KID SLIPS IT OVER 59

Shirt Sam found a note, written by 
Colonel Pike to his friend in Jackson 
City. The outlaw read it, rewrapped 
the package, and chuckled again.

“ This information is goin’ to come in 
handy,”  he told himself, and measured 
the distance between himself and the 
approaching cloud of dust. “ That’s the 
posse, all right, and they’ll be here purty 
quick now.”

He uncoiled the rope from the Gal
lopin’ Kid’s saddle and noted the en
graved silver plate which informed the 
reader that the owner o f  the saddle an
swered to the name o f Baxter, also im
portant-information. He roped the un
conscious puncher’s horse, saddled the 
reluctant animal, but made no effort to 
ride away. His plan was much more 
cunning than that.

The oncoming riders were near 
enough to make it clear that there were 
three o f  them and that they were burn
ing the wind. Silk Shirt Sam leisurely 
proceeded to finish off the breakfast 
and he was, still leisurely, washing out 
the frying pan in the creek when the 
grim trio reined up across the stream. 
On the breast o f one glistened a five- 
pointed star proclaiming him sheriff, 
and each one o f the three sat with a 
drawn gun.

“ M om in’, gents,”  said Silk Shirt 
Sam, and pointed to the unconscious 
Gallopin’ . “ More’n likely yuh’re sort 
o f  interested in that feller lyin’ over 
there on the ground, huh? Well, I al
low he won’t give yuli no trouble; I 
took care o f him purty good already.”

The sheriff looked displeased and dis
appointed.

“ Dog-goned if yuh ain’t gone and 
shot him !” he exclaimed complainingly. 
“ That was a little job I was reservin’ 
fer myse’ f, dadrat the luck!”  He gave' 
the other a questioning stare. “ And 
who might you be ?”

Silk Shirt Sam had a glib story in 
readiness.

“ M e? M y name’s Baxter, sheriff,

and I work fer Circle X  Ranch— Pike’s 
outfit, yuh know. I ’m headin’ fer 
Jackson City, ridin’ an errand fer the 
boss— takin’ a message to a feller 
named John Crawford.”

“ H uh!”  grunted the sheriff. “ I al
low yuh better produce proof an’ evi
dence to substantiate yore remarks. 
Anybody found in company with Silk 
Shirt Sam is called on to explain his- 
se’ f.”

Silk Shirt Sam, masquerading as the 
Gallopin’ Kid, promptly and eagerly 
produced Colonel Pike’s note and, as 
was to be expected, this was sufficiently 
convincing.

“ This feller,” explained Silk Shirt 
Sam, again indicating the unconscious 
Gallopin’ , “ come ridin’ up here as I was 
gittin’ myself some breakfast. I didn’t 
like his looks an’ I didn’t like his man
ner, savvy, and when he kinder side
stepped some questions appertainin’ to 
who he was, where he was goin’ , and 
what his business was and I seen him 
kinder lookin’ at my hoss like he had 
stealin’ in mind, and also noticin’ that 
he had got his holster unbuttoned—  
well, I jest clouted him over the head 
when he wasn’t lookin’.”

“ Then yuh didn’t shoot him, huh?”  
exclaimed the sheriff, looking pleased. 
“ Much obliged fer that, Mister Baxter, 
fer I kinder pine fer officiatin’ at his 
hangin’ . Mebbe yuh don’t know how 
dog-gone lucky yuh are, fer this same 
Silk Shirt Sam is one o f the most des
prit hombres that ever was engaged in 
the outlaw business.”

“ Do tell!” exclaimed Silk Shirt Sam 
himself, looking impressed. “ And a 
kind o f harmless-appearin’ cuss, too.” 
The three members o f the posse rode 
forward across the creek to take charge 
o f their unresisting prisoner, and Silk 
Shirt Sam went to Gallopin’s black 
horse, sliding the frying pan into the 
saddlebag.

“ Reckon I'll be movin’ on down the 
trail,”  he said. “ I ’m in a hurry this
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mornin', havin’ to git this money de
livered, yuh know.”

The sheriff and his two deputies o f 
fered no objection and, in fact, paid no 
further attention to him, their interest 
now being centered upon their wanted 
man. Silk Shirt Sam swung himself 
into the saddle.

At this moment, the Gallopin' Kid 
moaned faintly and stirred. With his 
first movement, three guns were trained 
upon him and the sheriff darted for
ward an arm to flick the .45 from the 
supposed bad man’s holster.

Gallopin’ groaned again and strug
gled to a sitting position. His head was 
whirling and for a few seconds every
thing was a dancing blur before his 
eyes.

“ W-what fell on m e?”  he mumbled, 
and, before his thoughts could clear, 
both arms were seized with rude force 
and a pair o f handcuffs snapped about 
his silk-shirted wrists.

“ I allow that’ll hold yuh, Mr. Silk- 
Shirt Sami”  crowed the sheriff. “ Your 
bank-robbin’ and man-killin’ days is 
over, Silk Shirt!”

“ Say!”  protested Gallopin’. “ What 
kind o f crazy talk is this anyhow?” 
He blinked up at the three grim faces 
in front o f him, became aware that 
his chest and arms were now wearing 
the coveted silk shirt, which, 4ie was 
equally positive, he had not donned him
self; and the next instant he saw Flash, 
his horse, being urged off at a reluctant 
gallop while the outlaw’s worn-out cay- 
use remained picketed to the near-by 
sapling.

It didn’t require a particularly agile 
mind to add up this particular sum o f 
two and two to get the correct total of 
four. Gallopin’ staggered to his feet 
with all possible speed.

“ Stop ’im !”  he yelled. “ That feller’s 
gettin’ away with my boss! Hey, stop 
’ini, I say!”

“ Shet up!”  snapped the sheriff.
“ B-but, sheriff,”  yelled the Gallopin’

Kid, "that bird is puttin’ one over on 
you. He hit me over the head with 
somethin’ ; he got me into this here 
shirt, and-------”

“ Aw, dry up !”  rasped the sheriff.
The real Silk Shirt Sam was rapidly 

putting distance behind him. Gallopin’ 
looked defeated for a moment, and then 
he wet his lips with his tongue, put his 
two fingers in his mouth, and gave the 
long, clear whistle that Flash knew so 
well and always responded to.

The result was surprising, and to 
none more than to the fleeing outlaw. 
The big black abruptly wheeled in a 
sharp circle and started back at a stub
born gallop which ignored the cruel 
pressure o f spur and the pulling of the 
reins. Gallopin’ whistled shrilly a sec
ond time and Flash’s gallop became a 
dead run.

“ I reckon,”  shouted Gallopin’ , “ that 
ought to prove whose hoss he is !”

It did, indeed. The real Silk Shirt 
Sam, seeing that he was helpless to di
rect the black horse in any direction 
other than back to the posse, leaped 
from the saddle, drawing his gun as he 
landed. His .45 spit fire, which was 
quickly answered, three to on e ; for one 
brief, explosive instant the air was 
punctured by the spitting ©f bullets, and 
then Silk Shirt Sam crashed forward 
on his face with a slug o f lead in his 
shoulder.

The Gallopin’ Kid was the first man 
to dash forward. It had suddenly 
dawned upon him that the package con
taining the thousand dollars was miss
ing from his person, and he was pretty 
sure that he knew exactly where to look 
for it.

And two days later the Gallopin’ Kid 
returned to Circle X  wearing the silk 
shirt, although, for very obvious rea
sons, he neglected to narrate the cir
cumstances by which it had been ac
quired. He didn’t want Colonel Pike 
to know how narrowly he had escaped 
losing the thousand dollars.
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that a way,”  he mused; “ as if they 
wanted t’ dodge somethin’ or some
body!”

He soon saddled Johnnie Hoss and 
rode slowly down the gulch, for he 
did not want to be inactive. A  vague 
longing for something never before 
hoped for was on him. He came to 
the open country at a slow walk, hardly 
conscious o f his whereabouts. The big 
white clouds o f range land bellied over
head and along the far horizon’s rim. 
He was going to turn toward the town, 
but did not, for he did not want to be 
that day among men and their works. 
He felt no hint o f his heart’s heaviness 
that day. It seemed a day o f  peace 
and quiet.

Again he thought'of Amelia Troppin 
and he tried to analyze his feelings to
ward her. He decided finally that he

C H A P TE R  V II.

CHANCE.

O O N  Stan was afoot, 
making frying-pan bread, 
crisping bacon, pouring 
out coffee with care not 
to get the bitter dregs 
along with the goodness 

o f the brown berry. Johnnie Hoss, 
picketed where he could graze down a 
new circle, whickered as Stan came 
out to sit on the stone threshold o f  the 
cabin and smoke a while. Stan looked 
up the gulch and down, and noted the 
fresh signs o f  the passing o f the little 
band o f cattle in the night. He specu
lated lazily on them, and again judged 
that about twenty head had gone down 
the gulch toward the town.

“ Funny about drivin’ them at night
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had no right to let his interest in her 
become more than friendship,

“ I may go any time; it wouldn’t be 
fair t’ ask her t’ tie up t’ a man branded 
by death,”  he decided, in a loyal en
deavor to do what was best for the 
girl. “Just t’ know a girl like that is 
blessing enough for a man in my fix, 
A fter I ’m gone she might meet up with 
some other man she’d cotton t ’ and 
then she’d have me t’ forget, and it 
might bring sadness into her life, and 
she’s made for somethin’ besides sad
ness.”

He .had sheered to the tight o f the 
town and was crossing the main trail 
leading into it. The town was over 
the next fold in the rolling land. 
Johnnie Hoss cocked his ears down the 
trail. A  rider name into view, on a 
small, cocky pinto pony that at once 
whickered at Johnnie Hoss.

Stan felt a lift o f heart and spirit 
at once. It was Am elia!

He drew Johnnie Hoss around till 
he faced across the trail. Amelia rec
ognized him at once and waved her 
hand gayly.

“ I didn’t think I ’d meet any on e ; I ’m 
out for a little ride,”  she explained. “ I 
get a pony from the livery once in a 
while when I can’t stand town any 
longer, and go for a lope.”

"I  sure wish I ’d known that and I ’d 
asked yo’ t’ ride with me some time,” 
he said, admiring her in his slow, lazy 
fashion. He took this meeting as a 
sheer gift from fate and let her see 
how pleased he was with it.

“ W e had so much else to talk about 
that we didn’t get to talk about rid
ing,”  she laughed. “ I ’m not a rider, 
like a cowboy is, but I can stay topside 
if my pony isn’t too strong for me.”

“ That’s all a winner in a buckin’ 
contest in a rodeo can do.”
. “ But, o f course, they get horses that 

are horses.”
“ I been on some o f  them myse’f ,”  

said Stan, laughing. “ And now will

yo ’ ride a ways with me, just for com
pany’s sake?”

“ Where shall we ride?”
“ Perhaps yo ’ know some place, hav

in’ rode all about close t’ town? I ’ve 
been through on the trail and after 
cattle, but never just ridin’ for the fun 
o f  it.”

“ Let’s go out to Red Butte. Down 
the first right fork o f this main trail 
and it stands all by itself, in the middle 
o f a little sink.”

“ Suits me, just so we can have a 
visit,”  said Stan, and was happy to see 
the tide o f  color rise from her pretty 
neck to her cheeks and brow as he 
spoke, and then he chided himself for 
speaking in a way that she might mis
understand. His firm resolve to keep 
to terms o f friendship only, he found 
to be slipping away as she whirled her 
pony sharply and started up the trail 
toward the fork that he now saw 
plainly. Johnnie Hoss at once went 
after the pony and they had a meriy 
race down the right fork  o f  the trail, 
Stan keeping Johnnie Hoss from beat
ing her pony, so that he could watch 
her ride. This was much to Johnnie 
Hoss’ disgust, as he wanted to be in 
the lead and took it as a disgrace to 
eat another horse’s dust.

Tw o miles down that right fork a 
faint trace showed at the right again. 
She took that with a merry laugh and 
challenging eye, and Stan came after. 
The land dipped, finally broke over a 
little bluff, down which ran a mere 
goat track. She fairly hurled her pinto 
down that and he landed at the bot
tom in a mild bucking spurt that sent 
her hat off and her long hair tumbling 
from its confining bands. She stopped 
the pinto and began to hunt for hair
pins, laughingly alighting to get sev
eral that gleamed in the grass. Then 
she swung up, as he came to her side, 
and, with several pins in her mouth 
and her hair in bewitching confusion, 
she started to talk, but her words were
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muffled and garbled, because the pins 
were in the way. He got her hat and 
held it for her.

“ I saw my sisters that a way, back 
in Texas,”  he laughed; “ and I used t’ 
tease them for tryin’ t ’ talk with a 
mouthful o f  pins in the way.”

“ I ’m sure you were a tease.”
“ I ’m not sure but I ’d be now— if I 

got a chance.”
She whipped her long braids into 

pretty shape again, confining them with 
deft touches o f  strong, quick fingers. 
The pins disappeared; Stan gave her 
her hat, and then they started for Red 
Butte, which now appeared in the mid
dle o f  the sink.

“ W e’ll ride down beyond it a w ay; 
there are some Indian signs on the big 
rocks at the other side o f  this sink,” 
she told him.

“ Anything that suits yo ’ suits me,” 
said Stan, smiling.

Now they were side by side, and the 
horses Were steady o f  gait to suit the - 
mood o f  their riders. They saw signs 
o f  cattle having been through there 
lately and where horses had crossed, 
unmounted, as their rambling, course 
showed. They came to the Indian in
scriptions. Red Butte was a dot on 
the plain o f  the sink behind them. The 
Indian signs on the rocks interested 
them much. Stan dismounted and 
wrote his name under them, with a 
pencil stub, and she wrote hers. They 
lingered there for some time, almost 
silent, and then they rode back toward 
Red Butte. They reached it toward 
noon. She produced some sandwiches 
and he agreed to share them, on condi
tion that she let him provide the lunch 
next time they rode out together.

Johnnie Hoss and the pinto pony 
grazed as their riders ate. Amelia 
showed Stan where a little spring 
could be made to yield a drink by clean
ing away dirt from the foot o f  the 
butte on the south side. It was just 
a trickle that filled the rock cup they

hollowed out for it, but it gave them a 
drink.

“ The little thread o f  water gets 
smothered when no one cleans1 it out," 
she told him; “ horses and cattle paw 
here for water and the dust scoim« 
fill it in again. I found it bv -ccid^nt, 
noticing that there’s always A greenet 
spot o f  grass right here th.Ai anywhere 
else.”

Johnnie Hoss and Pinto kept looking 
up the back trail. Stan said he thought 
maybe there were a band o f horses or 
cattle where the trace broke down into 
the sink from the higher level, which 
attracted them.

From time to time Johnnie Hoss 
snorted and tossed his head on high. 
Stan, too busy watching the girl’s face 
as he talked, paid little attention to the 
good horse.

“ I saw Rosnard,”  he told her, “ corn
in’ out o f  town yesterday. He told me 
that he was sorry Parmlow acted ranny 
toward y o ’ and that he felt responsible, 
because Parmlow worked for him at 
times.”

“ Rosnard never seemed to see me at 
first, but not long ago he began being 
very polite when he passed me in 
town,”  she said, and as she turned her 
head, he could see the golden chain 
that held the locket. “ He doesn’t stand 
well with any one in town, except the 
tough element.”

“ He acted soft-soapy toward me and 
I ’ve been wonderin’ since just why he 
should go out o f  his way t’ do that. 
W e cowboys always kept away from 
his daidfall, and I never even gave him 
a civil word till yesterday.”

“ There must be some reason back o f 
it all. Rosnard has the reputation o f 
never doing anything that isn’t for his 
own benefit.”

“ I gueSs it will pay t’ watch him. 
Did he ever know yo ’r daddy?”

“ Not that I ever heard of. W h y?”
“ I don’t rightly know why I asked 

that,”  said Stan.



WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

“ Do you know that I had a dream 
last night and you were in it?”

“ Me, in a dream yo ’ had! That’s 
sure amazin’ !”

“ I dreamed I was sitting with father, 
beside a little spring, and he kept 
pointing to something behind us. I 
looked, and you were in sight, holding 
out something. I went close and it was 
my locket that daddy gave me.”

“ That’s sure amazin’ . I was think- 
in’ o f yo ’ and that locket before I went 
t’ sleep last night. I saw yo ’ reach, 
draw it out o f  y o ’r dress and felt it 
warm in my hand.”

She drew out the golden trinket and 
fingered it lovingly. Stan asked to see 
it and inspected it more closely than he 
had done the day before.

“ That’s pretty carvin’ on the back,”  
he said. “ It’s only a single-face locket. 
I ’ve seen some that opened front and 
back, so two pictures could be put in 
them that a way.”

“ It only opens in front— or that’s 
all I ’ve ever tried.”

He looked it over carefully again.
“ Some dirt in the carvin’ in the 

back; I ’ll clean it with my knife point,” 
he proposed. “ I ’ll be careful not t’ 
scratch it.”

She leaned over while he drew the 
point o f  his knife along the curves o f  
a rose carved on the back o f  the locket. 
Suddenly they gasped!

The back o f the locket had opened.
“ W hy I never knew that it did 

that!”  she exclaimed.
"Lookit, a paper's in that oval hol

low in it !”
She took it out, her slender fingers 

making easier work o f  it than his big 
ones did. They spread out the tissue 
paper and studied it as it lay on Stan’s 
knee. It showed numbers, a compass 
drawn rudely, and the word “ yards;” ' 
also several words or phrases: White 
limb points; Little butte; Sandhill, and 
Black Canyon.

“ Might be directions on how t’ find
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that lost ledge your father was after 
when he died?”  suggested Stan.

"But it doesn’t show anything worth 
while.”

“ I f  he had another paper, with a 
route sketched on it, it might fit in with 
this and show something.”

“ Father was queer about telling 
where he went, or how long he had 
been gone, or anything else about his 
desert trips.”

“ All those old-time prospectors acted 
a bit queer that a way.”

“ Men were always badgering him 
about his claims or to find out what 
he had been doing.”

They discussed the matter at some 
length, while the day drew toward mid- 
afternoon. Johnnie Hoss and Pinto 
kept looking toward the rim o f  the 
sink, as before, and often Johnnie Hoss 
tossed his head high and looked up
ward. Stan noticed this and remarked 
that a buzzard must be soaring off be
hind the butte somewhere or something 
else must be taking the horse’s atten
tion. But he was so happy just to be 
with her that he did not cease his 
pleasant chat and so, unnoticed, the 
time passed. The sheet o f tissue be
came for them a matter o f second con
cern; their talk was more important 
then as the world was flooded with the 
gold o f sunshine, and the shadows of 
the big white range-land clouds drifted 
over and away toward the illimitable 
vastness beyond the horizon.

“ I think it’s time we went back,”  
Stan at last suggested.

“ Yes, it is. I ’ve had a wonderful 
day with you, Stan.”

“ It has been a wonderful day.”
“ Do you think that that sheet of 

tissue means anything?”
“ N o tellin’.”
He offered it to her.
“ Keep it for me and study it over,”  

she said. “ It may suggest to you some 
place you know or have heard about. 
Black Canyon. Know that?”

W S —4F
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“ N o,”  he replied, folding the tissue 

and pocketing it rather absently; “ all 
right, I ’ll study it over. I ’ll see yo ’ 
to-morrow at home?”

“ Do come. I ’ll show it to Aunt 
Mercy. It may suggest something to 
her. Daddy sometimes talked a lot to 
her about his plans when he passed 
through.”

Presently they rode away. As their 
horses climbed the rim o f  the sink, 
Johnnie Hoss kept looking toward a 
clump o f  trees about half a mile be
low their own trail, and Pinto whick
ered once. Stan thought he heard a 
horse answer, but was not sure and, 
anyway, he was too busy listening to 
Amelia to want to investigate.

"Some stray from a passin’ band of 
mustangs,”  he reflected. “ N o use 
alarmin’ her now by lookin’ into it. I 
may later, when I ’m alone.”

A fter they had been gone from the 
sink for half an hour a bit o f loose 
stuff shaled off the butte and there was 
a scurrying and scraping sound on top 
o f  it. Then some one slid down and 
the cunning features o f  Es Parmlow 
peered around a projecting mass o f the 
butte. He started toward the rim, but 
net toward the same game trail by 
which Stan and Amelia had come and 
gone. Instead, Es went up the rim 
half a mile below where the young 
people had gone up it, and there he 
found his horse. He mounted and 
struck off without trying to follow any 
trail. At first he rode carefully, but 
after a time he lifted his horse into 
the high lope and kept him at this 
until he sighted town. Then he 
alighted, got a bunch o f  grass and 
rubbed the horse and let him cool down 
as he walked him toward town. Soon 
after, Amelia came in at an easy can
ter and went to the livery with Pinto. 
Es smiled evilly at her back and then 
went into Rosnard’s place. His signal 
to Rosnard had instant effect, for the 
latter excused himself from a group o f 
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hard-faced men to whom he had been 
talking in a corner and went with Es 
into the rear room behind the faro lay
out.

“ H ow ’d yo ’ make out?” he asked ab
ruptly.

“ Trailed her till she met up with 
Keesler.”

“ Act as if it was a planned meet- 
in’ ?”

“ Hard t’ tell. They rode out toward 
Red Butte. I trailed them. They rode 
past Red Butte t’ those Injun signs on 
the farther rocks in the sink. I sav
vied they’d stop at Red Butte cornin’ 
back and eat a snack and swap talk, 
as young folks like t’ do.”

Rosnard scowled at this and Es 
chuckled.

“ Guess yo ’ thinkin' o f  her talkin’ 
with him ain’t pleasant?”

“ That’s all o f that!”
He raised his balled fist as though 

to strike, then drew it in with a mut
tered phrase. Parmlow cowered under 
the threat, then went o n :

“ I hid out my hoss in some low, 
scrubby trees and got t’ the butte be
fore they did. I climbed it, goin’ up 
the back. I  lay right over them and 
heard all they said and saw all they 
did.”

“ And what was that?”  Fiercely in
sistent was Rosnard’s tone.

“ She showed him that locket. The 
back opened and a bit o f tissue came 
out. They looked it over and specu
lated on whether it was some kind o f  a 
marker for her dad’s use.”

“ That’s it! It’s the key that’ll un
lock that map that yo ’ stole o ff old 
Troppin in his delirium when the In
jun Parawan was down t’ the spring 
after water.”

“ That’s it. They’ve got it and don’t 
know what it is.”

“ W ho’s got it now ?”
“ She let him keep it t’ study over.” 
“ W e’ve got t’ have it.”
“ Yes, that’s it.”
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“ But Keesler’s a reg’lar w olf now 
for fightin’. A  week ago I could’ve 
taken it away from him by scowlin’ at 
him ; now he seems t’ be made o f chilled 
steel.”

“ A  different hombre altogether.” 
"Let me think this over a moment.”  
They were silent then like two spi

ders in a dingy web. Out in the gaming 
room could be heard the click o f  chips, 
and the faro dealer calling slowly as 
when a small time-killing game is on. 

Rosnard demanded whisperingly: 
“ Is Nast Prower game?”
Parmlow nodded vigorously.
"A nd Zerbern, "that trails with him ?” 
Again that vigorous nod.
"G o get them. They’re outside.”  
While Parmlow was gone, Rosnard 

sat drumming on the table, his eyes 
expressionless and his face ironed to 
a mask o f seeming indifference, Parm
low soon ushered the two wanted men 
into the room and they eased them
selves into chairs. Parmlow was going 
out, but Rosnard signed for him to re
main, remarking:

“ Es, yo ’ll bear me out when I tell 
these fellows something.”

“ Sure! What we was talkin' 
about?”  agreed Es, adroitly catching 
his chief’s carefully planned lead. 

“ Yes.”
"Prow er,”  Rosnard said to the taller 

o f the newcomers, “ Parmlow has just 
brought me some news that may inter
est yo ’ two.”

“ What is that?”  Prower leaned for
ward across the table.

“ Suppose Tom Mowrey had a spy in 
town or near town, lookin’ for signs 
o f  ^drifted’ cattle?”

Prower’s brows went into a dark 
scowl. Zerbern slapped his hand to 
his thigh, crushed his hat down over 
his, low forehead, and breathed heavily 
as he waited for the news.

“ What have yo ’ heard ?”  Prower de
manded.

“ Y o ’ came in by that li’le gulch

whe’e that cabin is?”  Rosnard de
manded.

“ Ye-ah,”  Zerbern said harshly. 
“ Well, that cabin was occupied last 

night.”
“ W e didn’t see anything or hear any

thing. The cattle made a big racket 
on the loose stones at the end and we 
might’ve missed a boss whickerin’ , 
though.”

“ Didn’t see any light in the cabin?” 
“ N o, but it’s been vacant so long we 

didn’t pay much ’tention.”
“W ell, it was occupied, all right ” 
“ W ho by?”  Prower said, glaring a* 

Parmlow, who looked at Rosnard. 
“ Y o ’d never guess.”
“ This ain’t a guessin’ gam e! It maj 

be a rope-danglin’ gam e!”
N ow Zerbern’s broad face went 

white and he clutched at his throat as 
if he could already feel the tightening 
o f  the strangler’s noose,

“ Tell us, so we can judge,”  Prower 
demanded.

“ W ell, it’s that fellow Keesler.”
“ Oh, him! That cow ard!”  Zerbern 

began to laugh.
“ Hold o n ! I ’ve heard that he ran 

quite a blazer in this man’s town yes
terday,”  Prower interrupted, looking 
squarely at Rosnard.

“ He sure did ; took us all by sur
prise. And that makes it all the more 
queer. The tip’s out he got fired off 
the round-up by old Tom  Mowrey for 
bein’ short on sand when he was or
dered t’ sleuth on Es here, because old 
Tom  thought Es had some sleepers on 
Red Mesa.”

Here he paused and Es chuckled. 
“ Then he turns up in town, brave as 

a lion. Piece it t’gether if yo ’ can, 
Prower.”

“ Y o ’ do it,”  retorted that worthy, 
“ W ell, he turns up in that cabin in 

that gukh and yo ’ come past. W ouldn’t 
he see and hear?”

“ Yes, but he didn’t hail or let any 
one know-----
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“ I f  it had been just a blanket-stiff 
holin’ up for the night, or a stray 
puncher, he’d hailed, just for the fun 
o f  gettin’ some one t’ talk t\ He was 
keepin’ quiet for a reason.”

“ What are yo ’ hintin’ at?”  Zerbem 
demanded sharply.

“Just what I ’ve been sayin’ right 
along, only y o ’ two are too dumb t’ 
take a hint. I think that the big cattle
men have planted him in town as a spy 
and that he’s out t’ tip off yo ’r hand, 
if he can.”

Rosnard glanced at Prower and Zer- 
bern, and then at Parmlow, who was 
hit by the news as well. Their faces 
grayed from fear and their eyes roved 
like those o f  cornered wolves.

“ And if it was me that was being 
spied on, I ’d go up into that cabin to
night and pay him a visit.”

“ I guess it’s him or us,”  Prower ex
claimed, starting up wildly.

“ Y o ’ said it,”  Zerbem echoed.
“ W e’ll get him t’-night,”  Parmlow 

whispered nervously, glancing around 
the little room.

“ That’s the talk.”  Rosnard encour
aged their hatred and fear.

“ That’s it,”  Parmlow fell in with the 
plan.

“ I ’ve got a bone t ’ pick with him my
self,”  Rosnard put in ; “ and I ’m not 
goin’ t’ see yo ’-all go it alone. He may 
have some one with him that slips in 
nights and watches with him. I ’ll join 
yo ’.”

“ That’s fine, Rosnard,”  Prower said, 
offering his hand heartily. Zerbern 
followed suit.

“ Es and I’ll go along. Leave town 
one by one, right after dark and circle 
off south, then meet near the end o f 
that li’le gulch where the cabin is about 
ten o ’clock. Each set his watch by the 
others, so there’ll be no slip-up on time. 
Once we get him, I ’ll fire the cabin. 
I ’ll foteh along some oil in a flask. It’ll 
pass off as if he died when his lamp 
exploded, or his oil caught lighting the

fire. No one’ll know. A  burned body 
carries no scars that can be recognized 
and bullet holes in a burned body sear 
over so they ain’t found.”

“ That’s it,”  Prower said excitedly; 
“ that’s i t !”

“ W e’ll not forget this,”  Zerbern 
added. “ W e’ve always dealt with yo ’ , 
Rosnard, and we’ll keep right on, and 
send yo ’ more ‘drifted' beef t’ pass off 
t’ the town butchers on the quiet.” 

“ That’s all right; this is part friend
ship for yo ’-all and part personal, on 
my own account. W e better part now, 
so no one will suspect us o f being in 
cahoots t’gether on anything.”

The two went out. When the door 
had closed, Parmlow squinted at Ros
nard and asked in a low tone:

“ W hy say that I told yo ’ and that 
yo ’ only knew o f his bein’ in that gulch 
in the cabin just now, when as a mat
ter o f fact, yo ’ knew yesterday Keesler 
was goin’ to hole up the’e ?”

“ That’s a reason o f  my »wn, Es. By 
tellin’ it that a way, it gave me a 
chance to bring it out naturally, as if 
I ’d just had a hot tip and was in a 
hyrry t’ slip it t’ those two range 
wolves, on the dot, like. W e ’ll let 
them take the risk in killin’ off Keesler 
and we’ll manage some way t’ get that 
key for that map off him, without their 
knowing a thing about it.”

Parmlow twisted his mean features 
into a grin o f  approval:

“ I got t ’ hand it t’ yo,’ Rosnard.” 
“ And if Prower and Zerbern get 

shot up, why, we don’t lose any! W e 
don’t appear till the real shootin’s over. 
Prower and Zerbern are gettin’ t’ know 
too much, anyway; makes it necessary 
t’ split some pots up altogether too fine 
when we make a killin’ on some o f our 
operations.”

Again Parmlow twisted his face into 
that mean grin ; then, at- a sign from 
Rosnard, he went out.

N o sooner had he gone than Ros
nard drew the crude map from a secret
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slot in the table and began to study it 
thoughtfully.

Then he went out into the gaming 
room.

Prower and Zerbern, from a far cor
ner, smiled at him meaningly.

He answered their grins and sat 
down at a table alone, where he began 
to plan in his mind details o f  the raid 
on Keesler’s cabin. His scheme was to 
get the tissue paper from  Stan with
out risk to himself.

“ Playin’ Keesler up as a spy for 
M owrey was a good stroke,”  he 
thought; “ those two ducks cain’t afford 
capture. They’ve been warned before 
and are only tolerated around these 
parts now. A  single proved charge 
against them and they swing for it. 
Mowrey and those big range men are 
only looking for an excuse before 
startin’ after such as they are. They’ll 
get Keesler for me, and after that I 
can take care o f myself.”

C H A P TE R  V III.
RAID ON THE GULCH,

'T ’ O W A R D  dark, Prower said to his 
partner, Zerbern, as they sat play

ing “ California Jack”  in the outer room 
o f Rosnard’s place:

“ Reckon I ’ll see if the hosses need 
any extra care.”

Zerbern nodded. This was the sen
tence agreed upon between them as the 
beginning o f their joint attempt to quit 
town unobserved. Prower sauntered 
out, whistling. Parmlow, seeing him 
go, flicked a .meaning glance at Ros- 
nard.

Soon Zerbern announced that he had 
an errand that must be done alone. 
He drifted out o f town alone, going 
in a direction opposite to that which 
Prower had taken in riding away from 
the livery where their horses had been 
kept.

Now Parmlow got out his own ewe- 
necked cayuse and shacked along, say

ing that he wanted to get home before 
midnight.

Last o f  all, Rosnard went, giving as 
his excuse that he wanted to go for a 
little ride.

Each o f them circled about in the 
open country, making his way toward 
the end o f  the little gulch where stood 
the cabin o f  Stan Keesler. There they 
waited, for the night was yet young, 
and they meant to be sure that their 
quarry was at ease before they began 
an attack. They were hidden behind 
the small apron o f  washed-down de
tritus at the foot o f  the gulch and their 
horses were tied in a clump o f  small 
trees a quarter o f  a mile out in the 
open. They did not want them closer, 
for fear Stan’s horse would whicker to 
them. New they discussed details o f  
the plan.

“ I ’ve been at that cabin several 
times,”  Rosnard began. “ It’s got that 
one door and one window.”

“ N o window in the back, so a man 
could scurry out behind?” Prower 
asked.

“ Not any. Fireplace in it. All made 
o f  chinked-up stone. It’s like a fort 
if  a man’s warned.”

“ Could we call him out on some 
excuse,”  Zerbern asked, “ and drill him 
as he opened the door?”

“ Not a chance. H e’s too cagy,”  
Parmlow broke in. “ Day or two back, 
I ’d pick him for any kind o f  a fool, 
but he’s got a new set o f brains and 
a fightin’ heart since then. Somethin’s 
changed him.”

“ Maybe that foolish way he used t’ 
act was part o f a game, so he could 
play the spy better later,”  Zerbern sug
gested.

“ N o ; it was natural. He couldn’t ’a’ 
kept that up for two years,”  Rosnard 
said. “ He had the reputation o f being 
too soft, and that’s why he never got 
t’ be second under old Tom  Mowrey 
on the Bar K .”

“ Well, he must’ve got hold o f some
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o f  that prime Mexican stuff that makes 
a rabbit spit in a rattler’s eye, then,”  
Prower growled.

‘ ‘Then how ’ll we go at it?”  Zerbern 
demanded.

“ First thing’s t’ find out if his hoss 
is close t’ the cabin. M y guess is that 
he probably staked it close last night 
because grass was plenty at first. Now 
he may’ve moved him up a ways.”

“ He may’ve grazed that hoss good 
late yesterday and then staked him 
right at the cabin.”

“ I ’m goin’ t’ Injun around and see 
if his light’s still burnin’,”  Rosnard 
told them. “ Now don’t smoke or talk 
loud. W e don’t want t’ lose this chance 
t’ get him now that we've started.”

He left them,* silent as a serpent. 
They slumped down on the still warm 
stones. The thread o f action had 
slipped from their fingers now and 
they had only to wait till Rosnard re
turned with a report.

The gambler kept to the faint trace 
that passing horses, cattle and game 
animals had made to the right o f the 
decline. He went up this like a wolf 
and saw, on the little bench at the 
side o f the gulch, a faint yellow glow'. 
It was the window, with the paper over 
it that Stan had not yet removed. A  
little light came in a knife-blade ray 
from under .the door o f the cabin. Ros
nard listened, but could hear no sound 
o f  a horse snuffling as it grazed. There 
was a tinkle o f  water on the stones o f 
the gulch, and a little wind came sob
bing down from the upper levels, show
ing that the lower lands were now 
cooling off, thus drawing air down 
to them from the last-warmed slopes 
above.

Rosnard crept closer still to the 
cabin. The grating o f a stone under 
his foot made him start and shiver. 
The steady beam from under the door 
and the square o f yellowed paper be
hind which shone the light within al
ternately held his attention. Once he

stumbled and had to remain quiet till 
he was sure no one was moving in the 
cabin.
. Then he saw a shadow on the yellow 
square o f the papered window— the 
shadow o f a man’s head. The shadow 
took a cigarette and Rosnard could 
see the thread o f smoke pictured on 
the yellowed square, too.

“ Takin’ his ease, sitting on a bit o f 
log or box, rockin’ back and forth a 
li’le, like a man will that’s at rest. He 
don’t suspect a thing. I guess the lay
outs such that I ’ve got t’ take a hand 
at shootin’ myself, with the others,” 
the watcher muttered.

Rosnard then stole back so silently 
that he seemed but a shadow cast b y  a 
scudding cloud. The night was very 
dark. He listened for any betraying 
sound from the trio outside, but could 
catch none.

He appeared among them so silently 
that they could hardly credit their 
senses, and they praised him for his 
skill in approach.

“ No use talkin’, Keesler never heard 
yo ’ with yo ’ able t’ move around that 
a way,” Zerbern said flatteringly. “ It’s 
like a Comanche creeping into a hoss 
herd and cutting the stake rope o f  the 
best hoss and gettin’ away with it, un
der the nose o f a good nighthawk.”

“ H e’s in; I saw his shadow on the 
paper that’s over the one window, boys. 
Smokin’, too, peaceful as yo ’ please.”

They chuckled as they thought of 
what that meant in furthering their 
plans for a quick killing and the con
cealment o f the crime.

" I  guess all we need is t’ creep up, 
line out whe’e he is from that shadow, 
and then shoot?”  Prower suggested.

“ Which is just it, boys. W e can 
judge his position from his shadow on 
that paper. Then we can shoot. Four 
o f us, emptying our guns like hail, ain’t 
goin’ t’ miss him none that a way.”

“ No, not much,”  Prower agreed. 
“ Looks daid easy for us.”
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“ I ’ll give the signal; then all to
gether.”

They went quietly along the right 
edge o f  the decline and reached the 
open space before the weathered heap of 
detritus. Now they ail could see the 
bulk o f  the cabin on the little shoulder 
or bench above the bed o f  the gulch. 
Rosnard pointed out the ray o f  light 
from under the door, and the yellowed 
square o f  paper, with the shadow o f  a 
man’s head on it. They whispered 
their satisfaction over the situation.

“ L i’le set o f  steps in the bank leads 
up t’ the cabin,”  Rosnard told them; 
“ we’ll go up, one by one, and then steal 
around till we’re right opposite that 
window.”

“ N o signs o f  his hoss?”  Parmlow 
asked.

“ Nory.”
“ I ’m glad o f that. His hoss is an 

awfully keen-scented one and a great 
one t’ whicker, like a watchdog; t’ give 
a warning o f  any one’s cornin’.”

“ He must’ve taken him up the gulch; 
a li’le bayed-out place quite a bit above, 
with dandy deep grass,”  Zerbern whis
pered.

They accepted this explanation o f 
the absence o f Johnnie Hoss and now 
they went up the little flight o f  steps 
cut into the face o f  the soil. Rosnard 
listened, ear at the crack o f the door, 
a full minute, then led the way along 
the front o f the cabin to the side, where 
the papered window was. They were 
silent now. *

They rounded the cabin, Indian file, 
Rosnard ahead.

The shadow o f  the head was on the 
yellow square o f paper still. The 
bandits bunched before the window, 
just far enough back to be able to 
spread out, so they would not inter
fere with each other’s shooting.

The shadow moved, then was still, as 
if the man had shifted as he sat, for 
the sheer com fort o f  stretching his 
muscles.

70

Now, in the outlands, a w olf 
mourned, the sound coming to them 
on a little gust o f wind that sucked up 
the gulch.

“ Once we get these smoke carts go- 
in’, we keep them goin’ ,”  Rosnard 
whispered. “ I figure he’s right straight 
in from the window by the way his 
shadow falls. The light must be on / 
li’le bracket that’s beside the fireplace 
I know it well. H e’s in line with ii 
I could shoot into that window and ho, 
that bracket and he’s right in front of 
it. Aim right for the center o f that 
shadow which is made by his haid, 
and keep the smoke goin’ till we 
finish.”

“ Y o ’ give the signal,”  Prower said.
“ W e won’t be slow,”  Zerbern added, 

with zest.
Parmlow said nothing, but they 

heard the slight noise his gun made 
sliding from its holster.

They stood ready with but the thick
ness o f paper between them and their 
victim. The wind came by them with 
a sudden whoop and an owl called 
somewhere up the gulch.

“ Line up the guns, boys,”  Rosnard 
ordered tense and low.

Four muzzles covered the shadow on 
the paper.

Inside, a brand snapped in the fire 
and made a sudden burst of sharper 
light, and then the shadow seemed .to 
stand out with a quick blackness that 
made them feel as if the man in there 
were coming through the paper. Then 
the brand died and the shadow dimmed.

“ I ’ll count, boys,”  came Rosnard’s 
tense whisper so low they could hardly 
catch it.

“ Make it short,”  Prower urged.
“ No use waitin’,”  Zerbern’s thin lips 

muttered.
“ O ne!”

, The four weapons steadied.
' “ T w o !”

Thumbs were on hammer prongs; 
fingers held triggers back.
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C H A P TE R  IX . 
a  g ir l ’ s h e a r t .

O ID IN G  back toward town with 
'  Stan, Amelia Troppin felt a hap

piness that she knew was real. Some
thing in the deep nature o f  the cowboy 
appealed to the girl who had been with
out firm friends so often in the trou
bled career o f  her desert-wandering 
father, and whose contacts with people 
had been fleeting. She had had little 
chance to become well acquainted with 
any one until she lived with her Aunt 
Mercy. In Pinon she had had a secure 
home, but she had made no friends 
there. Now into her life had come this 
big, lithe cowboy, who had defended 
her from insult and revealed to her 
depths o f  sincerity calling to all the 
best in her newly achieved woman
hood, Stan had escorted her home and 
left her with a gay laugh and a re
minder that he wanted other rides with 
her under the sun and billowy clouds 
o f  range land. He told her that he was 
going to look over the odd symbols 
and sketchy tracings on the sheet o f 
tissue and would let her know what 
they indicated to him.

"W ell, I thought if  yo ’ went ridin’ 
that cow person would find yo ’,”  her 
Aunt Mercy teased, when Amelia ap
peared after changing from riding 
things to a pretty house dress o f  
checkered gingham.

"N ow , Aunt Mercy, I never went to 
look for him !”

“ Oh, I know how it is. I never 
looked for a beau when I was yo ’r 
age, but some way I always met up 
with one when I felt romantic.”

“ H ow  did it happen one never got 
right hold o f  you?”

" I  was engaged once; Apaches got 
him. He rode shotgun for Wells 
Fargo.”  Aunt Mercy wiped her eyes 
with a corner o f  her apron. “ Eve had 
chances enough since, but all o f  them 
wanted t ’ marry my laundry business

and let me run it, so I decided I could 
take care o f myse’ f. When I ’ve got t’ 
have a man t’ support I ’ll go get some 
old cattleman out o f the county home 
and adopt him. Hard experience has 
taught me that when a woman has a 
bit o f  money, men become designing.”  

“ Well, I think you ’d had no trouble 
in picking out a nice man if you ’d 
wanted. A  handsome woman like you 
wouldn’t lack for attention.”

"G o on with yo ’r soft-soapin’ ! Get 
along t’ supper and tell me all about 
what he said and how he acted.”

“ He was real nice,”  said Amelia as 
they sat down to table; “ quiet and 
well-behaved, and not too forward. 
And, do you know, he found a secret 
slot in dad’s locket. He was cleaning 
with the point o f  his knife where dirt 
had gummed up the engraving, and he 
touched the center o f a flower in the 
engraving, and the back popped open.”  

“ W as the’e a picture in that secret 
slot ?”

"N o, a sheet o f tissue paper.”
“ What was on it ?”  And now Aunt 

Mercy’s eyes were lighted up with 
keenest interest.

“ A  lot o f figures and references to
a tree, Black Canyon-------”

“ W hy, I heard yo ’r dad once say 
that Black Canyon was near the place 
where he thought that rich strike was 
located.”

“ Could it have been that dad got 
that locket to me as a means o f finding 
something he wanted me to have.” 

“ W as the’e a map on it?”
“ No, just figures and some words 

that seemed to mean nothing. I asked 
Stan to keep it to study over.”

“ Asked him t’ keep it?”  There was 
a shade o f  suspicion on Aunt Mercy’s 
broad face. “ I ’ll bet he took it quick 
enough ?”

“ Yes,”  admitted Amelia, wonderingly 
intent.

“ How do yo ’ know but he had an 
object?”
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“ What object could he have had?”  
“ W ell, I remember lots o f schemes 

played t’ get hold o f  secrets o f  lodes, 
placer strikes, and caches o f  treasure.”  

“ Oh, Stan wouldn’t stoop to any
thing like that! Besides I asked him to 
keep it; he didn’t ask me for it first.”  

“ Callin’ him by his first name 
a’ready?”

Aunt Mercy shook her finger in the 
girl’s face reprovingly.

Amelia blushed.
“ Well, if he was right in this room 

and could see that blush, he’d be plumb 
distracted, Amelia.”

This caused the burning blush to be
come all the deeper.

“ First name, eh, first time yo ’ve been 
out with him. Well, girls sure can 
travel fast these days. Suppose he 
don't come back with that tissue?”

“ He will, all right. And now quit 
teasing me, Aunt M ercy,”  said Amelia 
suddenly rushing round the table and 
smothering her aunt with kisses and 
hugs.

“ Huh, Amelia, I felt the same way 
when I first fell in love! I wanted t’ 
kiss and hug every one. Oh, yo' 
needn’t get mad about it,” added her 
Aunt as Amelia rushed into the kitchen, 
her face flaming anew.

Several times that evening Amelia 
opened the locket and worked the 
spring that revealed the secret slot in 
the back. She looked at the place that 
had held the sheet o f tissue. She re
called the eager, kind look o f Stan as 
he had discovered it and she could not 
believe that he had any ulterior motive 
in taking it.

“ I proposed it myself,” , she thought, 
“ and he’ll be in to see me in the morn
ing and then we can talk it over again, 
From Aunt Mercy’s reference to Black 
Canyon, there may be something to the 
idea that that tissue is a sort o f key 
to a map that daddy had and never 
found a way to send to me because he 
was stricken down so quickly.”

So thinking, she wient to sleep. In 
her dreams she saw the lithe cowboy 
riding beside her— alert, polite, manly. 
She saw the big, red butte, the Indian 
signs on the rocks, and she heard 
Stan’s voice.

She woke to find the sun shining and 
her aunt calling her to breakfast. The 
morning passed quickly. Then came 
the hour when she thought Stan would 
probably make his visit. But he did 
not come. Her aunt made several com
ments on Stan’s failure to appear. 
Amelia felt fear tug at her heart as 
afternoon came, but no Stan. Then it 
was the evening and still he did not 
turn up.

" I  told yo ’ so,”  Aunt Mercy re
minded her, without pity for the girl’s 
fears.

“ He may be sick,”  Amelia sighed.
“ Shucks, cowboys ain’t s’posed ever 

t’ get sick! They either live or  die, 
with no in-between twinges. He’s 
sloped out, with that tissue, I ’ll bet a 
cookie.”  ''

“ Don’t say that, Aunt Mercy, and, 
besides, no one knows if there is any 
value attached to that miserable sheet 
of thin paper. I’m sorry I ever saw 
it, so there!”

C H A P T E R  X .
ROSNARD COUNTS THREE.

\ 1 7IT H  hammers raised and fingers 
¥ on their triggers, Parmlow, 

Prower, and Zerbern waited for Ros- 
nard to complete the count o f  three 
that would be the signal for a crash
ing volley into the interior o f the cabin 
in the gulch. The shadow on the 
lighted sheet o f paper over the window 
was motionless.

“ Three i” Rosnard snarled, forget
ting to whisper in the intensity o f his 
desire to annihilate Stan Keesler.

At the sound o f  that last count, four 
guns roared in unison. The sheet o f 
paper over the window was punctured
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four times in line with the dark 
shadow. Now each man worked his 
gun fast, throwing shot after shot into 
the interior o f the cabin. The volley 
ended.

Silence now, intense and oppressive. 
Then a hollow, shuddering groan.

"W e got him !”  Rosnard exclaimed.
"Sure, couldn’t miss; that shadow 

gave us the angle t’ shoot at and we 
did it right,”  Parmlow remarked.

"L et’s rush the door,”  Rosnard com
manded.

They leaped around the corner o f 
the cabin like tigers after prey. They 
flung themselves at the door with full 
force. The bar gave way and they 
hurtled inward.

The interior o f the cabin was filled 
with smoke, for after the first shots 
their muzzles had torn away the paper 
and then the black vapor o f death had 
billowed inward at each shot.

The light burned on the wall bracket.
They looked for the victim o f their 

attack, listened for another groan to 
guide them to the corner where the vic
tim must have rolled. They saw no 
one.

In a corner, hanging from a peg, was 
a big, yellow slicker. Rosnard sprang 
toward it and jabbed it with the muzzle 
©f his gun. No one was behind it. 
Prower, Zerbern and Parmlow poked 
in all possible places where a man 
might be— in the comers, under the 
table.

Then he straightened up and 
grow led:

“ Looks bad t' me; we’ve walked ir.to 
a trap.”

“ W e’re in the lamplight; he’s out
side, on the far side o f the cabin, 
whe’e we never looked! He’s got the 
drop on us,” Zerbern whispered.

“ Look-it,”  Prower exclaimed, point
ing to the window.

The wind, sucked inward by some 
freak o f the air currents, had drawn 
the tattered paper together, filling up

the window space for a moment. And 
on the drawn-in paper there shone the 
shadow o f  the man’s head. They 
jerked around, expecting to see Stan 
Keesler behind them, in line with the 
lamp, but they saw nothing. It was 
Rosnard, quicker-brained than the 
others who saw the deceit that had 
fooled them:

"That towel and dishcloth for the 
skillet, hangin’ right on that peg be
side the lamp on the bracket— they’re 
folded in a way that makes them cast 
a shadow like a man’s, baid. That bit 
o f fuzz danglin’ from the fold o f that 
towel makes the shadow o f the ciga
rette we thought we saw in a man’s 
mouth. Keesler wasn’t at home a-tall.”

“ H ow  about that groan, then,”  
Prower asked.

“ W e’re in a mighty fool situation,” 
Zerbern whispered; “ we’ve got t’ get 
out o f this place.”

“ One against four wouldn’t be much 
t’ face,”  Rosnard sneered.

“ No, but we’re in the light and he’s 
in the dark.”

“ H ow  do we know he's around at 
all?”  Rosnard demanded.

“ W ho groaned, then?”
Outside the window something 

moaned. The shredded paper in the 
window space snapped outward and 
the shadow vanished.

“ He must’ve put that towel and rag 
so they’d cast that shadow and fool any 
one cornin’ after him,”  Prower com
plained.

“ H ow ’d he know any one was corn
in’ ?”

They glanced all about apprehen
sively.

“ Let’s go see if his hoss is up the 
gulch,”  Rosnard proposed.

“ I guess not; we’ll get out o f this 
light and not be fair targets any more,” 
Zerbern declared.

The wind came again, this time with 
a howl and wail that set their nerves 
jerking. Yielding to a panic that swept
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them suddenly, they bolted from the 
room and into the open, leaving the 
door swinging wide. They scrambled 
down into the creek bottom and back to 
the decline before they stopped and re
gained their composure.

“ That groan we thought we heard 
was the wind howlin’ in under the 
eaves,”  Prower declared.

“ Sounded more t’ me like a man 
wounded,”  Rosnard insisted.

“ Well, I ’ve got enough o f  this ex
pedition ; we’ll lay for him another 
time,”  Prower announced and Zerbern 
backed him up.

“ Don’t let the spy get off this a 
way,”  Rosnard urged.

“ I f  y o ’ want t’ go after him, go ! 
W e ’re through.”  Prower rebelled and 
again Zerbern backed him up.

They peered around the corner and 
could see through the window and 
open door a faint light streaming. It 
all seemed peaceful enough.

“ W’e’re goin’, and that’s whatever,” 
Prower declared. He and Zerbern 
strode away in the darkness toward 
the horses. Rosnard called after them 
softly, but they did not turn back.

“ That’s a nice pair o f  weak-kneed 
coyotes,”  Rosnard said bitterly. “ I still 
think KeeSler’s in the cabin or back o f  
it, hit. I ’d like t’ get my hands on 
that paper that girl gave him. Y o ’ 
say yo ’ heard them refer t’ Black 
Canyon when they talked over the pa
per and yo ’ was on top o f  the butte 
listenin’ ?”

“ Sure o f  that”
“ Well, if we had that paper t’ fit 

onto that map yo ’ stole from old Trop- 
pin and that I keep hid in my back 
room, we’d have the nub o f a nice thing # 
in our hands, and I hate t’ give it up 
now.”

“ So do I, but I hate t’ g® back and 
be a target for Keesler.”

“ W ell, I think I ’ll risk it, i f  you’ll 
come along.”

“ W hat’s that------ ■”

“ W hy some skunk or gopher scut
tlin’ in the dark.”

There was a moment o f  silence, then 
Rosnard snarled:

“ Y o ’re shakin’ like a leaf.”
“ Yes, I am. This has got me scairt, 

I ’ll admit.”
“ Y o ’re goin’ up t’ that cabin again 

with me,”  harshly ordered Rosnard. 
“ I ’m not-------”
Rosnard’s gun thudded against 

Parmlow's ribs and he begged for 
mercy. Rosnard prodded, him continu
ally as he marched him up‘ toward the 
cabin again, forcing him to walk ahead, 
as his shield. At the door they halted. 
The place was silent. They entered 
and found it empty.

They went out and scouted around 
the cabin. On the side farthest from 
the window they saw a big chink and 
through it the lamplight made a glow
ing blade that cut the darkness.

“ I f  he was right he’e, he’d ’a' seen 
us and could’ve groaned,”  Parmlow 
whispered.

“ Y es; it’s mighty queer,”  Rosnard 
had to admit.

They started back, leaving the light 
burning. They came to the decline 
without further alarm. All up the 
gulch seemed quiet and peaceful.

“ I guess it’s a fizzle; we’ll get him 
some other time,”  Rosnard had to ad
mit. “ One thing we’ve not seen any
thing o f his hoss, nor heard him.” 

“ And Keesler’s always careful o f  
his horse.”

“ W e could wait till rnornin’ and lay 
for him then.”

“ He may not show up.”
“ Mighty funny lay-out.”
“ Queerest I ever saw."
“ I guess we’ll vamose.”
They stole away in the darkness, 

stumbling along, vaguely apprehensive 
o f  something wrong. They sighted the 
clump o f  trees against the sky and 
made fo r  it to get their horses. They 
listened for the animals, but did not
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hear them. They searched all through 
the trees. They found the very stubs 
to which their horses had been tied, but 
the horses were gone.

“ Prower and Zerbern steal them?”  
Parmlow asked.

“ N o ; it would be too risky for them; 
they have t’ keep in right with me and 
the town officials.”

“ That’s so— say, I thought I heard a 
hoss then, walkin’ .”

“ I hear it now. They must’ve pulled 
their bridle ties and gone off after 
Prower and Zerbern a ways. W e may 
catch them up.”

They started into the open country, 
hearing the horses always a bit ahead, 
it seemed. Rosnard called to his horse, 
but it would not let him come near, be
ing minded to play and frisk. They 
heard them nip grass and run.

“ They don’t go like they had their 
reins down; some one’s hooked those 
reins over the horns o f  the saddles,” 
Parmlow exclaimed, when they were 
tired o f  hazing the horses afoot. They 
had been dose enough to make sure 
that at least one o f  the horses was 
Rosnard’s.

“ I move we quit this wandering 
around and wait for light,”  Rosnard 
suggested, “ The hosses will stay close 
for company, and we may catch them 
or drive them back t’ town with day
light.”

“ And get the laugh for bein’ set 
afoot like a couple o f  fo o ls !”

They sat down and began to smoke 
the hours away. They dozed by turns, 
waiting, listening. False dawn came 
to sharpen their vision and they saw the 
horses, now grazed full and not dis
posed to run far. Rosnard held out his 
hand as if he had a treat and his horse 
came near. The bridle reins were 
shortened and taped fast to the horn. 
Rosnard soon roped Parmlow’s cayuse 
and found his horse with his reins fas
tened to the horn likewise. They rode 
toward town in very bad humor.

There was a small corral back o f 
Rosnard’s place where they put the 
horses. So far as they could tell, no 
one was aware o f their coming at that 
hour as the light was not fully reveal
ing. Rosnard used his pass-key and 
they entered his house from the rear. 
Rosnard led the way to his private 
room. He motioned Parmlow to a 
chair and sat down himself.

“ Leave that window that a way al
ways when yo ’ go out?”  Parmlow 
asked, pointing to the crack that ap
peared under the bottom o f it.

“ No, never,”  snapped Rosnard, go
ing to inspect the window more closely.

He gave a cry o f anger: “ This win
dow was forced; jimmied up; the 
catch’s broke.”

“ What would any one get that a 
way ?”

“ The money’s in the big safe— I’ll 
look; no one’ll be in the game room 
now.”

He darted out and called back that 
the safe was secure. He went to the 
front door and found it locked. He 
came back to Parmlow.

“ The back door was locked sa fe ; this 
room was locked on the outside, leadin’ 
t’ the game room. W hoever came in 
got no farther than this room.”

“ What would they want in this 
room ?”

“ Might been cornin’ t’ tap up the 
safe and got scared when they found 
themselves in a room locked on the 
outside. They’d be apt t’ break the 
door and find themselves in a trap.”

“ Oh, any one that started a break 
with a jimmy that a way would never 
stop till they’d gone through. Yeggs 
don’t turn aside that easy,”

“ Then what did they want?”
Rosnard sat down and stared hard 

at the floor.
“ Say, Rosnard, whe’e do yo ’ keep 

that map o f old Troppin’s cache?” 
Parmlow asked. “ I ain’t seen it in 
some time, t’ study it close.”
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v  “ It’s right at hand here. W h y?”  
“ Oh, I ’d like t’ see it and see if any

thing on it suggests anything, after 
hearin’ Keesler and that girl talk over 
what was on that paper in her locket.”  

“ All right”— and Rosnard reached 
for the hidden spring that opened the 
secret slot in the table where he had 
kept the map. The spring refused to 
work. He jabbed at it several times 
impatiently. Then he stooped and ut
tered a cry o f rage that made Parmlow 
jerk erect in his chair.

“ Some one’s had this slot open; see 
the mark o f  a chisel on the aidge o f 
that li'le drawer ? The map’s gone!”  

They stared at the empty drawer and 
then at each other.

“ Ho one did this but Keesler; re
member how we talked o f  this map 
when we were plannin’ on goin' back 
t’ the cabin, Rosnard?”

“ Yes, we did mention it.”
“ And I thought I heard some ani

mal scuttlin’ away then?”
“ Yes, and Keesler outplayed us, all 

around, both ways from the jack.”  
“ He’s got the tissue key-sheet and 

the map, and he’ll beat it t’ get that 
cache.”

“ Yes, and we’ll be right with him! 
I know where Black Canyon is. Right 
north o f the Gray Desert, He’ll haid 
for that place and that key-sheet will 
fit on the map in a way that’ll tell him 
how to get t’ the cache from that place. 
That’s my hunch. I ’ll put the joint in 
care o f  Sam Bessler, my faro dealer, 
and tell him I ’m goin’ on a li’le vaca
tion. W e ’ll get that cache if we have 
t’ shoot a way t’ it. N o man can run 
a ranny like this ot! me and get away 
with it.”  ^

Their hands met in a quick clasp 
over the table and they began to plan 
for the trip to the Gray Desert ceun- 
try.

“ One thing’s sure; we shoot Keesler 
on sight, if he catch him in the open. 
But how did he know we were cornin’

up the gulch after him?”  Parmlow 
asked.

“ That’s something that’s a mystery 
yet. W e ’ll find out if  tire girl knows 
anything o f what he’s dsne, though, 
before we drift out after him.”

“ He might go after that cache 
alone.”

“ He might,”  savagely agreed Ros
nard. “ But he’s got us t’ reckon with 
now, and not a girl.”

“ Y o ’re talkin’ turkey now.”

C H A P T E R  X I. 
a m e l i a ' s d e c is io n .

A S  evening came on, Amelia Troppin 
decided that on the morrow she. 

would ride to the cabin in the gulch 
and ask Stan for the tissue sheet. She 
did not mention this to her Aunt 
Mercy, knowing that her aunt would 
twit her about Stan’s failure to appear. 
They sat together on the little porch 
before the house, but did not talk very 
much.

“ That’s a man cornin’ this w ay; I 
hope he’s not got any fancy shirts for 
me t’ iron,”  Aunt Mercy said.

Amelia drew back a little as the man 
approached. He swept off his hat and 
spoke politely:

“ Miss Troppin, can yo ’ tell me what 
has become o f Stan Keesler?”

Their visitor was Rosnard.
“ N o ; why should I know?” Aunt 

Mercy said, before Amelia could frame 
a word in reply.

“ He was seen to come he’e and rode 
with Miss Amelia yesterday, and I 
thought he was apt t’ let y o ’-all know 
whe’e he’d gone.”

“ No reason why he should,”  tartly 
returned Aunt Mercy. “ W hat’s he 
done ?”

''H e ’s disappeared. A  friend is 
lookin’ for him with an offer o f a job 
with a big cattle outfit.'”

“ Huh, I guess that triflin’ cow per
son ain’t thinkin’ o f work very much.
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H e won't be welcome around this place 
again, either.”

“ W hy, did he do something offen
sive?”  eagerly questioned Rosnard.

“ What he did is our business; I ’d 
admire yo ’r absence, Mr. Rosnard, too. 
Men make me plumb sick nowadays.”  
Aunt Mercy spoke crossly.

Amelia did not say a word. Ros
nard turned away and went down the 
street again. At the corner o f the main 
street he was joined by Parmlow, to 
whom he whispered:

“ They’ve picked up a grouch on 
Keesler and don’t know a thing about 
him, I ’m sure o f  that. Let’s get hosses 
betwixt our laigs and drift t’ haid him 
off from gettin’ that cache in Gray 
Desert. He’s got both map and key 
now and if we cain’t get them, we de
serve t’ lose.”

A fter Rosnard had gone, Aunt 
Mercy turned on Amelia:

“ What did I tell y o ’ ?”
“ About what?”
“ Stan Keesler.”
“ What about him, aunt?”
“ He started o ff by rescuing yo ’ from 

Parmlow, who is Rosnard’s friend and 
tool. Now Rosnard turns up, friendly 
as yo ’ please, wantin’ him for a job o f 
work. It doesn’t track up with me, 
Am y.”

“ I don’t get the connection, aunt.”
“ I see it clear as a butte on a level 

plain. Rosnard and Parmlow and 
Keesler are all in cahoots. Keesler has 
got that sheet o f paper and has gone 
t* get y o ’r dad’s cache, sure, and that’s 
all that’s t’ it.”

“ Then why did Rosnard ask about 
Stan ?”

“ All a part o f  a scheme t’ make us 
think they’re not in cahoots. I tell yo ’ , 
it’s a plot and a scheme,”  decided Aunt 
Mercy, folding her arms over her 
bosom and staring at Amelia deter
minedly as if to defy her to change 
her set opinion,

Amelia fled from the porch to her
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own room. She went over in her mind 
every speech and act o f  Stan and could 
not bring herself to believe that he was 
a deceiver. She was lying on her bed, 
fully dressed, when she heard her aunt 
talking to some one. She recognized 
the voice o f  a neighbor.

"Came by night stage, from Ellen- 
dale. Postmaster Freel thought you’d 
like it, as it’s marked ‘Personal.’ None 
o f yo ’ came downtown t’-day to get 
mail, and I was down and he asked me 
t’ fotch it along.”

“ Thanks, Mr. Ely, kind o f yo ’ t’ 
take that much trouble.”

Then Ely went away and Amelia 
wondered what such a letter could 
mean. She heard Aunt Mercy call and 
she joined her in the living room where 
the lamp was burning brightly. Aunt 
Mercy held a letter, as yet unopened. 
She tendered it to Amelia:

“ Marked ‘Personal,’ too, Man’s 
hand. Now, who is he?”

“ I don’t knowr. Never saw------ ”
“ Saw what?”
“ Any such handwriting on paper be

fore.”  '
“ Don’t be blushin’ so then.”
“ I ’m not.”
“ Don’t tell m e!”
Amelia looked at the letter. She had 

not seen that handwriting on paper, but 
she had seen it made, with a stub o f 
pencil, on Indian Rocks!

“ Well, who is it from ?”
“ I don’t rightly know.”
“ ©pen it and see.”  Aunt Mercy 

sniffed audibly.
Amelia slowly tore the envelope open 

and read:

Dear A melia: Am going to find what your 
dad hid up in Gray Desert. Have solved the 
mystery. Will go in at El Oro. Hurrying 
because I ’m afraid others have clew, too. 
Come back by El Oro, too, if that’s possible.

<• Stan.

“ H uh!”  Aunt Mercy tossed her 
head. “ What did I tel! y o ’ ? He’s go-
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in’ after it himse’ f ! W hat’re yo ’ goin’ 
t ’ do? Call in the sheriff?”

“ N o ; I ’m going to El O ro,”
“ Y ou ! W hy, what a thought! El 

Oro is a desert rat’s town, I ’ve heard 
yo ’r daddy talk o f it often. It’s hot, 
without a ho-tell, and it’s no place for 
a girl.”

“ I ’ll be right at El Oro when Stan 
comes out and help him.”

“ Y o ’ll be in his way. I think he 
wrote that letter so y o ’d come. He’s 
a cute cuss, this Stan Keesler is. Got 
fired o ff the Bar K, I heard t’-day. He 
wins yo ’r sympathy by a li’le row with 
Parmlow, gets that paper, now he’s off 
t’ get yo ’r dad’s rich cache! Now 
yo ’re talkin’ o f  follering him. Y o ’ll 
stay right home and I ’ll see t’ that.”

. “ I won’t. I ’m o f age and can go 
where I want.”  The girl’s temper was 
aroused now.

“ Y o ’ won’t! I ’ll see t’ that,”  stiffly 
declared her aunt. “ And I ’ll see the 
sheriff in the morning about all this 
foolishness. H e’ll fotch Stan Keesler 
and that paper back, or I ’ll know 
w hy!”

“ He won’t,”  Amelia informed her 
aunt. Then she went to bed.

For a long time the girl was wake
ful, thinking over the note and all that 
had led up to its coming. _At times 
she became indignant over her aunt’s 
suspicions o f  Stan. She was deter
mined to go to El Oro, with the idea 
that she could be useful to Stan when 
he came out o f the desert there. He 
might need money for supplies. She 
had some saved, tied in a little roll 
under her pillow, together with some 
gold and silver coin in a small buck
skin bag her father had sent her— a 
present he had had from Juan Para- 
wan, the Pima Indian, with whom he 
had been so friendly. She felt the bag 
and the little roll o f bills before she 
slept. A fter a time she heard some 
one in her room. She opened her eyes 
enough to see her Aunt Mercy gather

ing up her clothing. There was a faint 
starlight, enough to see who was in the 
room.

“ What is she doing that for ?”  Amelia 
asked herself. Aunt Mercy solved this 
problem by coming to her bedside and 
shaking her.

“ I ’m makin’ sure yo ’ don’t go trapes- 
in’ over t’ El Oro after that triflin’ 
cow person. I ’ll take yo’r clothes and 
yo ’ get them back when y o ’ promise 
yo ’ll let me handle this through the 
sheriff.”

Then she went out, head and chin 
out, as Amelia could see by the light 
in the hall. Amelia did not know for 
a moment whether to laugh or cry. T o  
be treated thus like a child by her 
strong-willed but kind-hearted aunt 
made her angry; with this, however, 
went a feeling o f  tenderness for the 
woman who had mothered her when 
she had so much needed it. But now 
she resolved to act for herself. A  de
termination to keep to her plan to go 
to El Oro took hold o f  the girl’s mind 
and heart.

Just before daylight, Amelia got up, 
rummaged in an old chest and found 
a suit o f  rough and ready clothes she 
had used when on the trail with her 
father in earlier years. They were still 
serviceable. Her aunt had forgotten 
all about them. Amelia donned them, 
and took the belt and small gun her 
father had taught her how to use. She 
had lately altered the trail suit to fit 
her, and now she felt that she was 
suitably dressed for a desert trip, if 
need be. She climbed out o f  the upper 
window, swung herself down from the 
sill, and dropped down.

She had her money with her. She 
made for the stable where her pinto 
pony was, saddled him and swung 
aboard. Ten minutes later she had left 
the sleeping town far behind and was 
headed for Ellendale, the stage town 
where Stan had paused to mail the 
note for her.
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She felt confident o f  the outcome o f  
her trip, yet as she thought o f her 
aunt’s warnings against Stan Keesler, 
she felt flashes o f  doubt. But the 
courage that came down to her from 
generations o f frontier ancestry made 
her laugh at danger, and she urged her 
pony onward, determined to meet Stan 
at El Oro if it were possible and give 
hirq all assistance within her power.

At Ellendale, Amelia mailed a note 
to her aunt, saying that she was on a 
visit with friends over there.

“ That postmark will show her I 
mailed it at Ellendale; and we have 
some friends here. She won’t worry 
now and won’t know that I ’ve gone on 
to El O ro,”  Amelia thought; "and El 
O ro is surely ‘over this way,’ for one 
has to pass through Ellendale to get 
to it."

C H A P T E R  X II.
EL ORO,

D Y  the edge o f  the desert that is 
gray, squatted El Oro. The town 

looked like a ragged old  burro that is 
shedding and not yet in its new coat. 
The wind had torn shreds o f wood 
and plaster loose from the few build
ings, pnd these shreds hung, gray and 
patchy, trembling in the hot breeze that 
sucked up out o f  the heated sink on 
the east. Tw o staggering chimney- 
tops seemed to wag over the roof o f 
the Last Chance. The wagging was 
the effect o f  optical illusion, as the heat 
waves shimmered up off the tin r o o f ; 
the staggering was real, for the chim
neys had a decided list away from 
each other and looked like the ears o f 
a burro. Tw o windows were in the 
false front o f the place— windows 
dingy and lacking a pane here and 
there, where some gun artist had tried 
his marksmanship. These windows 
were the sleepy eyes o f the burro, and 
the whole building seemed to lean and 
sag like a burro at a hitch rail, wait
ing for some one to move him else

where. Every other building in the 
place sagged and leaned.

Into this town came Johnnie Hoss, 
thirsty, tired, but not showing it. Stan 
Keesler shook him out a bit as they 
came to the head o f the little street. 
Many a weary mile lay behind Johnnie 
Hoss.

Stan rode him to the Last Chance 
and had him provided with water and 
some grain. Then he went into the 
resort. No one seemed about. The 
town was not stirring so early. A  fat 
man emerged from slumber behind the 
bar and queried Stan with lackluster 
eye.

“ H ow about a li’le grub?”
“ Beans, chile, coffee?”
“ Thanks.”
“ Lucky; that’s all we got,”  answered 

the sleepy one, and he bawled an order 
in Spanish into another room.

Stan sat down, asking: “ Can I get 
a pack hoss in town?”

At once the fat man displayed much 
interest.

“ What fo r ; goin’ into the desert?” 
"N o ; back in the high country.” 
“ Prospectin’ ?”
“ Lookin’ out sheep range— maybe.” 
This last word had on it the em

phasis that said: “ Mind your own
business, please.”

The fat man refrained from further 
questioning.

When Stan had finished his meal, he 
paid his bill and asked;

“ Now, can I get a pack hoss?”
“ Yes. I ’ve got one.”
“ He savvy packin’ ?”
“ Go look.”
Stan was shown the pack horse by 

the Mexican stableman. The horse 
showed marks o f the kyack. He was 
mouse-colored and had a distrustful 
eye.

“ I ’ll take him,”  Stan told the sleepy 
man.

“ I ain’t rentin’ him out.”
“ I ’m buying him.”

79
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The owner snapped out his figure: 
“ Thirty dollars.”
“ Got packs?”
“ Ten dollars more.”
“ I’ll take hoss and packs.”
“ Y o ’re plumb foolish; I thought yo ’ d 

bargain me down some.”
“ I ’m in a hurry.”
He paid the money and got a bill o f  

sale for the horse. Several men came 
lounging in, plainly attracted by the 
arrival o f a stranger in town. They 
tried to pump Stan, but he was non
committal. News o f  his purchase per
meated the group. Jokes were passed 
about how queer it was that a man 
wanted to go into the high country in 
such a hurry. One or two proposed 
poker, but Stan said his hunch was 
against any game o f chance then.

He was tired. So was Johnnie Hoss. 
But Stan needed information that he 
could get by questioning these men in 
a way that would not arouse suspicion 
as to the real object or perhaps by lis
tening to their chat.

The old heavy feeling round his 
heart returned. On the way over from 
Pifion it had gripped him often. Sev
eral times he had all but reeled in the 
saddle. Had Johnnie Hoss gone into 
a pitching spell, Stan would have been 
thrown hard. He had fought o ff the 
depression, gaining strength from the 
thought that he was on a mission o f 
good for another, and so was carrying 
out his promise to go straight and to 
do good while life lasted in him.

Stan fought down the feeling o f 
weakness and hopelessness as he sat in 
a corner o f the tawdry room, dodging 
all attempts to draw him out, and yet 
hoping not to give offense by being too 

To be concluded in next week’s issue

gruff, for he did not want to get into 
a fight with some hard-faced seeker 
after information as to his plans.

The buying o f  the pack horse indi
cated that he was going on something 
more than a trip after work on some 
ranch. Every one going into or com
ing out o f the desert was a possible 
source o f  information as to mineral 
finds. Stan listened to the talk. Once 
in a while his heart fluttered like a 
wounded bird, then was still. At such 
times Stan could not refrain from put
ting his hand to his breast. -

Some one mentioned Black Canyon. 
Stan listened closely. The teller o f a 
story was proceeding:

“ That slot in the range is dark, 
mostly basalt rock. Top end o f the 
canyon winds back toward the desert, 
one branch o f it. Other branch makes 
out on top o f Bald Mesa. That’s the 
branch that we took prospectin’ last 
year.”

“ Fair trail over the Mokiones?” 
“ Just fair, but a pack hoss can make 

it.”
From remarks the man made in tell

ing his story Stan got an idea o f where 
Black Canyon was and how to go there 
from El Oro. This was a sheer piece 
o f  luck. He inquired for a bed and 
was told he could roll his blankets any
where in a com er; there were no 
rooms, no cots or beds for strangers. 

“ I ’ll roll my blanket outside then.” 
“ Suit yo ’se’ f ,”  the proprietor said 

brusquely.
Stan went out toward the stable. He 

tipped the Mexican two bits and told 
him he was going to sleep with his 
horse. Johnnie Hoss was nosing the 
last wisps o f some alfalfa, 
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Author of “ By Hook or Cook,”  etc.

HE sheriff o f Monte Vista

T  ,,,., had the blues, and had 
them bad. He looked up 
and scowled blackly as his 
youthful deputy, “ Shorty”  
McKay came into the 

office, whistling.
“ Ain’t nuthin’ on yuhr single-track 

brain,”  snapped Sheriff Joe Cook, 
peevishly, “ so quit tootin’ fer the 
crossin’ !”

Shorty smiled indulgently at his wor
ried boss.

“ Sheriff,”  said Shorty, soothingly, 
“ yuh’re jus’ broodin’ yuhrself sick. I 
say that my advice is— don’t sell yuhr 
spuds on a failin’ market, an’ leave that 
guy ‘Foxy’ Fromera to me to handle.” 

“ W hat?”
“ I says to put yuhr pertaters in stor

age out to yuhr place, an’ let me ketch 
this here smart crook, Foxy, an’ yuh 
pack up yuhr troubles, boss, an’ go 
fishin’ !”

The sheriff sat back in his chair and 
stared at his eager-eved deputy in
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astonishment that was combined with 
increasing wrath. It was a minute be
fore he could speak.

“ Put my spuds in storage,”  he 
snorted, finally, as his face grew very 
red, “ an’ probably lose more money on 
the crop than e f I sold ’em at a loss, 
now, eh? A n ’ whar in heck have yuh 
learned anything about sellin’ spuds, 
an’ when to sell ’em, an’ when not to 
sell ’em ?”

“ E f yuh sell ’em now yuh lose,”  
said Shorty; “ ef yuh hold ’em fer a 
while yuh may make some money.”

The sheriff exploded. He laughed 
gruffly.

“ Yes, an’ ef I leave yuh to ketch 
that Fromera feller, yuh may ketch him, 
an’ yuh may not! I ain’t strong fer 
that ‘may’ business, in spuds or crooks. 
It’s too dern uncertain! E f I hold 
them spuds I may lose more money on 
’em than e f I sell ’em now! May! 
M ay! May! Once when I was a young 
feller I went with a gal name o ’ May 
an’ I never did know what she was
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goin’ to say or do next. Yuh take the 
month o ’ May in Colorado— it may 
snow an’ then again it may not. Any 
bird what goes by that rule o ’ may 
ain’t-------”

“ He may be right an’ he may not!” 
said Shorty.

The sheriff gave Shorty a gloomy 
look.

“ E f yuh ain't got nuthin’ to do, 
Shorty,”  the sheriff suggested, / ‘ sup
posin’ yuh go to the corral an’ give 
yuhr pinto hoss some advice on 
marketin’ pertaters. I got enough woes 
without arguin’ with yuh an’ losin’ my 
temper! I gotta do two things blamed 
quick, an’ I gotta do plenty thinkin’ 
before I do ’em— so I reckon I ain’t 
goin’ to miss yuh none e f yuh go out
side!”

“ Have it yuhr way,”  said Shorty,
backing out o f ..the office. He was
rather relieved to get away, at that. 
He went down to the corral and climbed 
up on the top rail and sat there, in the 
sun, musing over the sheriff’s twin 
woes. Shorty knew exactly what was 
bothering the sheriff. Potatoes, for one 
thing. Foxy Fromera, for another 
thing. The sheriff, like a lot o f other 
folks in the San Luis Valley, had a 
big farm, and on that farm he had 
raised a bumper crop of the famous 
tubers that generally topped all potato 
markets. But other planters had like
wise raised huge crops, and now, as 
the sheriff finished harvesting his, the 
price had dropped out o f the spud mar
ket. The price was down to a dollar 
a bushel and at that return the crop 
was a loss instead o f a profit.

And then there was Foxy Fromera, 
the San Luis Valley’s most undesirable 
citizen. Everybody knew Foxy and 
thoroughly despised him. Foxy was a 
crook, and a crook with brains. His 
cunning had earned him the name 
Foxy. He was always vrp to mischief, 
and so far he hadn’t paid the price for 
his misdeeds. Again and again he had

succeeded in his crimes— mostly thefts 
— but each time the sheriff, getting an
grier and angrier, had failed to get the 
goods on him. At last Sheriff Cook 
had begun to fear that probably he 
never would get Foxy into jail on real 
evidence, and that fear had preyed on 
the old sheriff’s mind until it became 
a nightmare.

And just when the sheriff had the 
potato market drop out from under his 
new crop, Foxy Fromera had pulled 
o ff another job. He had looted a store 
in Del Norte and had made a clean 
sweep. The sheriff had ridden out and 
found Fromera on his isolated ranch, 
and Fromera had hotly denied the rob
bery. The sheriff had searched the 
ranch and found no incriminating evi
dence. He knew that Fromera was 
guilty o f complicity in the robbery, but 
there wasn’t even as much as a thread 
o f evidence on which to convict the 
fellow.

“ Waal,”  said Shorty, thinking all this 
over as he sat on the top rail o f the 
corral, “ thar’s jus’ one thing to do 
afore the old man goes plumb nutty on 
his worries! I gotta get him out fishin’ , 
ef it’s only fer a day— take him over 
to Wilier Creek an’ let him git his 
mind off his worries; ef I have to drag' 
him over thar on the end o ’ a lariat—  
yessir, I ’ve gotta do it!”

Shorty slid down off his perch and 
made for the office, determined to argue 
long and loudly. But he was sur
prised.

“ Shorty,”  said Sheriff Cook, as the 
deputy entered, “ as far as yuhr ad
vice about pertaters an’ Fromera is con
cerned, it’s not'worth lissenin’ to with 
a hooman ear! But yuh said one thing 
afore yuh went out that has kinda im
pressed me. Yuh said something about 
me goin’ fishin’ to fergit my troubles! 
Waal, I been thinkin’ an’ I swanny 
ef I don’t believe that it might be a 
good idear to go fishin’— whar I could 
really think my worries over in peace!
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When a man’s fishin’ his brain kinda 
clears.”

“ Now yuh’re talkin’,”  said Shorty, 
happily.

“ I ’ll go fishin’ ,”  went on Sheriff 
Cook, “ but yuh’ll have to stay here an’ 
keep a eye on things while I ’m gone. 
I ’ll only stay out a day— but that’ll
give me plenty o ’ time to think-------”

Shorty shook his head.
“ Boss,”  he said, “ I ’m goin’ with yuh. 

I kin show yuh the swellest trout holes,
an’ further-------”

“ N ope!”
“ An’ further,”  went on Shorty, “ ef 

I was to stay here as yuh suggest, boss, 
I would sure be tempted to go right 
out an’ grab that Fromera an’ toss him 
in jail.”

The sheriff’s scowl returned.
“ Yes, I know yuh would, yuh idjut,”  

said Cook, “ that ain’t no lie! Yuh’d 
jump in an’ make a fool o ’ yuhrself an’ 
me without layin’ no keerful plans as 
must be laid' ef that scamp is ever to 
be caught. I figger on mappin’ out 
such a plan as I fishes, an’ also, ef I 
have time, I gotta kinda make a per
sonal analysis o ’ the pertater situation, 
although I ’m goin’ to sell my crop Sat
urday— I’ll swallow my loss now in
stead o ’ a bigger one later on. Yes, 
I ’ll go fishin’ .”

“ A n ’ I ’ll go with yuh!”
“ Waal, I suppose yuh’d better,”  said 

the sheriff, wearily, “ seein’ I ain’t any 
too keen to trust yuh here alone.”

The fishing was fine on Willow 
Creek, away down in the southern end 
o f  the valley, far from Monte Vista. 
The grumbling sheriff and his eager 
deputy, Shorty, had made the horse
back trip in a few hours, despite the 
fact that Shorty had lugged along a 
burro laden down with canvas trap
pings, cooking utensils, and grub. The 
sheriff had balked at first, declaring 
that the expedition was a one-day a f
fair only, but in the end Shorty had 
triumphed. The burro had gone along.

The camping outfit would be handy in 
case they did have to stay out over
night. Shorty was highly elated. He 
kept chuckling to himself all the way 
to W illow Creek. The sheriff asked 
him about his merriment.

“ That four-legged burro in our 
party,”  said the sheriff, significantly, 
“ he don’t see nuthin’ funny to laugh 
a t!”

“ I ’m jus’ thinkin’ how surprised that 
Fromera bird will be when we land 
him,”  explained Shorty, quickly. “ I 
kin jus’ see the astonished look on his 
yaller phiz!”

The sheriff grunted. Yes, fine 
chance o f getting the wily Fromera 
until a well-hatched plan was mapped 
ou t! The sheriff got busy thinking 
right away. He made up his mind on 
the potato situation quickly. He would 
sell— at the market price o f  a dollar 
a bushel— yes, sell and pocket his losses, 
rather than hold and lose even more. 
As for Fromera— that would take some 
more complicated thought. The sher
iff lapsed into silence.

All that day the sheriff remained 
silent, although he whipped W illow 
Creek with his rod for many miles. 
Again and again he played a big rain
bow or native trout, and his creel grew 
heavy with its burden. Shorty, trail
ing along some two or three hundred 
feet behind his boss, was also silent—  
but he was nervous. He tried to fish. 
All he caught was a willow branch ndw 
and then. He lost three Gray W’idow 
flies and half his line before he gave 
it up as a bad job. After that he just 
loafed along, well behind the sheriff, 
and watched his boss in the throes of 
heavy thought.

“ I ’ll keep him out another day ef 
I have to strangle him into submission,” 
said Shorty, repeatedly, as time passed.

But there was no need o f such dras
tic measures, after all. Sheriff Cook 
was fond of fishing. He had never 
found the Willow Creek trout so re
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sponsive to his flies. And when he got 
hack to where they had left their horses 
and found Shorty with camp all estab
lished, he didn’t put up much o f  a fight. 
He was willing to remain another day, 
he finally conceded, and he told Shorty 
why in a few terse, sharp words.

“ I ’m still thinkin’ over that Fromera 
matter,”  he said.

“ Fine!”
“ I ’ve finished with the pertater mat

ter; I ’ll sell!”
“ I figgered yuh would!”
“ H uh!”
But the evening meal o f mountain 

trout, strips o f bacon, hot biscuits, and 
good coffee put the sheriff in better 
mood. He even admitted that Shorty 
was a blamed good cook. He inti
mated, however, that Shorty should take 
up cooking as a profession instead of 
deputy sheriffing. Shorty said nothing. 
So there was no argument that night, 
nor none the next day, when the sher
iff whipped the creek for another nice 
catch. They started back for Monte 
Vista toward the middle o f the after
noon, with the sheriff in high spirits. 
He had thought out a plan to capture 
Foxy Fromera and get enough dope on 
him to send him to prison,

“ Next robbery we has,”  he told 
Shorty, triumphantly, “ I ’ll jus’ throw 
every Mexican we got in Monte Vista 
in jail an’ keep him thar until he 
squawks on Fromera. It’s a cinch 
Fromera don’t work alone— he has ac
complices among the Mexes— an’ ef I 
kain’t land him direct I kin land him 
through jailin’ all the Mex suspects in 
towm. Some one or more o ’ ’em will 
finally have to break down an’ confess 
— implicate Fromera— an’ we has him 
dead to rights with signed statements 
agin’ h im !”

Shorty shrugged his shoulders.
“ W e’ll have to build a bigger jail,” 

he muttered.
“ Eh?”  asked the sheriff, turning in 

his saddle.

"Nuthin’,”  said Shorty, "I  was 
talkin’ to myself. I was savin’ I'd like 
to bag a quail!”

So the homeward journey continued 
in peace. The sheriff was in better 
spirits than he had been for two weeks. 
His worries were practically settled, he 
figured. He’d sell his potatoes for 
what he could get. And he’d act on 
his new plan for nabbing Foxy. He 
entertained Shorty with tales o f the 
old days in the San Luis Valley, when 
Indians and buffaloes roamed the place. 
That reminded Shorty of something 
and he spoke up.

“ W e must go huntin’,'”  he suggested, 
hopefully.

“ Might r
“ Let’s plan on it !”
“ W e’ll see!” said the sheriff. “ E f 

I sell those spuds off without no trou
ble an* get Fromera, I could go huntin’ 
with a free conscience. Say, Shorty, 
ain’t this a wonderful evenin’ ?”

“ Yes, it is !”  agreed Shorty.
But one half hour later the evening 

was stormier. No sooner had Sheriff 
Cook hit the office than he found his 
farm foreman, Jim Stewart, waiting for 
him there. Stewart was all excitement. 
He could hardly wait for the sheriff 
to dismount and Inter the office. 
Shorty’s face went white at sight o f 
the foreman. More woe brewing? 
Yes, that was right, it developed.

“ Sheriff,” gasped Stewart, wildly, 
“ we’ve been robbed!”

“ Huh?”
“ Yessir, I come in here to see yuh 

yesterday, an’ waited until late fer yuh 
to git back, an’ yuh didn’t come; so I 
stayed in town all night an’ rode out
to the farm this mawnin’, an’-------

“ Y es?”
“ A n ’ some low-lived, worthless, 

snake-in-the-grass thief has sure enough 
stole all our— our— that is, your—•
your-------”

“ What ?”
“ Pertaters!”
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“ Pertaters!”
“ Yessir, carted them sacks o ff clean 

as a whistle,”  went on the foreman, 
“ made a good job o ’ it. Took the whole 
crop! Cleaned out both store houses! 
Musta had three or four great, big 
wagons! I seen wagon tracks as far 
as Coyote Creek, but I couldn’t trace 
’em after they hit the main Gunbarrel 
Pike! Them pertaters are gone— every 
dern las’ one o ’ ’em !”

The sheriff sat down weakly.
“ Fromera!” he gasped, wretchedly.
“ No, it wasn’t him !”  said Stewart, 

“ because I seen him here yesterday 
when I got in. A n ’ he was here to
day! A n ’ Josh Wilson hisself swears 
Fromera was at his hotel all las’ night, 
an’ Josh’s word is good! It wasn’t 
Fromera, boss, hut Heaven alone knows 
who it w as!”

The sheriff lifted angry eyes at 
Shorty.

“ Dang yuh, Shorty, an’ yuhr fish in’ !” 
he snapped, hotly. “ After I spends 
hours figgerin’ on whether or not to 
sell them pertaters, an’ finally decides 
to let ’em go at a dollar a bushel, along 
comes a thief— a pack o ’ thieves, a 
caravan o ’ thieves, ef yuh please— an’ 
carts ’em all off; so I don’t git even 
a dime fer ’em. A n ’ while I ’m plannin’ 
to nab Fromera, a bunch o ’ bigger 
crooks than even he ever dared to be 
comes along an’ runs off with my prop
erty, Shorty, with my property!”

“ W e’ll go look fer ’em !”  suggested 
Shorty.

“ Yes, we kin go look,”  said the sher
iff, miserably, “ but that’s about a ll; 
an’ why in thunder, Stewart, did yuh 
leave the place an’ come in to see me, 
sir?”

“ Yuh called me up an’ asked me to, 
boss,” said the foreman, “ an’ yuh said 
to wait fer yuh ef yuh wasn’t here!”

“ What’s that?”
“ Yuh sure d id !”
“ I sure did not!”  roared the sheriff, 

losing his last bit of self-control.

“ Stewart, yuh’re a blamed idjut! Yuh 
let some crook lure yuh off the farm 
on a fake call.”

Stewart hung his head in shame.
“ Seems like I must have!” he ad

mitted.
A fter that— for days— Shorty and 

his boss, the sheriff, rode high, low, 
jack, and the game through the San 
Luis Valley, looking for potatoes, 
stolen potatoes. But, while they found 
many thousands of bushels o f sacked 
potatoes, they did not find the sheriff’s. 
O f course, the sheriff had no way of 
identifying his particular potatoes. He 
did know the bags, however. He had 
purchased them in Kansas City. Most 
o f the other growers in the valley were 
using a different sack, one obtained in 
Denver. The two officers poked their 
noses into unlimited numbers o f barns, 
fields, underground storerooms, base
ments, and moving wagons— but found 
no potatoes in Kansas City sacks! And 
the vast potato warehouses in Monte 
Vista, Del Norte, Center, Wagon 
Wheel Gap, and Alamosa revealed none 
of the stolen stock, either.

But Sheriff Cook was persistent. He 
had sought out all the suspicious char
acters in the valley. He had gone out 
to Fromera’s place and put that worthy 
suspect through a long grilling. Fro
mera was politely angry. He denied 
stealing the potatoes. He defied the 
sheriff to arrest him for that— or for 
anything else— ana prove it on him. 
He hinted at damage suits against the 
county and against the sheriff for false 
arrest. He swore as fluently as the 
sheriff did—-and in the end Sheriff 
Cook and Shorty rode away and left 
Fromera alone. They had nothing on 
him and the sheriff knew it. Further, 
the sheriff’s recent plan o f jailing all 
the Mexican suspects in the valley to 
catch Fromera had been voted down by 
the b'oard o f county commissioners. 
They had pointed out that such a plan 
would alienate all the Mexican votes



86 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

in the valley and would be mighty poor 
politics, indeed!

So time dragged on. One week, two 
weeks, three weeks passed. And Sher
iff Cook and Deputy Shorty McKay 
still rode and rode and rode. But the 
sheriff’s potatoes appeared to have van
ished into thin air. Telegrams to Sa- 
lida, Pueblo, Colorado Springs, Den
ver, had failed to unearth any clews 
o f the missing spuds. The railroad 
shipping records out o f Alamosa had 
shown that no sacked potatoes such 
as Sheriff Cook had lost had been 
shipped. Apparently the stolen crop 
had been taken out in wagons, or else 
it was still cached in the valley. The 
latter seemed improbable. But the 
sheriff and Shorty continued their 
search. They rode early and late and 
in between, but still without success.

And it didn’t help the sheriff’s tem
per, either, to see the potato market 
rising steadily as the days went by. 
The price had gone up to one dollar 
and twenty-five cents a bushel from one 
dollar right after the first flow o f ship
ments out o f the valley had ceased. A  
week after the sheriff had lost his crop 
the price stood at one dollar and thirty- 
seven cents a bushel. Two weeks after 
the theft of the potatoes the market 
quotation was one dollar and ninety-five 
cents a bushel. In three weeks the price 
had gone up to two dollars and fifty 
cents a bushel. Farmers who had held 
back now sold at a fine profit. But 
Sheriff Cook just swore. He hadn’t 
sold his— but he didn’t have them to 
sell, either! When the price went on 
up to three dollars a bushel the sheriff 
could hold in no longer.

“ Waal, Shorty!”  he snapped, angrily, 
“ why don’t yuh begin crowin’ about 
how yuh told me so? Yuh advised me 
not to sell, sayin’ the market would 
go u p ! It has! I ’m surprised yuh 
ain’t begun baitin’ me afore this.' Say 
something! I ’ve been waitin’— I’m dis
appointed. I ’m alarmed at thinkin’

yuh’re ill or somethings see-in’ yuh 
hasn’t started to razz m e!”

“ Let’s go huntin’, boss!”  said Shorty.
The first suggestion fell on deaf ears. 

It took Shorty three days to talk the 
sheriff into riding over to the Big Piney 
country, where deer abounded, for a 
hunting trip. And even then Shorty 
had to ring in the suggestion that per
haps— it was just barely possible— those 
stolen potatoes might be hidden in 
some blind canyon in that region. It 
was just one chance in ten thousand, 
but Shorty played it for all it was 
worth. The sheriff sniffed, • He had 
heard the new quotations on potatoes 
the evening before— three dollars and 
twenty cents a bushel, the best price in 
a long tim e! And he had none to sell! 
He felt his nerves on edge. He needed 
a rest.

“Waal, we will go huntin’, Shorty!”
They started for the Big Piney coun

try early the next morning, with Shorty 
in high spirits and the sheriff as gloomy 
as any man could be and still five. The 
sheriff recalled his promise o f five weeks 
before— that he would go hunting if 
he sold his potatoes right away and 
landed Fromera in jail through his 
carefully thought out plan. He had 
neither landed Fromera nor sold his 
potatoes, but here he was going hunt
ing anyway. He hated himself. He 
called out to Shorty:

“ Son, don’t try to cross me to-day, 
I ’m feelin’ plenty mean an’ nasty! I 
don’t want no arguments, fer I won’t 
be responsible fer what I says or does 
ef I git worse!”

“ No arguments,’ ’'agreed Shorty af
fably.

But Shorty, it soon appeared, was 
wrong. Shorty, who was slightly in 
the lead, turned down the Duck Lake 
road. The sheriff pulled up and called 
to him, lustily.

“ Hey, yuh galoot! That’s the wrong 
w ay!”

“ No, it ain’t,” 'said Shorty, com
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ing back, “ Miles Dwyer hisself told 
me he saw forty deer over this way 
last week!”

The sheriff snorted.
“ All right, go ahead,” he said, “ but 

why didn’t yuh say yuh was goin’ to 
Duck Lake in the fust place, Shorty?”

“ I fergot!” said Shorty.
It was a two-bdur trip to Duck 

Lake at steady going. The sheriff was 
surprised when Shorty turned off on 
an old lumber road after about forty 
minutes trotting. Again Sheriff Cook 
pulled up and yelled at his guide and 
deputy:

“ Whoa thar, idjut! Whar yuh goin’ 
now?”

The yell brought Shorty back in a 
jiffy.

“ Ssshh!” he warned. “ W e’re in 
game country now, boss, we jus’ gotta 
go about two miles more to a little 
valley-------”

“ I thought we was goin’ to Duck 
Lake!”

“ Waal— not all the way; yuh see, 
Tommy Dean told me that this valley I 
spoke o f was the best place-------”

“ Go ahead,” said the sheriff wearily.
But when the sheriff saw Shorty un

limber a six-gun a few minutes later, 
as they climbed the old logging road, 
he took more interest in life. One 
thing was sure, Shorty was famous 
as a deer hunter. He probably knew 
where he was going now, the sheriff 
decided. Tommy Dean’s advice was 
always good, too, although the sheriff 
would have been mighty contented with 
taking Miles Dwyer’s advice and going 
on to Duck Lake. Well, it was im
material where they actually went, if 
they got a deer apiece, thought the sher
iff, riding along ten or fifteen yards 
behind Shorty. Getting those deer 
might banish his thoughts of potatoes 
and Fromera, hoped the sheriff.

“ Stick ’em up, brother!”
The sheriff woke up with a start, as 

he heard Shorty's yell and saw Shorty

bring a six-gun to shoulder level. That 
was a funny thing to shout at a deer! 
The sheriff rode on, curiously, but he 
almost fell out of his saddle when he 
saw that Shorty had no deer at bay 
ahead, but instead had Foxy Fromera. 
Foxy had both hands lifted. There 
was a look o f surprise on his face. 

“ What yuh doin’ up here, F oxy?” 
“ Why, nuthin’ , Mr. Shorty,”  an

swered the Mexican, slowly, “ except— 
hunting— deer!”

“ O h !”
“ Yessir, that’s a il!”  ■
“ Waal, we’re huntin’, too, Fromera,” 

said Shorty, while the sheriff gasped. 
“ Yuh’d be sure enough surprised to 
know what we’re huntin’, brother! Yuh 
jus’ try to guess what we’re huntin’—  
go on— Fromera— guess— guess!” 

Fromera caught the glint in Shorty’s 
eyes. He guessed.

“ Deer— mebbe?”  he suggested, hope
lessly.

“ N o,” said Shorty. “ Notes!” 
“ Notes, Senor Shorty?”
“ Boss,”  said Shorty, not hesitating 

in the emergency to give Sheriff Cook 
a rapid order, “ would yuh mind drap- 
pin’ off that hoss an’ searchin’ this 
gent, after relievin’ him o ’ his weapons 
while 1 holds my cannon on him so 
he won’t , try no monkeyshines ?” 

“ Sure,”  said the sheriff in a mysti
fied tone.

He got down, walked around behind 
Fromera, and snatched the man’s twin 
six-guns from their holsters. He also 
relieved him o f his knife. Then he 
allowed the Mexican to drop his hands. 
He searched him, while Shorty covered 
Fromera.

“ Go through those papers, boss!” 
urged Shorty, as the sheriff took a 
handful of folded papers from a pocket.

The sheriff went through them. At 
the same time Foxy Fromera’s expres
sion went through half a dozen changes. 
He tried to smile. He frowned. He 
grew sad. He looked sick. He licked
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his lips* He puckered them. He 
groaned aloud— at last.

“ Say,”  said the sheriff, holding a yel
low slip o f paper he had unfolded, “ lis
ten to this, Shorty! Here’s a note ad
dressed to Fromera an’ it says:

“ Sheriff Cook an’ his kid deputy are goin’ 
out on a two-day fishin’ trip to-morrow an’ 
here is yuhr chance to git even with Cook. 
His farm foreman won’t be on the place, but 
ihe sheriff’s big crop o f potatoes will. Bring 
five wagons an’ take ’em. It’s a cinch. Hide 
’em out up by yuhr place near Duck Lake until 
I writes yuh again, when I will let you know 
when it is safe to bring them spuds to market. 
Save this note to compare with my signature 
on next to prevent any slip-ups. Yuh better 
be in Monte Vista while the potatoes are be
in’ lifted by yuhr men. Alibi, see? Yuh did 
me a good turn once, Foxy, an’ I repay yuh 
this way. “ ‘Cam ’ T yuped,

“Yuhr friend.

“ Waal, what do yuh know about 
that?”  cried the sheriff, as he finished 
reading the slip of yellow paper.

“ Put yuhr bracelets on Foxy, boss,” 
said Shorty, “ an’ I guess we’ve got 
him dead to rights. I reckon those 
pertaters are up to yuhr hangout at 
the valley, F oxy?”

The crook who had never been 
caught was very meek now that he real
ized that he was caught— and caught 
with the goods!

“ Y es!”
“ March ahead up thar, then!”  or

dered Shorty, crisply.
Fromera turned and started. The jig 

was up for him and he knew it. He 
swore softly under his breath, but he 
plodded up the trail doggedly. The 
sheriff, still too surprised to talk much, 
mounted and rode up alongside of 
Shorty. He held out his hand and they 
shook.

“ Congratulations, Shorty!” said Sher
iff Cook, softly, so that Fromera, well 
ahead, might not hear. “ I know yuh 
did this somehow— this nabbin’ o ’ 
Fromera, the foxy— but I reckon afore 
we’re through we’ll have to round up
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this note-writin’ bird, Cam what’s- 
his-name— lemme see ag’in.”

He referred to the note.
“ Cam Tie-yuh-ped, or something like 

that— T-y-u-p-e-d, he spells it. Must 
be a Mex, too.”

Shorty shook his head.
“ A ll’s fair in love an’ war, boss,”  

said Shorty, in a whisper. “ Yuh take 
that ‘Cam Tyuped’ an’ read it around 
the other way— with the ‘T y ’ transposed 
for easy readin’— an’ yuh’ll see it reads 
‘Deputy Mac’— that’s me. I wrote that 
note, boss. I planned the potato rob
bery myself— took yuh off on the 
fishin’ trip to give Fromera a chance 
to git ’em ; an’ while I could have laid 
my hands on ’em right away after we 
came back— seein’ I knowed from a 
friend o ’ Fromera’s that he had this 
isolated hide-out valley— I didn’t fer 
two good reasons. I hope yuh ain’t 
sore, boss?”

Sheriff Cook was too astonished to 
be sore.

“ I jus’ don’t get yuh, Shorty!” he 
gasped.

“ Waal, I ’ll tell yuh, boss,” said 
Shorty, with a grin. “ I figgered all 
was fair in love an’ war, as I jus’ said 
a minnit ago. I knowed yuh was set- 
tin’ yuhr heart on sellin’ them spuds 
o ’ yuhrs right when the market was 
lowest an’ I knowed yuh was crazy 
to nab Fromera here, although yuh 
didn’t have any idear how to do it. I 
figgered the spud market would go up 
an’ I thought! I knowed how to get 
Fromera. I jus’ combined my idears. 
I decided I had to make yuh hold them 
potatoes. Thar was only one way, to 
steal ’em from yuh. I decided thar 
was only one way to git Fromera an’ 
that was to frame him some way legiti
mate So I had him steal the potatoes. 
I wrote him to save that note to com
pare with my next note, which I was 
to write him when it was safe to market 
the potatoes. I figgered to-day that the 
spud market had gone high enough—
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three dollars and twenty cents a bushel 
■—an’ that yuh should git ’em an’ sell 
’em now at a profit; at the same time 
we nabs Fromera red-handed, an’ we’ll 
no doubt find other stolen property up 
ahead here along with the spuds!”

Sheriff Cook had made some rapid 
calculations on the difference between 
three dollars and twenty cents and one 
dollar per bushel for potatoes.

“ Shorty,”  he said, “ I ’ve cleaned up 
on spuds an’ we’ve cleaned up on Fro
mera. I guess we won’t have to prose
cute him on my spud theft— once in 
jail he’ll cough up a confession about 
his other misdeeds an’ we kin run him 
outta the county, at least. That’ll sat
isfy me, seein’ as how he has helped

yuh help me make a killin’ on spuds, 
an’ Shorty, I ’ll make yuh a present o ’ 
the very finest saddle hoss yuh kind 
find in Colorado, no matter how much 
he costs— is that satisfactory ?”

Shorty just grinned slowly.
“ Yes,”  he said, “ ef yuh give me one 

other thing— jus’ one o ' them nice red 
spuds, boss, that I kin put in a glass 
jar an’ keep to home— as a souvenir 
o ’ the time I beat the potato market 
an’ Foxy Fromera all at one shot, an’ 
proved to yuh that all is fair in love 
an' war. I loved yuh too much, boss, 
to see yuh Sell spuds,at a loss, an’ I 
was bound to win the war we had de
clared on Senor Fromera!”

“ Am en!”  said the sheriff, fervently.

A N  A L L Y  A G A IN S T  T H E  M O S Q U IT O
A N E W  ally has been discovered for man in his war against the mosquito.

This valuable find— news o f which comes from Colorado Springs— is the 
spadefoot toad o f the Western plains. And legions o f toads are now being 
mobilized for movement to mosquito-infested areas o f  the East.

Ralph J. Gilmore, professor o f biology at Colorado College, has revealed 
interesting data concerning this toad. Unlike other frogs, it is carnivorous in 
the tadpole stage. The pollywogs prey upon mosquito larvae in shallow pools, 
and for this reason they are expected to destroy the insects before they take 
flight. Fish have sometimes been used for the purpose o f attacking mosquito 
larvae, Professor Gilmore points out, but they cannot enter the shallow, stagnant 
marshes in which the spadefoot toad, with a life cycle o f only forty days, multi
plies rapidly.

The adult toad is small, being only about two inches long. Its skin ranges in 
color from a yellowish olive to a dark gray. It derives its name jrom  the horny 
spades, about one-eighth o f an inch long, on the inner soles o f its feet. With 
these spades it can burrow into the ground to a depth o f several feet. It makes 
its appearance after rains and remains hidden during dry seasons.

Professor Gilmore believes that the scarcity o f vegetable life in the waters o f 
its habitat, which includes Montana, North Dakota, Idaho, Arizona, and Colorado, 
has forced the tadpole to change from the herbivorous habit o f its ancestors to 
its present peculiar carnivorous characteristics. The frogs seem to be sparsely 
distributed, but abundant in limited areas.



Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
pH IL IP . adopted by Oliver Aytoun, leaves tbe mountains to seek his fortune. Befriended by 
1 "Doe” Rivers, he goes home with him. Here be meets Maisie Delmar, hears of tbe Purehass 
gang, and of a famous colonel. The susceptible Philip rescues Maisie’s brother, Jolly, from the 
Purehasses, but Jolly is again carried off as he is about to reveal to bis family the location of a mine.

Doc and Philip ask the colonel to aid in Jolly’s rescue. He refuses, warning Philip to leave 
the country. Doc and Phil find Jolly, cruelly beaten, a prisoner in the Purehass house. The colo
nel arrives, but the young men carry off Jolly. They outdistance various pursuers, but just as they 
feel safe they see the famous colonel himself on their trail.

C H A P TE R  X X X V II .
THE DUEL IN THE WOOD.

H E Y  had not gone far be
fore Philip realized that 
there was no escape. The 
giant behind them came 
fast, for he was so might
ily mounted that even his 

enormous bulk did not seem to check 
the speed of his horse. “ Doc”  Rivers’ 
mount was a poor one, and the other 
nag was carrying double.

Meantime, they were riding through 
a very open wood with the trees silver
flashing under the breadth and the 
brightness of the moon, and the ground 
splashed with jet-black shHows. They 
could not expect to keep away from

the colonel very long in such quarters 
as these, and they could not expect to 
dodge him.

But they were two to one!
He had no sooner said it to himself 

than a gun barked behind them, and 
the horse o f Rivers dropped on its head 
and turned completely over, shooting 
poor Doc far out in front, where he 
rolled like a top.

There were even odds, now. Worse 
than even, for here was Jolly on his 
hands!

Poor Jolly was in a frightful state.
“ W e’d better pul! u p !” he kept re

peating. “ It’s the colonel, kid. It’s the 
colonel. There’s no use fighting. No
body could beat him. No ten men could 
beat him! He’s worse than any ten!”
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He drew rein as he spoke, and Philip 
looked anxiously back. They were 
twisting, for the moment, around a 
curve o f that natural roadway through 
the woods, and the colonel was shut 
from view. He looked to the front 
again— and behold, a great branch 
swayed down above Tiim.

He did not stop for the second 
thought but followed the first, reaching 
high and grappling the limb. It sagged 
only a little under his weight, and as 
he was jerked high from the saddle he 
gasped: “ Ride, Jolly! R ide!”

In an instant he was stretched along 
the bough and saw Loafer sitting be
neath, his red tongue lolling.

“ Go ahead, Loafer!”  he called, and 
waver}. Loafer instantly cantered on.

And now he could see the colonel 
coming. He looked to Philip even more 
magnificent than he had seemed when 
dashing across the ridge o f  the moun
tain the day before. The same cloak 
fluttered back from his shoulders in 
long, sweeping lines. The brim of his 
hat was furled by the speed o f his 
horse. And he sat tall and straight in 
the saddle, one hand for the reins, one 
hand balancing a revolver for a second 
shot.

That second shot must not be fired!
And snatching out a gun, Philip 

aimed through the twigs at the charging 
giant.

He could not fire. It was such a 
target as any child could have hit, but 
he would not, or could not, release the 
hammer— and here was the colonel 
sweeping closer, a scant strid’e away, 
the revolver tipping down for the shot!

There had been no forethought in 
Philip’s mind. He merely had planned 
to rid the horse of the double burden 
and thus, perhaps, give poor Jolly a 
chance for his life. He had not hoped 
to g i^  himself ambush to fire upon the 
colonel. Certainly he had not planned 
on what he now did. But the thought 
blazed in his brain like the leap o f an

electric spark, and he hurled himself 
down from the branch.

Like a panther leaping, with more 
than a panther’s weight, he crashed 
against the colonel, and the speed of the 
horse knocked both* men out of the 
saddle. Philip, blinded and stunned by 
the shock, prayed vaguely that he might 
be able to fall clear of the big man, 
and that prayer was more than an
swered. For the colonel landed heavily 
on his side and Philip’s impact on the 
ground was broken by the body of the 
colonel himself.

Philip, reeling, gasping, hardly able 
to realize what he had done, dragged 
himself to his knees and hands and saw 
the colonel lying flattened against the 
ground, his enormous arms thrown out 
crosswise.

That sight inspired him. It cleared 
his mind and set fierce light of joy in 
his eyes, so that he leaped up at once 
and ran lightly to the fallen man. One 
revolver lay far away, gleaming in the 
moonshine. The second one was even 
now in the hand o f the colonel— so in
stinctively had he acted even in that 
instant of crisis!

That gun, Philip, stooping, snatched 
away; fumbled at the body of the big 
man to find another weapon, if possible 
— and instantly was taken by the throat!

It was as though vast levers had 
caught him. Crimson flames shot 
through his head, and he struck half 
blindly for the face o f the colonel.

His fist struck something— the hand 
relaxed from his throat— and Philip 
stumbled back to his feet, still dizzy 
from the paralyzing effect o f that grasp. 
Through the shadows of his half- 
stunned mind, he saw the colonel lurch 
upward.

Like a tree, the figure loomed before 
him, and then rushed in, with arms ex
tended, eager, with the certainty o f a 
rushing avalanche. There was no hope 
in Philip, but the vast energy which 
despair gives. He could not flee; the
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rush o f the colonel was as inescapable 
as the downward flight o f a bird— or so 
it seemed. So Philip slid suddenly for
ward, dipped his head, and then smote 
upward at the beard of the enemy—  
smote with all the sway o f his body, 
and the lift o f his muscles, and the 
speed and power o f hand and shoulder 
behind that blow.

There was a shock, as though he 
had smitten a crag of stone. All his 
arm went numb, and electric pangs' 
raced up and down from wrist to shoul
der; but the colonel’s rush had ended.

Aye, incredible though it seemed, the 
whole vast bulk of the man rocked back 
upon his heels, and his arms fell help
lessly to his sides.

He had been knocked out o f his 
stride— knocked almost flat on the 
ground, and by a single blow!

A  shadow came skimming like a bird, 
a great dark bird, along the ground.

“ Keep back, Loafer!”  called the boy. 
“ Keep back, Loafer! I— I don’t need 
y o u !”

And he leaped in headlong at the 
mighty form, for he felt that the giant 
was effectually stunned, and that an
other blow might send him down. 
Eagerness nearly ended the life of 
Philip in that instant. Something as 
huge as a beam, weighty as a log, swift 
as a striking cat, darted out at him. He 
threw up his guard. That mighty some
thing beat down his arm, and struck 
through to his breast with such an im
pact that Philip was literally picked up 
and hurled back.

He fell on his hands and one knee, 
vaguely saw the great form o f  the 
colonel lunge toward him, and then 
gained miraculous strength to spring 
up and to the side.

Almost he was dear of that sweep
ing danger, but no quite. The next in
stant, as a man is caught in a whirlpool, 
so Philip was clutched by the giant, and 
they stood breast to breast. The great 
arms went around him; instinctively he

clasped a barrellike body as vast and as 
hard as the trunk o f  a tree, and put 
forth all his might.

As he had lifted at the black rock, 
so he strained now, desperately. He 
had labored, on that day, for the life 
of a dog, and next for the pride o f his 
heart. Now he had the added might 
o f terror.

Around him were cast arms with the 
relentless power of steel bands, red-hot 
and shrinking into place. The flesh was 
ground against his bones. Red flames 
o f agony leaped into his brain, but even 
in that misery it seemed to him that the 
huge body of the colonel was not so 
rigid, that it gave a little— aye, it un
doubtedly yielded— and he heard the 
half gasp, half groan of exhaled breath.

The crushing grip of the colonel was 
relaxed. He swayed up a hand like 
the head o f a sixteen-pound sledge and 
Philip saw that danger swayed darkly 
above him. He pressed his face into 
the enemy’s shoulder; the blow glanced 
from his head, and heaving then with all 
his might, he lifted the massive bulk to 
a tottering uncertainty, then tipped it, 
swayed again, and pitched it to the 
ground, himself drawn down in the 
fall.

He could hold the big man down no 
more than he could control a struggling 
bear. They stood on their feet again, 
a little distance between them. The 
breath o f Philip came and went rapidly, 
but he heard a hoarse gasping from the 
colonel, and it seemed to Philip the 
sweetest music that ever had sounded 
in his eaT.

“ Boy,”  said the colonel, “ I love cour
age when I find it. You are young. 
You will grow into a man worthy o f 
the name. On this one night I let you 
escape from me. You may g o ! But 

' i f  we meet again-------”
“ This is the first time and the last,”  

said Philip, peering at that contorted 
face. " I ’ve met you fairly, hand to 
hand, and I ’ve mastered you. And I ’ll
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take you back and show you to my 
friends like a tame dog on a rope.”

He sprang in. Those huge arms rose 
to strike, but there was a glory o f con
fidence in the heart of Philip, now. Jt 
made him light as a feather to whirl be
tween those driving blows and strike 
again, and again.

The colonel went reeling back under 
the shadow o f the nearest tree, and as 
Philip followed with tigerish haste, he 
heard the rending o f wood.

There was a small projecting limb that 
thrust out from the trunk o f the tree. 
It had failed to mature like an honest 
bough. Stunted, half dead, leafless and 
twigless, it projected like a spur from 
the body o f the tree, and this the 
colonel had grasped and torn away 
with desperate strength.

Philip saw the danger and strove to 
dodge it, but the blow beat down his 
arm and fell on his head; and an ex
plosion o f blackness covered his brain 
as he reeled away. He found himself 
staggering helplessly, as though he 
walked in deep mud, and there was a 
deadly weakness behind his knees, 
threatening to make him fall.

He heard the sudden clangor o f a 
gun, a voice shouting that seemed the 
voice o f D oc Rivers, and then he could 
see.

It was Doc Rivers, indeed, running 
forward, and still calling out, but the 
bulking form o f the colonel no longer 
was before him. Instead, there was a 
sharp whistle from somewhere in the 
brush, and then Philip saw a horse gal
lop into the woods in answer to the 
signal o f its master.

C H A P TE R  X X X V III .
AN UNDERSTANDING.

j-J E  was bewildered both physically 
' and mentally by the disappearance 

o f the colonel and by that crushing blow 
which had fallen on his head. A  foul 
blow, it at first seemed to Philip. For

surely, after he himself had failed to 
take advantage o f a helplessly prostrate 
foe, the latter might at least have fought 
out the battle, fairly, hand to hand. As 
it was, Doc Rivers undoubtedly had 
saved his life, for the enemy, rushing 
in, might have shattered his skull like 
an eggshell at the next stroke. The 
whistling bullets which Doc fired had 
put the colonel to flight.

And suddenly it seemed that their 
work was done. With the colonel re
moved from t&e fight, beaten, even all 
the myrmidons o f  the Purchass clan 
seemed a mere nothing. •

Doc Rivers fairly embraced Philip. 
Then he stood back, dancing gro

tesquely in the moonlight. Doc him
self had been badly mauled in the fall 
o f his horse. Blood was caked with 
dust down one side o f his face, his 
coat was rent from shoulder to waist, 
and he limped as he danced. Never
theless, his thought was not for himself.

“ I seen you knocking him before 
you. If was the colonel, kid? It was 
the colonel? There ain’t anybody else 
as big as that in the whole w orld!”

“ It was the colonel,”  repeated Philip 
slowly, for he himself hardly could 
realize the miracle o f his own strength 
as it had been revealed on this night. 
The glory o f the lifting o f the black 
rock was lost in this blaze o f triumph. 
So he repeated slowly: “ It was the
colonel!”

“ Sweet —  sufferin’ —  mama!”  gasped 
Doc Rivers.

He added: “ Your hands, kid? You 
was only usin’ your hands?”

“ I was only using my hands,”  an
swered Philip. And then a wave of 
savage anger and exultation, com
mingled, passed over him. “ And when 
I meet him again,”  he said, “ I ’m going 
to tie him up and. lead him home like 
a tame dog, to show to the people 1”

He remembered, he had told the 
colonel that. He would tell him again, 
when they next encountered. But they
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never would fight hand to hand again, 
he could guess. Not if the colonel could 
leave the decision to weapons!

But even with weapons, Philip no 
longer feared the big man. He had 
tested him and found him wanting; now 
with rifle or revolver he would take his 
chance with the colonel day or night, 
sun or shadow!

Now it seemed to Philip as though 
that dreadful encounter in the moon-, 
light at last had cleared a cloud from 
his brain. There was a great cut on 
his head and blood trickled from i t ; 
the salt taste of it was in his mouth 
as he spoke.

“ W e’ve got to find Jolly,”  he said. 
“ Can he last out the trip home?”

“ Unless they’ve blocked him off,”  an
swered Doc Rivers. “ He’ll sure last 
it out unless they’ve blocked him away 
on the road home. It ain’t so far off, 
n ow !”

“ H urry!”  said Philip. “ W e’ve got 
to run”

And run he did, swinging steadily 
forward through the woodland ways 
until Doc Rivers staggered and stopped. 
He leaned a hand against a sapling and 
gasped for breath.

“ I can’t run another step,”  he de
clared.

Impatient anger flared in Philip. He 
made a step closer.

“ You have to,’ ’ he said. “ You have 
to run on, D oc !”

Doc Rivers mopped his brow.
“ Don’t threaten me, kid,”  he said. 

“ I ’ve done my best. I ain’t an iron 
man, like you. I ’m human, thank good
ness. Let’s walk. Even running, we 
couldn’t catch up with a horse!”

No doubt there was some sense in 
this, and Philip walked impatiently on 
through the woods. Even then he set 
a pace which Rivers hardly could fol
low, though the latter broke repeatedly 
into a dogtrot, and then begged his com
panion to slow down and go more easily. 
But Philip was relentless and they

pushed on at an even, heartbreakiniJ 
pace.

They left the woods, at last. They 
turned onto the highway, a voice called 
suddenly to them from the shadows, and 
Jolly Delmar rode out into the moon
light to join them.

“ What happened ?” he cried. “ I came 
on and waited here. I couldn’t go any 
farther. I should have turned back 
quicker and tried to help—-but boys, I 
didn’t dare to. I was more scared of 
being taken back to the Purchass place 
than I ’m scared o f anything on earth. 
Kid, you forgive me? But it wasn’t 
the colonel, after all ?”

“ Jolly,”  answered Doc Rivers sol
emnly, “ it was the colonel, and the 
colonel is busted.”

Jolly gaped.
“ He ain’t so much as a major or even 

a captain. He’s only a dog-gone 
private,”

“ How com e?”  asked Jolly in a voice 
that shook with excitement.

“ Me, with my own eyes,” said Doc 
Rivers, “ I seen the kid back the colonel 
into a tree. You could hear the thud
ding o f his fists clear over here, if you’d 
cocked an ear to listen. He was dodg
ing the colonel’s fists and whanging him 

— it was somethin’ to see. You wouldn’t 
believe it, otherwise. Then the colonel 
peeled a branch off o f the tree—-—”

“ Hold o n !”  said 'jo lly .
“ I seen it m yself!”  cried Doc vehem

ently. “ With that branch he hammered 
the kid over the head and stunned him. 
Good luck brought me along, just then, 
and I turned loose with a gun, and the 
colonel turned and run. He was beat. 
He was fair beat. I seen it. I ’ll swear 
to it !”

“ I know wha\ I know, too,”  replied 
Jolly, “ and I believe it. And now, Phil, 
we’ve got ’em spread out and helpless. 
The colonel and the whole Purchass 
gang is beat hollow. After this, we be
gin to collect. W e begin to get fat!”

And he laughed like a boy.

/
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There might have been ten thousand 
enemies lurking in the woods; but they 
would not have cared. They went on 
talking loudly.

Jolly, forgetful o f  pain and weak
ness, even began to sing, and so they 
topped the last hill and saw in the hol
low beneath them the well-remembered 
outline o f the Delmar place.

Doc Rivers halted and leaned wearily 
on the massive shoulder o f Philip.

“ When was it that we started out, 
kid?”  asked he. “ Was it about fifty 
years ago, maybe? Was it about that 
time that we went over and seen the 
colonel?”  He sighed. “ You’ve made 
an old man o f  me, kid,”  said he. 
“ Dashed if you ain’t piled a stack o f 
years onto my shoulders!”

And they went happily down the slope 
toward the house. They entered the 
yard. They turned to the back, and 
the broad, thin shaft of light from the 
kitchen window poured out.

“ It’s dad,” guessed Jolly. “ W on’t 
have slept much since I left l Sneak 
up soft, and we’ll see!”

They-assisted Jolly from the horse. 
He could sit the saddle well enough, but 
he could not walk a step, so Philip 
picked him up and carried him to the 
window. Looking through it, they saw 
old Delmar bowed over the kitchen table, 
his head in his folded arms.

They were able to open the door and 
half cross*. the room before he started 
up, and Philip never would forget how 
those long, lean arms were thrown out 
to welcome his son.

He carried Jolly through the dining 
room amid a rain o f questions, hasty 
answers. Every one was talking at 
once.

In the hall a small white cyclone de
scended— Maisie in a white dressing 
gown, with flying hair— and so they 
completed the progress to Jolly’s room. 
There, while Maisie hastily prepared 
food, the three men undressed Jolly 
and removed the wrappings from his

kgs. What they saw made them turn 
white.

Tenderly they bathed that bruised and 
turn flesh, and Doc Rivers, who knew 
about such things, laid on fresh ban
dages.

“ W ell!”  said old Delmar suddenly. 
“ Such cruelty as that’ll never go un
punished. They’ll get what’s coming to 
’em !”  His face wore a grim look.

A t last just as they had Jolly settled 
in bed Maisie came in with a tray cov
ered with edibles. Jolly, exhausted but 
joyous, lay back in bed, propped high 
with pillows.

“ I ’m not gunna talk. I'm  not gunna 
tell you anything to-night,”  he said. 
“ I ’m just gunna be happy and enjoy 
lookin’ at you. Only, before I ’m a 
minute older, I ’m gunna tell you where 
the vein is.”

Philip, instinctively, stepped to the 
window, and stood there with his hand 
on the butt o f his revolver, for it 
seemed to him that the word which had 
been so many times on the verge o f 
being uttered was now sure to be in
terrupted, and interrupted with danger
ous force.

There was nothing but the naked 
moonlight*in the back yard beneath 
him ; though it seemed to Philip that 
a ghost of Jolly and the two horses 
once more passed beneath and disap
peared down the roadway.

He heard Jolly’s voice telling the tale 
briefly. Just what the details were, 
Philip could not understand, but the 
names o f creeks and hills and moun
tains were all familiar to the other 
listeners.

A fter that, Jolly’s supper proceeded 
merrily. Maisie and his father re
mained to feed him and take care of 
him. Philip and D oc Rivers, starved 
with their long fast, went down to the 
kitchen to cook their own supper.

They had fried ham and eggs and 
laid the table with steaming coffee and 
chunks o f  bread. They had washed
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the grime anil dust from their faces as 
well as they could, and they were about 
to sit down to the table, when Maisie 
came in. She went up to Philip with 
a face as pale as her dressing gown.

“ Jolly’s told us,”  she said. “ Jolly’s 
told us everything. I ’m trying to be
lieve it. But my head swims! I— I 
saw the shoulder o f  his coat— where 
your teeth had cut through the cloth.”

“ Doc,”  said Philip, “ you step out
side for a minute.”

Doc Rivers silently vanished from 
the room, and Philip stood above the 
girl. She was no longer a dreadfully 
mysterious creature to him; she was 
only a pale and slender child.

“ When I left,”  he said, “ we had a 
sort o f agreement, Maisie.”

Her eyes half closed..
“ I know. I ’d never go back on it, 

Phil.”
He found that his words were snap

ping out, sharp and hard.
“ D ’you say that because you care a 

lot for  me, Maisie, or because you’re 
afraid o f me?”

Her eyes closed altogether, at that; 
she grew whiter than before, and when 
she looked up at him again, he could 
see the naked terror in her soul.

"I  don’t know,”  said Maisie.
But Philip knew, and all the joy and 

the glory o f that night were snatched 
away from him, and he was left sad and 
disappointed.

"W e go back to the beginning,”  said 
Philip, then, “ as if we’d never said a 
word to one another. Is that better?”

“ Are you angry? Are you hating 
me?”  asked Maisie.

When he saw her grip the back o f a 
chair and sway a little, a touch o f pity 
for her came to Philip, but he was hard 
and cold in his heart.

“ Let’s talk facts,”  said he. “ I ’m be
ginning to see facts. The other day I 
was still a ydung fool. Well, Maisie, 
I ’ve grown up. You know the story 
about Midas and the touch o f gold.

There’s the touch o f steel, tooA I think 
that I ’ve had that touch on me. At any 
rate, I can look through a good deal. 
When you first met me, Maisie, you saw 
that I was quite young and quite a fool. 
Is that right?”

Her lips stirred, as though she were 
trying to answer, but no answer came; 
and her eyes wavered on his face, as 
though she were reading a large and 
crowded page.

“ I ’m sorry that I put it as a ques
tion,”  said Philip. “ It’s simply a fact.

“ O f course I ’m ridiculous- But you 
thought that I might be useful. That 
night among the trees you were draw
ing me on. You saw that I ’d lost my 
head about you, and you wanted to 
make sure of me. Am I right?”

“ Phil-------”  she began.
He waited, but she could not speak.
“ You had a job for me. It was to 

bring back Jolly. Wei}, I ’ve brought 
him back twice. Y ou ’d thrown out a 
sort o f  bait for me. Not in words. 
W e were too delicate for that. Only 
a hint between us— I would have you 
if you got Jolly back. Is that right?”

She drew a long breath; he felt that 
she was fighting hard, merely to face 
him, merely to stand before him.

“ As a matter o f fact, there’s some 
other fellow, o f course.

“ You picked me up because you needed 
me. Don’t look so scared, Maisie. I ’ll 
never harm you. And the truth— you 
ought to be able to stand that. You 
see that I come down to a simple thing, 
in the end. I let you o f! the bargain, 
Maisie. And here’s my hand on i t !”

He held out his hand. Her own 
dropped limply into it, and suddenly her 
lip trembled and tears rushed to her 
eyes.

Philip half turned from  her.
“ I don’t want to see you cry, Maisie,”  

said he. “ I think I ’d really despise you, 
if I did!”

And, when he looked again, she was 
gone without a sound— only a whisper
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was in the hall and then, on the stairs, 
a faint murmur o f a stifled sob.

Philip’s lip curled. Stepping to the 
back door, he threw it open, and called 
Doc Rivers in. The latter came, shiver
ing and grumbling.

“ Dash it, kid,”  said he, “ you’ve kept 
us so long, the steam’s off the coffee! 
What’s the matter? You and Maisie 
haVe a falling out?”

“ On the contrary,”  said Philip. 
“ W e’ve just had an understanding!” 

“ Oh,”  murmured D oc Rivers, and 
suddenly busied himself with his food.

And it seemed to Philip that, like 
Maisie, Doc Rivers was overcome with 
fear. Every movement, indeed, was 
furtive.

*

C H A P T E R  X X X IX .
WHAT HAD HAPPENED.

J7A R L Y  the next morning they moved 
to town, with Jolly lying on a mat

tress in the bottom o f the buckboard. 
Philip sat beside him, partly to care for 
him, and chiefly as his guard. They felt 
that once they were safely ensconced 
in the town, they could shrug their 
shoulders at the Purchass clan. The 
sheriff and the law would receive them, 
and as for Jolly’s danger from the law, 
that was something no lodger to be 
feared. With the money from the 
mine, they could hire such lawyers as 
would maintain his innocence success
fully. So thought the Delmars, and in 
the gray o f the dawn they hurried 
toward the town, old Delmar riding in 
the rear, and Doc Rivers, in the van,* 
riding most dauntlessly and gallantly, 
while Maisie sat on the driver’s seat and 
put the horses to good speed.

The roads were black and wet with 
dew, and the fields were glistening gray, 
for the pale gold had been fading rap
idly, as harvest fields will. There was 
a good, cheerful feeling in the air, a 
chill that heartened one and brought 
color into the face.
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Philip marked these details without 
emotion, as one jots down notes on a 
pad o f paper. He felt detached. He 
was a mere observer. Jolly, Maisie, 
they both lived in this world. So did 
old Delmar. So did even Doc Rivers. 
What the difference was, Philip began 
to guess. They had families. They 
came out o f a known past. They were 
rooted in fact. But he was a plant 
that had grown in the air, so to speak. 
He had no relation to society and there
fore society would have nothing to do 
with him. He was held off at arm’s 
length.

The light freshened to pink and 
bright rose. Maisie talked from time 
to time, and when the sun rose Jolly 
had the pillows heaped higher under his 
head. He wanted to look that sun in 
the face, he declared, for he had felt 
the night before that he never would 
see the warm, kind, honest, cheerful sun 
again.

So Philip propped him higher, and 
then Jolly began to talk about the mys
tery o f his disappearance from the 
house. He had gone up to the map and 
spent a few  moments removing the 
thumb tacks with which it was fastened 
to the wall, for they had rusted, and he 
had to pry them out, carefully, with 
his knife blade. He had three o f them 
out, he remembered, when he felt some
thing behind him ; like a chill striking in 
from the window, Jolly said it was.

Finally he turned around, and he was 
amazed and oddly shocked to see Shel
don standing inside the window, look
ing steadily at him. He asked Sheldon 
what he wanted, and Sheldon said that 
he had come to speak about leaving.

“ Leave if you want to,”  said Jolly 
impatiently. “ I ’m busy with something 
else. You talk over your wages with 
dad!”

“ You ’d better talk to me,”  said Shel
don in a queer voice, and Jolly looked at 
him carefully, in some alarm and in 
some curiosity.
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Sheldon had always been the quietest 
sort o f a man, but now there was a 
touch o f danger in him. Jolly said that 
it was hard to define. Certainly the 
eyes o f the little man were fascinating. 
They had changed. They had grown 
very dark, and they looked flat and 
black-------

“ Like black velvet?”  put in Philip.
“ Just exactly like that,”  exclaimed 

Jolly. “ How did you guess?”
He went on to say that Sheldon had 

repeated several times: “ I want to talk 
about leaving the house. You ’d better 
talk with me about it. You ’d better talk 
about leaving it, yourself. D o you 
hear? You ’d better talk about leaving 
it yourself!”

This he repeated over and over in a 
monotonous voice and all the time Jolly 
Stared into the face of the puncher until 
all at once he felt himself growing rather 
dizzy. Thereafter, he was not sure of 
exactly what happened, except that Shel
don began to speak about the horses, too. 
And that he kept saying: “ It would be 
a good thing, when you leave, to ride 
those horses back to the Purchass place. 
They’d be glad to see you, there. Y ou ’d 
better ride the horses over. Over to the 
Purchass place. Do you hear? Y ou ’re 
going to ride them over to the Pur
chass place.”

This thought had filled Jolly with 
horror. But he felt himself impelled 
by resistless power, and after that, his 
mind was a complete blank except for 
two moments.

One was when he walked through 
the dining room and wanted with all his 
might to call out for help, to beg people 
to catch him and keep him from go
ing; but he found that his lips were 
locked. The next moment was when 
he heard the voice from the window of 
his own room calling to him. It had 
not seemed like another person speak
ing., It had seemed like his own ghost 
standing up there above him, and call
ing to him to come back. But again

he dared not answer. And a strange 
wonder came to him. Was it really he 
who sat on the Purchass horse? Or 
was it his ghost, while the real Jolly 
Delmar remained in the house?

Then he remembered nothing, except 
that the senses which had been stolen 
from him returned, find he found him
self in the Purchass house, with armed 
men all around him, and the malicious 
face o f old Purchass himself before him.

He was lying on a cot, the same cot 
where Philip finally had found him, and 
little Sheldon was leaning over him, 
with the same eyes of black velvet.

He had wakened to find himself 
totally in the hands o f his enemy, and 
Purchass, in the first minute, had placed 
his proposal before Jolly.

He would give Jolly his life and for
get about the death o f the young Pur
chass whose loss had caused the feud. 
In return, Jolly was to hand over in
formation about the location of the 
mine. How the Purchass outfit had 
learned about it, Jolly never knew. At 
any rate, he told them gravely that he 
would rather die. Then old Purchass 
had the others tie Jolly down on the 
bed and when that was done he dis
missed his followers, and himself re
mained alone with his prisoner.

“ T o bring him to reason,”  as he said.
There followed a torture so dreadful 

that Jolly confessed he had screamed 
like a woman, and the old satyr had 
laughed in his face and told him that 
he would tear him to shreds unless the 
secret were revealed.

Shortly afterwards, Jolly fainted, and 
that saved him further agony for some 
hours. But again and again he was 
put under pressure. Until, the day be
fore, when he was on the verge o f sur
rendering beneath this mortal agony, 
the enormous form of the colonel had 
burst into the room.

He had taken old Purchass by the 
back o f the neck, as one might lift a 
terrier, and told him that he would
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throw him through the window unless 
this fiendishness ceased at once. Old 
Purchass had snarled an answer, but 
he had perforce submitted and allowed 
himself to be taken from the room.

The last o f their argument, Philip 
himself had overheard on the roof of 
the Purchass house.

Now, when Jolly had made an end 
o f  his story, they came out o f  the 
woods, made a sharp turn, and the town 
was before them, in the full brightness 
o f the mid-morning sun.

C H A P T E R  X L .
KEEP YOUR EARS IN.

V jO W  Philip became all eyes.
This was at last the great goal of 

his ambition; this was the seat o f those 
lovely stars which he had seen from 
the height of Pillar Mountain on clear 
nights. But what he found revealed to 
him had not a shred o f glory attached. 
It was simply a shambling, wide-spread, 
broken-down, mountain town, so cheaply 
constructed that every building was old 
before it reached its third year. He 
felt that he could have blown down the 
general merchandise store with a puff. 
And as for the wide-spreading hotel, he 
was sure that he could have kicked his 
way through its flimsy walls.

There was little paint; there was 
much dust; there was in every vacant 
lot a jumble of junk, rusted wire, bar
rel bands, broken wheels. Chickens 
scratched up the front yards and dusted 
themselves in holes which they had 
scratched in the grass plots. Dogs ran 
out and barked furiously at the riders 
and the buckboard. Slatternly women 
came and leaned in doorways, arms 
akimbo, and looked after the little pro
cession. And far and near Philip heard 
the rising o f a voice which he never 
had heard before and which, once heard, 
he never could shake out o f his con
sciousness. It was composed o f the 
crowing of roosters in the distance, and

the cackling of hens on their nests; the 
clanging of a hammer on a forge; the 
rattling of kitchen pans; the banging 
o f doors, and the braying laughter of a 
man somewhere far off, together with 
other sounds o f human voices. Into 
this jargon the screaming o f stirrup 
leathers, the groan of the ill-greased 
wheels of the wagon and the rattling 
o f its loose boards and spokes melted 
perfectly. It was all a harmony. In 
spite of its many parts, it was not over- 
loud. Certainly it was not deafening. 
It was indeed rather a weight upon 
the spirit than a burden upon the ears.

But Philip did not need to be told 
what it was. It was the voice of man, 
which the poet calls “ the still, sad music 
o f humanity, nor harsh nor grating.”

He remembered that phrase, and he 
laughed loudly and bitterly. Maisie 
turned on the driver’s seat and glanced 
sharply back at him in wonder. It was 
the -first time she had met his eyes that 
morning, and when he looked boldly 
back at her, she flashed her gaze away 
to a spotted dog trying to jump a high 
front fence to come and bark at them.

They reached the hotel, where they 
put up.

Philip carried Jolly into the building 
and he was shown by the fat proprietor 
where to take the injured man up the 
stairs. Old Delmar followed, and said 
abruptly to the owner: “ You send the 
sheriff word, will you? I got my boy 
in town, and we want the sheriff to 
take charge of him. He’s got a charge 
against Jolly, you know !”

By the time the sheriff came, Maisie 
and Philip made Jolly comfortable in 
bed, piled pillows around him, lighted 
his cigarette. He had a hand on one 
arm o f each of them.

“ Lemme have a chance to look you 
over,”  he said. “ You rest my mind, to 
look at you. I don’t give a darn about 
anything else. Except dad. You look 
ljke you was made of gold and set off 
with about a million diamonds. You,
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Maisie— you always was a trump. But 
Phil, here, that was willin’ to die— oh,
I know that it wasn’t for me! I know 
that it was for you, Maisie! Why 
d’you blush so much ? Look, Phil, she’s 
all red and embarrassed!”

Philip looked, coldly and curiously. 
He thought that Maisie was a thousand 
times more beautiful than she ever had 
been before, but he took a perverse 
pleasure in keeping his glance cold and 
level and direct. He was filled with an 
enormous power. Nothing could daunt 
or disturb him. He could take his heart 
out o f  his own breast and hold it in 
his hand. He could smile or laugh 
while he hung in flames!

Certainly no one ever should know 
that this girl -had hurt him. '

The sheriff came in. He wanted to 
have the room to himself, Mr. Delmar, 
and Jolly, while they examined the 
wounds and talked about how they had 
been received. Therefore, Maisie and 
Philip went outside. She started to . 
hurry away, but he called her back.

“ I want to say a few things to you,”  
said Philip. “ You ’re embarrassed about 
me, o f course. Jolly and your father, 
and even Doc Rivers, seem to think that 
we’re— er— practically engaged. Shall 
I tel! them that we’re not?”

“ I don’t know,”  said the girl.
She stepped back until she leaned 

against the wall, with her hands flat 
against it on either side. She was pale 
and wide o f eye.

“ I wish you wouldn’t act that way,”  
said Philip bitterly. “ I know you’re 
not afraid o f me. Why do you act that 
way, Maisie?”

“ I don’t know,”  said the girl.
He grew hot with anger. After all, 

she had seen that she could twist him 
around her finger, and this affectation 
o f simplicity and muteness was a sham 
that made him rage.

“ It won’t do,”  said Philip. “ I ’m not 
so simple as this, Maisie. You under
stand that I don’t want to bother you.

Just tell me what you want me to do 
to make things easier for you, and I ’ll 
do it.”

“ Yes,”  said Maisie.
“ But,”  said Philip, “ please let’s be 

open and frank with one another from 
now on. That’s all that I ’ll ask of 
you.”

To this she said nothing. She had 
not altered her position. She looked 
as if she expected him to strike her, 
and Philip turned on his heel and walked 
away, angrier than ever.

He went out on the veranda o f the 
hotel and stood with the sun beating 
against his face. It helped him to con
front its burning brightness, for pain 
kills pain, and the sun for all its power 
could not reach to the bitter coldness 
o f his heart.

He wanted to despise Maisie for her 
wile, her cunning, her clever acting of 
a part; but, instead, he knew that he 
loved her more than ever. He despised 
himself, therefore.

Some one lurched from the hotel door 
with laughter and banged against 
Philip’s back. He .had to catch the 
nearest pillar o f the porch to keep from 
being pitched into the street on his face. 
He turned and fotffid a huge, red-faced 
cow-puncher who had been indulging in 
some horseplay with a pair o f com
panions.

“ Don’t stand in front of the door, 
kid, if you want to keep out of trouble,”  
said the big man roughly.

The eye o f Philip grew small with a 
wicked joy. He took the big man by 
the elbow and the shoulder, flung him 
across his hip, and sent him spinning 
to the roadway where he landed flat 
on his back and the dust spurted out 
on either side o f  him like water. He 
lay still for a moment, then pitched 
to his feet with a roar and a gun in 
his hand.

Philip watched him calmly.
“ Put up that gun,”  said he, “ or I ’ll 

kill you.”
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The cow-puncher stopped a roar in
its midst.

“ My stars!’ ’ he murmured, and 
dropped the gun back into its holster.

Then he disappeared around the cor
ner of the hotel.

Philip, turning, saw that half a dozen 
had looked on at this byplay. They re
garded him now with strained attention, 
but though they looked at him, not 
one o f them dared to look into his 
eyes.

He noted that, and he felt contempt 
for their weakness. As he approached 
the door, they split away silently on 
either side and he walked slowly 
through and back up the stairs; behind 
him he heard a hushed voice say: “ Well, 
that’s that! ”

He hardly knew what was meant 
by the speaker; he certainly did not 
care.

In the upper hall, he was met by old 
Deimar, who drew him into Jolly’s 
room, saying: “ The sheriff’s boiling!
He says that he’ll run the Purchass 
gang out o f the mountains now. He 
says that this here outrage is enough 
to get the people together. And— he 
says that there’ll never even be a trial 
for the shooting o f young Purchass. 
Phil, we’re out o f the woods! W e’re 
out of the w oods! The sheriff is going 
to give us an escort o f ten men to get 
up to the mine and locate it proper! 
And the game is in our hands!”

Philip found the sheriff in the act 
o f rising from his chair. He came to 
Philip and shook hands. He, at least, 
was strong enough to look one in the 
eye.

“ I ’ve met you before,”  said the 
sheriff. “ I remember. I thought you’d 
given Dorman a hand. I was wrong. 
And now, young feller, I ’ve been hear
ing a lot of amazin’ things about you. 
And I want to tell you a couple of 
things from my point o f view: You
keep your ears in and your guns in your 
clothes and you’re gunna be a fine citi

zen. But if you start runnin’ away 
with yourself, you’l j  hang before you’re 
much older. I gudss that’s all. Mind 
you, I ’m your friend, as long as you’ll 
let me be your friend!”

After this rather odd speech, he left 
the room abruptly, only pausing in the 
doorway to say:

“ I suppose you feel safe enough here, 
so long as you got the kid with
you ?”

“ Safer than if I had an army around 
me,”  said Jolly happily. “ You been 
pretty square with me to-day, sheriff. 
I ’m never gunna forget i t !”

“ All right,”  said the sheriff. “ You 
pay me back by keepin’ your strong man 
under his hat.”

And he disappeared.
“ He didn’t seem to like me,”  said 

.Philip.
“ Don’t you be scared,”  said Jolly, 

reassuringly.
“ I ’m not,”  answered Philip.
“ But you’ve been through the mill,”  

said Jolly, “ and it’s made you like milled 
steel— a little mite hard, partner. You 
foiler me?”

Philip did not, but he settled down in 
a chair beside the window and looked 
across the woods and the rolling of the 
dark hills toward the heights o f Pillar 
Mountain in the distance. He felt as 
though twenty years lay between him 
and his life there.

Jolly began to speak again.
“ I ’ll explain about the sheriff,” he 

said. “ O f course, the colonel has been 
the biggest man in the range for years. 
Everybody’s been afraid o f him. And 
when the sheriff heard that you’d mas
tered the colonel, it sort of scared him. 
Made him afraid that you’d start in 
where the colonel had left off. That’s 
why he talked kind o f mean to you. 
But he don’t mean no harm.”

Philip made no answer. He was be
ginning to wonder if the sheriff’s sus
picion might not be correct.
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C H A P T E R  X LI.
A MESSAGE FOR PHILIP.

T H I N G S  moved fast during the rest 
o f that day. Reports came in that 

the Purchass gang had fled from their 
house; then came word that they in
tended a covert attack on Jolly and 
Philip in the town itself.

In the meantime, the sheriff had taken 
matters into his hands. Philip was left 
with Jolly. The sheriff, with Doc 
Rivers, old Delmar, and a posse of no 
fewer than fifteen picked men, rode out 
to the Purchass house, and found it 
completely deserted except for two 
youngsters taking care o f the horses 
which remained in the stables. Then 
the party rode on to locate the vein 
which Jolly had discovered. It was 
found, measured, staked by old Delmar, 
and he and the sheriff returned to the 
town alone. Every other member o f the 
posse remained on the spot to prospect 
for other outcroppings o f that mon
strously rich ore.

Even Doc Rivers, quite out of his 
head with excitement, disregarding the 
promise of old Delmar that because of 
his aid in the rescue of Jolly he should 
have a substantial share in the mine, 
refused to return. When the sheriff 
came back to the town that evening, 
the report of the find went, out in all 
directions; and, before morning, half 
the men of the Community had packed 
their kits and rushed off in a state of 
wild excitement for the mine.

The town was mad with gold fever. 
Every event had been exciting recently. 
The Purchasses finally had been driven 
to the bush because o f the outrages they 
had practiced upon Jolly Delmar. And 
the great colonel himself had been met, 
matched, and beaten by an unknown 
youth who, a little later, had picked up 
a strong man and thrown him from 
the veranda o f the hotel as another 
would shy an orange into the street. 
Such things, together with news of gold,

were enough to bring the town up to 
fever point.

And, twenty-four hours later, the 
flood returned from the hills with the 
news that the Jolly Delmar outcrop was 
the only vein which had been discovered. 
Old Delmar himself now was on the 
ground with a force o f trained miners, 
breaking rock. But the rest of the 
townsmen returned.

They returned, but not to settle down. 
They were keyed up to a high pitch, as 
the sheriff very quickly discovered^ for 
three gun fights and an infinite number 
o f promises o f more encounters dis
turbed the citizens. Women began to 
keep their children indoors, and no man 
ventured on the streets unless with 
loaded guns. ' The sheriff in vain tried 
to bring every one back to his senses. 
He interviewed leading men. Pie or
ganized a standing force o f deputies. 
But still the air was filled with an elec
tric promise o f danger. Some great 
event was expected, and it was to Philip 
that the particular promise of it came.

He had become a great man over
night. The tale o f his adventures had 
gone abroad from the lips of Doc Rivers. 
Doc never had had the name of being 
an enthusiastic friend, but his worship 
of Philip amounted to idolatry. From 
his mouth came the story in detail of 
the crushing o f the two Chisholms, and 
the break through the Purchass lines 
to get to the Delmar house. From him 
came, above all, the account of the ex
pedition against the Purchass house. O f 
part, Rivers was an eyewitness; part he 
had heard from Philip; part came from 
Jolly Delmar, and that the most won
derful part of all. There were plenty 
of temptations for Doc Rivers to talk. 
Men were willing to set up drinks for 
the whole house so long as Rivers would 
narrate the great adventures. What
ever he said was believed, and when 
whisky colored his vocabulary a little, 
still he was believed. Above all, men 
wanted to know again and again how
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Philip had carried Jolly Deltnar from 
the Purchass place; and again, they 
listened hushed and keen of eye when 
they heard of that struggle with the 
gigantic colonel. Not one o f them but 
knew that enormous and powerful man, 
few of them but had seen some ex
hibition of his strength, but at last the 
impossible had happened, and he had 
been matched and overthrown!

A  small bit of evidence they accepted 
willingly as proof of a great thing. The 
doubters were reminded how Philip had 
tossed a strong man from the hotel 
veranda into the street. Indeed, that 
story was repeated by the victim him
self. He was “ Chuck” Harmon, a 
puncher out o f work, and the disgrace 
o f his fall ceased to have a sting when 
he learned that his conqueror was a sort 
o f mysterious hero, and that drinks 
would be provided when he told about 
his overthrow. So he told it many times 
over. He improved on his first versions. 
He became no more than a feather in 
the enormous grasp o f Philip, in his 
final form o f the story.

And so the whole excited town ac
cepted Philip of fact and Philip of 
fable at one and the same time; and 
the boy found himself converted in 
spite o f himself into a legend.

He did not like it. He did not like 
the way men lowered their voices when 
he came near. He did not like the 
manner in which they made way for 
him. He was troubled by the silences 
that.went before his face and the whis
pers that stirred behind his b&ck.

People did not smile at him. They 
merely stared. Only the children were 
gay and made free of him and his pres
ence whenever he dared to put foot in 
the street. He no sooner appeared than 
a shouting procession formed before 
and behind and around him. They 
caught at his hands; they tugged at his 
coat; they shouted at and cheered him.

The town had found a hero, but a 
hero a little too terrible to take to their

hearts. Every one watched him in the 
expectation of some immense event.

He himself tried to stop the talk 
and the excitement. He called on the 
sheriff and took him to one side.

“ I ’m very sorry,”  said Philip, “ that 
people seem to be talking about me.”

“ Sure you are,”  said the ironical 
sheriff.

“ I want to tell you— and you can tell 
others— that the fight with the colonel 
was not easy.”

He opened his shirt and showed his 
throat, bruised brown and black where 
that terrible grip had fallen.

" I ’m bruised all over,”  confessed 
Philip. “ Every breath is still painful! 
Just tell them that I ’m like everybody 
else. I ’m not a giant!”

“ Thanks,”  said the sheriff, “ but I 
think I ’ll let them use their eyes for 
themselves!”

And he nodded wisely.
Philip went back to the hotel more 

nervous than ever, and more irritated 
as the children swooped down upon him 
in a drove. But on the way great news 
came to him, with Doc Rivers bearing 
it, and a crowd around him to witness 
the truth o f the tale. It was, simply, that 
Doc Rivers had been in Grogan’s saloon 
relating the adventures of Philip to an 
admiring crowd, when the two Chis
holms boldly walked into the place and 
stood one on each side of Doc. It was 
Bert who spoke, his back to the bar, and 
his hands on his hips, so that he could 
keep every one under due surveillance 
while he talked.

He bore a message from the colonel 
that the latter had learned of certain 
false stories now being circulated in 
town to the effect that he had been 
fairly beaten by Philip. He branded 
all such tales as lies. To prove his 
point, a week from that date he would 
ride in person into the town and there 
encounter Philip before the eyes of men, 
whoever cared to stay and watch.

He would come between the noon
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hour and one o ’clock, so that his arrival 
would not keep any man from his work.

Having delivered this message, the 
Chisholms lingered for one drink— Bert 
drinking while Archie watched the 
crowd, and Archie drinking while Bert 
kept guard. Then they backed along 
the bar to the rear door, leaped through 
it, and were gone at once, unpursued. 
In fact, there was no specific charge 
against them, except the general charges 
against all the Purchass clan and their 
agents. fto  one cared to play the hand 
o f  justice in this case, and the pair went 
off scot-free.

So Philip received his message and 
went on to the hotel with Rivers to 
discuss the meaning of it. Rivers loudly 
declared that it was sheer bluff. I f  the 
colonel intended to right himself and 
recover his lost ground, he surely would 
have come straight in, without sending 
a message before his arrival.

There was something else to talk of 
when they reached the hotel. For the 
first mule-loads o f ore had been carried 
into town and assayed. They turned 
out less rich than had been expected. 
Also, the vein was discovered to be 
pinching out rapidly; but, even so, a 
large fortune was assured from it. Old 
Delmar had come in with the mules; 
and that night there was high festivity 
through all the hotel. There was only 
one spot o f gloom, and that was the 
face o f Philip himself.

C H A P T E R  X L II.
H EA VEN  FORBIDS.

W  E live according to a definite scale 
o f values. The old scale for Philip 

had been composed there on the heights 
of Pillar Mountain, looking down on 
a world represented, so far as men were 
concerned, by the starry twinkling of 
distant lights. Pie had come down out 
o f a dream which possessed him so thor
oughly that he refused to see the facts 
until Maisie had awakened him. And,

since that awakening, no other set o f 
values was given to him.

He dwelt now in a sort o f limibo, un
sure o f himself, unsure of everything 
around him. He was haunted by a con
stant yearning for the girl, and he suf
fered from the constant denial o f her. 
She had seemed to him at first a bright 
and beautiful angel, somewhat given 
to slang. She seemed to him now a 
beautiful spirit of evil, treacherous, and 
dangerous, and filled with all sorts o f 
wiles.

The day after the arrival of the news 
o f the colonel’s threat, Jolly Delmar 
tried to open a difficult subject.

“ Look here, Phil,”  said he, “ I want 
to talk to you a minute about Maisie. 
It seems that you and her have sort 
o f fallen out, and from what I can 
gather-------”

“ W hy should you and I talk about 
it interrupted Philip. “ Maisie and I 
are both happy.”

“ Are you happy ?”  asked Jolly,
“ O f course,”  lied Philip.
“ Then" let it go,”  said Jolly, and closed 

his eyes, with a frown o f trouble.
In the meantime, Maisie avoided 

Philip sedulously. Twice, passing him 
in the hall, she had lowered her head 
and gone by swiftly, silently. There 
was a sort o f slinking guilt in her man
ner, he told himself. So he made him
self hold his head high, and smiled upon 
her with bland indifference.

But time hung heavily on the hands 
of Philip. He would above all things 
have preferred to leave the town simply 
because Maisie was in it. He wanted to 
flee to a great distance, in the hope that 
perhaps intervening leagues would make 
her memory less sweet. He wanted to 
commit himself to some new course of 
action, but he could not think to what 
he could turn himself. In the mean
time, a mortal hardness was growing in 
his heart. The awe, the reverence, the 
fear which attended all his goings and 
comings meant little or nothing. Even
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at the danger of the colonel’s coming 
he shrugged his shoulders.

Sometimes, in the mornings, he would 
walk out to the edge of the town and 
use his guns on any convenient targets. 
Otherwise, he gave no heed to the 
famous colonel. For, after all, he had 
met and beaten the colonel once with 
his bare hands, and he had no fear as 
to what would happen w'hen they were 
armed. In some manner, he felt that 
the first encounter had established not 
so much a physical as a spiritual superi
ority over the colonel, and he was per
fectly willing to wait for the appointed 
day.

Indeed, it was the one touch o f ac
tual interest in his life at that moment.

He was sitting alone in his room in 
the hotel, with the colonel’s coming a 
day and a half away, when he heard 
Loafer begin to howl and bark in the 
street. Then the sound passed on into 
the hotel and up the stairs until it 
stopped with a mighty clamoring at his 
door.

He opened it, and Loafer leaped in 
on him.

“ This gent says he’s a friend o f 
yours,” said the proprietor.

He stepped back, and Philip saw be
fore him the gray head and the bright 
eyes o f Oliver Aytoun.

It was a mighty shock *\o him. In 
the turmoil o f these last few days, he 
almost had forgotten the man of the 
mountain. Now he drew Uncle Oliver 
into the room, placed him in a chair by 
the window, and brought a lamp and set 
it on the little table near by him, so 
that he could see Aytoun’s face.

“ Have you had supper?”  he asked.
“ No,”  said Oliver Aytoun.
“ Come with me and I ’ll get you some

thing to eat.”
‘ ‘ I ’ve walked down here to talk to 

you, Philip,” said Aytoun. “ I ’m not 
thinking of food.”

“ Has something happened to you ?”
“ No, not to me; to you !”

“ I don’t know what you mean!” said 
Philip.

“ You ’ve grown up, in these few days 
since you left me.”

“ Has it been only a few days?”
“ A  handful.”
Philip was silent, thinking back.
“ It hasn’t been long— in time,”  he 

admitted.
Loafer was going joyously from one 

o f them to the other, as though he 
wished to draw them still closer to
gether, and Aytoun smiled on the dog.

“ Philip,”  the old man said suddenly. 
“ You ’re not happy.”

“ I ? ”
“ Tell me.”
“ No, I ’m not happy.”
“ And it’s because o f the colonel?”  
“ How do you know about him?” 

asked Philip curiously.
“ All the mountains are ringing with 

the news that you are to fight the colonel 
here the day after to-morrow.”

“ Even Pillar Mountain?”
“ I went down to take some wolf 

pelts and skins. They told me at the 
trading store. I decided that I ’d better 
come here.”

“ It’s nothing,” " ' answered Philip. 
“ I ’ve already met him once.”

“ Never with guns, I believe?” 
“ Never, but it will be the same thing.” 
“ You ’re not afraid.”
“ N o.”
“ Nevertheless,”  said Aytoun, “ you 

must not meet him.”
Philip waited.
“ Will you tell me why?”  he asked, 

when there was no immediate continua
tion o f the talk.

Oliver Aytoun paused to fill his pipe, 
packing it carefully and solidly, just as 
Philip always remembered him doing. 
And that small act, for some unknown 
reason, brought tears to Philip’s eyes.

He waited while the pipe was lighted 
and until the smoke was drifting up
ward in >a thin mist.

“ I ’ve been trying to think o f ways
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out,”  said Oliver Aytoun. “ I would go 
to the colonel, but I don’t know where 
to find him. And I ’ve had to come to 
you.”

“ Yes,”  said Philip.
“ I ’ve come to ask you not to meet the 

colonel, Philip.”
Philip was silent, astonished. He did 

not need to ask for a reason, for almost 
immediately Aytoun added: “ Because
he’s a friend o f mine. Is that enough ?”  

Philip tried to speak. He hardly had 
thought that there was a thing in the 
world which could excite him ; but now 
he had found reason enough. It fairly 
stopped his heart!

“ Uncle O liver!”  he cried out.
“ Yes, my boy.”
“ Do you know what it means?” 
“ Will you tell me, Philip?”
“ It would mean sneaking away. A fter 

I ’ve told every one that I ’m not afraid 
of the colonel. And I want to tell you
about him-------”

He paused.
“ Go on.”
“ No, because I haven’t many good 

things to say— and he’s your friend.” 
“ Do you think he’s a bad man?”
“ Do I think? He— he’s a man, 

Uncle Oliver, who hires himself out to 
the highest bidder.”

“ He’s not a coward, Philip?”
“ No, he's not that.”
“ Does he keep his w ord?” 
“ Apparently he does.”
“ Is he cruel?”
“ No, he wouldn’t let them torture 

Jolly Delmar. I suppose you know 
about that ?”

“ I know about nothing, except that 
you’re not to meet the colonel.”

Philip was silent
“ Will you promise me, boy?”
“ No*”  said Philip, “ I ’m sorry that I 

can’t promise.”
Oliver Aytoun got up from his chair; 

his face was ghostly behind .the thin veil 
o f smoke. Still he kept his voice won
derfully quiet.

106

“ I think I have a right to ask a good 
deal from you, Philip.”

“ Heaven knows you have!” cried 
Philip suddenly. “ Ten lives, if I had 
that many. You have a right to ask 
anything— except my honor, Uncle 
Oliver 1”

“ So— so— so”  murmured Aytoun in 
a voice that was hardly more than a 
whisper. “ I should have guessed that 
it would be on that plane.”

He added aloud: “ Then I shall have 
to pay an enormous price, Philip, to 
keep you from this meeting?”

“ You pay a price, Uncle Oliver?”
“ I shall have to pay the price. H ush! 

Did I hear something under the win
dow ?”

He leaned out and looked down.
“ There’s a veranda there, Philip,”  he 

said.
“ It opens from the room o f a girl 

who never would listen to voices in my 
room,”  answered Philip. “ She wouldn’t 
care what was said up here. But you 
said that you would have to pay the 
price ?”

“ The price o f your affection and your 
faith,”  said the old man. “ I am going 
to show you that I have been a scoun
drel, Philip. I go back to the old story 
of how the rider brought you to my 
house. You remember that, o f
course?”

“ I remember, o f course.”
“ I told you that he never came back. 

That was not true. Five years later he 
returned. He wanted you. At that 
moment you were playing high up on 
the hillside with a tame rabbit. I told 
him that you were no longer with me. 
I told him that you were dead. It 
seemed a hard blow to him. I watched 
his face, and if he had heard your voice 
coming back toward the shack, I told 
myself that I would kill him, Philip, 
and never let you know what had hap
pened. I wanted you for m yself! Have 
you ever heard of a worse thing done 
by any man?”
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. Philip was silent.
“ And always I was afraid to come 

down into the world, because you might 
be taken away from me. But at last 
I ’ve had to let you go, and now I have 
to tell you everything. Because heaven 
itself would cry out if you met the 
colonel, Philip. He is your father.”

C H A P T E R  X L III.
THE SUN SHINES THROUGH.

D IC T U R E S  began to flash across the 
mind o f Philip, almost blinding him. 

He saw the street o f the town thronged 
with watchers in the white, hot hour of 
noon ; he even saw the heat waves ris
ing from the roofs, and the whirlpools 
of dust racing here and there like little 
tornadoes; and he saw a huge man on 
a huge horse, with a cape flung back 
over his shoulders, coming slowly down 
that street, a rifle balanced across the 
pommel o f his saddle.

He saw that same form dashing 
through the woods o f  the mountainside 
and reaching the shack with a child 
in his arms. He saw the same huge 
form stretched in the invalid’s chair, 
facing the sun. . He saw it stagger back 
into the shadow o f a tree, stunned and 
beaten.

At last he said: “ I should have
guessed. I could not have got such 
strength in my hands from any other 
man.”

He had no answer to this, and look
ing around him he saw that he was 
alone. Loafer was lying across his feet. 
Even the wisps of the pipe smoke had 
floated away out the window, though 
the fragrance o f the tobacco was still 
in the room.

At that, he ran hastily down the 
stairs and inquired on the veranda, but 
the oddly dressed old stranger had not 
gone out that way.

Philip turned back in despair. 
Aytoun, o f  course, had taken his long 
silence as a heartless condemnation. So

he had slipped away, and now he was 
working quietly back toward the lonely 
shack on Pillar Mountain.

Well, what did the world and its 
opinion matter, compared with one mo
ment of pain in such a soul as that o f 
Oliver Aytoun?

He went straight back through the 
hotel to the stable, saddled the mustang 
which had been given for his use by 
old Delmar, and swung onto the back 
o f the horse. He would have liked to 
say farewell to Rivers and Delmar, but 
their faces would have been hard to 
confront. No, it was much better to go 
off quickly, like this, without a word. 
Let them think their own thoughts 
about him!

Only one thing was o f importance. 
When Uncle Oliver reached his shack 
the next morning, he must find smoke 
curling from the chimney to welcome 
him home. A fter that— well, let time 
take care o f itself !

Philip found a rear way from the 
hotel corral behind the stable, and then 
turned across the open fields. He had 
to cross two stretches o f stubble before 
he gained the trail among the pines, and 
as he turned onto it, he heard a horse 
whinny behind him, but he paid no at
tention to that noise.

It was very late. A  cold wind made 
him aware that he had come out with
out a coat or a slicker. The clouds blew 
across the stars. Rain fell in sheets, 
icy cold, and drenched him to the skin, 
but he was aware o f his misery only 
now and again. Then the blanket o f his 
wretched thoughts closed over him again 
and the flesh was forgotten.

The moon went up, at last, unseen 
after the first streaks o f ghostly light 
in the east, but yielding a faint glow 
even behind the clouds. He could see 
them, mountain-dug, driven before the 
wind, sometimes with their edges turned 
to translucent pearl by the moon be
hind, but more often obscure outlines, 
guessed at rather than seen. The wind
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was out in high force. He heard it 
crashing through the woods, or scream
ing far off, then leaping suddenly upon 
him and deafening him with its whis
tling. He heard the groaning o f the 
boughs against one another; and twice, 
at least, a frightful crash as some giant 
was toppled and fell crushing and 
crushed.

But Philip rode on, keeping the horse 
grimly to the trail, which now was more 
easily visible as the moon stood at the 
height, and made the runlets o f  rain 
water'gleam like dull silver. For still 
the rain came down intermittently, now 
crashing on his face and stinging his 
body even through his shirt, and now a 
tender mist.

Through such a mist, at last, he saw 
the form o f a rider in the trail before 
him, and as he came nearer, he called 
out. He had a faint hope that it might 
be Uncle Oliver, but Aytoun on one 
of his mules was not likely to have 
covered so much ground as this. No, 
he was back in the forest, struggling 
slowly along.

He called more loudly.. The rain fell 
in a dark torrent. It cleared again, and 
the wild wind in the heavens tore the 
clouds apart.

His horse stopped o f  its own volition 
and touched the nose o f the one which 
was in its way, and Philip found1 him
self looking down on the wet face o f 
Maisie Delmar.

“ Y o u !”  cried Philip huskily. “ What 
are you doing here? What made you 
follow m e?”

“ I found your slicker,”  said Maisie. 
“ I had an idea maybe you’d want it, a 
night like this.”

She held it out to him; he let it fall 
into the mud. And then the wind hurled 
the clouds together in such dense masses 
that little light came down to the gloomy 
world and what there was, was further 
dimmed by a blinding downpour o f  rain. 
When the thunder o f it eased a little, 
Philip could hear the hissing of the run

lets as they shot down the face o f the 
trail, scouring the ground away.

He brought his horse a little nearer, 
and reaching out, his hand found the 
cold, wet surface o f a rubber slicker.

“ What made you follow me ?” he re
peated.

“ I don’t know,”  said Maisie. “ I sort 
o f needed the air, I guess.”

“ Maisie, Maisie, are you going to 
make a joke o f me still? Am I always 
a fool, in your eyes?*’

“ A  foo l?”  said Maisie. “ I’d never 
let a fool break my heart!”  And she 
added, with a sudden tremor o f her 
voice: “ And you’ve broken mine to
bits, Phil.”

He drew still closer. The steam o f  
her panting horse came up to him.

He drew still closer. The fragrance 
o f the girl was in his face.

“ You were on that veranda !” he said 
huskily.

“ I was,”  said Maisie.
Then she added: “ I ’m not a fine,

clean-minded, honorable person like you, 
Phil. I ’m just a hard-headed girl that 
doesn’t miss a trick if she can help it. 
I listened under your window. I heard 
every word that was said, I think. Poor 
old man!”

“ Ah, yes,”  said Philip. “ Poor Uncle 
Oliver!”

“ And you?” said Maisie. “ What 
about you ?”

“ I ? ”

“ You wouldn't waste any pity on 
yourself, I guess.”

“ I ’m a grown man, and a young 
man,”  said Philip. “ It doesn’t matter 
about m e”

“ I'll cry for you, then,”  said Maisie. 
“ I can’t help crying. You baby!”

“ Maisie,”  he said, finding her arm 
and pressing it. “ I wish you’d stop 
crying.”

“ I would if I could,” said Maisie. 
“ I don’t want to.”

“ It makes me dizzy and a little ill." 
said Philip. “ I— I never knew that you
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cried— except When there was some
thing to gain by it.”

“ And there’s nothing to gain now, 
I guess,”  said Maisie through her sobs.

“ Ah, no,”  answered he. “ I ’m a dis
graced and ruined man. I ’ll never dare 
to look the world in the face again. 
I ’ve brought shame to my few friends. 
But what are you going to do?”

“ I don’t know,”  said Maisie. “ What 
will you do?”

“ I ’m going on to Pillar Mountain.” 
“ I ’m going on to Pillar Mountain, 

too,” said Maisie.
“ There’s only a shack there. It’s 

quicker and easier for you to turn 
back.”

“ Phil!”  cried the girl in a suddenly 
changed and terrible voice.

“ Yes, Maisie,”  he answered, shocked 
and abashed.

“ Phil, come closer to m e!”
He drew still closer. Her hands 

caught his and shook them savagely. 
“ Phil, d ’you hear m e?”
“ Yes, yes! Are you ill, Maisie?” 
“ Ill ? I ’m dyin’ ! Phil, don’t you see 

that I ’m wild in love with you? W on ’t 
you tell me if you care the least mite? 
I f  you don’t love me, I ’ll come along 
anyway and cook for you and the poor 
old man, if you’ll let me,”

There are thunderbolts of joy as well 
as of sorrow. Philip sat transfixed.

“ Are you going to tell me that I ’m 
only play-acting now?”  cried Maisie. 
“ Will you speak one word to me, Phil ? 
Will you just say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ ?” 

“ Hus'h!”  said Philip.
He took her within one strong arm, 

gently, and the kind moon broke through 
enough to let him see her face.

'J 'H E R E  was no rain, there was no
wind for them, there was no dark

ness. The golden beauty of autumn, 
and the green, sweet face o f spring 
crowded about them all that night, and 
a sun o f joy smoothed the path before 
them. They laughed, while the thunder 
beat, and they waited for the lightning 
flashes, to see each other with eyes filled 
with love.

So the sun rose and found them. 
The wind, changing, brushed the sky 
clear above them, and they went wind
ing slowly up the side of Pillar Moun
tain.

“ Will you tell me something?”  said 
Philip.

“ There’s nothing left to tell,”  said 
Maisie.

“ Ah, but there is.”
“ Well, then?”
“ I want to know when you really 

first thought you cared a bit for me, 
Maisie.”

“ I ’m ashamed, Phil.”
“ I want to know.”
“ Well, it was when you held me up 

and talked to me as if I were a man, 
and told me that you saw through me. 
I began to love you then. It went 
through me— sort o f like a shock, Phil.”

He laughed, and then they laughed 
joyously together at one another, at 
the world, at the tall, proud trees, at 
the glorious sun which hung in the 
sky, at the flashing creek-------

“ L ook !” cried Philip. “ He’s beaten 
us after all!”

For they had come in view o f the 
shack, and smoke curled slowly from 
its chimney and blew away, snatched by 
the wind.

T H E  END.



Author of “ Sugarfoot Shoots,” etc.

with Judge Raidy sitting there, a wit
ness to the formal issuing o f the war
rant.

An ugly grin twisted across Jason 
Peverly’s hawklike face as he realized 
that the honest old sheriff, harassed by 
the unpleasant task which was being 
forced upon him, was still striving to 
find an answer to the problem which 
would obviate the necessity of his being 
called upon to arrest his friend, Abe 
Shreve. •

Sheriff Bob finally cleared his throat 
noisily.

“ But— but— Abe— ain’t— like that.
Peverly. W ouldn’t hurt a fly, Abe 
wouldn’t.’-’

Jason Peverly shrugged and sneered.
“ When he was younger, Abe Shreve 

was noted as a gunman. I ’ve heard 
you say so yourself, any number of 
times.”

“ Waal, Abe is right accrit with a six- 
gun, if that’s whut you mean. Even 
now, he ain’t so poor that he’d hev to

H E R E  ain’t no if ’s an’ 
and’s about it. Abe 
Shreve has fired at me 
twice. I ’ve sworn out a 
warrant. It’s up to you, 
as sheriff o f Washington 

County, to arrest Abe Shreve.”
Jason Peverly’s thin lips pressed 

whitely about his snaglike teeth, and his 
skinny body shook with ill-suppressed 
rage. He had not intended to let his 
anger get the better o f him, but there 
was something about the very calmness 
o f the mild-eyed old sheriff that in
variably furnished fuel for his quick 
temper. It was particularly foolish to 
act up now, because Judge Raidy was 
present; but it was done, and, after all, 
what did it matter? Raidy’s presence 
might turn out to be a blessing in dis
guise. Abe Shreve and Sheriff Bob 
Martinson were old friends. Sheriff 
Bob might have refused to arrest 
Shreve even in face o f the warrant. He 
wouldn’t dare to refuse now though,
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shoot twice at anythin’ he was real 
anxious to hit.”

“ You mean to say I lie? That— he 
didn’t shootiat me?”

Peverly was or, his feet now, his 
angular body shaking from head to foot. 
So great -was his rage that he failed to 
see Sheriff Bob’s eye which pointed to
ward Judge Raidy, slowly close and 
open, nor did he detect the answering 
smile that drifted briefly across the 
judge’s red face.

“ There, there, now. Don’t go for 
to get all het up,” the old sheriff ad
monished, as though he were addressing 
a petulant child. " I ’ll trot along up 
into your neck o f the woods in a day 
or so, and kind o f look things over.”

But Jason Peverly, his quick anger 
thoroughly aroused, was not readily 
placated. "Look things over! Look 
things over, nothin’ . You ’ll arrest Abe 
Shreve like that warrant tells you to 
do. And in a day or two won’t do. He 
has fired at me twice already, like I 
said. Maybe, next time, he’ll get me. 
I ’m scared to cross his land. My life 
is in danger. That’s your job, to pro
tect the citizens o f Washington. I ’ve 
come to you for protection, and I need 
it now-—not to-morrow, nor the next 
day, nor next week.”

Sheriff Bob Martinson’s leathery face 
continued to register unruffled serenity. 
“ Don’t you fret none,”  he said calmly; 
“ from now on, you’ll be as safe as 
though you were— ah— kicked up down 
here in my jail. I ’m givin’ you my 
word that Abe Shreve won’t take no 
more pot shots at you. And like I say, 
•I’ll get on the job, pronto; probably 
about day after to-morrow. You’re 
needin’ me to-morrow, ain’t you, 
judge?”

Judge Raidy nodded ponderously. 
“ Yes, you’ll have to testify before the 
court in that rustler case,”  he said.

Jason Peverly blew his nose violently. 
He sensed, somehow, that the judge was 
playing the sheriff’s game. I f  this were

so, it would not 'be good policy to push 
matters too far. Although his plans 
seemed, to his crafty mind, to be fool
proof, there was always a chance that 
something might go wrong. If some
thing should slip up, somewhere, it 
would surely do Jason Peverly no good 
to have Judge Raidy prejudiced against 
him.

Without' trusting himself to speak 
again, Peverly finally stamped away, 
clambered aboard his bony old horse 
and started for his ranch at the base of 
the Korssack Hills.

After Peverly had gone, the sheriff 
and Judge Raidy sat in complete silence 
on opposite sides of the sheriff’s little 
desk, for several long minutes. Judge 
Raidy had come to know and respect 
Sheriff Bob Martinson’s leisurely but 
undoubtedly efficacious methods. There 
were many questions still resting in 
channels of doubt in the judge’s mind, 
but he knew better than to put these 
questions into words. The sheriff 
would explain things in his own way at 
the proper time. Judge Raidy was a 
broad-minded man. The study of 
human nature was to him an all- 
absorbing avocation. Outside of the 
fact that he counted Sheriff Bob Mar
tinson one o f his best friends, he looked 
upon the old sheriff as an interesting 
specimen o f the human bloodhound.

In a general way, Judge Raidy un
derstood something of the curious feud 
between Abe Shreve and Jason Peverly. 
Ostensibly a ranchman, Peverly was, 
in reality, a money lender, hard handed 
and shrewd in his dealings, his business 
methods oftentimes so unscrupulous 
that they bordered on the unlawful.

Peverly was much in evidence in 
Chester City; he was forever involved 
in lawsuits or court proceedings of some 
sort. The judge, in common with Sheriff 
Bob Martinson, and in fact, the major
ity o f Chester City’s variegated popula
tion, cordially disliked the man.

Abe Shreve was Jason Peveriy’s al-
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most complete antithesis— a quiet, un
assuming little old man. During the 
five years that he had been county 
judge, Raidy could not recall having 
seen Abe Shreve more than once or 
twice. He recalled, rather vividly, 
however, that Shreve was a little old 
man with bushy white hair and white 
whiskers, and remarkably keen blue eyes.

That Shreve was an amazingly com
petent individual with a rifle or a six- 
gun was merely hearsay as far as Judge 
Raidy was concerned. In the old days, 
it seemed the little man had achieved 
a considerable reputation as a gunman, 
always on the side o f law and order, 
however. Certain it was that now Abe 
Shreve was a good citizen, quiet, un
obtrusive, and to all intents and pur
poses just the sort o f a man he looked 
to be— a friendly little old fellow, find
ing contentment in his old age in hunt
ing and trapping and occasionally pan
ning some gold in the Korssack Hills.

The reason for Peverly’s antipathy 
toward Abe Shreve was not difficult to 
determine. At various times during the 
past several years, Peverly had fore
closed on two run-down, mismanaged 
ranches up in Shreve’s territory. Abe 
Shreve’s little farm, which he had se
cured as a homestead grant from the 
government twenty years before, ran in 
the shape o f a long-tipped, fertile 
wedge between these two ranches.

Peverly had tried to buy Shreve out 
several times, invariably at a ridicu
lously low figure; and Abe Shreve had 
as invariably refused to sell. Shreve 
could not be blamed. Finally assured 
that he would be unable to secure pos
session o f that coveted strip o f land, 
Peverly had done his unpleasant best 
to make life miserable for Abe Shreve. 
O f this, Judge Raidy was well aware. 
Shreve had submitted meekly enough 
to his unsavory neighbor’s disagreeable 
tactics. That the little man was reach
ing the end o f his infinite patience, the 
judge did not doubt.

The sheriff, who was Abe Shreve’s 
lifelong friend, had sought to prepare 
the judge for something along the tines 
o f Peverly’s present complaint.

“ Abe Shreve’s the most even-tem
pered little coot I ever seen,”  the sheriff 
had often said; “ but when he busts 
loose— dog-gone! Me, I want to be on 
his side o f the fence. One o f these 
days, we’ll be totin’ that shriveled-up 
little crockydoodle, Jason Peverly, away 
in a wooden box.”

Immediately thereafter, the sheriff 
had admitted that the chances were that 
things would never reach" this pass. 
Still, now to-day, according to Peverly’s 
story at any rate, just this thing had 
happened.

“ Looks as though your little friend 
had finally broken loose,”  Judge Raidy 
eventually suggested, after waiting for 
longer than usual for the sheriff to 
translate his measured thoughts into 
speech. Sheriff Martinson merely 
grunted.

“ You ’ll have to bring him in like that 
warrant says,”  the judge pursued, his 
dark eyes twinkling. The sheriff made 
no sign that he had heard.

“ Well, what’s mulling around in that 
thick skull o f yours, anyhow?”  the 
judge pursued. “ I can’t sit here all 
day, but I would like to know what 
you’re thinking about— that is, if you’re 
thinking about anything,”  he finished 
with a grin.

Sheriff Bob Martinson smiled then. 
“ Waal, I dunno, judge, that’s the truth 
o f the matter,”  he said. “ I dunne—  
danged if I do— what it’s all about. But 
I intend finding out.”

Following which pointless comment 
the old sheriff came leisurely to his 
feet. Judge Raidy came to his feet, 
too.

“ Continued in the next issue, is that 
it, Bob?”  he queried.

The sheriff nodded abstractedly/- 
“ Yeah, suthin’ like that,”  he said.

Two days later, Judge Raidy, re-
W S —7 F
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lieved o f his court duties for the next 
few days, got into his hunting togs, and, 
with rifle on shoulder, started off to
ward the hills on pleasure bent. 
Slightly inclined to overweight, the 
judge had planned to make the ten-mile 
trip to the Korssack Hills on foot, 
partially because he needed the exercise, 
and partially because a horse would be 
o f little use in the ragged foothills o f 
Korssack Mountain. A s he came out 
upon the wide porch o f his house, he 
met the sheriff coming up the walk. 
Martinson carried a small pack on his ' 
back and was also armed with a rifle—  * 
a very unusual rifle.

“ Goin’ huntin’ ?” the old laiw officer 
greeted.

The judge nodded.
“ How about taggin’ along with me?”
“ Man hunting?”
“ Waal, maybe so. Can’t rightly tell. 

I ’d sure enjoy havin’ you along, that 
is-------”

That there was something behind the 
sheriff’s invitation which did not appear 
on the surface, Judge Raidy was sure, 
and, although his plans called for a real 
vacation remote from all business mat
ters, he readily agreed to accompany 
Martinson.

“ It’s that Peverly business,”  the 
sheriff explained,-/as they strode on 
through the crisp autumn morning to
ward the Korssack Hills. “ I telephoned 
Peverly and told him I ’d be out to-day.”

For upward o f an hour, the two men 
plodded on in silence.

“ Got yourself a new rifle, I see,”  the 
judge finally said.

This simple statement seemed, un
accountably, to embarrass the old law 
officer. He acknowledged the fact 
somewhat reluctantly, Raidy thought.

“ Yeah, it’s a new one right enough,”  
he finally admitted. “ Only one other 
like it in this neck o f the woods. It’s 
a humdinger too; regular dog-gone ele
phant gun. It don’t take such a big 
slug, but it sure has got the range.

W S - 8 F

Tried it out some this morning early, 
and it’s got five hundred yards on my 
Mauser, easy. Telescopic sight, you’ll 
notice, too.”

Judge Raidy did not ask any more 
questions. Being somewhat o f an ex
pert on firearms, he did wonder, how
ever, why the sheriff had gone to the 
trouble and expense o f purchasing such 
a rifle. More detailed inspection con
vinced the judge that the rifle was not 
new. “ Probably picked it up second
hand,”  he thought, following which con
clusion he let the matter drop.

From the first, the sheriff had led 
the way, which circumstance indicated 
deary to Raidy that there was some 
definite objective to this particular hunt
ing trip. The judge had gone hunting 
with Sheriff Bob Martinson before, al
ways, however, for mountain lion or 
deer or bear. Always before, the sheriff 
had permitted the judge— who was a 
skilled hunter and familiar with the 
ways of the hunted— to dictate the man
ner o f their going. It was noticeably 
different to-day, however.

Although there seemed no particular 
reason for so doing, the sheriff turned 
aside from the rutted roadway half a 
mile from the Peverly place, crossing 
the Peverly land within a few hundred 
yards o f the tumble-down ranch house 
itself. He avoided Abe Shreve’s little 
log cabin, nestling cozily atop a wooded 
ridge. There was no sign that Shreve’s 
cabin was occupied. Although consid
erably surprised that they had not at 
least called on Shreve, the judge fol
lowed the sheriff on up into the hills 
without question, secure in the belief 
that the old law officer’s actions, incom
prehensible as they-might seem, were 
dictated by purposeful common sense*

It was midday when they came upon 
a little cabin tucked away beside a small 
stream some distance back in the hills. 
A  gray-faced elderly woman greeted 
them at the cabin door.

“ This is Mrs. MacLaren, judge,”
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the sheriff said. “ Judge Raidy, Mrs. 
MacLaren.”

Even as he acknowledged the intro
duction, Judge Raidy realized that the 
woman had been crying.

“ Steve was restin' comfortable when 
I come away, Mrs. MacLaren,”  the 
sheriff said. “ Tw o doctors on the job. 
They found the bullet, and, if Steve 
only behaves hisself and does what they 
tell him to do, he’ll pull through O. K .”

The woman’s tired eyes brightened. 
“ And have you got him yet, that—  
that-------”

“ No, ma’am, I ain’t. But I will get 
him. Don’t you fret none!”

The woman’s thin hands tightened 
into bony fists. “ I hope he swings—  
the sneaking, yellow coyote,”  she said. 
“ Shot Steve in the back, he did. Steve 
didn’t have a chance.”

“ Yes, I know. He’ll get hisn. Don’t 
yotr doubt it, Mrs. MacLaren.”

The mystified judge, bursting with 
questions, followed the sheriff on up 
into the hills. "W hat happened, Bob?” 
he finally queried.

“ Steve MacLaren was shot yesterday 
morning at about eleven o ’clock, by 
Abe Shreve.”

“ Shreve?”  The judge could scarcely 
believe his ears.

“ Yep. The identification was con
clusive, as you might say. There ain’t 
no mistakin’ Abe, you know. Him with 
his white hair and long, .white whiskers. 
Cole Farnum, MacLaren’s partner, and 
Mrs. MacLaren,. both identified Abe. 
And, too, the bullet that got MacLaren 
was from Abe’s gun, or at least one 
like it. MacLaren and Abe were always 
the best o f friends. Can’t understand 
it. O f course, there is some evidence in 
Abe’s favor.”  A  half smile twitched 
across the sheriff’s whiskered face. 
“ But more about that anon, as the 
writer fellers say. Right now, our job 
is to locate the feller what shot Steve 
MacLaren. Su’thin’ seems to tell me 
he ain’t far away.”

Less than half an hour later as the 
two hunters rounded a sharp bend in 
the mountain trail, a rifle bullet crashed 
into the rocky wall directly above their 
heads, spraying them with powdered 
stone dust. With a quick motion, the 
sheriff interposed his body between the 
judge and the distant marksman, for 
distant the rifleman undoubtedly was. 
The report of the gun firing that shot 
had sounded faintly, an amazingly long 
time after the bullet itself had crashed 
into the wall above their heads.

The judge, unwilling to take advan- 
* tage o f protection at the expense o f the 

sheriff, protested somewhat angrily and 
pushed Martinson aside. The old 
sheriff was palpably disturbed. “ Wasn’t 
lookin’ for nothin’ lik.e that, judge,”  he 
explained apologetically. “ Didn’t aim 
for to run into no danger. You crawl 
in behind them rocks and keep out of 
sight. This here is my job.”

“ Don’t be silly, Bob,” the judge pro
tested. “ You invited me to go along, 
and now, when we uncover the game, 
you try to sidetrack me. Nothing do
ing ! I go right along with you. Where
did that shot------- There he is, Bob!
See him?”

A  stooped figure, bending low, scur
ried across an open space along the 
mountainside across, the valley.

“ But no, that can’t be the fellow, 
Bob. No rifle made can carry that far.”

Sheriff Martinson nodded vigorously. 
“ That’s him right enough,”  he said, 
“ and there is rifles that can carry that 
far.”

“ And it’s Shreve?” the judge mut
tered excitedly. “ Sure as y.ou’re born, 
Bob, it’s Shreve.”

That hurrying figure was a little man 
with snow-white hair and a long, white 
beard— Abe Shreve.

Much to the judge’s surprise, Shreve 
did not attempt to seek shelter in the 
spruce thicket, toward which he had 
been running. Instead, he stopped in 
the middle o f the open space up there
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on the rock-littered hillside, and crouch
ing in plain sight, brought the rifle to 
his shoulder, and, after sighting care
fully, fired. Convinced that they were 
out of range, Judge Raidy would have 
somewhat contemptuously stood his 
ground. He was surprised when the 
sheriff caught him by an arm and yanked 
him bodily behind an uprearing bowlder. 
The judge’s surprise gave way to a 
startled shiver as the bullet thudded into 
the wall less than a foot from his head.

“ My gosh,”  he muttered, “ that cer
tainly is some rifle, Bob.”

Sheriff Martinson did not reply. He 
was kneeling behind the jagged boulder. 
Rifle couched in a crevice o f the rock, 
he was taking careful aim at Abe 
Shreve. Judge Raidy’s confused 
thoughts groped for understanding. 
Even if the sheriff’s gun could carry 
that distance, it hardly seemed possible 
that Martinson would shoot at his best 
friend, Abe Shreve. Assuming that 
Shreve had broken forth upon a ramp
age o f killing, due initially perhaps to 
Pevejdy’s hectoring, it hardly seemed 
that Martinson would shoot Shreve un
til every other means of apprehending 
the little man had been given a thorough 
trial.

But shooting he undoubtedly was, 
slowly, deliberately— once, twice, thrice. 
The judge’s staring eyes saw a puff of 
dust appear on. the face o f the flat rock 
behind Shreve. The white-haired little 
man jumped to his feet. Sheriff Bob 
Martinson fired again. An undoubtedly 
human cry answered that shot. The 
long-barreled rifle dropped from Abe 
Shreve’s hands.

The little man clutched at his breast 
with both hands. He fell, rolled over 
and over down the steep slope, his body 
finally coming to rest, sprawled at a 
grotesque angle, at the bottom o f the 
slope. Sheriff Bob Martinson grunted.

“ You— you— hit him!”
Judge Raidy could scarcely believe 

the evidence o f his own senses. Two

incomprehensible things troubled him, 
those rifles, two o f them— the one used 
by Shreve and the one used by the 
sheriff! Never would the judge have 
believed, had he not seen it with his 
own eyes, that any rifle could have de
livered a bullet with killing effect for 
such a distance.

Both guns were undoubtedly capable 
o f just that, however. He had seen 
the evidence with his own eyes. Even 
with this point settled, however, what 
had persuaded the sheriff to shoot 
Shreve when a little Careful stalking—  
for which the sheriff was famous—  
might have permitted capturing the 
little man alive? It was a well-known 
boast o f the sheriff’s that he always 
brought his man in— alive.

Judge Raidy found no opportunity to 
give voice to his many questions, how
ever. With unusual haste for such a 
leisurely moving individual as the 
sheriff usually was, the old law officer 
started down the slope and across the 
valley at a sharp run. Breathing hard, 
Judge Raidy followed.

Three quarters.of an hour later, after 
much scrambling effort, they started up 
the rocky slope toward the spot where 
Abe Shreve’s still body lay; stretched 
upon the ground.

The sheriff was bending over the 
fallen man when the perspiring judge 
arrived. The injured man was breath
ing hard, A  splotch o f red showed on 
his right side. The reddened fingers of 
one clawlike hand clutched at the wound.

As Judge Raidy stared down into that 
peaceful face with its innocent covering 
of patriarchal white whiskers, the in
jured man’s eyelids fluttered. Then 
those lids fluttered open. For some 
reason unknown to himself at the mo
ment, Judge Raidy was fascinated by 
those eyes. Even as he sought for an 
answer to his puzzlement, Sheriff Bob 
Martinson stooped quickly, caught the 
injured man’s flowing white beard 
firmly, and yanked sharply.
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To Raidy’s speechless surprise, the 
white whiskers came away bodily in 
the sheriff’s grip, and the judge looked 
down into the thin, pain-twisted face 
o f— Jason Peverly. Next, the sheriff 
removed the battered felt hat and pulled 
aside the voluminous wig which had 
served to transform Peverly’s bald poll 
into a most accurate duplication o f Abe 
Shreve’s snow-white head.

“ He’ll live,”  the sheriff repeated posi
tively ; “ bullet only grazed h im ; he’s 
just dazed from the fall.”

Judge Raidy’s judicial mind craved 
enlightenment. “ You knew you would 
find this, o f course. Still, how could 
you be sure that you were not shooting 
at the real Abe Shreve?”

Sheriff Bob Martinson’s eyes 
twinkled. “ Waal, you see, judge, it was 
like this: I knew, o f course, that Peverly 
was out after Abe’s scalp, so, the same 
day Peverly swore out that warrant, I 
sent out word to Abe to come in and rest 
peaceablelike in jail. Scared the little 
rooster might get hurt. Abe, he done 
just that; he’s been in jail since yester
day morning at exactly six o ’clock.”  

“ Steve MacLaren was shot some time

just before noon yesterday,”  the judge 
interpolated.

“ That’s right,”  the sheriff agreed.
“ Evidently Peverly did that?”
“ Right again.”
A  smile spread slowly over Judge 

Raidy’s red face. “ That’s what you 
might call an air-tight alibi, Bob,”  he 
said.

Sheriff Bob Martinson modestly 
agreed. “ And you’re probably wonder
ing, too, about these here fancy guns,” 
he said. “ Waal, this one I got belongs 
to Abe. He brought it in with hflh, 
and I borrowed it after he told me that 
Peverly had got hisself a gun just like 
it. Lucky I brought it along! Peverly 
never suspected I had Abe’s gun; he 
camped in plain sight up here on the 
hill, feelin’ plumb sartin as how he was 
beyond the range o f  our guns, at the 
same time we bein’ well within the 
range o f hisn,”

Judge Raidy noddled understanding^. 
“ And you sort o f  wanted me along as 
a witness after the fact?”

“ That’s right. Sorta figured things 
would turn out kind o f trickylike, and 
they sure did.”

HOW DOTH THE BUSY BE cr
\ 17IL D  bees have, for a year or more, been annoying women students in one o f 

the dormitories at the University o f North Dakota, and there has been none 
who could give a satisfactory explanation o f the phenomenon.

Now, however, it is recalled that two years ago caretakers at the dormitory 
noticed a number o f  bees flying in and out o f a small hole in the brick wall of 
the structure. Attempts were made to get rid o f them, but their innermost nests 
could not be reached. Nothing was thought about the incident until recently, when 
the walls o f one o f the rooms o f the dormitory became stained. Refinishing did 
no good, since the stain immediately reappeared over a larger area than before. 
Eventually the walls became moist, so a more thorough examination was made.

When the plaster came off, it was discovered that there were pounds and 
pounds of honey in every little niche between the walls, lath, and studding. A  
little o f it had grown musty with age, but the greater part had been well pre
served. In the improvised hive were, also, discovered many bees, inactive on 
account o f winter.



A  WESTERN TR AIL
By Cristel Hastings

"P U R P L E  mountains lift their shoulders 
*  And white rivers murmur by;
Burnished golds o f sun and hills meet 

All along a sunset sky;
And I know a trail that’s windin’

Where the manzanita grows—
And it’s there my heart’s a-flyin’

Like the salty wind that blows.
_ _ *
Trails that God made in His wisdom.

Wind around my homesick heart,
And my eyes get sort o ’ -'misty,

And the stingin’ teardrops start,
For I see the rollin’ ranges 

And my pinto browsin’ nigh—
Seems I see a phantom pine tree 

And a river singin’ by.

Seems I see the hazy mountains,
Dusky trees and shinin’ streams,

And my eyes— oh!— how they’re achin’ 
For the things that seem like dreams.

I can hear the tumblin’ waters 
And a lone coyote’s cry,

And the silence there is music 
That will hold me till I die.

I can feel the little breezes 
That go flyin’ fast downhill,

Little winds that pull my heartstrings-— 
Little winds that break my will.

And I know I must go ridin’
Out along some moonlit ridge,

With my pinto as my pardner 
And a foot-log for a bridge

Where the eager rivers hurry 
Down the western slopes to sea, 

And the wavin’ grass makes music 
That is Heaven’s own melody.

So I ’m off with pack and pinto 
And I ’m leavin’ all the rest,

For I ’m sort o ’ numb with longin’ 
For a trail that’s headin’ West.
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Buckaroo Ballots
S.Omar Barker

Author of “The Mountains Were His Brothers,” etc.

H A T  I called you boys 
up here for,”  announced 
Old Tank Corkle, coming 
out o f the ranch house 
where he had been in con
ference with Jake Grin- 

stead, his foreman, “ is this: I f  these 
bean-hoein’ nesters gits enough votes 
on their side to carry this here bond 
issue for a consolidated schoolhouse, 
the taxes it’ll put on my ranch is goin’ 
to be so high that I won’t have money 
left to pay wages to cowboys. M e an’ 
Jake has counted up who’s who on 
both sides an’ how they” l vote at elec
tion next Tuesday. It’ll be close. With 
the whole dad-burned eight o f yuh 
votin’ agin’ the bonds we’ll outcount 
'em. But if yuh vote with the nesters, 
we lose; an’ in that case I ’m warnin’ 
yuh now that they’ll be eight cowhands 
an’ a foreman without no more o f a 
job on the D K  Ranch than they is hair 
on a rutabaga turnip! Is that plain 
enough ?”

Old Dunk looked as stern as his 
tomato-shaped face would permit and

waited for a response. Presently he 
got it.

Jack Corben arose from his boot heels 
until he stood as straight as a fir tree.

“ Plenty plain, Mister Corkle,”  he 
said gravely. “ Y ou ’re givin’ us orders 
to vote against the school bonds or get 
fired. Well, I never got no schoolin’ 
myself, but I don’t aim to help hinder 
even a bean-grower’s kid from havin’ 
his chance, an’ when I vote, I vote like 
I please! I reckon maybe you’d better 
jest hand me my time n ow !”

"D on ’t ack like yuh’d et loco, Jack!”  
spoke up grizzled old Micah Griffin, 
oldest o f the D K  cowboys. “ Time yuh 
git as weathered as me yuh’ll learn it 
don’t pay to alius be doggin’ other 
folks’ hawgs outa their own cawn 
patch. I f  these here bean wrastlers 
wants a new school let them worry ’bout 
how to git it, not you ! Yuh go throwin’ 
up the only job in miles jest to vote 
more taxes onto the ranch that pays 
yore wages so’s a lotta little sniffle noses 
kin throw spitballs in a fine school- 
house ’stid o ’ the. ol’ plank one! Dunk
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ain’t orderin’ nobody how to vote. He’s 
jest remindin’ yuh how the land lays 
with him. Better quit rarin’, Jack, an’ 
stay put!”

Some o f the others nodded agree
ment, some remained doubtfully silent. 
It was inbred in them to look with dis
favor on all homesteaders, and though 
some were friendly with the bean farm
ers o f the Mesitas district, they felt little 
obligation to mix in their struggle for 
a new schoolhouse, either one way or 
the other.

The I>K boys were bachelors all. 
Old Dunk never hired any other kind. 
He was an exacting boss, but he knew 
cows, and he paid good wages.

The younger punchers— big, bearlike 
“ Red”  W inick; black-haired “ Shanky” 
Smith; small-eared, chunky “ Whitey” 
Taylor— somehow felt little inclination, 
to quit the D K  Ranch. It was just about- 
three weeks since old Dunk’s niece, blue
eyed and refreshing as clear sky in May, 
had come for a prolonged visit. And 
Sibyl Corkle’s smiles were like lariat 
loops that had caught and anchored 
them upon the D K  range.

“ To heck with the squatters anyhow!”  
snorted Whitey. “ If Jack wants to 
mother ’em let him! /  ain’t the kind of 
a guy that’ll buck agin’ the ranch I 
work Tor, Dunk! An’ I reckon the 
boys is with m e!”

“ Now you’re talkin’ !” approved Fore
man Jake, his short-nosed, square face 
broken by a white line o f small, grinning 
teeth.

“ Thanks, boys!”  said the boss. 
“ That’ll be all this mornin’ !”

Seven o f them clumped away toward 
the saddle sheds and corrals. Jack 
Corben waited alone in silence. The 
foreman was figuring on a scrap o f 
paper. Presently he gave it to Corkle, 
and the boss pulled out a deep wallet, 
took out some bills, and handed them to 
the waiting cowboy.

“ That pays yuh up, Corben,”  he said. 
“ Yuh kin pull out any time yuh want.

I f  yuh change yer mind, come back an’ 
we’ll talk it over!”

As Jack put out his hand for the 
money, a bay pony whisked around the 
corner o f  the house, and a girl whose 
hair glinted like a golden sunrise got 
down from the saddle and came up the 
steps. She had a ready smile for the 
three men. When she saw the money, 
and the sober, embarrassed look on the 
puncher’s face, she looked question- 
ingly first at him, then at the foreman, 
then at her uncle. As the cowboy, with 
a stammered, “ Good morning,”  turned 
down the steps, her smile vanished for 
an instant and something like whimsical 
disappointment seemed to take its place 
on her rosily tanned face. She watched 
him a second as if (about to speak, then 
turned, smiling again, to the other two 
men.

“ Oh, Uncle Dunk!”  she exclaimed. 
“ I ’ll bet you can’t guess what good news 
I ’ve got for you !”

Her uncle didn’t try, but Sibyl was 
bubbling over with enthusiasm.

“ It’s the school!” she cried. “ I ’ve 
been over talking to Mr. Haralson—  
you know, chairman o f the school board 
— and he promised me they’d hire me 
for one o f their teachers— principal, 
maybe— when the new building is done 
next fall! Isn’t that wonderful?”

But her uncle’s roundish face showed 
little enthusiasm.

“ Suppose,”  he suggested, with a wink 
at Jake, “ jest suppose, they shouldn’t 
turn out to be no new schoolhouse r 
Don’t git yer heart too set on anything 
that far ahead, Sibby!”

“ You  teachin’ them sniffin' bean- 
hoers, Miss Sibyl!” exclaimed the fore
man. “ It’d be too much a case of 
beauty an’ the little beasts! You’d 
ought to-------”

Without waiting for him to finish, 
Sibyl gave Old Dunk’s cheek a pat and 
ran on into the house.

“ Jake,”  said the boss when she Lao 
gone, “ they ain’t no use lettin’ on to
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Sibby that they ain’t goin’ to be no new 
school! Leave her make plans an’ kick 
up her heels all she wants. She ain’t 
jnly a kid noway!”

With a nod o f agreement, the fore
man clumped off toward the corrals. 
Dunk Corkle turned again into the 
house. Always kept clean and orderly 
by Hing Wah Lee, it had recently, since 
the arrival o f his brother’s daughter, 
taken on a number o f feminine frills to 
boot— frills that Old Dunk’s confirmed 
bachelor eyes failed even to notice con
sciously.'

Sibyl Corkle came out to her horse 
again in a few minutes and mounted. 
Out by the corrals she overtook young 
Corben riding his own iron-gray, mus
tang pony, a sizable bed roll tied on 
behind the saddle, and a full saddlebag 
bumping at his knee in front. Sibyl had 
met all the cowboys when she first came 
and had ridden out with various ones 
since. She had not been blind to the 
admiration for her in their eyes, and 
already tall Shanky Smith had frankly 
become her suitor. She liked most o f 
them, but Jack Corben alone had given 
her moments o f uneasily fluttering eye
lids when he looked at her, grave-faced, 
and with a peculiar directness in the 
glance o f his hazel eyes. He looked 
at her so now, smiled the faintest o f 
smiles, and put out his hand.

“ Good-by, Miss Corkle,”  he said, 
“ an’ good luck!”

“ Why— why, you’re not leaving? I 
saw uncle paying you off and I won
dered. What’s happened ?”

“ Cowboys come an’ cowboys go, 
Miss Corkle,”  he answered, “ an’ this 
is just a case o f one goin’ .”

“ But what for?  You ’re not— fired, 
are you?”

“ No, ma’am, I— I resigned.”
Jack Corben, suddenly aware that he 

had been holding onto the girl’s hand 
all this time, could hear his own heart 
thumps and feel his face reddening. 
He released her hand, but his eyes held

hers. He was wishing heartily that she 
were not Old Dunk’s niece; that he 
could be free to tell her why he was 
leaving; that, looking into her eyes, he 
no longer wanted to leave the D K  Ranch 
at all.

“ O h ! Then maybe you’ll reconsider 
it? W hy don’t you? I— Uncle Dunk 
would like you to stay, I know. You—  
you don’t realize how much he needs 
you— your services here on the ranch!”

The cowboy smiled ruefully.
“ What I realize, Miss Sibyl,”  he 

said, “ is not how much he needs me, 
but how little he wants m e! I do hate 
to go—now— but— I reckon I can’t 
very well reconsider J”

Before she could answer, he put 
spurs to his horse, said good-by almost 
brusquely, and went loping off down 
the road, leaving the girl wondering, 
not only about his going, but also at 
her own feelings.

.A t dinner she asked her uncle why 
Jack Corben had left the ranch, but 
she got no answer more than a kindly, 
grumbling suggestion that she go on 
and have a good time without worrying 
her pretty head about ranch business 
she didn’t savvy. Sibyl had intended 
to talk to him about her plans to stay 
out West and teach in the new school, 
but his way o f treating her as if she 
were a mere baby both irritated and 
silenced her.

It was when she rode over the next 
day to see the Haralson youngsters that 
she learned why Corben had left the 
DK.

“ You’re Mr. Corkle’s niece, Miss 
Sibyl,”  said Mrs. Haralson doubtfully, 
“ and I s’pose I hadn’t ought to say 
nothin’ to you about it, but seems like 
you’ve been so interested in our gettin’ 
the new schoolhouse that you’re kinder 
— I dunno— one o f us. I s’pose you 
know your uncle is going to make all 
his cowboys vote against the bonds. 
Mr. Jack was the only one that wouldn’t 
agree to it. He jest quit. What with
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them nine votes added to the folks that’s 
already against it, we ain’t got a chance 
to carry it. A n ’ that means no school- 
house fitten for wintertime. Seems 
like I did want so bad for my babies to 
git started off right toward a good 
schoolin’ ! Maybe you could talk to 
your uncle.”

The big, work-hardened woman, her 
face kindly and motherly for all its sun- 
reddened harshness, had tears in her 
eyes as she talked.

Sibyl rode home that afternoon with 
her heart torn between conflicting feel
ings, not the least o f which was anger 
at her uncle. She hunted him up at 
once.

“ Uncle Dunk,”  she said, “ is it true 
that you are fighting the bond issue for 
a new schoolhouse ?”

He answered her half angrily.
“ Well, if I am, what o f  it? It’s my 

land that’ll have to put up most o f the 
taxes to pay ’em off! I can’t afford 
to educate all their little sniffle noses for 
these squatters, can I ? ”

“ But, Uncle Dunk,”  she insisted, 
“ I ’ve got the figures from Mr. Haralson, 
and the tax on your place will be so 
small you’ll never notice it! And these 
poor children do need the schoolhouse 
— desperately!”

Corkle grunted and went on with the 
saddle skirt he was mending. But Sibyl 
had her dander up.

“ That’s why Jack Corben left— be
cause you ordered your men to vote 
against the bonds, and he quit rather 
than do it— wasn’t it?”

“ Now, listen here, young lady,”  said 
Corkle sternly, “ I don’t want to be 
cross with yuh, but if yuh’fe  goin’ to 
stay at my house yuh’ll have to keep 
yer nose outa my business! All this 
here foolishness about them pore bean- 
raisers’ kids! They went an’ had the 
brats, didn’t they ? I  didn’t ! Then let 
'em pervide fancy schools fer ’em, too, 
if they hanker fer sech hifalutin’ non
sense! I  won’t ! A n ’ if yuh’re set on

pesterin’ the life outa me about it, I 
reckon maybe yuh’d better pack u p ! I 
never was no hand fer women messin’ 
into my business!”

Quick tears came in the girl’s eyes, 
but with them a light o f quiet determi
nation.

“ Very well, Uncle D unk! I'm  sorry 
to hurt your feelings— but— but I think 
I ’d better pack up now and go.”

“ Jest as yuh like! Micah’ll drive 
yuh to the railroad to-morrow!”

The ranchman got his horse from a 
stable, saddled, and rode away toward 
the gathering pastures northward.

There was a heavy ache in Sibyl 
Corkle’s heart as she packed her grips, 
but she had no thought o f giving in. 
She did not even stay to say good-by. 
She commandeered one o f the men from 
windmill repair work at the blacksmith 
shop and had him load her things in 
the car and drive her to the Haralson 
place across the mesa. She left this 
brief note for Corkle:

It isn’t because I don’t love you, Uncle 
Dunk, but because I believe you are wronging 
both yourself and your neighbors. I ’m going 
to stay with Mrs. Haralson and help her fight 
for a school for her children* Please—please 
change your mind about it, uncle, and let 
me come back!

Dunk Corkle read the note and stuck 
it into his pocket without comment. 
Neither did he send any word to his 
niece; and the next morning, with the 
bond election only four days off, he 
reminded his punchers what he expected 
o f them. They received his reminder 
in silence.

That same day Sibyl saw Jack Corben 
again. He had not left the Mesitas 
country, but" was camped with one o f 
the small ranchmen who favored the 
bond issue. He came to Haralson’s, 
supposedly to report to Eric Haralson 
that he had been doing some talking 
among the ranchmen and farmers o f 
the district and had won over at least 
three more votes for the school.
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“ It ain’t none o f  my business, really,”  
he told the big Danish farmer, “ but I ’m 
a-makin’ it mine jest because it kinder 
gits under my skin to think o f all these 
here kids growin’ up ignorant like I 
done.”

It was as he was leaving, disappointed 
at not having seen her, that he met 
Sibyl riding in. from the direction of 
the D K  pastures. He thought he had 
never seen so queenly a figure in his 
life, as she came loping down the trail. 
His heart pounded as she came up to 
him, her cheeks rosy with the wind and 
sun, and her eyes alight with something 
like victory. She had a smile for him 
and a ready hand to 'shake his.

“ Why didn’t you tell m e?”  she asked 
at once. “ I think it’s— it’s wonderful 
o f you— to sacrifice your job and every
thing this way to help these poor people 
get their school!”

The cowboy found himself wordless, 
though a score o f words like “ wonder
ful,”  “ eyes like the sky,”  “ hair like a 
mesa sunrise,”  “ you,”  tumbled through 
his mind. He had become a champion 
o f the new school in the first place 
largely as a matter o f fair play and 
principle. Now it ~ seemed suddenly 
like the crusade o f a knight for a prin
cess— only he somehow saw himself 
more as an awkward clown than a 
knight, and he doubted if there had 
ever really been, even among the regal 
daughters o f kings, such a glorious 
princess as Sibyl Corkle.

“ W e’re going to win the election,”  
she said. “ I ’ve been talking to two o f 
uncle’s cowboys and I ’ve persuaded 
them— Mr. Smith and Old Micah Grif
fin— so “they’ll vote on our side. T o 
morrow I ’m going to try to see the big 
red-haired one, too.”

She laughed gaily.
“ Such a bargain! I suppose I ought 

to be ashamed o f myself, but I ’m n ot!” 
She tossed her head spiritedly, then 
smiled a bit sorrowfully. “ Poor Uncle 
Dunk! I f  he hadn’t always hated

women and children so, he wouldn’t be 
in for it like he is!”

At the D K  Ranch house Old Dunk 
Corkle sat alone nursing his rheuma
tism and storming at Hing Wah Lee, 
unwilling to acknowledge, even to him
self, just how much he was missing the 
golden-haired girl who had come to his 
lone bachelor establishment about a 
month before. Nor had he any idea o f 
relenting in his determindation to de
feat the new school bonds at the coming 
election. But when Shanky Smith and 
old Micah came to him the next morn
ing with the news that they had de
cided to quit and vote in favor o f the 
school, he told them to vote as they 
darned pleased but to stay on at work 
anyway.

Then he called in Foreman Jake 
Grinstead, Whitey Taylor, and a si
lent puncher named Wurzel who was 
said to have been a man-killer up north, 
and had a conference; after which some
thing o f his old assurance returned.

Eric Haralson and a dozen other 
small ranchers and farmers at the south 
edge o f the Mesitas awoke the morn
ing o f election day to find their north 
line fences cut and D K  cattle by the 
score scattered about their fields.

Men who had planned to load up 
their families in buckboards and wagons 
the first thing that morning and drive 
the five miles northeastward to the poll
ing place at Mesita post office on the 
Adams ranch, now saddled horses in
stead— some o f them only work nags—* 
and galloped to their fields to drive out 
the crop-destroying cattle.

Few o f these men, if any, had ever 
been cowboys, and their job was not 
an easy one. The cows were stubborn. 
There was a new flavor to the green 
weeds and young grain that they were 
loath to leave for the mere grass of 
their range. The morning hours passed 
by as the farmers worked, hot and
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angry. They thought they knew well 
enough who was responsible for this 
trespass, but they had no time to waste 
either in accusation or in battle. They 
must get the stock out o f the fields and 
the fences patched early enough to get 
to the polls and vote.

If Jack Corben had been there, their 
work might have gone faster, but he had 
gone to Adams’ the night before so as to 
be on hand all day at the Voting place 
and make sure that Corkle’s and other 
ranchers’ men should make no trouble 
there.

Sibyl Corkle, her face rose-red with 
anger and exertion, rode at first with 
Haralson after the cattle in his fields, 
and then, at the farmer’s suggestion, 
galloped off to the Adams ranch to 
tell young Corben what had happened 
and get his advice. She had another 
reason for going, too. Red Winick, 
Shanky Smith, and Old Micah Griffin 
had promised her to vote “ yes”  on the 
bond issue— on certain whimsical con
ditions— and she wanted to get there 
as soon as they did and make sure 
o f those three votes at least.

It was getting past noon when she 
arrived. Quickly, she found Corben 
and told him about the cut fences and 
the D K  cattle. He told her that 
her uncle and his men had already been 
there and gone. They had all voted, he 
said, except Shanky Smith and Old 
Micah.

“ Red Winick too?”  she asked.
“ Yes,”  answered the cowboy-elec- 

tioneer. “ I talked to him. Told him 
you were counting on him to vote with 
us, but Corkle seemed to have the whip 
hand over him some way and marched 
him in. Maybe he voted our way any
how, but I doubt it. Your uncle looked 
to me kinder down— kinder ashamed—  
but he sent Jake and the boys off to hunt 
up Smith and Griffin. .Seems they’d 
slipped off some way.”

Sibyl and the young cowboy had 
withdrawn to a big cottonwood by a

spring some fifty yards from the store 
building where the voting was going on, 
so as not to be overheard. Now, al
most as Jack spoke their names, Shanky 
Smith and Old Micah appeared from 
behind another tree a few feet away. 
Smith looked nervous and anxious, but 
Old Micah was snickering and blushing 
like an embarrassed kid.

“ W e feared ye wasn’t cornin’ , Miss 
Sibyl!”  he sniggered. “ Me an’ Shanky 
has been waitin’ to vote till— till------ ”

“ O h !”  cried the girl. “ So you didn’t 
go back on me! Good old cowboys I 
You keep your promise and I’ll keep 
m ine! Go on up now and vote. W ord 
o f honor it’ll be ‘yes’ !”

The two punchers, Micah frisking 
and poking Shanky Smith in the ribs as 
they went, left and ambled up toward 
the buildings. Jack Corben watched 
the girl’s eyes looking after them with 
puzzlement and something like dismay 
in his own mild brown ones. Her 
promise ? What did she mean by “ yes”  ? 
Their vote, or— or something else? 
Now he remembered more keenly than 
ever the evenings when Shanky Smith 
had sat on the porch with Sibyl or rid
den out with her to watch the moon rise.

There was a rueful little smile on the 
girl’s face as she turned back to look up 
at him. Anxious seriousness replaced 
it at once.

“ Quick, Jack !”  she exclaimed, putting 
a hand on his arm. “ I ’ll stay here! 
You ride back to help them get the 
cattle out and the fences fixed. They’re 
so awkward at it— even good old Haral
son! It’s already after noon and they 
must get through and get here to vote!”

Jack took the girl’s soft hand and 
held it for a moment tightly. Her 
eyes dropped as he looked down at 
her. The cowboy’s ears roared with 
the pounding o f  his heart. For a second 
he stood thus, hesitating. And then, 
with a quick, “ I ’ll be back,”  he turned 
and went rapidly to his horse at the 
hitching rack beyond the house.
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On the trail a few minutes later he 
reined up to look back, his eyes some
how wanting' a last look at the slim 
girl down by the cottonwood. What he 
saw plunged darkness upon his dreams 
like a sudden cloud that shuts out star
light. He saw the lean neck of Shanky 
Smith encircled suddenly, impetuously, 
by the arms o f  Sibyl Corkle, as he came 
down from the house, Old Micah just 
behind him, to the shadows o f the big 
cottonwood.

It was but a half-second flash, but 
Jack Corben wanted to look no longer. 
He whirled around, stuck his spurs with 
unaccustomed sharpness into his mus
tang’s ribs, and the pony carried him 
at a gallop out o f sight.

Haralson and his companions, hot and 
swearing, finally got the last cow out o f 
their fields, fastened up the last section 
o f down fence, ate hasty, late lunches, 
and set about hitching up their buck- 
boards and wagons to take themselves 
and their families to Mesitas to vote. 
Tw o o f them stayed to guard the fences 
until two others should come back.

Their road led around a jog in the 
D K  fence for half a mile, then turned 
northeastward to the top o f a little mesa, 
whence it slanted down a sharp, cliffy 
draw through a wire gate onto the D K  
Ranch which the road traversed. Haral
son, driving the lead buckboard o f the 
little caravan, had jumped down to open 
the gate before he saw the new sign on 
it:

THIS ROAD'CLOSED. DO NOT 
TRESPASS.

DO NOT OPEN THIS GATE.

The gate had a chain and padlock on 
it. Haralson’s pliers were still in his 
pocket from the fence work o f that 
morning. He hesitated but a second 
and then stepped up and cut the top 
wire.

W ith the snap o f the wore there came 
also the boom o f  a six-shooter. A  bullet

spurted dust at Haralson’s feet. Three 
masked men, extravagantly ragged and 
obviously disguised, yet cowboylike in 
their walk, stepped out into the road. 
There were pistols in their hands. One 
o f them, whose forehead showed square- 
cut and heavy above his red bandanna 
mask, spoke up in a husky, disguised 
voice.

“ This here road’s dang’rous, gentle
men !”  he announced. “ W e ain’t lettin’ 
nobody through since noon! Back up 
them rigs an’ go roun’— or else home! 
A n ’ no back talk, savvy ? Our powder’s 
d ry !”

Big Haralson, already harassed almost 
to the breaking point, made a great 
grunting noise o f rage and with his 
pliers snapped another wire in two.

“ I go through! Dunk Corkle and all 
of ye be darned!”  he shouted, waving 
the pliers above his head.

But the next instant a bullet sent 
them whirling from his grasp to the 
dust o f the road. His arm, tingling 
from the shock, stayed high in the air 
and his other hand joined it. Then 
suddenly from one o f  the buckboards, 
came the sharp crack o f a .22 rifle. 
Some one o f the farmers had brought it 
along to shoot rabbits on the way: One 
o f the masked men flinched and cringed 
and all three stepped quickly back to 
the shelter o f  the jutting ledge whence 
they had first emerged. For a moment 
they spurted bullets here and there 
among the wagons. Frightened woman 
screamed. Men cursed. Children who 
had come along for the ride flattened 
themselves down trembling out o f sight 
in the wagon beds.

These were peaceable folks and they 
did not realize, in the commotion, that 
the men who blocked their way were 
shooting to miss and frighten and not to 
kill. What they did realize, however, 
was that their chances now o f getting to 
Mesitas to vote for their much-wanted 
school building had dwindled to nothing. 
They held council.
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“ It von’t be no legal election!”  ex
claimed one. “ V e ’ll land Corkle and 
all hiss men in ja il!”

It was Haralson that decided what 
to do. They turned their teams back 
until they were out o f sight. Then, 
leaving the women and children, the 
men came down the road. Hot blood 
had driven caution to the winds. There 
were but two guns in the crowd, yet 
armed with clubs, stones, buggy whips, 
they came determinedly on, ready to 
charge in mass. One man leaped the 
gate. Another followed. Yet hardly 
had their feet touched the ground again 
when a bullet spurted dust before one 
o f them and lead thudded into the foot 
o f the other.

“ Stay back, yuh nesters!”  called a 
voice from the rocks. “ One more step 
an’ yuh’ll git hot lead in a wuss place 
than a foo t!”

The farmers hesitated. Haralson 
stepped forward. He could see the 
round nose o f a pistol aimed point- 
blank at him from around the edge o f 
the rock, and beady eyes behind it. 
The big farmer leaped suddenly to one 
side, turned, and hurled a rock almost 
like a cannon ball at the pointing gun 
muzzle. The hidden gunman fired and 
missed.

Then, like the swoop o f a hawk out 
o f nowhere, a rider swept up the road 
from beyond the hidden gunmen. The 
reins were loose on his pony’s neck and 
faint gun smoke and fire spatted from a 
gun in his hand as he came.

“ It’s Corben!”  shouted Haralson. 
Then, as the hidden men— in plain sight 
to the approaching horseman— turned to 
meet his fire, the big farmer and his 
companions leaped upon them.

Jack Corben’s horse went down, but 
he sprang free o f the fall and came 
on. As Haralson and the others came 
to grips with the masked men— four 
o f them now— the cowboy ceased shoot
ing and leaped into the midst o f the 
fight. A  gun muzzle prodded at his

midriff, but the hammer clicked on an 
empty shell. Young Corben’s hand 
winged out and yanked- down the ban
danna mask from the man’s face. It was 
the face o f Jake Grinstead, Corkle’s 
foreman.

“ By grab, Jake!”  cried Corben. “ I 
thought you were more o f a man than 
to ambush a bunch o f harmless farmers 
an’ women! You durned polecat!”

He pinned the struggling foreman’s 
arms to his side. One man broke loose 
and scurried out o f sight over the ridge. 
In another five minutes two masked gun
men were unmasked prisoners, one o f 
them bleeding from flesh wounds, the 
other groggy from Jack Corbeh’s fist 
punches in his face. One was Jake 
Grinstead, the other Whitey Taylor. 
The third, besides the unidentified man 
who had escaped, was the silent, morose 
Northerner who had gone by the name 
o f Wurzel. He was dead.

The whole encounter had taken time, 
and now long shadows o f  late afternoon 
were slanting down across the buttes 
and mesitas. Jack looked at his watch. 
His startled voice rang out.

“ Quick, Haralson! All you folks!” 
he shouted. “ The polls close in another 
hour! Load up an’ le’s g o !”

They came careening up the crooked 
road to the Mesitas post office like a 
hurricane on wheels. They piled out 
and crowded to the door o f  the room 
where the voting booth was. The elec
tion judges and clerks had put in one 
busy period for a few minutes early that 
morning when Corkle and his anti
school people had crowded in shortly 
after the polls opened. Now, almost at 
time for closing, they had a busier one.

An hour later, when they had counted 
the votes, there was no longer any doubt 
that there was going to be a fine new 
schoolhouse for the “ hean-hoein’ young
sters”  o f the Mesitas district. The 
bond issue had carried by half a dozen 
votes.

But not even their jubilance over



126 WESTERN STORY, MAGAZINE

victory had calmed the anger o f  all o f 
them against their cattleman neighbor.

“ It was Corkle’s doing— the cut 
fences, the holdup— all o f it! W e ’re 
going to go to the D K  Ranch and give 
him his medicine!”

The sudden arrival o f Dunk Corkle 
himself, haggard-faced, unarmed, com
ing into their midst with his hands up, 
saved them the trouble.

“ Men,”  he said, breathing hard and 
huskily, ‘T v e  been stubborn an’ I ’ve 
been low-down, but I know when I ’m 
whipped! I ordered the fence cuttin’ 
an’ the gate padlocked, but I want yuh 
all to know I never authorized no shoot
ing o f any kind in this here business! 
An’ it ain’t yer winnin’ o f the election 
that’s licked me, nor neither am I 
skeered out! It’s mostly the way I 
been missin’ the girl an’ realizin’ she 
was fightin’ fer what she figgered was 
right as agin’ me an’ my stiftginess! 
I tell yuh I been through misery these 
last few days an’ it’s showed me a heap 
o ’ things about right an’ wrong I never 
realized before!”

"A w , corn-shucks!”  interrupted one 
o f the farmers. “ You wait till you 
know you’re licked an’ then come around 
blattin’ for m ercy! I say to heck 
with-------”

Jack Corben placed a quick hand 
over the man’s mouth.

“ Shut up an’ give him a chance!”  he 
ordered, and after a moment’s silence 
Old Dunk Corkle went on.

He pulled a big, well-filled whllet out 
o f his pocket.

“ I want to make things right, men. 
Here’s five thousand toward makin’ the 
new school a good un! An’ any dam
age as has been done I pay for! I ’m 
done bein’ enemies with my neighbors 
an’ my k in ! Where’s”— his voice
wavered— “ where’s Sibyl ?”

Big Haralson stepped forward and 
put out his hand.

“ W e’re takin’ ye at yer word, 
Corkle,”  he said, “ an’ as for me, by

gones will be bygones! As for Miss 
Sibyl-—if it hadn’t ’ve been for her—  
her an’ Jack Corben— I don’t know 
what \ye’d ’ve done! W e’ll forgit what 
all’s past, Corkle, on one condition: that 
you don’t make no kick on Miss Sibyl’s 
bein’ principal o f the new school! She’s 
slated for that jo b !”

They found Sibyl busy dressing the 
wounds o f  Jake and Whitey and the 
farmer whose foot had been shot.

She gave one look at her uncle’s hag
gard, pleading face and then threw her 
arms about his neck.

Incoherently he told her why he had 
come to Mesitas.

“ Poor Old Uncle Dunk!”  she cried, 
and forgave him.

Yet somehow, even now, the new 
peace in her heart seemed empty and in
complete— all the more so when she 
went outside again with Old Dunk and 
found that Jack Corben was gone.

Moving her things the next morning 
from Haralson’s back to the D K  Ranch, 
with Old Micah Griffin at the wheel o f 
the flivver, she met Corben, his bed 
roll and full saddlebag tied onto the 
saddle. He rode, instead o f his mus
tang pony, a farmer’s nag, and he was 
heading southward on the out road. 
She stopped him.

“ You— you’re not leaving?”
The cowboy gave her a grave, wistful 

smile.
“ W’ork’s done here, I reckon, Miss 

Sibyl— as I ain’t a school-teacher— so—  
so I ’m driftin’ on ! Good-by an’ good
luck! I-------”  He hesitated, looked
wistfully away across the little mesas 
and buttes hazy-bright in the May sun, 
then put out his hand.

“ I— I wish you— you an’ Shanky right 
much happiness, Miss Sibyl!”

He spurred his horse gently as if to 
go on, but the girl looked up at him un- 
comprehendingly and did not release his 
hand.

“ Me an’ Shanky? I— don’t know 
what you mean, Jack!”  she stammered.
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His brown eyes looked down into 
hers, the adoration in them ill-concealed 
despite his lean smile.

“ W hy— why, sure!”  he replied, forced 
joviality in his tone. “ I reckon I  know 
about it! Y ’see, I saw you— kiss him 
yesterday down by the cottonwood, an’ 
— an’ so o f course-------”

A  cackling howl o f  laughter from Old 
Micah in the flivver interrupted him, 
and to the cowboy’s amazement Sibyl’s 
face was suddenly wreathed in amused 
smiles too.

“ That?" she cried, blushing rosily. 
•'Why, Jack— I thought you knew! 
That kiss was the price o f one vote— . 
Shanky’s vote—-far the new school-

house ! W hy— why, I gave Micah one 
o f  those, too. Didn’t I, Mister Micah?”

“ I ’ll whisper an’ holler she d id !”  
chuckled the old cowboy. “ Best pay I 
ever drawed fer a vote! An’ as 
fe r ------ ”

Embarrassed surprise silenced him. 
For Jack Corben had slipped suddenly 
from his horse and taken the blue-eyed, 
golden-haired niece o f  Old Dunk 
Corkle in his arms.

It was the second time in two days 
that Old Micah had witnessed Miss 
Sibyl’s arms around another man’s neck, 
but this time even he could see that the 
kiss she gave Jack Corben wasn’t just 
“ one o f those” !

A  P E T R IF IE D  F O R E S T  F O U N D  IN  T E X A S  
p V ID E N C E  that gigantic trees once grew in the Texas Panhandle is found 
L*' in a petrified1 forest that has recently been discovered near Amarillo, Texas. 
The forest, which is ten miles long, extends into the newly discovered Palo Duro 
canyons. It comprises many stone logs, some o f which range in-length up to 
one hundred feet. The Panhandle has, o f course, long been known as a tree
less area, where small mesquite sprouts and scrub brush fight for a precarious 
existence. Only trees planted in carefully irrigated land now grow in the 
arid area.

Those who have visited the old forest believe that this region once enjoyed 
abundant rainfall and that great forests consequently covered the plains. Then, 
it is thought, the land sank and the sea rushed in. As the forest lay on the bed 
o f  the sea, capillary action drew the mineral salts o f the water into the logs 
until stone replaced the wood.

The' further theory is advanced that some subterranean upheaval, probably 
the one which formed the Rocky Mountains, brought the land back above the 
level o f the sea and with it the remains o f the forest. The forest has, o f course, 
been occasionally visited by cowhands, who looked upon the petrified rocks as 
just so many rocks. It was only; recently, however, that geologists came across 
the stony tree trunks.
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ST A R T IN G  down below the border 
in old Mexico and making its 
way up into the southwestern part 

o f the United States winds the historic 
route o f the old Coronado Trail. This 
highway was first traveled some three 
hundred and eighty-eight years ago by 
the Spaniard whose name it bears and 
owes its origin to this gallant explor
er’s thirst for gold. Perhaps no lesser 
passion would have given birth to this 

/ early expedition, filled with difficulties 
and hardships, but when word came to 
Don Francisco de Coronado that fab
ulous wealth was to be had in the 
Seven Cities o f  Cibola, situated some
where in the vast unexplored country 
to the north, he blithely set out on his 
long and adventurous trek.

It was, in fact, with a fine glow o f 
expectation that the don left Com
postela on the 22d day o f February, 
1540, determined to bring back to New 
Spain, as M exico was then called, 
much precious metal and many spar

kling gems. Coronado was captain- 
general o f  the expedition, his force in
cluding about two hundred and fifty 
Spanish horsemen and seventy-five foot 
soldiers, the latter armed with harque
buses and crossbows. In addition, 
there were fully one thousand Indian 
and negro servants and camp follow
ers, together with a great train o f pack 
mules, oxen, sheep, and swine.

The long caravan that followed at 
the heels o f  this early explorer o f the 
West was a brave and glittering sight. 
As might be expected, however, under 
the circumstances travel was slow and 
the end o f March approached before 
the town o f  Culiacan was reached. In 
order to make progress safer and 
quicker the don here reduced his 
forces considerably. Then, after a 
month’s delay, he again set out on his 
quest.

The route was overhand at some dis
tance from the sea and lay through the 
Valley o f Hearts, over the mountains,

W S —8F
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and down the San Pedro River into the 
region which was nameless then but is 
now Arizona. Onward past beautiful 
rivers, through rich valleys, and across 
broad mesas the intrepid Spaniard 
pressed until after weary months o f 
travel he reached Hawiku, the first o f 
the seven cities, which historians later 
identified as one o f the Zuni pueblos of 
New Mexico.

Here a spirited battle took place in 
which the Indians were routed and in 
the course o f which the don sustained 
several injuries. The renowned sewn 
cities proved to be nothing more im
pressive than seven little Indian vil
lages; and although Coronado found 
there the food o f which his exhausted 
followers were much in need, he did 
not discover any o f the fabulous riches 
he had expected. He did succeed in 
making one o f  the most remarkable 
marches in the early history o f the 
West, and he was the first man to re
port truth instead o f fiction about the 
country lying to the north o f  old 
Mexico.

To-day many motorists travel along 
the don’s own highway and take delight 
in the same matchless scenery and 
natural beauty that the Spanish con- 
quistadores enjoyed hundreds o f years 
ago. The United States section o f the 
Coronado Trail o f the present follows 
very closely the actual route taken by 
the Spaniard and his cavaliers. Start
ing at Nogales on the international 
boundary line, it pushes northward, 
passing on its way to Tombstone the 
adobe ruins o f old Fort Crittenden, an 
army post established in 1867 to pro
tect early settlers from marauding 
Apaches.

From Tombstone, famous in the ’80s 
as the wildest and wooliest o f all West
ern mining towns, the highway winds 
on through Gleeson, Courtland, Pearce, 
Cochise, W illcox, Safford, and Clifton 
to Springerville, a distance o f three 
hundred and fifty-four miles. This
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southwestern highway connects with 
all transcontinental motor routes pass
ing through Arizona, and by first-class 
roads it is reached from every city in 
Arizona, New Mexico, and California.
■ It was in 1926 that the last lap of 

this trail, that part stretching from 
Clifton to Springerville, was completed 
at a cost o f one million dollars. In 
honor o f this event a celebration was 
held at Hannagan’s Meadows in the 
heart o f the great Apache National 
Forest, at which time a monument was 
unveiled and the highway was dedi
cated and given over to present-day ad
venturers. This last link in the Coro
nado Trail makes it possible for mo
torists to traverse the Blue Range 
region o f the Apache National Forest, 
a virgin bypath which previously could 
be negotiated only with pack animals 
and saddle horses.

It also leads the traveler over beauti
ful country. Leaving Clifton, which 
has an elevation o f three thousand and 
four hundred feet, the route winds 
along the scenic Metcalf Canyon, with 
its rugged mountain wall and copper 
mines from which millions o f  dollars’ 
worth o f ore have been taken. Then it 
climbs upward, picking its picturesque 
way toward the Apache National For
est, wliile to the left may be seen the 
outlines o f Coronado Mountain. At 
length the traveler motors into the for
est itself and continues on up to Grey’s 
Peak, which towers heavenward some 
seventy-five hundred feet. Here the 
monarchs o f the forest grow bigger 
and more numerous, and the views be
come more inspiring. Next, one de
scends to Pine Flat, five thousand feet 
above sea level, after which the long 
ascent to Rose Peak, nine thousand 
feet high, is begun.

It would be a strange traveler in
deed who did not feel a thrill o f ex
hilaration as he journeyed up to the 
peak o f the Blue Range, some ninety- 
five hundred feet above the sea. One
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seems veritably on the top o f the world 
when he reaches Hannagan’s Meadows, 
a broad, natural opening o f  many level 
acres shut in on all sides by a heavy 
screen o f  big trees.

N o more appropriate spot could have 
been chosen for the dedication cere
monies o f the Coronado Trail, for the 
Apache National Forest is as unspoiled 
as it was in the don's day, when he 
and his Spanish warriors trekked 
thence from Culiacan and made camp 
under the mighty trees. It is one o f  
the'w orld ’s great mountain tracts, un
surpassed for rugged grandeur. T o 
gether with a small neck o f  the Crook 
National Forest, it covers approx
imately eighty-five by twenty-five miles 
in Arizona and extends over the line 
into New Mexico. Within its borders 
is the largest uncut timber area in the 
United States and one o f  the last big- 
game countries left in America. Here 
one finds such predatory animals as the 
bear, cougar, and wolf, as well as such 
protected game as the deer and wild 
turkey. A  herd o f elk from  the Jack- 
son Hole country in Montana has been 
transplanted here also and is thriving 
and multiplying, while the rapidly flow
ing streams literally teem with moun
tain trout.

So successful was this first fiesta 
that it has become an annual event in 
the Southwest and about the middle of 
June many automobiles head toward 
this enchanting spot on the Coronado 
Trail. The affair is thoroughly W est
ern in character, the program including 
a barbecue, rodeo, horseback riding

over government trails, fishing, and 
hunting. Perhaps the high mark o f 
the celebration is reached in the Apache 
Indian Devil Dance, a rite participated 
in by one hundred and twenty-five red
skins. This dance, which starts at 
dusk, continued throughout the night 
until dawn, the weird, barbaric cere
mony taking place in the warm glow 
o f  bonfires to the monotonous beating 
o f tomtoms. Those motorists who 
traverse the Coronado Trail at this 
time will see such a sight as the don 
and his followers doubtless witnessed 
on the same highway centuries ago.

The present-day trail o f  the Spanish 
conquistadores Kids at Springerville, 
but if one desires to trek on to the 
ruins o f  old Hawiku he may do so by 
continuing to St. Johns, thirty miles be
yond Springerville, and thence onward 
for a distance o f  fifty-nine miles to the 
pueblo o f  Zufii, From here a drive 
across country in a more or less 
straight line takes one direct to the 
ruins o f the old Indian village. This 
settlement, which was abandoned by 
the Indians after the -battle with Coro
nado, has been excavated within recent 
years. All that remains to-day, how
ever, is the ground-floor plan and some 
rock walls which are still standing, the 
upper stories o f  adobe having long 
since disappeared. ■ The Zunis raise 
corn in the flats below the village just 
as they did in Coronado’s day, although 
they do not live close by.

Altogether, the Coronado Trail is 
one o f the most interesting and scenic 
highways in the historic Southwest.



EV E N IN ’, folks! How about
startin’ this off with a song? 
Good idea, so say all o f ye. 

R ight! Then let’s let go, with that fine 
old-timer, “ A  Home On the Range.”  

Ready ? Let ’er g o :

O h , g iv e  m e a  h o m e  w h e re  th e  b u ffa lo  roa m , 
W h e r e  the  d eer  an d  the a n te lo p e  p la y ; 

W h e r e  se ld om  is h ea rd  a  d is co u r a g in g  w o r d , 
A n d  the sk ies  a re  n o t  c lo u d y  a ll d a y .

H o m e , h o m e  o n  the ra n ge ,
W h e r e  th e  d e e r  a n d  the a n te lop e  p la y ; 

W h e r e  se ld om  is h eard  a  d is co u r a g in g  w o rd , 
A n d  the sk ies  a re  n o t  c lo u d y  all day .

W h e r e  the a ir  is p u re , th e  z e p h y rs  s o  fr e e , 
T h e  b re e z e s  s o  ba lm y  and light,

T h a t  I w o u ld  n o t  e x ch a n g e  m y  h o m e  o n  the 
range

F o r  a ll o f  th e  cities  s o  b r ig h t.

T h e  red  m an w as p re sse d  fr o m  th is p a rt  o f  
the W e s t ,

H e ’ s lik e ly  n o  m o re  to  retu rn  
T o  the  ba nk s o f  R e d  R iv e r  w h e re  se ld om  i f  

ever
T h e ir  flick e r in g  cam p  fires  burn .

H o w  o ft e n  at n ig h t w h e n  the h eavens are  
br ig h t

W it h  the lig h t  f r o m  th e  g lit te r in g  stars, 
H a v e  I  s to o d  h ere  am a zed  a n d  a sk ed  as I  

ga zed
I f  th e ir  g lo r y  e x ce e d s  that o f  ou rs .

O h , I  lo v e  th ese  w ild  flo w e rs  in th is d ea r  
la n d  o f  ours,

T h e  cu r le w  I  lo v e  t o  hea r screa m ,
A n d  I  lo v e  the  w h ite  r o ck s  and the a n te lo p e  

flo ck s
T h a t  g r a z e  o n  the m ou n ta in top s  green .

O h , g iv e  m e  a  la n d  w h ere  the  b r ig h t  d ia m on d  
san d

F lo w s  le isu re ly  d o w n  the s t r e a m ;
W h e r e  th e  g r a c e fu l  w h ite  sw a n  g o e s  g lid in g  

a lo n g
L ik e  a  m a id  in  a  h e a v e n ly  d rea m .

T h e n  I  w o u ld  n o t  e x ch a n g e  m y  h o m e  o n  the 
ra n ge ,

W h e r e  the  d e e r  a n d  the a n te lop e  p la y ;  
W h e r e  se ld om  is h ea rd  a  d is co u r a g in g  w o rd , 

A n d  th e  sk ies  a re  n o t  c lo u d y  a ll d ay .

H o m e , h o m e  on  th e  range,
W h e r e  th e  d e e r  an d  the an te lop e  p la y ;  

W h e r e  s e ld o m  is h e a rd  a d is co u r a g in g  w o rd , 
A n d  the sk ies  a re  n o t  c lo u d y  a ll d ay .

Fine, boys and girls! Fine, men and- 
women! And it sure did tickle us to 
note how many o f you knew the words 
and the good old tune so well.

It’s been some time since any o f you 
have been looking for wild animals. 
But such requests are sure to crop up; 
most often in bunches. This time there 
is just one person who wants an animal.
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He is Lawrence Burrows, General De
livery, Newtonville, Ohio. Lawrence 
will speak for him self:

“ Boss and Folks: In a recent
Round-up, one o f the folks was telling 
about wolves and where to write to get 
them. I would like to get a male wolf 
pup. Will you please tell me where to 
write to get one?”

W ho’s got a wild w olf pup for Law
rence? I f  any o f  you happen to have 
one here to-night with you, don’t turn 
it loose, for you might get some o f the 
ladies excited— and, no doubt, some o f 
the men, too. Jest deliver the wolf 
pup to Lawrence in a box— a strong 
box. N o gunny sack delivery, please.

Told you that these wild-animal fel
lers come in clusters and busaphes. This 
one jest wants to talk about ’em, 
though.

Frank Richardson Pierce riges to tell 
this interesting and rather touching 
scene he recently witnessed. Frank 
Pierce, Folks:

“ Boss and Folks: He was prob
ably seventy years old, but looked 
around fifty-five or sixty, and he stood 
on the forward deck with the steerage 
passengers, eagerly scanning Seattle’s 
sky line. His beard and hair had been 
recently trimmed, but there was no 
trimming the tan o f many years spent in 
the North. His eyes, once bold, were 
blue and kindly; his square jaw bore a 
■scar, and the knuckles o f the hands he 
rested on the ship’s rail were scarred 
from contact with mining, steel, boul
ders, and fellow men. He was dressed 
in ‘store clothed,’ with a black shirt and 
dark tie.

“ When all the passengers had filed 
down the gangway, he turned to a stew
ard. The man was young, but he could 
not lift the great pack that lay on deck.

Tw o others helped, while the old man 
squirmed into the pack straps. There 
were furs and some gold, no doubt, as 
well as his outfit, in the pack. He car
ried a worn rifle in his hands. His eyes 
missed no detail as he stepped briskly 
down the gangway. I turned to watch 
him swing down the dock. And there, 
stuck through the topmost lashings of 
the pack was a late copy o f W estern 
Story M agazine.

“ I thought the Boss and the Folks 
might like to hear o f this little incident 
o f Northern life.”

O f course this pleases us, and we are 
sure it pleases you. When we started 
W estern Story Magazine, we first 
determined upon two things: The
magazine was to be clean, and it was to 
be right. A fter that, the best stories 
o f the West that authors could write 
and money could buy were to be ours. 
The fact, and it is a fact, that millions 
o f persons read W estern Story Mag
azine every week, is largely due, we 
think, to the fact that we succeeded in 
making the publication clean and right. 
W e are sure the old miner that Pierce 
tells about, reads W estern Story 
Magazine, mostly because it’s clean 
and right. Modesty prevents us from 
saying as to whether he also finds the 
best stories, printed anywhere, in 
W estern Story Magazine.

Joseph Holland, 186 Day Street, San 
Francisco, California, up and speaks of 
those he likes among the writers, as 
follow s:

“ Boss and Folks: I have been a 
reader o f your splendid magazine for a 
long time, and I thought it was about 
time I should say something about it. 
Concerniiig your authors, I think that 
they are all up to the dot, especially 
Max Brand, Johnston McCulley, and 
George Owen Baxter.

“ The stories are all very good, and I
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especially enjoy your serials. ‘Baby 
Beef,’ by Johnston McCulley, was a 
humdinger, and ‘The Forgotten Hills,’ 
which I have just finished, was an
other ; the same goes for ‘The Brass 
Man.’ The ‘Shorty’ stories, by Ray 
Humphreys, are dandies.

“ Yours for a successful magazine.”

Here come some rattles from C. M. 
Custer, Brandentown, Florida:

Boss and Folks : In reply to Doc
tor Welker’s statement in a recent is
sue o f W estern Story Magazine, I 
do not know where the rattler came 
from that Doctor Welker experimented 
with, but I know that it did not come 
from Florida.

“ The Florida rattler can strike over 
his length backward, if he is stretched 
out. When he strikes back, he can 
strike high. One struck my bird dog 
last winter at least three feet from the 
ground. The snake was crawling, and 
the dog jumped over his tail. He 
struck the dog as it went over.

“ I know seven people that have been 
bitten by rattlers. Six o f them died; 
one lived. W e used potassium perman
ganate on the one that is livig. Per

manganate is the only known cure in 
the South for the bite o f  the rattler. 
I f  you have that with you when you 
are bitten, you have a chance; if not, 
you are not long for this world.

“ I believe Doctor Welker should 
make an exception in his book in re
gard to the Florida rattler. I f not, he 
may cause some one to be killed.”

Here is Louis R. Hickmott, Jr., 
R. F. D. No. 1, Box 78 Tilton, New 
Hampshire. He’s our kind.

“ Boss and Outfit:- I ’m a tender
foot or greenhorn of the brightest hue 
— a farmer, too. I noticed in the 
Round-up that one o f the hands said 
that no young gent ever wanted to be 
a broncho snapper. That person had 
better swallow those words, ’cause 
here’s one. I won’t be satisfied until 
I occupy that position. It always 
makes me boil over when I hear of a 
herd o f horses being killed. The 
trouble is that I ’m only a kid, and I 
live in New Hampshire. I never had 
the pleasure o f meeting up with Miss 
Spanish Bit.

“ Good luck to W estern Story 
Magazine. Bring on the next one.”

T H E  A R M A D IL L O  M A K E S  IT S E L F  U S E F U L
'T* H E animal who manages to elude the eye o f the manufacturer nowadays will 

have to make itself very scarce. With reptiles o f all kinds being used as shoe 
materials, and even the domestic cat turned into a precious fur, it is time for 
the animal kingdom to wonder, “ Whose turn next?”

The armadillo, however, is being used only for baskets and there is quite 
a flourishing industry in the articles for gifts and souvenirs.

The armadillo, which is native to southwest Texas and Central America, 
was so named by the Spaniards on account o f its coat o f armor. It is a member 
o f the ant-eater family and lives underground. Formerly it lived in the woods 
and only ventured out at night in search o f provender, but now this wild thing 
has been domesticated. Dogs, firmly muzzled, chase the armadillos down. They 
are then captured by the hunters »who use every precaution not to injure the 
shell. The animals are caught by the tail and then struck across the breast. 
A fter the carcass has been removed, the shell is treated and polished, and after 
further elaboration is made into the baskets which seem to have become remark
ably popular. It is said that fifty thousand baskets are yearly shipped to all parts 
o f  the country and abroad.
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Miss Helen Rivers, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will Sm 
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you. 
It must be understood that Miss Rivers will undertake to exchange letters only be* 
tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. Letters 
will be forwarded direct when correspondents so wish; otherwise they will be an* 
swered here. Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters through 
The Hollow Tree.

T H E top o f the timber line! 
There’s no question about the 
wild-steer roper and bucking- 

bronc rider having plenty o f endurance 
and grit. But the same hombre who 
forks a pitching bronc, and who rides 
herd in a Montana blizzard, is the hom
bre who leads a pack horse up to the 
top o f the timber line and unpacks the 
bear-paw snowshoes, ready for the 
blinding blizzards and the six feet of 
snow in which to run his trap line.

Dear M iss R ivers : H a v in g  been  b o r n  an d  
ra ised  a m o n g  c o w b o y s , h o rse s , an d  ca ttle—  
I  w as b o rn  o n  a ra n ch  in  W y o m in g — it is 
n ot stra n g e  that I  g ra d u a lly  d r i f t e d  in to  the 
c la ss  o f  r o d e o  r id e r  and  rop er . I ’v e  been 
o v e r  th e  en tire  W e s te r n  S ta tes , h a ve  h ik ed , 
ca n o e d , and r id d en  h o rs e b a ck  m a n y  th o u 
sa n d s  o f  m iles . I ’v e  tr ie d  m y  ha n d  at m an y  
th ings bes id es  b r o n c  b u stin g  a n d  b e in g  a T o w  
hand— h a v e  b e e n  sh e e p -h e rd e r , tra p p e r , and 
gu id e . M y  c h ie f  o c cu p a t io n  is, o f  co u rse , 
p r o fe s s io n a l  ro p in g  an d  r id in g , bu t se co n d  
t o  that c o m e s  tra p p in g , at w h ich  I  c la im  to  
be  a n  e x p e r t  a lso .

Y o u  m a y  o r  m ay  n o t  k n o w  that a  tra pp er 
sp e c ia liz in g  in m a rten  m ust g o  h ig h  u p  in  
the m o u n ta in  re g io n , a lm o st  to  the to p  o f  the 
t im b er  lin e , w h e re  the w in ters  a re  v e r y  se 
v e re , a n d  a ll g ru b  and  su pp lies m ust b e  
p a ck e d  in  o n  p a ck  h o rse  d u r in g  the su m m er,

as, o n ce  w in te r  sets in, a  m arten  tra p p er  is 
to ta lly  iso la ted , w ith  the e x c e p t io n  o f  the 
m ail, w h ich  c o m e s  at least o n ce  a  m onth. 
M a rte n  tra p p in g  is v e r y  p ro fita b le  w h en  a 
re m o te  d is tr ic t  is lo ca te d , but it a lso  ca lls  
f o r  e v e ry  o u n ce  o f  stren gth , v ita lity , and 
e n e rg y , as w e ll as a  b it o f  n erve , to  w ith 
stand  the th ir ty  to  fo r t y - tw o  d e g re e s  b e lo w  
z e r o  tem p era tu re , the  b iting , b lin d in g  b liz 
za rd s , an d  the fo u r  to  s ix  fe e t  o f  sn o w  to  be 
tra v e rse d  on  b e a r -p a w  sn o w sh o e s .

D u r in g  m y  stay  up in th e  h igh  altitu des 
I  w ill n o t  c o m e  in co n ta c t  w ith  a hum an 
sou l f o r  m on th s  at a tim e, ou ts id e  o f  m y 
p a rd n er, a n d  a lo t  o f  pen p a rd s  o f  our 
G a n g  w ill  su re  be w e lco m e . I ’m  an h om b re  
o f  th ir ty  y e a rs , a n d  I ’ve  c ra m m e d  a g o o d  
d e a l o f  e x p e r ie n ce  in tra p p in g  and  h u n tin g  
in to  ’ em. I h a v e  tra p p ed  e v e ry th in g  fr o m  
m u sk rat to  g r iz z lie s , and a ll the w a y  fr o m  
n orth ern  W is c o n s in  to  W a sh in g to n . I  am  
rea d y , a lso , to  g iv e  a  g o o d  bit o f  genera l 
in fo rm a t io n  r e g a r d in g  the W e s t , as w e ll a; 
b e in g  a cqu a in ted  w ith  ra n ch  an d  r o d e o  lift  
th o ro u g h ly . Ray Bollmann.

99 B r o w n  S treet, M ilw a u k e e , W is co n s m

The Oregon country is a “ wild-LooS* 
country.

D ear M iss R ivers : T h is  here  O r e g o n
co u n try  is  sh o re  the S ta te  f o r  the hunter, 
th e  fish er, the p ro s p e c to r , the tra ve ler , and 
a ll h o m b re s  in terested  in  fo r k in g  the w ild  
h oss .
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I ’d  s h o re  lik e  t o  la sso  a  fe w  p en  p a ls—  

e sp e c ia lly  th o se  in terested  in th e  O r e g o n  
cou n try . B e lie v e  m e, p a rd n er, I ’ ll t ry  and  
a n sw e r  a ll the  le tters  that d r i f t  m y  w ay .

W .  T .
C a re  o f  T h e  T re e .

i
The Texas prairies.

Dear M iss R ivers : I  liv e  n ea r  F o r t
W o r t h ,  T e x a s , w h e re  the W e s t  beg in s . Y e s , 
I  ca n  te ll ' m uch  a b ou t ra n ch  l i f e  o n  the 
T e x a s  pra irie^ , and  ya rn s  a b o u t  b u rie d  trea s 
u re , to o . I ’v e  been  p ra ct ica lly  a ll o v e r  the  
S ta te  fr o m  the P a n h a n d le  to  the  R io  G ran de .

O h , I ’m  nineteen, an d  lik e  the great open 
spaces. D . Edward W ood.

R . F . D . 1, B e n b ro o k , T e x a s .

Cody, Wyoming.

Dear M iss R ivers: I  h a v e  b e e n  in  the  
U n ite d  S ta tes  o n ly  the  better  p a r t  .o f tw o  
y e a rs , the  first y e a r  s tu d y in g  and  te a ch in g  
la n gu a ges , an d  the last y e a r  w o r k in g  o n  a 
ranch . A s  a little  b o y  on  m y  fa th e r ’ s fa rm  
in D e n m a rk , and la ter , w h ile  stu d y in g  at 
c o l le g e  an d  u n iv ers ity , I  d re a m e d  a b o u t  the 
w ild  W e s t .  T h e r e  I  w a n ted  t o  g o  an d  m a k e  
m y  h o m e . N o w  I ’m  here . M y  studies a re  
fin ish ed , a n d  I  w a n t to  start w o r k  o n  a ca t
tle  ra n ch — a rea l b ig  o n e .

Y o u  w a d d ies  o f  the p la in s ! H a v e  y o u  a 
g o o d  b it  o f  a d v ice  that te lls  m e w h e re , w h en , 
an d  h o w ?  T h e n  le t m e hear f r o m  y o u  
p ro n to . I  w ill be g la d  t o  a n sw e r  le tters  
f r o m  any o n e  and ca n  p o s s ib ly  te ll a  little  
a b ou t D en m a rk , G erm a n y , N o r w a y , an d  
S w ed en . X .  F . L .

B o x  941, C o d y , W y o m in g .

The painted desert.
- \

Dear M iss R ivers: I  k n o w  th e  W e s t ,  and 
I lov e  it as e v e ry  o n e  d oes  w h o  h a s o n c e  
tra ve led  the  g re a t  painted  d e se r t  o f  N e w  
M e x ic o , A r iz o n a , a n d  C a li fo r n ia , and 
cam ped  a m o n g  the m ou n ta in s o f  W a s h in g to n  
a n d  O re g o n . B u t n o w  I  h a v e  l e f t  the W e s t  

■and all that w o n d e r fu l c o u n try  b eh in d  m e an d  
h a ve  c o m e  to  H a w a ii. Y e s , H a w a ii  has its 
beauties, to o , and I ’m  h o p in g  that the  G a n g 
sters  w h o  are lo v e rs  o f  na tu re  a n d  o f  bea u ty  
w ill g iv e  m e a ch a n ce  to  a n sw e r  a ll th e ir  
qu eries  a b ou t the W e s te r n  S ta tes  and a b ou t 
the H a w a iia n  Is la n d s . D . E . W ood.

S e rv icb  C o ., N in eteen th  In fa n tr y , S c h o 
fie ld  B a rra ck s , H o n o lu lu , H a w a ii.

Riding wild horses.
Dear M iss R ivers : I ’m  an h o m b re  o f

tw e n ty  su m m ers  and  m y  b est sp ort is h o r s e 
b a ck  r id in g . Y e s , I ’v e  r id d e n  w ild  o n e s , an d  
I ’v e  r idd en  f o r  a  fa ll, t o o , m a n y  a  tim e. 
H a v e  d o n e  qu ite  a lo t  o f  tra v e lin g  w ith  a  
sh ow . I  lik e  the ro u g h  l i fe  a h u n d red  per 
ce n t  m o re  than  th e  c ity  l i fe ,  an d  I ’v e  tr ied  
both . M y  l i fe  has been  ab ou t eq u a lly  d iv id e d  
be tw een  ra n ch  l i fe  and  th e  c ity  ex isten ce .

Ju st n o w  I ’m  try in g  t o  c o rr a l a h erd  o f  
ran ch  snapshots. P u n ch  y o u r  p ens, ran ch  
p a ls , and  fill th e  o l ’ m ail b o x  f o r  m e.

B illie A nderson.
410 E a s t  F irs t  S tre e t , F o r t  W o r t h ,  T e x a s .

To be a good Gangster is to be a 
good friend. The little friendship- 
maker badge will identify you at once 
as being a Hollow Tree Gangster and 
the friend of alL,

Twenty-five cents in coin or stamps 
sent to The Hollow Tree Department, 
Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh 
Avenue, New York City, will bring you 
either the pin style or the button for 
the coat lapel.' In ordering, be sure to 
state which you wish.

The city of the “ thousand delights.”
Dear M iss R ivers : I  h a ve  tra v e le d  a  g o o d  

d ea l in  In d ia , E g y p t , and A r a b ia , and I ’ ve  
spent fi f te e n  m o n th s  in the c ity  o f  the “ th ou 
san d  d e lig h ts ” — n a m e ly , B a g d a d . A l t o 
g e th e r , I ’ v e  sp en t fiv e  y e a r s  in the E a st. I 
h a v e  h a d  m a n y  v a r ie d  e x p e r ie n ce s  an d  w o u ld  
lik e  to  sw a p  y a rn s  w ith  the  m em b ers  o f  the  
G a n g . I  h a ve  q u ite  a  n u m b er  o f  snaps, o f  
v a r io u s  p la ce s , t o o ,  w h ich  I  w o u ld  l ik e  to  
e x ch a n g e .

I ’m  tw e n ty -fiv e , h a ve  serv ed  seven  y e a rs  in 
the B r itish  a rm y, and  am  e x p e c t in g  to  g o  to  
A u s tra lia  at the end  o f  the yea r .

Corporal H . A .  Jervis.
2  B e d fs . and  H e r ts . R e g im e n t, A . V .  T . C., 

C h is le d o n  C am p, W ilts h ire , E n g lan d .

The new homesteader.

Dear M iss R ivers: I e x p e c t  in a fe w  
y e a rs  that I  w ill h a v e  m y  h o m e  in the  W e s t  
o n c e  a g a in , w ith  a  n ice  bu n ch  o f  w h ite -fa c e d  
ca ttle . T h e n  I ’ ll le t  th e  rest  o f  the w o r ld  
g o  by .
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I ’m  a W e s te r n e r  an d  a lw a ys  l ik e  t o  k n o w  
w h a t is b e in g  d o n e  o u t  th ere , e sp e c ia lly  by  
the  n e w  h om estea d ers , i f  a n y  w o u ld  ca re  to  
w rite . C o m e , le t ’ s h e a r  f r o m  y o u  o ld -t im e r s  
a n d  n e w -tim e rs , f o r  y o u  a re  lo n e ly  and I  am  
lo n e ly , too. E . T erlinde.

R ,  R . 4, D a y to n , O h io .

This1 Gangster wants a homesteader 
pard.

D ear M iss R ivers : I  h a v e  a  fa ir  e d u ca 
t io n  c o m b in e d  w ith  som e  k n o w le d g e  o f  h o m e  
b u ild in g  a n d  fa rm in g . A d d e d  t o  th at I  h a v e  
a d o w n r ig h t  lo v e  f o r  h a rd  w o r k , a n d  I  b e 
l ie v e  I  w o u ld  be a g o o d  m an  o n  a  h om estead . 
A n y  p a rd  w h o  w o u ld  h a v e  en ou gh  o f  a  stake 
t o  fu rn ish  a  f e w  fa r m  im p lem en ts, et ce tera , 
w o u ld  find  th at w e  w o u ld  m a k e  a  g o o d  team  
f o r  a h om estea d  p ro p o s it io n . I ’ l l  b e  g la d  to  
h e a r  f r o m  so m e  o f  y o u  h o m e ste a d  hotw bres.

Lee O dell.
B e rw in d , W e s t  V ir g in ia .

Hitting the trail for the Southwest.

D ear M iss R ivers : I  in tend  se llin g  out 
m y  b e lo n g in g s  h e r e  a n d  h it t in g  th e  tra il f o r  
th e  S o u th w e s t . I  am  a  w id o w e r  w ith  tw o  
g r o w n  b o y s , a n d  o u r  a im  js t o  tak e  o v e r  a  
ra n ch  o r  fa rm , e ith e r  o n  sh ares, o r  o u t r ig h t  
I f  a n y  o f ’ T h e  H o l l o w  T r e e  m e m b e rs  k n o w  
o f  su ch  an o p p o r tu n ity  in the F a r  W e s t  o r  
S o u th w e s t, w e ’ ll a p p re c ia te  h e a r in g  p ro n to  
f r o m  them . W .  D . E nglish .

B o x  78, F e lic ity , O h io .

A  Gangster miss who knows about 
the farm.

D ear M iss R ivers: I  w a s  ra ise d  o n  a 
fa rm  an d  k n o w  a  g o o d  dea l a b o u t  s to ck  ra is 
in g , et ce te ra . T e n  h o rse s  a re  ju s t  as ea sy  to  
h a n d le  as o n e , f o r  me.

I  lik e  a ll o u td o o r  sp orts , e sp e c ia lly  h u n tin g , 
fish in g , tra p p in g  a n d  ca m p in g . I ’m  tw e n ty  
y e a rs  o f  a g e , and  am  se e k in g  lo ts  o f  c o r r e 
sp o n d e n ce  a m o n g  th e  c o w g ir ls  a n d  r o d e o  
g ir ls , bu t w ill  w e lc o m e  a ll le tters  f r o m  g ir ls  
a b o u t m y  a ge  w h o  liv e  in  a n y  o f  th e  W e s t 
ern  S ta tes . W y o m in g ,  C o lo r a d o , N e v a d a , 
A r iz o n a , T e x a s , N e w  M e x ic o , an d  o ld  M e x 
ic o  tak e first  p la ce  w ith  m e.

I  am  fo n d  o f  m u sic , an d  p la y  th e  S p a n ish  
an d  H a w a iia n  gu itars , the  v io lin , h a rp , and  
a cco rd io n . Ceicel H owland.

R o u te  2, B o x  54, H ills d a le , I l l in o is .

Sagebrush and sand.

D ear M iss R ivers : T h is  p lace  h e re  is a 
sm a ll m in in g  ca m p  o f  a b o u t fo u r  th ou sa n d  
p o p u la tio n . T h e  c o u n tr y  a ro u n d  is h illy , a n d  
th ere  is n o th in g  f o r  s tretch es  but sageb ru sh  
a n d  sand. B u t, o f  co u rse , th e re  is a lo t  o f  
th at a ll o v e r  W y o m in g !  I  am  a lo v e r  o f  
a ll o u t d o o r  sp orts , but best o f  a ll a re  h o r s e 
b a ck  r id in g  and  hu n tin g . I  su re  cari hand le 
h o rse s  a n d  gun s. I ’m  n in eteen , an d  am  c o n 
sid ered  a g o o d -n a tu r e d  k id .

H a n n a h  E . F in c h .
B o x  416, S o u th  S u p e r io r , W y o m in g .

“ I am nineteen and would like to 
correspond with a girl living in Can
ada, the United States, or South 
America. I have a great thirst to know 
what the world, out of England, is 
like,”  says Miss Bess, care of The 
Tree.

“ The Ozarks, the ‘Shepherd o f the 
Hills’ country, is where I live,”  says 
twenty-one-year-old Albert Ratliff, 
Edgar Springs, Missouri. This Gang
ster has some interesting snapshots to 
send from the “ land o f a million 
miles.”

' “ I am a southern Michigan farm 
boy o f  eighteen, and I ’d like to corre
spond with some boys of my own age, 
who live on cattle ranches in the West,” 
says Leonard Aarlick, R. F. D „ W il
lis, Michigan.

The Pacific’s crossroads.

D ear M iss R ivers: W e  a re  th re e  so ld ie rs  
d o in g  o u r  d e a r  o ld  u n c le 's  b id d in g  in  fo r e ig n  
te rr ito ry , o n  the is la n d s  k n o w n  as “ the  P a 
c i f ic ’ s c r o s s r o a d s ” — d re a m y  H a w a ii . W e  
w o n d e r  i f  the G a n g  w an ts to  h ea r w h at, 
H a w a ii  is t ru ly  like, and  g e t  snaps to  b a ck  
o u r  in fo rm a t io n . A l !  le tters  w ill b e  a n sw ered  
p ro n to .

Private A . J. T aylor, 
Joel Stoddard,
C harles E. W alters.

T h ir te e n th  F . A . ,  B a tte ry  E , S ch o fie ld  B a r 
ra ck s , H o n o lu lu , T e r r i t o r y  o f  H a w a ii .
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It is our aim in this department to be of genuine practical help and service to those 
who wish to make use of it. Don’t hesitate to write to us and give us the opportunity 
of assisting you to the best of our ability.

Address all communications to John North, care of- WESTERN STORY MAGA
ZINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

T H E West is so full o f promising 
towns that it does seem that we 
should all be able to find just 

the right spot in the sun there. 
K. G. D., o f Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, 
is looking for an active community 
where he will have a good chance o f 
carving out a new home for himself and 
family. “ What can you tell me about 
the town o f Hatch, New Mexico, Mr. 
North? Just where is it situated? Is 
it a likely spot for a young man who is 
not afraid o f hard work? Above all, 
is it a growing place ?”

To answer the last question first, we 
would say yes-sir-ree! Hatch lies in 
the Rincon Valley o f New Mexico, 
about eighty-five miles north o f  El 
Paso. For years this was just a small 
way station, but as the irrigated land in 
the valley came under cultivation in 
ever larger areas from year to year, 
Hatch took on new life. A  spirit o f 
enterprise and activity entered the com
munity. Fine brick business blocks

were erected; streets were improved; 
new residences shot up; and a good 
hotel was built. Recently, a new school 
building had to be added to take care 
o f the swelling school enrollment. Al
together, the change that has come over 
this southwestern town in the last few 
years is marvelous.

The farm population o f the vicinity 
is growing along with that o f the town. 
There are about twelve thousand acres 
under cultivation and new land is being 
cleared and brought, under the plow. 
The district is under the Elephant Butte 
Dam and gets its water for irrigation 
from the Percha Dam, the first diver
sion dam below the great reservoir. W e 
should think that Hatch might be a 
likely town for an ambitious young 
man to investigate.

W e have our home seekers and our 
health seekers, all bound for the out
door West. Oscar W ., of Mobile, Ala
bama, is looking for a spot where he 
can regain his old-time robustness.
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“ The doctor has advised me to go to 
Southern California, Mr. North, for 
lung trouble. He thinks th^t I can be 
cured, if I take this disease in its early 
stages, so I am making tracks for the 
West as soon as possible. I have always 
been a hearty chap until this thing 
struck me and mean to put up a good 
stiff fight to regain my health. Can you 
suggest a place and how to get there ?”

It seems to us that Banning, Cali
fornia, might be a good bet for this 
Southerner. This town is situated on 
the edge o f  the Colorado “Desert, at an 
altitude o f two thousand three hundred 
vfeet, and its climate is wonderful for 
the tubercular. The summers here are 
warm and dry, and the nights are won
derful. Winters are Cool, occasionally 
cold, but there is much sunny weather 
all through the winter months.

Banning is located ninty miles east o f 
Lo's Angeles, one hundred and fifty-five 
miles from Blythe, and is on the main 
line o f the Southern Pacific Railroad. 
It is connected by first-class highways 
with the cities o f the coast and o f  the 
adjacent valley, and is on the trans
continental motor highway. Physicians 
have for years been sending patients 
suffering from asthma, bronchitis, and 
all kinds o f  tuberculosis to this south
ern California town, with the most ex
cellent results.

And results are what we are all look
ing for, whether it be better health or 
good game. The latter topic is one that 
is interesting Bob D., o f Houston, 
Texas, these days. “ I am planning a 
hunting expedition this fall for big 
game, Mr. North, and want to know 
what the prospects would be in W yo
ming. I f  promising, will you please tell 
me what region in the State would be 
the best bet.”

In W yoming may be found perhaps 
more big game than in any other section 
o f  the United States. The Jackson 
Lake region south o f Yellowstone Park 
is a famous hunting ground. Virginia

deer, coyotes, and wolves inhabit the 
plains o f  the Equality State, while in 
the mountains are found elk, moose, 
blackt'ail deer, antelope, mountain 
sheep, bears, pumas, wolverene, and 
many lesser animals. There is also a 
great variety o f game birds in W yo
ming, and the lakes and streams are 
well stocked with rainbow and native 
trout.

And while we are discussing this in
teresting subject o f hunting I must an
swer the queries o f  G. D. C., o f ' Nor
folk, Virginia. “ Is hunting allowed in 
the Lassen Volcano National Park, 
Mr. North? I ’m trekking out in that 
direction this fall. Can you tell me 
how to get there ?”

Hunting is not allowed in this national 
park, as it is a sanctuary for wild life 
o f every sort. Killing, wounding, cap
turing, or frightening any bird or wild 
animal in the park is prohibited. Fire
arms are prohibited in the park except 
on written permission o f the superin
tendent. The Lassen Volcano National 
Park is situated in northeastern Cali
fornia and may be reached both by rail
road and automobile. The Shasta 
Route o f the Southern Pacific Lines, 

_the Western Pacific over the Feather 
River route, and the Southern Pacific 
Lines from  points in the East, as well as 
the Sacramento and Northern Electric, 
locally, all connect with modern auto 
stages at convenient approach cities only 
two or three hours’ journey from the 
park.

By automobile it may be reached 
from the Park to Park Highway from 
Red Bluff, California, as well as by con
necting roads from several near-by 
cities. Connections can also be made 
from the Lincoln Highway at Reno or 
Truckee, Nevada, and the northwestern 
part o f the park may be reached by road 
from Redding on the Park to Park 
Highway.'

From California to Alberta is some
thing o f a jump, but we Westerners ar*
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used to doing things in a wide, high, 
and handsome manner. Archie G., o f 
Butte, Montana, is considering under
taking a little pioneering and so is firing 
some questions on Canada our way. 
“ Can you tell me anything about the 
Peace River Country around old Fort 
Vermilion, Mr. North? I ’ve heard that 
there is some fine unsettled land up that 
way and would like to have the facts.”

Weil, no one has been spoofing 
Archie. The last great area o f virgin 
plains still remaining practically un
touched by the tide o f  settlement that is 
sweeping over other portions o f the 
Peace River Country lies away to the 
north around the old trading post of 
Fort Vermilion.

For one hundred and fifty miles along 
the Peace River, from Carcajou to 
Vermilion Chutes, and extending 
twenty-five or thirty miles on either 
side, lies one o f the most fertile plains 
o f the American continent. The sur
face is level or gently rolling, and the

soil is a rich deep loam on a sandy clay 
subsoil. Many hay meadows are found, 
and a small percentage o f the surface 
is light muskeg. A  few sandy ridges 
occur usually covered with jack pine. 
Much o f  this area is prairie, but the 
predominating feature i9 its parklike 
nature.

Building logs, fencing material, and 
fuel can be found within easy reach o f 
any location, while the shelter for stock 
obtained from the light woods is an 
advantage which the bald prairie does 
not possess. Most o f the land requires 
but little clearing and the soil is remark
ably easy to break. The choicest park 
lands comprise over a million acres, 
while another million acres o f excel
lent land will require but little clearing 
to fit them for cultivation.

There is not space here for more, but 
I shall be glad to send additional infor
mation to any hombres interested in 
the possibilities o f the great Peace River 
Country.

A  W IL D -L IF E  R E F U G E
D I R D  and wild-animal life is to have a new refuge and breeding ground in 

southern Oregon, embracing the hitherto unappropriated public lands near 
Upper Klamath Lake. The reservation has been set aside by recent executive 
order o f President Coolidge and will be administered by the Bureau o f Biological 
Survey o f the United States department o f agriculture.

The refuge includes over five thousand acres and embraces an area o f very 
varied topography. The reservation, however, consists more o f marshland than 
o f the higher wooded territory. This swamp country contains a dense growth of 
tules, sedges, and other aquatic vegetation, which affords abundant cover for the 
nesting wild fowl o f the region. Migratory waterfowl, especially wild ducks 
and geese, will probably be attracted by the resting and feeding grounds available 
in the* watered areas.

The establishment o f the refuge will be o f particular importance to the 
waterfowl o f the region, since most o f the adjacent territory has recently been 
drained in connection with the reclamation o f lands for agricultural purposes. 
The reservation will be o f interest to conservationists generally, as well as to 
sportsmen who are familiar with the drainage operations that have brought about 
the elimination o f Lower Klamath Lake, embracing about eighty thousand acres, 
which was formerly one o f the most important breeding and resting grounds for 
waterfowl in the United States.



MISSING: This department conducted In duplicate In D ET EC T IV E  STO RY M A G A Z IN E  
.and W EST ER N  8T 0R Y  M A G A Z IN E , thus giving readers dsuble service, Is effered 

ef charge to cur readers. Its purpose is to aid them In getting In touch with 
persons of whom they have lost track.

While It will be better to use your name In the notice, we will priat your request 
“blind" if you prefer. In sending “blind" notices, you must, ef course, give us your right name and address, so that we 
can forward promptly any letters that may come for you. We reserve the right to rejeet any notlee that soems to us 
unsuitable. Because “copy" for a magazine must go to the printer long In advance ef pubiieatien, don’t expeet to see your 
notice till a considerable time after you send it.

If  It can be avoided, please do not send us a “ General Delivery" post-office address, for experience has proved that 
those persons who are net specific as to address often have mail that we send them returned to us marked “not found." 
It would be well, also, to notify us of any changes In your address.

Now, readers, help those whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped If  you wore In a 
similar position.

W A RN IN G .— Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money “to got home," 
et cetera, until you are absolutely certain that the author of such telegram or letter is the person you are seeking.

TREE MAN, M IN N IE —Married my brother, Leo, la  St. 
Louis, Missouri. "'■Please write to Mrs. Freda Brazil, 1216 
Oak Street, Beardstown, Illinois.

H EN SE, MBS. ANNA.—Last heard from In Texas. Fear 
you were hurt in the storm last year. Please write to your 
friend, Mrs. Freda Brazil, 1216 Oak Street, Beardatown, 
Illinois. /

D AV IS , EARL.—Last heard from In 1926, at West Car
rollton, Ohio, and Newport, Kentucky. Information appre
ciated by Louise, care of this magazine.

SANDERS, GEORGE G.—Irish descent. Was corporal of 
Machine Gun Troop in the Thirteenth Cavalry, stationed 
at Fort Clark, Texas, in 1919. A civil engineer. Believed 
to have gone to Brazil, in 1920, on a railroad Job. Infor
mation appreciated by Cowboy, care of tills magazine.

JOHN.—Please come home. We want to see you and 
need you. Mamma, care of this magazine.

M ILL E R , H A RRY .— Last heard from in Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. Has a half slater named Florence Hogg. In
formation appreciated by Bessie, care of this magazine.

DEAN, GEORGE.—Left England on the “ Empress of Ire
land,”  fifteen years ago and lived in St. Almian Street, To
ronto, Canada. Information appreciated by Mrs. M. A. Rob
erts, Chapel House, Northrop Hall, Flintshire, Wales.

JEN8EN, TO RVAL A.— About thirty-five years old. Left 
Utah nineteen years ago. Information appreciated by bis sla
ter, Mrs. Esther Wilson, 823 Barnona Avenue, Bellflower, 
California.

ST AR  RETT.—Would like to hear from any one of this 
name residing in Philadelphia or California. Mrs. Mary 
Short, 122 Maple Street, London. Ontario, Canada.

W IL L I AM 8, JE W E T T — Thirty-one years old. Last heard 
from in Columbus, Georgia. Sad news about Annie. In
formation concerning him appreciated by his mother, Mrs.
B. L. Williams, Clarksville, Florida.

HAA8, R IC H A R D  D IC K .— A pattern maker. Left Fres
no, California, December 1, 1919. Last heard from in Illi
nois, when In the army, in 1920. Has a sister in Phila
delphia. Information appreciated by Charles H. Boniols, 
910% East Orange Grove Avenue, Glendale, California.

BROW N, MRS. FRED, or MRS. ED B R EY ER S .— Father 
died February 18, 1928, at St. Joseph, Michigan. Have
something to tell you, so please write to your daughter, Julia 
Bowland, care Mrs. E. Symonds, Benton Harbor, Michigan.

W ARE, H ELEN .—Last heard from in Missouri. Infor
mation appreciated by Friend Burwell, care of this magazine.

UNDERW OOD, C H A R LE S  LI NLEY.— About fifty-five
years Old. Last heard from about ten years ago in Walla 
Walla, Washington. Has relatives in Missouri. Have
something to tell him about his son, Paul. Information 
appreciated by Jack Commings, 4020 Texas Street, San 
Diego, California.

CATTO.MbEONA.—Do you remember your old pal, Peggy? 
Would lik e  to hear from you. Please write to Mrs. Jack 
Commings, 4020 Texas Street, San Diego, California.

PEP.—Baby Jack very 111. We may lose our home. Please 
come back; we want yop. Girl, care of this magazine.

PATSY, RUTH.—-Last heard from when in a hospital at 
Elk City, Oklahoma. Remember the tattoo* and our prom
ises to each other. I am still sick In the hospital. Have 
written, but received no reply. Lonesome and sorry. Please 
write to your Jack T., care of this magazine.

BOLDON, C LA R EN C E  and CLARA.—Last heard from in 
Spokane, Washington, in 1927. Anxious to bear from you. 
Please write to E. L- McQuiston, 40 Center Street, Santa 
Cruz, California.

HANSEN , MR8. N E L L IE .—Information concerning her 
appreciated by her daughter, Mildred Hansen, Box 119, Rush- 
ford, Minnesota.

„ W H ITE , ELLA.—Lived in Waterville, Maine, six or seven 
years ago. Information appreciated by Arthur McKinnon, 
841 Congress Street, Portland, Maine.

K ID D E R , A R C H IE .—Thirty years old. Bed hair and blue 
eyes. Last heard from in Kamlah, Idaho, about three years 
ago. Information appreciated by his sister, Dolly, care of 
this magazine.

VONTELLO, V E R L E  V.—Last heard from in 1917, when 
she was traveling with a show. At this time she was stay
ing at the Raymond Hotel in Denver, Colorado. I have been 
in Honolulu since then. Am anxious to hear from you. 
Please write to Collin E. Catlin,’* care Hospital, Fort Logan, 
Colorado.

H AM ILTO N, A L IC E .—Twenty-nine years old. Has a scar 
on thumb. Worked In a Santa Fe Railroad restaurant In 
Dodge City, Kansas, in 1918. Last heard from in Denver, 
Colorado. Believed to be in San Francisco. Information ap
preciated by E., care of this magazine.

MeCAW, RO BERT LAV ER N .— Last heard from in Walker,
Minnesota. Information appreciated by his mother, Mrs. 
George McCsw, Aledo, Illinois.

DAW SON, TO M M Y.—Last heard from in Indianapolis. 
Indiana, in 1909. Information appreciated by his 3lster, 
Mrs. Mary Killoran, 50 Perry Avenue, Worcester, Massa
chusetts.

P A R K E R , RU FU S A N D R EW .— Last heard from In Big- 
lake, Washington. Information appreciated by his son, Ray 
Parker, Route 2, Temple, Texas.

HARTZ, A LB E R T A .—Please write to your old pal, Irene, 
205 Runnel Street, Big Spring, Texas.

GO ZIER, JOHN.—Last beard from in June. 1926. Be
lieved to be traveling with a circus as a dome acrobat Sad 
news about your father. Please come home or write to your 
mother, Helen Clnko, Eagle Biver, Wisconsin.

BALLOU, A D E L B E R T  W.— About forty-nine years old. 
Born in Dover, Kansas. Last heard from In 1912, when he 
was working for the Spokane and International railroads, in 
Spokane, Washington. Tour father and two half sisters are 
eager to see you. Can explain why your father was unable 
to do different in Spokane. Your sister, Mrs. Otto B. 
Uhlmann, Box 57, Globe, Oregon.

M ESSN ER , GEO RGE CARL.— Twenty-three years old. 
Mother and sister anxious to hear from you. Please write 
to your sister, Mrs. June Mesaner Black, care Mrs. Boyd R. 
Darnell, Star Route, Madras, Oregon.

NAUS, TH EO DO R E.—Last heard from when living at 
2100 North Broactoay, St. Louis, Missouri. Information 
concerning him appreciated by Inquirer, care of this maga
zine.

LEE, JACK.—-Please write to the girl whose name Is tat
tooed under an Indian girl's head on your arm and send 
your address. Wildflower, same address.

M IC K  ELL, OWEN.— A cowboy. Travels with father, who 
shows old-time pictures on a slide. Last heard from in 
Texas. Information appreciated by a close friend. Dorothy 
Williams, 428 West Chestnut Street, Walla Walla, Wash
ington.

NESS, TOM.— Lived in Deer Lodge, Montana. In 1922. 
Last heard from in Portland, Oregon. Information concern
ing him or any of his family appreciated by Otto Bengal,
care of this magazine.

G IBBO N , V iE R R A , A N D ER SO N  and RAY VOUNG.—
Shipmates of the U. 8. S. “ Burns”  and “ Wloks”  in 1919-20. 
Please write to Glenn W. Cannon, care of Mid-west Cap 
Company, 816 Court Avenue, Des Moines, Iowa.

W H E E LE R , P. A.—Was my science teacher at Fairview 
School, near Burk, Texas, in 1925-26. Information concern
ing him appreciated by Lola Hackler Jones, Boi 324, Rox
ana, Texas.

A LP , JACOB A.—Last heard from thirty years ago, when
living in Grand Forks. North Dakota. In 1892 he was liv
ing in Red Lake Falls, Minnesota. Information appreci
ated by H. W. Koller, McVeytown, Pennsylvania.

R0S8, E D D IE .— D id  not receive your last letter, as I  had 
to leave Newark, New Jersey, and come borne. Don’t be 
angry, I  still love you and will explain all when I hear 
from you. Please write to Ada V., care of this magazine.
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A G U ILE R A , A LF R ED O .—Twenty-three years old. Has a 
scar over his right eye. Left Cuba for New York, in Sep
tember, 1923, worked in the Hotel Sevilla, and later in the 
ten-cent store. About a year ago he passed through the 
Panama Canal en route to California. Please write to J. B. 
B., care of this magazine.

CA RPEN TER, BOB.— Twenty-eight years old. Tattooed 
on arms, and on left band with W. H. near wrist and two 
hearts on ring finger making an imitation ring. Also had 
bullet-wound scar between forefinger and thumb. Usually 
travels—with Wild West Shows and carnivals and Is known 
as “ Alamo Bob Hart.”  Last heard from In New Windsor, 
Illinois, in February, 1928. Information appreciated by 
bis wife, who needs him. Please write to Mrs. Bob Car
penter, care of this magazine.

C A M PB ELL , DONALD.— A native of Flat River, Prince 
Edward Island, Canada. Went overseas with the Seventh 
Canadian Battalion. Last heard from In a logging camp 
near Vancouver City. British Columbia. Please write to 
M. E. C., care of this magazine.

BLOUNT, MRS. EM M A.— Last heard from in 1909. Be
lieved to be in Kansas City, Kansas. Please write to your 
niece, who is anxious to hear from you. Mrs. Elizabeth 
Lollar, R. F. D. 1, Pilot Point, Texas.

REED, G A RDN ER .—Eighteen years old. Dark hair, eyes 
and complexion. Son of Walter and Tinnery Heed. Last 
heard from in Phoebe, Mississippi, In 1915. Information 
concerning him appreciated by his brother, Willie Walter 
Reed, Diamond Hotel, Hillyear Station, Spokane, Washing
ton.

H ILL, CA RM EN .—Formerly of Arapahoe, Nebraska. Was 
teaching school in 1916-17. Believed to be married. In
formation appreciated by W. B. B., care of this magazine.

H ELEN  D.—Do you remember the one you met at 
“ Pete's" in L. A .? Wrote to you at Frisco, but letters 
returned. Please write to Blackie, care of this magazine.

TAYLOR, ERN EST  M ALCOLM .— Forty-seven years old. 
One eye was burned with lye when a child, so that the 
pupil is white. Lived in Renton, Washington, in 1912. 
Information appreciated by Gladys Rivers, 721 Woodland 
Avenue, Centralia, Washington.

C H E V A L IE R , F R A N K  A.— Last heard from June 1, 1926. 
Please write to your mother, who needs you. Mrs. Celina 
Chevalier, Apartment D, 421 Tenth Avenue, Seattle, Wash
ington,

SU N D H O LM , C H R IS T IN A  CHARLOTTE.— Bom in Her- 
moeand, Sweden. Had three brothers, Peter, who went to 
New Zealand, Carl and Johan. Information concerning any 
of them appreciated by Mrs. Fred Klehn, 7948 Branden 
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois.

ST E V E N 8. HAROLD.— W ill the parents or sister Connie 
of my late husband, Harold Stevens, who are believed to 
be in Canada, please communicate with Freda Stevens, 112 
Russell Street, Peterborough, England.

RO BERT L. H.— Am back in Texas. Received your card 
from N. 0. Wrote te your Chicago box. No reply. Have 
important news. Please write to Lester C., care of this 
magazine.

M U RPH Y, GEO RGE ELL IO TT.— Twenty-two years old. 
Left Kalamazoo, Michigan, in April, 1927. Please let me 
know if you are well. Information appreciated by bis 
anxious mother, Mrs. Elsie Murphy, 738 Forrest Street, 
Kalamazoo, Michigan.

HAY, CH A R LES.— Left home five years agp. Mother 
grieving and in poor health. Please write to 'Mrs. Alice 
Stanford, R. F. D, 2, Beloit, Ohio.

RANDALL, GEORGE.—Went West forty-eight years ago. 
Married Hannah Hendrixs In New Milford, Connecticut, in 
1876. Please write to your daughter, Lillian M. Seelye, 32 
Shelter Rock, Danbury, Connecticut.

P0W ER8, FLOYD.—Served in Company L, Twenty-third 
Infantry, Second Division, and in Company H, Composite 
Regiment (Pershing’ s Own), during the World War. Please 
write to your buddy, Sergeant E. G. Nachtergaele, Battery 
H, Second Coast Artillery, Fort Sherman, Panama, Canal 
Zone.

G IBSO N, AL.—Please come home, everything Is fixed up. 
If not, let me know where you are and I will come to you. 
Your wife, Mrs. A. C. Gibson, care of this magazine.

JAMESON. JOSEPH.—Have important news for you. 
Sorry for all that has happened. Please come home for 
mother’ s and father’ s sake or write to your sister, Veronica 
J. H., 331 Prospect Avenue, Long Beach, California.

SH E P P A R D , LOLA.— Left home February 27, 1928. Be
lieved to have married. Last heard from in Washington, 
D. C., in March, 1928. We are worried. Please write to 
your toother or your pal of Frisco, Mac, care of this xnaga-

JOHN.—Please come home. We all want you. Eddie, 
care of this magazine.

M A R EK , JOHN.—Last heard from in Oyster Bay. New 
York. I still love you. Your mother said if  things turned 
out, as we thought, she would turn everything over to us. 
Please write to Sadie Camp. Carson City, Nevada.

W ARD, CH A R LES.—English descent Last heard from 
in Detroit, Michigan. Sister, brothers and mother anx
ious. Please write to Mrs. William Wincott, care E. N. 
Bissell, 219 Kathleen Avenue, Sarnia, Ontario, Canada,

D AV IS , G L A D S IE  K EC K .— Last heard from in 1923, in 
Wheeling, West Virginia. Information Appreciated by 
Oran F. Baker, Box 115, Paden City, West Virginia.

TH IC K ST O N , Sergeant DORCEY, and Lieutenant HO MER  
F. M eDAN IEL.—They were stationed at Schofield Barracks  ̂
Honolulu, in 1916-17. Please write to your buddy, who 
knew you at Benfords. J. J. James, 2038 South Garasey, 
Santa Ana, California.

DENNO. JOSEF.— Left Viueouver, British Columbia, 
about six years ago. Believed to he in Michigan. Has rela
tives by name of Barron, Lang and Perry, wbo were em
ployed in the Henry Ford Auto Works, and who lived in 
River Rouge, Michigan. Information appreciated by M. E., 
care of this magazine.

“ N Y8TR0M ,” C LA REN CE.— Traveled with a carnival two 
or three years ago. Danced at the Cl ambus Stock Com
pany in Albany. New York, Last heard from In Canada. 
I  still love you. Please come back before it is too late. 
Information appreciated by your own and true Mary, care 
of this magazine.

SCOTT, JAM ES W ESLEY .—Sixty-seven years old. First 
and third fingers on right hand off at second joint. A car
penter. Information appreciated by his only sister, Mrs. 
Oort A. Thayer, 10 Shell Road, Coney Island, New York.

H A N K E , W IL L IA M  F.— Formerly employed as a forest 
guard at Cokevllle, Wyoming. Please write to Lena, care 
of this magazine.

SH ER LO C K , M eM ALLIE , or G ILE , 0 LL IE .— Twenty- 
three years old. A blonde from Kentucky. Information ap
preciated by David C. Glle, Box 1153, Kalamazoo, Michigan.

FERM A N , MRS. G ER TRU DE, and J IM .— German. Bak
ers. Last heard from when living at 566 Baltic Street. 
Brooklyn, New York. Believed to have moved to Cali
fornia. Information appreciated by H., care of this maga
zine.

M YERS, M E R R IE .— A native of Texas. In April. 1927, 
lived in an apartment at 20 Broadway, Denver, Colorado. 
Have good news for you. My letter to you returned. Please 
write and send your address to A. F. Lawn, care 8. C. 
Edison Company, Camp 5, Big Creek, California.

ST A R M E R , ORVAL.—Seventeen years old. Last heard 
from in Kansas City, Missouri. Your mother is anxious to 
hear from you. She is alone. Please write to L. Dial, 1406 
West Eighty-fourth Street, Los Angeles, California.

LEA -BO N , J. H.—Last heard from in Seattle, Washington. 
Forgiven. I  love you. Please write to Mildred S., care of 
this magazine.

DREW , ID A  ETH EL.— Bom August 2, 1884. Taken to 
Denver, Colorado, by her stepmother on August 14. 1891, 
and later taken to her relatives In Franklin County, Indiana, 
where all concerned were led to believe that her father was 
dead. Last heard from In 1894, in 8L Louis, Missouri. 
Information appreciated by her father, H. Drew, Box 45, 
Columbus, Montana.

BR A C K N E Y , RO BERT.—About sixty years old. Broad 
shoulders, high forehead and gray eyes. Information appre
ciated by his faithful Mend, now a widow, Mrs. Leona 
Chidester, Puxico, Missouri.

JAM 180 N, E D D IE .—Please ^write to your brother, Walter 
J. Jamison, Route 4, Blum, Texas.

DAD D Y.—We all want you. Ida still at Magalla. Please 
write to Addle, Box 866, Seaside, Oregon.

M ILLS, MRS. LEONA.—Last heard from in Portland. 
Oregon, in September, 1927. Her folks, the Blarcom’s, lived 
in Everett, Washington, at that time. Has a daughter named 
Olive. Please write to your old sweetheart and pal, Harold 
L. Quantrille, care of this magazine.

81ED EN B ER G , C H A R LE Y  and H ERM A N .— Last heard 
from twenty-four years ago. Please write to your father, 
Louis Siedenberg, Route 6, Box 110, Houston, Texas.

WATT8, L E W IS  CH EST ER .— Important news for you. 
Please write to C. C. Gay den, 726 Stanford Avenue, Loa 
Angeles, California.

DOAK, TOJI N.—Last heard from in Winatchee, Washing
ton, in 1900. Information concerning him dead or alive ap
preciated by bis sister, Ida LeMoove, Chico, California.
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CUSHMAN, CARL WESLEY.—About tMrty-nipjj J t m  LYLV, SPENCER.—Last hoard from In Caspar or Cum- 

'J' !. Loft ClarksTllle, Temtesaee. on January IS, 1915. In- mints, California, la  March, 3925, Please communicate with
ronnation appreciated by Ms brother, W. &  Cuthman, Boa your mother, Mrs. K. Belch, 414 Bersro Boad, Weat Pal®
314, Clarltjrllle, Tennessee. Beach, Florida.

JOHNSON. H A RR ISO N . —About twenty-two years old. 
Last beard from in 1908, when father and mother sepa
rated at Allen's Hill, New York. His mother was Jessie 
Wood, of Victor, New York. Information appreciated by 
nls sister, Eleanor, care of this magazine.

H A ll ROD, M A R IE .— Waa In Little Rock, Arkansas, In 
1919. Later went to Dubuque, Iowa. Information appreciated 
by U. W. Taulman, 117 West B Street, Ontario, California.

W RIG H T, LU C ILLE.— Information concerning her appre
ciated by her son, John Haitell, U. S. ‘6. "Chase,”  323, 
San Diego, California, care of Postmaster.

_ M YER8. W IL L IA M  E.—Last heard from in Detroit,
Michigan. I know you will be the man you can be and 
help the children, otherwise will have to make different ar* 
rangementa. Please write to Anne, care of this magazine.

RO BB IN S. M A R V IN  or ROY.—Please write at once to 
yeur pal, Bemell Hall, Box 70, Gainesville, Texas.

H ILL, JOHN F R A N K L IN .—Born in Burlington, Iowa.
Raised by family named Carrol. Was In the blacksmith 
business in Ltaarille, Colorado, in 1888. Am anxious to 
know the particulars of his death and place of buriaL His 
daughter, Sarah A. Lenshan, 480 Hawthorne Avenue, Oak
land, California.

C LA R K  or R ILEY , MRS. JENNY.— Hy mother, whom I  
have nevef seen. I  waa born in Carterville, Missouri, in 
1897, and, as my father had been recently killed, I was 
taken to Carthage, Missouri, by the family of George W. 
Ashby, who later moved to Joplin. Miisouri. and then to 
Des Moine3, Iowa. Anxious to find my mother. Hazel
Maria Perris, 3339 East Unlveraity Avenue, Des Moines, 
Iowa.

B IR D , MRS. LO U ISE  E., or ion W l LLI A M ,—Formerly 
of Fresno, California, and Portland, Oregon. Information 
appreciated by H. M. K., care of this magazine.

SNOW , RO BERT H. and J. D.— Of Dallas, Texas, and 
a sister, named Mai. Please write to your old friend, 
Theo, care of this magazine.

K L IM E C H A K , M ARY.— Please let your slater, Erlne. 
know where you are and write to Malcolm J. Wiggins, 5001 
Thirtieth Street, Tampa, Florida,

H IC K S, T H O M AS and E L IZA B ET H .— Lived at one 
time in Burlington, Vermont. Mrs. Hicks was a daughter 
of Doctor Bryant They had a son and daughter, who were 
at one time taken from them without their knowledge 
and later abandoned. Would like to hear from them or any 
of their relatives. Mra. Nellie King Morse, Box 58, En
field Street, Enfield, Connecticut.

V E R M IL L IO N , W ALTER.—Thirty-four years old. Slightly 
bald from forehead back. Has a gold tooth in front. Lived 
it one time at 395 West First Street, Dayton, Ohio. 
Won’t you please help in some way for the sake of your boyit 
Aren't you anxious to see them ? Shall always lore you. 
Your wife. Mrs. Goldie Vermillion, 1117 Eaat Market 
Street. Lima, Ohio.

W IL L IA M S , BER T  W.—Has dark curly hair, dark eyes 
and wears glasses. Last heard from in Kellogg, Idaho. In
formation appreciated by his worried wife, I. B. W., erne 
of this magazine.

W RIG H T, MR. and MRS. SARAH , M ARY, M ARG ARET, 
T IM O T H Y  and C H A R L IE .—Formerly of Vancouver, British 
Columbia. Loft for Los Angeles, California, in 1920, where they 
lived on Bed Street. Information appreciated by Kathleen 
Garland, 1032 Wert Forty-seventh Street, Los Angeles, Cali
fornia.

B A K E R  or BEC H ER , MRS. SA R A H  JANE, nee M U R
PH Y.—Bom in Anaghmore, Goomebridge County, Antrum, 
Ireland. Believed to have died in Jersey City, New Jersey, 
some years ago. Information concerning her husband and 
family appreciated by her cousin, Neil M. Eriane, State 
Hospital, Kings Park, Long Island, New York.

PARKER, EDDIE.—Loft home In 1910. HU father's
name was George and mother’ s Gertrude, sisters and 
brother— Ella F., Mabel J., Flossie F. Row and Charles W. 
The children^ were put in care of the Children's Aid Soci
ety, Tillamook, Oregon, on March 11, 1911. Important news 
for him. Information concerning him appreciated by his 
sister, Mrs. Rose Abercrombie, care of Tom Eglin, Lake- 
view, Washington,

M ILL E R , MRS. W. M.— Last heard from in Lawton, 
Oklahoma. Please write to your daughter, Mrs. S. L. Mc
Dowell, 3872 Hemphill Street, Fort Worth, Texas.

GRADY.—Do you remember Box 253? I f go, write to 
me, no matter what you do, where you go or what you are. 
I will always feel the same. Vera O. Towner, Apartment T, 
Washington Apartments, Albuquerque, New Mexico.

PETERSO N, M A R SH A L L  and R IC H A R D — Last heard 
from in Lawton, Oklahoma. Please write to your sister, 
Mra, S. L. McDowell, 3872 Hemphill Street, Fort Worth, 
Texas.

F IN N ER A N .—Am looking for my father's brothers, who 
are believed to be somewhere in the East, so would like 
to hear from any who have this name. Address John M. 
F Inner an. Box 140, Camarillo, California.

R IV E R S  or W ILLS, T ED D Y .—Please write to Anna, 
Box 114, North White Plains. New York.

C LA R K E, C H A R LE8  P.—Last heard from in Indianapolis,
Indiana, September 23, 1926. Do you remember the Spir
itual reading and the girl that went to Oklahoma City the 
next day? Am home again and would like to hear from 
you. Peggy Stock dale, Route 3, Milton, Kentucky.

O’LEA RY , JOSEPH T.—Remember the boat from Frisco 
to Seattle and Pocatello, Idaho? Please write to Friend 
from Omaha, care of this magazine.

C U M M IN G S, NORA.—Last heard from in Chickasha, 
Oklahoma. Have good news for you. Please write to
Tommie G. Snedden, Box 417, Chicago, Illinois.

WHITE, WILLIAM.—Born in Ireland. Wife's name is
Lydia. Children’s names are Margaret, Leoma, Ethel and 
Elizabeth. Last heard from when living on Belmont Ave
nue In Paterson, New Jersey, in 1904. He was then 
a machinist in the Rogers Locomotive Works. Informa
tion appreciated by his brother, James H. White, Route 2, 
Ciiehalls, Washington.

RUTLEDGE, MRS. N ELL IE , nee A LLEN .— Husband’s
name was James. Her daughter, Edith, was bom in Bay. 
City, Michigan, April 26, 1900, and waa brought up by 
her grandmother, Mrs. A. Henderson, who lived in Sagi
naw, M ichigan In 1909. Information appreciated by her 
daughter, Edith, care of this magazine.

ELM ER, RU SSELL.—Anxious to hear from you. Please 
write to Edith, care o t  this magazine.

LUBBY , W IL L IE .—About twenty years old. Irish de
scent. Blue eyes and wavy black hair. Last heard from 
in Houston, Texas, in 1922. Joined the army or navy. 
After bis discharge- was heard from in San Francisco, 
California, and in December, 1927, was in Brooklyn, New 
York. Important news for him. Information appreciated 
by T. E. Brown, 4929 Walker Avenue, Houston, Texas.

PETERSO N , C H A R L IE  OSBORNE.— Last heard from In 
Granite, Oklahoma. Please write to your sister, Mrs. S. L. 
McDowell, 3872 Hemphill Street, Fort Worth, Texas.

PETERSO N, DOUGLAS EU G EN E.— Last heard from In 
Fort Bliss, El Paso. Texas. Please write to your sister, 
Mrs. S. L. McDowell, 3872 Hemphill Street, Fort Worth, 
Texas.

DIETRICH, WOODROW WILSON.— Was last heard from 
in Lansing, Michigan, four years ago, when he was eight 
years old. Information concerning him appreciated by his 
sister, Hanna Dietrich, 610 Logan Street, Grand Rapids, 
Michigan.

HOROW ITZ, BEN.— Of China. Please write to your old 
Jr lend, Fred Smith, Wheeler, Oregon.

GONZALEA, M A N U EL.— A Spanish United States soldier. 
Last heard from in San Antonio, Texas, in August, - 1927. 
Was to be discharged on September 29th. Junior needs you. 
Information appreciated by his wife, C., care of this maga
zine.

JOLLEY, JAM ES.—Was a soldier under Reno at the 
time of the Custer massacre and had a twin brother W il
liam. Information', appreciated by his nephew, J. W. J., 
care of thia magazine.

G R IF F IT H , LEOTA.—Mother of Velma and Floyd. 
Please write to a friend that wishes you well. Do not 
live in Y now. J. W. J., care of this magazine.

BOTTCHER, W IL L IA M .—Last heard from In Shelby, 
Montana. Have news for you. Information appreciated by 
your cousin, Evelyn, care of this magazine.

P IERSO N , ADA.— Wife of A. W. Pierson. Last heard 
from in Gridley, Kansas. We were neighbors in RoewelL 
New Mexico. Came north together in September, 1921, 
My letters returned. Please write to M. L. Anderson, 629Vi 
North Washington Street, Aberdeen, South Dakota.

M ILLER , ANN A.— Formerly of Olean, New York. Her 
father, Fred Miller, Is a butoher. They are of German
descent. She is a blonde. Last heard from in 1010. In
formation appreciated by Dottle, care of this magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION

R U P T U R E D  38 Y E A R S  
IS T H IS  A  M IR A C L E ?

A  Sudden Strain at the A ge of Twelve . . . 
Thirty-Eight Years of Pain and Discomfort 
. . . Now at Fifty Relief at Last!

IS TH E amazing experience o f this man a 
miracle? No. Thousands o f others have also 
discovered the almost magic power of a new 

invention for hernia relief known as Magic Dot. 
This queer little device— tittle larger than a 
quarter—weighing less than l-25th ounce— re
duces rupture by a new method called “ sealing.” 
Awkward springs, hot, heavy pads, dirty leg- 
straps are a thing o f the past. Instead a light, 
flesh-soft padlet that "actually breathes air,” and 
allows wearers to run, jump and exercise in per
fect safety.

See It First!
O f course, you will want to see this surprising 

device that has brought glorious new freedom to 
thousands o f former rupture sufferers. And now 
under a special arrangement you can have it sent

to your home without any obligation to wear it  
Don’t send a penny or order it now. Just mail the 
coupon for full details. Act now while this gener
ous offer is still in force.

N E W  SCIENCE INSTITUTE
3652 Clay St, Steubenville, Ohio

New Science Institute,
3652 Clay St., Steubenville, O.

Send me without obligation illustrated descrip- , 
tion of Magic Dot, free sample of Atrtei, and your I 
special introductory offer for hernia relief.

Name ................................................................................ I

Address ..................................................................... .. J
City ........................................ State .............................|
(Print Address and Be Sure of Reply.)

P I C T U R E  P L A Y
On sale at all news stands

The Best Magazine 
o f  the Screen 

PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS PER COPY

I J m y Your Bills
and give you a steady incom e for the rest 
o f your life, if you’ll take care of my 
business in your locality. No experience 
needed. Full or spare time. You don’t 
invest one cent, just be my local part
ner. Make $15.00 a day easy. Ride 
in a Chrysler Sedan I furnish and dis
tribute teas, coffees, spices, extracts, 
things people eat. I furnish everything 
including world’s finest super sales out
fit containing 32 full size packages of 

highest quality products. Lowest prices. Big, per
manent repeat business. Quality guaranteed by 
$25,000.00 bond. With person I select as my part
ner, I go 50-50. Get my amazing offer for your local
ity. Write or Wire.

C  W. VAN de MARK. Dept. 1092-JJ 
117 Duane St, Cincinnati, O.

i Copyright, 1928, by The Health-0 Quality Produet* Co.

One device makes window wash
ing 75%  easier. Washes, dries, 

polishes w in d ow s in a jiffy . W o m e n  
w ild  a b ou t it! N o  m ore ladders to 
c lim b , n o  m ussy  rags nor sponges 

to  w ring . H a n d s never tou ch  water.

MAKE $90 A W EEK  EASY
Every housewife wants it. Fascinating demonstrator.

Sells fast. Make 100% profit. No experience needed. We show you
"uality

_________________ ___________Akron, the Rubber City. FREE
to hustler*. WRITE QUICK.
how. Send for big Catalog of this and 47 other faat-aejling Quality 
Rubber Products. D rect from Akron, the Rubber City. FREE Outfit

KK ISTEE M F S . C O , 869 BAH S T ., AKRON , OHIO

„ Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

I'll Givelfou Magnetic Power 
in 24 Ylsmxs~QrNo Cost/

I’L L  give you the m agnetic  
power to attract people to you 

instantly , wherever you go—
I'll give you the m agnetic

power to be popular anywhere, in 
any society—

I ’ll give you the magnetic
power to influence the minds of 
men and women, to make them  
do what you want them to—

I ’ll give you the magnetic
power to become a dynamic, force
ful, fascinating personality—

I ’ll give you the magnetic power 
to dominate situations—

I ’ll give you the magnetic power 
to win quick and conspicuous suc
cess in your business or profes- 

. sion—
\ And I ’ ll give you the secret of 

these magnetic powers in just 
; twenty-four hours— or I  don't want 
; a cent o f your money.
[5 That’s my unconditional guaran

tee ! I don’t care how colorless 
your personality is— how lacking 
you are in the qualities of leader
ship— how timid and self-conscious 
you may be. Unless my secrets of 
instantaneous personal magnetism 
give you new magnetic powers 
within twenty-four hours —  you 
don't pay a cen t!

Results Are Instantaneous
I ’ ll show you how to sway the 

minds of others—-how to  always 
appear at your best— how to domi

nate all situations through the 
sheer force of your personality. j

You can’t expect life to bring you 
success when your entire attitude 
invites failure ! You can’t expect to 
rise to glorious heights of achieve
ment when you are shackled by fear 
and worry and self-consciousness ! |

The moment you read my secrets 
of personal magnetism you can ap
ply them. Instantly the fetters
that have held you down are 
struck off. You are FREE. You
will laugh at obstacles that once 
seemed unsurmountable— you will 
toss aside timidity and awkward
ness— you will feel your powers 
doubled, trebled!

My methods of personal magnet
ism should enable you to achieve 
your fondest ambitions. They will 
give you individuality, show you 
how to acquire a vibrant, charm
ing voice, a fascinating manner. 
With the power of personal mag
netism at your command, you will 
be enabled to go through life su
premely happy— reaping the glow
ing rewards which a magnetic per
sonality— and only a magnetic per
sonality can give you.

Personal magnetism is not lim
ited to a fortunate few— it is Na
ture’s gift to every man and wo
man ! You need only release the full 
sweep o f your magnetic potential
ities to become the dynamic, force
ful, fascinating person you were in
tended to be.

i. T h e  F a cts  A re Free
My secrets of personal magnetism hare

b e e n  p u t  in t o  a b e a u t i f u l  e x t r a  la r g e  s iz e

vo lu m e  u n d e r  t h e  t i t l e  o f  " I n s t a n t a n e o u s  
P e r s o n a l M a g n e t i s m ."

T h e  s c o p e  o f  • " I n s t a n t a n e o u s  P e r s o n a !  
M a g n e t i s m "  is  as  b r o a d  as l i f e  i t s e l f .  
" F i r e a  o f  M a g n e t i a m ,"  " S e x  I n f lu e n c e ! , "  
" T h e  M a g n e t i c  V o i c e . "  " P h y a l c a l  M a g n e t 
i s m , "  " T h e  M a g n e t i c  E y e , "  " O r i e n t a l  S e 
c r e t e , "  " R a p i d  M a g n e t i c  A d v a n c e m e n t ,"  
" T h e  M a g n e t i c  M i n d "  a n d  " M a g n e t i c  H e a d 
i n g . "  a r e  o n ly  a fe w  o f  th e  s u b je c t s  c o v e r e d  
in  t h is  a m a z in g  b o o k . A  m a g n i f ic e n t  b o o k  
— e n t ir e ly  d i f f e r e n t  fr o m  a n y th in g  o f  th e  
k in d  e ver  p u b lis h e d — th a t  te lln  y ou  ju s t  b ow  
to  c u l t i v a t e  th e  m a g n e t i c  in f lu e n c e  o f  y o u r  
n a tu re .

O r ig in a l l y  p u b lis h e d  t o  s e l l  fo r  $5— th is  
r e m a r k a b le  v o lu m e , b o u n d  in  h a n d so m e  d a rk  
b u r g u n d y  w ith  th e  t i t l e  g o ld  e m b o s se d , is  
b e in g  o f fe r e d  a t  th e  s p e c ia l  p r ic e  o f  o n ly  $ 3 . 
S e n d  n o  m o n e y  w ith  t h e  c o u p o n — p a y  n o  
C . O . D . Y o u  g e t  the b o o k  f i r s t

R e m e m b e r , i f  t h is  b o o k  d o e s  n o t  d o  a l l  I  
c la im  fo r  i t — s im p ly  re tu r n  it  w it h in  5 d a y s , 
a n d  i t  c o s t s  y o u  n o t h in g !  O th e r w is e  k e e p  i t  
a s  y o u r  o w n  a n d  r e m it  o n ly  $3  i n  f u l l  
p a y m e n t .

Y o u  a r e  th e  so le  J u d ge . Y o u  d o  n o t  pay 
u n le s s  y ou  a re  a b s o lu te ly  d e l ig h t e d .  A n d  
th e n  o n ly  $3 . Y o u  a lm p ly  c a n 't  d e la y !  C lip  
a n d  m a i l  th e  c o u p o n  N O W . R a ls t o n  U n i 
v e r s it y  P r e s s ,  D e p t . 8 6 - R ,  M e r id e n ,  C on n .

Ralston University Press,
Dept. 86-R, Meriden, Conn.

A l l  r ig h t — I ' l l  b e  th e  ju d g e .  Y o u  may 
s e n d  m e  th e  v o lu m e  " I n s t a n t a n e o u s  P e r s o n a l  
M a g n e t i s m ”  fo r  5 d a y s ’ F R E E  E X A M I N A 
T I O N  i n  m y  h o m e . W i t h in  th s  5  d a y s  I  
w i l l  e i t h e r  r e m it  th e  s p e c ia l  low  p r ic e  o f  
o n ly  $3, o r  r e tu r n  th e  b o o k  w ith o u t  c o s t  o r  
o b l i g a t i o n .

Name

Address

S ta te

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



The answer to the crime puzzle! Gripping mystery, breathless suspense, the exciting sort o f . 
story that keeps you burning the midnight oil to get to the dtamatic climax and learn the 
identity of the criminal.

The best mystery and detective stories are now obtainable in book form in substantial attrac
tive cloth bindings, gold stamped, with good paper and large clear print; volumes that are the 
equal of most novels published at $2.00. These books are known as the

Chelsea House Popular Copyrights
They are all new stories, that have never before appeared in book form— not reprints of other 

editions— and they sell at

75 Cents a Copy
Some of the latest Detective and Mystery stories in the C H E L S E A  H O U S E  P O P U L A R  

C O P Y R IG H T S  are described below.

T h e  T u n n el to  D o o m
By ROY W HINDS

The only clew to the fugitive criminals was 
a bit o f adhesive tape and it led Jim Person 
into a deadly trap.

T h e  H ouse o f Disappearances
By CHESTER K. STEELE

One person after another vanished from the 
uncanny old house. A  grim crime puzzle to sit 
up o’ nights over.

B lundell’s Last Guest
By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE

A  clever mystery story of exciting suspense 
with a surprising and dramatic ending.

T h e  Sleeping C op
By ISABEL OSTRANDER and 

CHRISTOPHER B. BOOTH
Patrolman Larry Moore was asleep on post 

when Braddigan, the political boss, was killed. 
So Larry set about finding the murderer.

H idden O ut
By HOWARD FIELDING

One of the oddest mysteries that ever baf
fled a police department was furnished by the 
elusive Captain Reddy and his accomplice.

A lias the T h u n d erb olt
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

How John Flatchley, alias the Thunderbolt, 
restored ill-gotten wealth by playing nocturnal 
bandit.

T h e  T h u n d erb olt’s Jest
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

More of the engaging adventures of John 
Flatchley and his man Saggs in squaring a 
crooked account.

T h e  W h ite  R o o k
By HUGH McNAIR KAHLER

The checkered career of a master cracksman 
who makes a laughingstock of the police.

T H E R E  A R E  A L S O  W E S T E R N , A D V E N T U R E , A N D  L O V E  S T O R IE S — A L L  T H E  
M O S T  P O P U L A R  T Y P E S  O F  F IC T IO N — IN C L U D E D  IN  C H E L S E A  H O U S E  P O P U 
L A R  C O P Y R IG H T S . W R IT E  F O R  A  C O M P L E T E  L IS T  O R  A S K  Y O U R  B O O K 
SELLER.

C H E L S E A  H O U S E , Publishers, 79 Seventh A v e .,  N e w  Y o r k



Here it is
Chifforobe Priced so Low

It's like a Gift 
at.

30 Days 
FREE Trial

10 Easy 
M onthly 

Payments.
3 Pieces in 1—Wardrobe, Chiffonier and 
W riting Desk. Store your suits, overcoats, 
dresses, shoes, etc., in the large wardrobe 
compartment. U se the commodious drawers 
for other wearing apparel. W rite letters, 
keep memoranda in the convenient writing desk. 
Choice o f Rich American Walnut or Golden r  
finish. Walnut case made o f hardwood, fim 
Brown Walnut. Oak case o f Solid Oak, finite. 
Golden. Clearest plate glass mirrors,

S old  BELOW COST to  W in lN e w  Friends
Order No. D A 2014* Walnut or 1 
Oak finish. State w hich yon  
desire. Sale price Terms
21 cash, $2 monthly.

President

This C h ifforobe is o ffered  to  y o u  be low  actual cost. W e do not 
make one cen t o f  profit, w e actually  lose m o n e y . . .  all w e hope 
to  m ake on  th is w on derfu l bargain  is  m ore f r i e n d s  f o r  S p e a r .
Frankly, it is priced $15 less than the same quality would cost you 
elsewhere. You save almost one-half. You send only $1. You have 

30 days FREE trial. You may take 300days to pay. Use your credit.
A  value alm ost unbelievable, alm ost u n reason a b le . . .  bu t here is 
the reason: Spear sacrifices profit, loses m on ey , to win your friendship. This 
Chifforobe is our lead er  . . . we are confident that it will lead y o u  to order more 
from  Spear, to becomeone o f  our 1,000,000 satisfied customers. In a word, we 
want to acquaint you with Spear bargains and Spear policies. This is our method 
o f  <foSngit. W e couldn’t afford to sell you everything at such a sacrifice, of 
course, nor can we continue to sell this chifforobe at this price; except during: 
tiMS sale. Nevertheless, you will be astounded at the many other home 
fam ishing bargains your credit will buy from  Spear. Send for our complete 
eatsdog. Mail the coupon today. N o obligation to buy. 
ftlrikc 300  Days to  Pay. Y ou  can n ot im agine a  m ore  so lid ly  built 
Chiffbrobe. It  is made o f  3-ply veneers, built-up stock, thoroughly air- *, 
seasoned and kiln-dried. Frames are Btoutly glued and braced .The entire case has • SPEAR &. C O ., Dept. S 203, Pittsburgh, Pa.

“ 3pk com er construction—thebestknown. Above the small mirror, on the wal- ■ Please send me at once the Chifforobe as described above. Enclosed is 
ihish Chifforobe, is an attractive floral decoration in rich colors, enhancing ■ $1 first payment. It is understood that at the end of 30 days trial, if I

Spear 6*Co.<-
Dept. 8 2 0 3  Pittsburgh, Pa.

H om e Furnisherm to the People 
o f  A m erica  fo r  3 5  Year* DOWN

__________ _____ _ ____ ___ __________ v__ . . .  _ .
th« quality appearance. The Oak Chifforobe does not have this decoration. * am satisfied, I will send you $2  monthly. Order No. D A  2014. Sale 
Kaeb case is  equipped w ith  a  slid ing  m etal han ger bar and 2 garm ent !  Price $19.95. Title remains with you until paid in full.

je rs . Great big mirror on wardrobe door. The oversize wardrobe section • 
is amply large to hold several suits — and dresses, besides. Keep your S 

neat— keep bedroom neater by keeping clothes out o f  sight. Stores " 
shoes, too. There are 3 big clothes drawers, and 1 writing desk drawer. The ■ 
writing lid, when closed, is identically like the others—looks like a drawer. When ■ Name 
open, the large writing section has 6 compartments fo r  stationery, etc. The * 
Chifforobe is large size, 63 in. high, 39 in. wide, 18 in. deep. The small mirror ■ R. F. D.,

If yo u  w a n t  A m e ric a n  W a ln u t finish p u t an X  h e re  

If yo u w a n t G o ld e n  O a k  fin ish  p u t an X  h a re  [ ]

■es 12 x  16 in.; large mirror, 14 x  38 in. Both o f  clearest plate glass. S Box N o.or 
la v e  money, save space, save steps, save w ork—ord er  today. S St-and No-
Send only $1. Use it as your own fo r  30 days FREE. I f  you are not i  Post O ffice............. ........................................... . ..S ta te -------------— «
entirely satisfied, return it and we_will cheerfully refund your money and | r e v v  j  Jfjjou wantJ>ur̂ FREC catalog oŵ , sam^"nsma anil |~**~|' satisfied, return it and w e will cheerfully refund your money and • FREE 
t*a«aportation charges both w&yB. Shipped direct from factory to you. _


