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195
$2.10 a month

KD-1 ... Smart, brand new creation

1 in UK Solid White Gold or Yellow

Gold. Square prong engagement ring
at an amazingly low price! Set with
i specially selected dazzling,-genuine

blue-white diamond (Specify White

or Yellow Gold.) Only §2.10 0 month

Only 1]9 51.87 a Month

7 GENUINE DIAMONDS

KD-5 featuring 7 expertly
matchul. lie.-y, genuine diamonds in

ra wedding ring of stunning beauty
: Elegiantly hand enFraved 14K. Solid
\ Go >eed

ie» ” ;tlor

. your choice. A very special JUBI-
LEE VALUE at %19.7ft:Only'%1.87:

a month. ¥

SET WITH

2 GENUINE DIAMONDS
Or*]y $1.87 a month

Ku-o one of the greatest wrist
watch vciiucs of our entire career'
Latest style, dainty Baguette effe ,t
ladies wrist watch; guaranteed . c-
curate and dependable time'l >p«r
Set with2 GENUINE DIAMONDS.
Complete with'matched link-Lrace-
io* and handsome gift. box.. Ottfy
81.87 a month.

a day
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Forty thousand new Accounts during
our 40th Anniversary Celebration —
that's my promise to our President.
You'll want to open your account
right away when you see these amaz-
ing values and read my astoundingly
liberal credit offer.

Look over these beautiful new
rings, and watches now! Where else
but at ROYAL could you hope to find
such Style — Quality— Value? No
wonder that Royal isAmericas Largest
Mail Order Credit Jewelerl And

YOU DON'T NEED CASH
TAKE 10 MONTHS TO PAY

It's true! Ail 1as* you to send is $1.00 deposil.
Tell me which article you wish and in strict
confidence mention a few facts about yourself.
Age, occupation, efc. No direct inquiries will
be made—your dealings will be treated as a
STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL matter. If you've
had credit accounts I'd appreciate your men-
tioning them BUT it's not essential at all. Your
order will be given my prompt attention and
shipped FULLY PREPAID- No C. O. D. to pay.

TEN DAYS TRIAL
CONVINCE YOURSELF

If you can surpass m§3»»Anniversary Values
anywhere, return your selection and WE
WILL PROMPTLY REFUND YOUS--ENTIRE
DEPOSIT. I* fully satisfied after friai period,
pay only a few cents a day in 10 EAST
MONTHLY PAYMENTS. You can't beat that!

WRITTEN GUARANTEE

WITH EVERY ARTICLE
Every ring, every watch is sold with Royal's
wiillen guarantee, backed by our 40 year
reputai-on for fair and square dealings. Join

m our Anniversary celebration! Send your
ordet TODAY!

Sales Promotion Mgr. TS/c

*2975

6 Diamond
BAGUETTE
WRIST WATCH
Only $2.88 a month

-11 . . The last word in
dainty elegance! Exquisitely;
engraved, slenderized Bag-
uette Wrist Watch adorned’

with brilliant genuine dia-
monds. FuII% guaranteed dependable move-
ment. New barrel-link bracelet to match, a

feature value! Od/y $2.88 ¢ month.

Only

295

DE LUXE JUBILEE VALUE

5 DIAMONDS $2.87 a month
1JD-3 . A most beautiful and popular,
square prong engagement ring of 14K

lid; White” Gold set with a certified
genul e blue white center diamond -of

v unusual: brilliance fand 2 matched fiery

diamonds- bn eachiside. An extraordinary
JUBILEE VAttfE at .ordy $29.75
$2:87 a month.

S1.87 a Month _
2 GENUINE DIAMONDS

K D Gentlemen’s distinctive initial ring
.Of IOK 'Solid Yellow Gold set with 2 fiery
genuine diamonds on the sides and a solid
white gold raised initial on genuine onyx.
Specify Initial desired.. Only §1.87 a.-month.

The BULOVA Senator
$2.38 a IVionth

KD-10 . . The aristocrat of kulova gent's
wrist watches at 712leva’s lowest price. Dis-
tinctively designed |rdova quall white
chrotniurri finished case. i< "uwv -i B-U-L 0-V'-A

movement. Doubly guaranteed uigivealifeume
of dependable service. Link bracelet to matcu.
$2.38 a month.

FREE | New 32
Adults*” catalog
Featuring hundreds of money
saving specials in certified first
quality genuine diamonds;
standard watches, fine modern
Jewelry and silverware offered
on ROYAL'S liberal TEN
PAYMENT PLAN. Adults;
Send for your copy today.

America's Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers

ESTABLISHED 1695

OYAL

DIAMOND L WATCH CO

1170BROADWAY, NYC.
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HOW WOULD YOU FEEL?

Well, your boss thinks of you in terms of  training. Why not increase the amount by
so much a week! You are worth this or increasing your training? Thousands of
that to him. How much you are worth men have done it by spare-time study
depends upon—YOU! You decide the of I. C. S. Courses. You are invited to

amount chiefly by your ability—by your earn more money. Mail this coupon.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4902-G, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the subject bejure which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect O Heat Treatment of Metals O Plumbing O Steam Fitting O Bridge Engineer
O Architectural Draftsman O Sheet Metal Worker O Heating O Ventilation O Bridge and Building Foreman
O Building Estimating O Telegraph. Engineer O Air Conditioning D Chemistry
O Contractor and Builder O Telephone Work 0 Radio D Steam Engineer 0O Pharmacy
O Structural Draftsman O Mechanical Engineering O Steam Electric Engineer O Coal Mining
O Structural Engineer O Mechanical Draftsman O Marine Engineer D Mine Foreman
O How to Invent and Patent O Machinist O Toolmaker O R. R. Locomotives D Navigation
O Electrical Engineer O Patternmaker O 11. R. Section Foreman O Cotton Manufacturing
D Electric Lighting O Gas Engines [ Diesel Engines O Air Brakes 0 It. R. Signalmen O Woolen Manufacturing
O Welding, Electric- and Gas O Aviation Engines O Highway Engineering O Agriculture
Q Heading Shop Blueprints D Automobile Mechanic O Civil Engineering O Fruit Growing
O Boilermaker D Refrigeration O Surveying and Mapping O Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
O Business Management D C. P. Accountant O Service Station Salesmanship D Railway Mali Clerk
O Office Management D Bookkeeping O First Year College O Grade School Subjects
O Industrial Management D Secretarial Work O Business Correspondence O High School Subjects
O Traffic Management D Spanish O French O Lettering Show Cards [ Signs O College Preparatory
O Accountancy O Salesmanship O Stenography and Typing O Illustrating
O Cost Accountant O Advertising Q Civil Service O Mail Carrier O Cartooning

Age.. Address-

City State ..Present Position

If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada
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_>are for joba in Radio Broadcast, Talking Pictures,

Television faylO weeks of practical aftop work inthe great

Coyne Radio Shops,on real machinery and eqnipment.Yoa don't

“need advanced education orexperience. FreeEmployment Service
for life. Matty earn white learning. Electric Refrigeration— Air Con-
gitionn g included. MAIL COUPONTODAY for free ook which tells you
how honareda have become successful Radio Men after taking my training.
H.C.LEWIS,Pres., COYNE ELECTRICAL & RADIO SCHOOL

500 S. Paulina Street,

BeYour Own
MUSIC
Teache

LEARN AT HOME
to play by note. Piano, Violin,
Ukulele, Tenor Banjo, Hawaiian
Guitar, Piano Accordion, Saxophone,
Clarinet, or any other instrument.
Wonderful new method teaches in
half the time. Simple as A B C.
No “numbers” or trick music. Cost
averages only a few cents a day.
Over 700,000 students. "
EACL: B 0Dt tosay for free
favorite instrument is and write name and addre
u. S. SCHOOL OF MuUSsIC 3597 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8x10 Inches or smaller If de-
sired. Same price for full length or
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet
animals, etc., or enlargements of any
port ofgroup picture. Safe returnof
original photo guaranteed.

SEND NO MONEY*

and within a week you will receive
life-like enlargement, guaranteed fudelesa. Tfay pustuuui 47a
plus DO*ta*e— or send 49c with order and We pay postage. Bi
16x20-1noh enlargemant BentC. O. D. 780 plus postage Or Ser
80c and We pay postage. Take advantage of this Umasioc offer
B»w. Solid your photos today* Specify euo wanted.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 104 S.Jefferson St. Dept. 765-c Chicago

« £

our beautiful

NERVOUS?
INDIGESTION?
If you suffer from fatigue, nervous tension or indi-
gestion due to a nervous condition, get relief with
SHAW'S TABLETS. To convince you of the merits
of this product we are offering a trial package for
25 cents. Send for them at once. Not habit form-
ing. Money refunded if not satisfied. Address
SHAW PRODUCTS
4064 BRONX BOULEVARD
NEW YORK, N. Y

S_ M- POTATO CHIP
BUSINESS

)M YOUR KITCHEN and
MAKE MONEY/

Make

UY potatoes for 2c a Ib.
i Po-

sensational new “"Greaseless"”
tato Chips and sell for 35c a lb.
Ideal business for women in spare or full
time. Sms1 investment buys complete
equipment. No experience needed. 1sh
et stores to sell all you mal

ow
xw now to ge ke; tell you how to_make profit first daa/.
information ,Elctur"es, rices and terms sent free. Send a postal card for
Free Facts on this big e Business” Opportunity.
MILLER, Dept. 477. 325 West Heron St.. Chicaao. IlI.

Please mention this magazine

Self-Supporting in Ten
Months

“l am able to live on the money
| earn by writing, and it is not
yet ten months since | began the
course ! Until afew months after
beginning study with you | had
never had a line Fublis ed in any
commercial publication. What
more can 1say for a course which
has enabled me to earn a liveli-
hood by the most congenial work
I have ever done?”

John N. Ottum, Jr.

Box 95, Lisbon, N. D.

HOW doyou know
you can't WRITE?

Have you ever tried?

Have you ever attempted even the
training, under competent guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so easy to
do, waiting for the day to come some time when you
will awaken, all of a sudden, to the discovery, “lI am
a writer"?

If the latter course is the one of your choosing,
you probably never will write. Lawyers must be law
clerks. Doctors must be internes. Engineers must be
draftsmen. We all know that, in our times, the egg
does come before the chicken.

It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until he
(or she) has been writing for some time. That is why
so many authors and writers spring up out of the
newspaper business.! The day-to-day necessity of
writing—of gathering material “about 'which to write
—develops their talent, their background and their
confidence as nothing else could.

That_is why the Newspaper Institute of America
bases its writing instruction on journalism—con-
tinuous writing— the training that has produced so
many successful authors.

Learn to write by writing

TVTEWSPAP3BR Institute training is based on the

' New York Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps
you writing in your own home, on your own time.
Week by week you receive actual assignments, just as
if ?/ou were right at work on a great metropolitan
daily.  Your writing is individually corrected and
constructively criticized. group ~of men, whose
combined newspaper experience totals more than
200 years, are responsible for this instruction. Un-
der such sympathetic guidance, you will find that_(in-
stead of vainly trying Lo copy some one else’s writing
tricks) PIOU are rapidly developing your own distinc-
tive, self-flavored style— undergoing an experience that
has a thrill to it and which at the same time develops
in yon the power to makedyour feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing become awe-
struck “by fabulous stories about millionaire authors
and, therefore, give little thought to the $25, $50 and
$100 or more that can often be earned for material
that takes little time to write— stories, articles on
business, fads, travels, sports, recipes, etc.— things
that can easily be turned out in leisure hours, and
often on the impulse of the moment.

A Chance to Test Yourself

We have prepared a unique Writing Aptitude Test. This tells
you whether you possess the fundamental qualities necessary to
successful writing—acute observation, dramatic instinct, creative
imagination, etc. You'll enjoy taking this test. The coupon will
bring it, without obligation. Newspaper Institute of America,
One Park Avenue, New York.

least bit of

Newspaper Institute of America
I One Park Avenue, New York |

| Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing Apti- 1
m tude Test and further information about writing for profit. |

1 M-s) I
j Miss)

Address
I (A1l correspondence confidential.
i

No salesmen will call on you.) i
36G365]

when answering advertisements
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AMAZING NEW

25 FEATURE
Home Gym Outfit and Training Course

Yo'i save over halfonthls amazing course of physical *
culture. Big Husky 10 Cable Muscle Builder Exerciser, |
200 Lbs. Resistance (Adjustable). Two Heavy Dutyif
Hand G rips for husky wrists and forearms. wall Exergiser!
for back and shoulderdevelopment Head Harness (adjuat-i
able) ard Foct Geav cwmgr achine Attachments.1
egulation Heavy ope. The Gveatshadow Boxer.fl
Completely IIIustrated Course HOW STRONG*

Hand Balancing Tricks FOGDS - BAT AND” GROW |
STRONG. “MNiusirated Secrets of Jiu-ditsu. Famous |
W restling Holds. Regular Course ‘Hew To Box". Feats *
of strength. Special aysta Get Elg B\ceps Howto
Strengthen Your Back. Musc Test Your
Own Strength. Secrets OfChes(Expansmn Stomach
Muscles. New Power for Yeor Legs and Thighs.
For .Men_Only,* facta you should know Stirrup
Exercises for Husky Leg ecial " Day Training
Schedule hait tells yon What 0 do eadh day. AH This= 1
Fo ﬁy $2.99. Actquickly be-
fore offer expires. Send”~yow
everything out by return mail.
Pay postman_ only $2.29 P"Js
postal charges Outside U.
cash with orde
HERCULES EXERCISES
49 East 21st St. Rent. G-13
New York. N. Y. ©J. P. D. Ilrt.
an - ATHOME
Tired of layoffs and low pay? Send for FREE Auto TO EARN
Book of Big Payopportunitiesin theWorld's Biggest
Ao S Sns BIG MONEY

Business,andfactsahoutpractical“JobWay" Train-
glalhomeln your sparetime fora Good Job witha

rea future. Learn how to make money quick. No previous ggnND FOR

experience or special education needed. Free Employment

Service and Money - Back Agreement. Write TODAY To FR E E

MOTOR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA

2 1A0 Lawrence Ave., Dept.G-18, .Chicago, 1. AUTO BOOK

START $158.00
Month .

!

_ Railway Postal Clerks

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
Many early Dept. T 196, Rochester, N.Y.

examinations cy

ted f A Sirs: Rush without charge, (1) 32-page
éxpected for book describing many IT. S. Government
Government f£  jops. (2) Send list of Government jobs.
jobs. ,
Men-Women /7 Name
18 to 50 Address

Please mention this magazine

Hlustration

Attacks Stopped atOnce

If asthma ~has iept you gasping and miserable, read this
from Mrs. Will Case, Route No. 2, Hubbard, Nebraska.
April 19, 1931—"1 was sick over 15 years with asthma. |
couldn't get my breath and what, little sleep I got was had while
propped up in bed or in a chair. | tried Nacor. By the time | had
taken half of my second bottle my asthma was gone and has not
returned."—Mrs. Will Case, Route No. 2, Hubbard, Nebraska.

FREE- No need to suffer asthma torture when blessed relief can be yonra. For
rears Nacor has helped thousand*. Write for lettersand bookletofba{ata! Infor-
mation about relief of asthma and bronchial cough*.

NACOR MEDICINE CO. 630A State Life Bldg.,

rkff r*n DON'T RE CUT
11 N \ Until You Try This
H KlaLdU wonderful Treatment

» for pile suffering. If you have piles in any

form write for a FREE sample of Page's
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you
read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co.,
2315-V Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

CHEMISTRY

BECOME A TRAINED CHEMIST!

your own laboratory. Supplies as low as 5c.

formative catalogs. = Ivemkit, 135 Johnson St..

PATENTS SECURED

PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Book and advice free. L. F.

Randolph, Dept. 51-i, Washington, D. C.
DETECTIVES— INSTRUCTIONS

letter

indianapolis, Indiana

Earn big money! Equip
Send 10c for in-
Brooklyn N Y.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or traveL
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary. Write,
GEORGE WAGONER, 2C40-A Broadway, New York,

OLD MONEY WANTED
OLD MONEY WANTED. $5’'00 to $2500.00 each paid for old

rains. Buying catalogue 10c. Bub Cohen, Muskogee,- Okla.
JIUJITSU

JFUJITSU, BOXING, WRESTLING! Choose one! 10c covers

instruction. Bennett Method, Suite 1102, 210 5th Ave., New York.
PHOTO SUPPLIES

ROLL DEVELOPED, 8 Prints, Oil Painted Enlargement, also
valuable coupon on beautiful 8x10 hand-painted enlargement, 25c.
Quick service. Guaranteed work. Individual attention to each
picture. Janesville Film Service, Dept. A->8 Janesville, Wisconsin.

MALE HELP WANTED _
LOCAL AGENTS wanted to wear and demonstrate Free Suits to

friends. No canvassin to $12 in a day easy. Experience un-
neuesrary.  Valuable demonsliming equipment, actual sauiplus Free.
Progress Tailoring, Dept. T-352. 500 Throop, Chicago,

STORIES

LET ME FIX up your stories so that they will have a chance to
For three

sell. | have written many stories for Street & Smith.
dollars and postage | will revise a short story up to five thousand
words long. I will give an opinion of a story of that length

I have had much experience and

for only a dollar and the postage.
inclose

can give you valuable help. In writing to me be sure to
postage. Address John H. Whitson, Rowley, Massachusetts,

when answering advertisements
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Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged,
Gland very

inflamed or faulty Prostate
often causes Lameback, Fre-
quent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic
Pains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, Many
physicians endorse massage as a safe ef-
fective treatment. (See Reference Book ef
the Medical Sciences, Yol. VII, 3rd edi-
tion), Use “PROSAGER,” a new inven-
tion which enables any man to massage
liis Prostate Glaud In "the privacy of his
home. It often brings relief with the first
treatment and must help or it costs you
nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.

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

Kidneys Must
Clean Out Acids

The only way your body can clean out Acids and poisonous wastes
from your blood” is thru” 9 million tiny, delicate Kidney tubes or
filters, but beware of cheap, drastic, irritatin? drugs. If functional
Kidney or P.ladder disorders make yon suffer from Getting Up
Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Backache, Circles Under Eyes,
Dizziness, Rheumatic Pains, Acidity, Burning, Smarting or Itching,
don't take chances. Get the Doctor's guaranteed prescription called
Cystex (Siss-Tex). Works fast, safe and sure. In 48 hours it
must bring new vitality, and is guaranteed to fix you up in one
week or money back on return of empty package. Cystex costs only
9c¢ a day at druggists and the guarantee protects you.

etc.

Please mention this magSzine

Follow
this Man

Secret Service Operator 38 is on thejob

LLOW him through all the excitement of his chase

f the counterfeit gang. See how a crafty operatpr
works. Telltale fingerprints 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 issolved. Better than fiction. It's true, every
wordofit. Noobligation. Justsend the couponand get—

FREE!

The Confidential Reports
No. 38 Made to HisChleS

And the best part o fit all fs this—ft may open your eyes
to the great opportunity for YOU as a well paid
Finger Print Expert. This'is a young, fast-growing pro*
fession. This school has taken men and trained them for
high official positions. This is the kind of work you
would like. Days full of excitement. A regular monthly
salary. Rewards.

Canyou meetthis test?

Are E/ou of average intelligence? Are you ambitious?

i Would you give 30minutes a day of your spare time pre-
paring yourself for this profession? Answer "yes” and
1'll show you how it is possible for you to attain all this.
Send the coupon and I'll also send the Free Reports.

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
11920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. B-27 7, Chicago, Illinois

Institute of Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept B -27 7. Chicago, Illinois

J

1

8 Gentlemen:—Without any obligation whatever, send
8 me the Reports of Operator No. 38, also your illustrated
8 Free Book on Finger Prints and your low prices and
fi Easy Terms Offer. Literature will NOT be sent to boys
8 under 17 years of age.

Name

lg Address
|

when answering advertisements



The Son Of Storm

By Galen

C* Colin

Author of “Storm King's Last Ride,” etc.

CHAPTER 1.
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m in

gim Hs qEY
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W5 ot et it Inani Al rasd hs
He hedlbeenaut doot o hous  rifletohis addewnalesd
wiot hevrg ay luk He yoon tre dief befae ke ves ds-
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The Whistlin’® Kid
Plays The Game

By Emery Jackson

Author of “The Whistlin’ Kid Cleans House,” etc.

rr*>HERE ws trade in lleras Youg Lyimen, the aly Haney Ly-
nen Mg, wald ot aaneino

Kid” dd ot kowy es He hed twwoyeasfranron
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Mgt ke sne der fom d rdo-  ster was goodHodkdig, dim rieddess
' Cat:
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hmad flattared hm let imtcss
hs noey antte ber ad dd ot
eannde apaaee d hddrg y
tharad

Anmanane tresnrgg
loddgfor saveaoy,

“Thet’'s Bearett, faaran G
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cesy ‘Roudn Ly~
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readaadefae The
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“Were startid kedk Haney,”” ke
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T G Hamh Wo e
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o newen 1 dat fa ny own
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Lyman twsied his heed to ssettre
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watyae ail dybdirdteeas
E\eretiﬂlswd\%eretol”eedin"
Lyrendaad a tredla, aed
ﬁevamlrggsxgn But e
snuglektotrelsr.
“Do 1 gt thoe dinks, a doit
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33

The Kid pded Lpanapty e
% te guman an his
d It vwas ot aherd dowy
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Beat the drum slowly, an’ play the fife
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along.
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umll’dsx:%de\mrratels” fig:
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it
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Kid, “lout it doit db muth good
't onde ypttemidesnirdto
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)‘OJ,_tLt I drit think el adit it
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. You =l wet hep-

‘ I'm thraugh with it, to
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nen I
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Kid, ‘ot e rea net Yo with
tregatbdae My hadeisPat
s Patiss My bukesdl
ne'Kid.””
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There was good St in Heney
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twwa “Thet Kao lizad ramMon-
Eavwiatgmn farne Patiss
it Btk yo demibac e
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qukgnpay””

Berett poued hinsdf aather
dhnk pueed tre battle to Alnore
He waded tre Kid, wo doad
quietly whnistlingucker hislresth

“l ant ssn S
Bwerett firdly. ©
Haradlra atfit?’
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roud]
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far nothin, | red«an”” e adblsd with
agin tret rdd o hunar.
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odtion. Sethig ar 4
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pety with GIne. Tdkee t
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adligtat
But e Kid vas begmirgto sse
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haelit at without rgpatirg
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Kid; if they
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Plays The Game

X jegEs do'% ek
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East W‘Elﬂird ¥ Pl 8?13
%aid( | N N6
tlas =2 killed Lymen
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pouredal ioor
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“You ek ng’” sad Kem
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m
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adas Butfirstyauwgee ot
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I@ds)%ﬁjie ws wdfidh He
gél)f/\rmlardfermm Hprghm
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SjIdétare’mhere gtit, hovod
-‘ S ylj 73
sad tre Kids deer vace “It's
Patiss Ekn, Beett Ratiss
adteCA Hnmadensd
The gen dairs Fed awice had-
ral. The kid did down it, Sxgn
in rerd . .
Both nendd & hmas e did
o lad ligtly an tre flor as e
reeded e ed oL )
Qe d tam ne=d tre
novrg Thet s
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tre firgdace, anits He knelt
bdljrd lt,éinrg 4

viren dutped an bottom
s leaed agairst tre wall with
abden ]

The Kid a nded doudder
now but it weshis left

He wes couting his dais. The
nen wadd ke caming with Glnore
fram tre bk hoese sod
They msat hae hread finng,
e if they wae nt reedy to re-

LD
He satabulet ngt traugh tte
tede tp, ad I”Eadqtl@m gg(
Jer ped ot of podtion by the
TI’EIS heed gﬁ?ﬂjuf%d?om
er dootg,
gmdsmd@mmw

Kemhad his lest aod«ed
ad—adicsttecggne
But tre Kid hed not wn it—yet.
Berett hed dggoad bedk Ino
(redlhehgdfars,wlhhsngh
doude He wasstnyingto
ghift isgntohisleft had
There was a geet radet & tre
bedk doo. The Kid heard Ching
ylling
The Kid reed ed B erett while e
Spainatat furded with te
PP et #5 A (ke G
raoe sgn
He aededhisgun karrd cdoan ad
E\,ereltfagxdl his daws dl hs
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fece, pele baeath the et ek
thet swiftly floned oer it

The Kid gddoed his gn ad
kded bedk e sanging door o
tre kitden, g to S re-
lief. Therevae dosdtill left
N Berett’'s wegom

The Kid resd not hae waried
dot Ghing He was intine o
finshtregae, but Ching hed nace
agod dat

T™wo nan lay an tre floo,. Qe
dﬁeﬂsc%errr&j like an dnost

hChrgsaNihelﬁd ardgeelml
m

“Hly)l Yau %gﬂ) Plerly
cam emall

Chalk up another one fer the Whistlin’
Kid. Ching was a great help, all right,
but we figure that the range dick could
'a’ got the situation in hand all alone if
he'd had ter. Skunks like Everett ain't
got no chance agin’ the Kid when he gits
goin’. Watch fer another story about
him.  Yuh'll find it in Street & Smith’s
Wild West Weekly soon.

RUNNINGW
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INnterest

By George C* Henderson

Author of “A Proper Hangin’,” etc.
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The Bandit’s Debt

A “Bud Jones Of Texas” Story

By J Allan Dunn

Author of “The Ragged Ranger,” etc.
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Ridin* Reckless

By Claude Rister

Author of “The Deputy From Buffalo Butte,”' etc.

M AD clattering .of hoofs, wild
A yells, the popping of a six-gun,

and “Reckless Dan” Davey
came tearing into Sweet Wells. Not
that the kid was on a rampage. It
was simply his way of having a
good time, of expressing his wild
spirits.

Apparently the kid’'s mount was
enjoying the reckless fun quith as
much as was the rider. The wiry
buckskin pony seemed actually to
be grinning as it drummed along,
eyes distended, nostrils aflare, mane
and tail flying. Gravel spurted
from beneath its pounding hoofs like
buckshot as it hammered down the
street.

People dashed to doors.
were poked from windows.

Heads
There

were grins, laughs, friendly calls and
handwaving. Some one whooped:
“Here comes Reckless Dan Davey!
Now the town will wake up and
have a good time!”

Old Sheriff Braz Hankins was doz-
ing in his little office, worn old boots
crossed on his battered desk, when

the excitement broke out. Pete
Newsom, his chunky deputy, was
sitting in the doorway, whittling

mincingly at a pine splinter.

Pete bobbed up and snapped his
knife shut. Braz's eyes popped
wide open. His feet thudded to the
floor. Within an instant his long,
bowed legs were reaching for the
doorway.

“Dang that pesky kid!” he
growled, for he had seen the rider
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Ridin’ Reckless

how nigh the skunk come to killin’
you, boy.”

“I1'll get him, soon as I'm able to
ride.”

“’Twon’t do you no good to go
lookin’ for him,” the sheriff advised.
“Snakes like Mexico Jack Canade
hit the long trail for other parts
when they’ve done a dirty trick like
the one he pulled on you, and they
never come back.”

“Shucks, |'ve an idea that rattler
is holed up in Escondo right now.
That Mex town’s a regular haven
for such fellas as him.”

“Nope, he ain’'t in Escondo,” Braz
declared positively. “l've had a
spy sheak over there a dozen times,
but Mexico Jack ain't never been
seen in the place.”

Reckless Dan Davey noted, how-
ever, that again there was a strained,
elusive expression on Braz Hankins’s
leathery face— and he wondered.

It was another three weeks before
the doctor discharged the patient.
Before letting Dan go, the gaunt,
gray-haired old man said to him:

“Kid, there’s something which 1
hate to have to tell you.” He hesi-
tated, shook his head regretfully;
then went on:

“There’s no use my going into pro-
fessional terms, since you wouldn’t
understand, but the situation is
this: Mexico Jack’s bullet nearly
cut a certain arfery near your heart.
Right now there’s a spot on that
artery which is thinner than tissue.
It swells with each throb of your
heart. The slightest excitement,
and”—he snapped his fingers—
“you’re through.”

Dan stared at him in shocked
silence. “It means, kid,” the doctor
went on slowly, “that you must cut
out your wildness. Remember, the
slightest excitement, and you're a
dead man,”
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“Bu— but, doc, | was going after
Mexico Jack! Don’t you think------- ”

The doctor was swinging his gray
head in positive negation. Dan’s
face went gray and hard, his blue
eyes misty. Dazedly he stumbled
out of the office and wandered aim-
lessly up the street.

Later in the day he was seated
facing his old friend, Braz Hankins,
in the sheriff's little office.

“lIt’s too bad,” sighed Braz. *“I
was talkin’ to the doc, and he told
me the same thing he told you. Says
yore hurt ain’t permanent, though.
That in a healthy young feller like
you, such an injury will mend in two
— three years if you keep quiet.”

He leaned closer and said ear-
nestly: “Dan, | wish you'd leave
them two guns with me. They're a
temptation to you to cut up, and
you simply mustn’t engage in any
kind of excitement. You can have
‘'em back any time you ask for 'em.”

The young puncher was reluc-
tant to part with the two bone-
handled Colts, even temporarily,
but Braz kept urging, and finally
the kid handed them over.

The weeks which followed were
gloomy ones for Dan Davey. Bit-
terly he called himself a cripple. He
couldn't even do the hard ranch
work he once had done.

His boss solicitously gave him the
easiest jobs about the ranch, and
this irked the kid, made him feel
Ms physical incapacity all the more.
Has enemies sneered at him openly,
knowing that he dared not fight.
His. friends pitied him, treated him
as if he were an invalid. It was
maddening!

Several times he thought of hit-
ting the trail for other parts, but
when he reflected calmly he told
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himself that it would do no good.
No matter where he went, he would
soon be spotted as a cowboy who
never carried a gun, and who dared
not fight. If he told why, he would
be pitied again, or held in contempt.
If he did not, then people would
think him yellow.

Dan Davey became taciturn,
grim, morose. What a change from
the grinning, reckless, happy-go-

lucky waddy who had been the
leader of cowboy fun in Sweet
Wells!

Not once had he forgotten his vow
to hunt down Mexico Jack Canade.
He was simply biding the long
months until it was safe for him to
reclaim his guns and take up the
trail.

Then capricious Fate took a hand
in the affairs of his life.

One morning as the skinny old
cashier of the Cattlemen’s Bank sat
on a high stool, dreamily lamenting
the lack of business at the particu-
lar moment, he suddenly was star-
tled to find three masked men enter-
ing the bank with guns in their
hands. The bandits made a quick
job of robbing the place; then they
backed out, ran to their horses,
ground-hitched in the rear of the
building, and went clattering away.

The cashier ran onto the street,
yelling an alarm. Old Braz Hankins
and Deputy Pete Newsom came pil-
ing out of their little office. By this
time the bandits had got onto the
street, and were tearing along like
mad, leaning low in their saddles.
Braz and Pete opened fire. The ban-
dits fired back. A bullet ripped into
the sheriff's breast and he went
down face forward in the dust.
Friends picked him up and carried
him to his office. Pete quickly or-
ganized a posse and took up pursuit
of the outlaws.

Dan Davey was doing barn re-
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pairs at the KT Ranch when the
messenger came with the news. Im-
mediately he saddled his buckskin
and rode to Sweet Wells as fast as
the pony could carry him.

There was a sorrowful group mill-
ing in front of the sheriff's office.
Those sad-faced men looked at him
mutely as he alighted and strode for

the door. Braz Hankins was a well-
liked man.
Old Braz's lanky form was

stretched out on a cot. The gray-
haired doctor was in attendance.
The door had been closed against all
others. Braz was conscious. Dan
noted that the old-timer’s chest rat-
tled at each breath.

Braz smiled faintly as Dan came
to his side. Whisperingly the sheriff
told of the holdup.

“Any idea who the scoundrels
were?” the Kkid asked, his eyes
misty.

Old Braz gazed at him steadily
for a moment, then looked away.
Again the kid saw in the faded-
brown eyes and on the lean, seamed
face, the strange expression which
he had noticed there several times
before. Slowly Braz shook his head.

“You're lying, Uncle Braz! What
is it you'’re holding out on me? In
his excitement Dan laid a hand on
a bony shoulder and shook the man
slightly; then slowly he straightened
up. His face was gray and rigid.
Dan knew that Braz Hankins was
dead

Again he stumbled blindly out
through a door. Again he wandered
aimlessly along the street. His
heart was torn with grief and hate
— grief for his old friend, hate for
the gang which had slain him.

But this time, despite his poign-
ant feelings, Dan Davey’s brain was
working swiftly, cunningly. He felt
for a certainty that one of the ban-
dit trio was Mexico Jack Canade,
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but that for some mysterious reason
Braz was shielding the fellow. The
kid conceived a scheme to find out
for sure.

He sought out Pete Newsom, the
chunky deputy. “That's another
score |’'ve got to settle with Mexico
Jack,” he told Pete. “Uncle Braz
said he was one of the three killers.”

Pete studied him silently for a
moment, but the kid allowed no
flicker of falsehood to show on his
round face.

“So he told you, huh?” said Pete.

Dan nodded.

“Yeah, one of 'em was Mexico
Jack, all right. It would take more
than a bandanner mask to keep me
and old Braz from recognizing that

snake. Braz asked me not to tell
you.”
“Why, Pete?”

“He was afraid you'd go after
Mexico Jack, and you know that
heart of yours.”

Dan nodded. He then told about
the strange expression he had seen
on Braz's face so many times.

“What does it mean, Pete?” he
asked.
The deputy hesitated, looked

down at the ground while he
nudged a small stone with the toe
of one of his boots; then he looked
up.

“Well, 1 reckon I might as well
tell you,” said Pete, “since you
know the other. It was your dad
who gave Mexico that scar on the
face, when they got into a shootin’
scrape down EIl Centro way some
years ago. Mexico swore revenge.
He’d considered himself some pun-
kins with the gals, and he figured
the scar spoiled his looks. Braz
was always pretty certain it was
Mexico who dry-gulched your dad.
He kept the information from you,
because he didn’'t want you to tangle
with the gunner.”
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“Umph!  Now | see why the
snake was so quick to strike in Tony
Morenga’s place that day. The old
poison is still in his heart, and he
wanted to wupe out the son of Arch
Davey.”

Again Pete nodded.

A few minutes later Dan Davey
strode briskly into the sheriff's of-
fice. For just a moment he stood,
hat off, looking at the still form on
the cot; then he went to the bat-
tered desk, pulled open a deep
drawer, and took out his two belts
and guns.

“What're you going to do?” the
doctor asked uneasily.

“Go over into Mexico and Kill
me a certain snake.” The Kkid’s face
was grim as he buckled on the belts.

“But your heart! Remember
it ain’'t-------

“1’'ve forgotten it!”

“The excitement will get you.”

“l don’'t care a hoot, so long as |
get Mexico Jack Canade!”

He stamped out of the office, and
a moment later was riding away to-
ward that outlaw roost known as
Escondo.

“Pore kid!” murmured a young
cowpoke, as the yet milling crowd
watched Dan Davey go. “His heart
won’t stand it. It’s his last ride.”

The gray-haired doctor who, still
protesting, had followed the Reck-
less Kid to the steps, turned, closed
the door; went thoughtfully back to
the still form that lay on the cot.

V.

Dan Davey’'s heart was full of
bitterness and gloom as he rode
through the early darkness. What
had he done that Fate should deal
so harshly with him? To be sure
he had been reckless and wild, but
all in fun. He had never willfully
done any one a wrong. And now
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here he was bereaved, and riding to
his doom. Yeah, Fate shore was
cruel.

There was deep sadness in his
heart; not only for his slain friend,
but because of the certain death
ahead. Dan Davey was young. Life
was sweet to him. It wouldn’t be
so bad, he reflected, if he were
gunned out in a fight with Mexico
Jack Canade, so long as he got his
man before he passed; but to die of
heart rupture-------

He looked up at the stars. They
seemed to regard him soberly. His
eyes turned to the moon. He fan-
cied that its mottled face was sad.
He grinned, a ghost of his old grin,
and said huskily: “Many a night
have | slept under you, my old
friends, but to-night you’re looking
at this cowpoke for the last time.”

Then he touched the spurs to his
buckskin and went down the little
slope toward the sprinkling of lights
which marked the location of that
nest of evil-doing, Escondo.

The street was dark, save for oc-
casional streaks of illumination.
These he avoided as he rode along.
Now and then a cur yapped at him,
then slunk away. Dim forms
moved lazily on the street. Some-
where a voice sang pensively, and
a guitar strummed in accompani-
ment. The warm, still night air
smelled strongly of Mexican food.

As he gained the'main part of
town, Dan became more alert and
cautious. The forms on the street
were more numerous, more brisk in
movement now. Some staggered.
Cantinas belched sounds of drunken
revelry.

Dan hitched the buckskin pony to
a mesquite sprout in a vacant lot be-
tween two adobe buildings. He ad-
justed his heavy cartridge belts,
made sure that his guns slid easily
in their holsters; then with a “ Good-
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by, hoss,” to his buckskin, he moved
out to the edge of the street.

Dan pulled his Stetson very low
and kept his face averted, so that
those whom he passed would not
know whether he was gringo or
Mex. From cantina to cantina he
went, studying their interiors
through windows, all of which were
open that summer night.

Dive after dive he inspected, and
finally came to the one owned by
Rudolpho Martinez, boss of the out-
law town. It was here that Mexico
Jack Canade was most likely to be
found, if he were in Escondo.

As he looked through a window
of the dive, it took Dan but a mo-
ment to spot Martinez. Clad in a
dirty green, braided costume, and
red sash, the chesty Mexican was
strutting among his patrons; smil-
ing, chatting, twirling his mustache.
His oiled curls glinted under the
lights. Bandit, revolutionist, any-
thing that was bad was Rudolpho
Martinez, and yet, strangely enough,
it was said he had come of good
family.

Mexico Jack Canade was nowhere
in sight. Dan began to think that
perhaps, after all, he had been mis-
taken in his supposition that the
renegade was hanging out in the out-
law town. Then the twin front
doors winged open, and in strode
Mexico Jack with two companions.
So suddenly had it happened that
it left Dan startled and tingling. If
only he had been at the front! He
could have had it out with them on
the street! But such had not been
the case, and so now— what to do?

The cantina was crowded. Every
man in the place was a tough hom-
bre; he could bet on that. If he
went in and gunned out Mexico
Jack, he would never escape from
the place alive. But suddenly his
old recklessness came back with a

W W -8B
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sweep. What was the difference?
The doc had said he would die, any-
way. It would be better to pass out
in there fighting the whole outlaw
pack, than to die of heart rupture.

Dan Davey wheeled and started
for the front of the cantina.

His hat was still pulled low as he
entered. The long room was smoke-
hazy, smelly of debauchery and
crime. Mexico Jack Canade and his
two pals had bellied the bar. Be-
fore them were glasses, and a partly
emptied bottle. From under the
brim of his hat Dan shot just one
keen look about the place, saw that
no one was paying him any particu-
lar attention; then he started toward
the three men.

Evidently Mexico Jack Canade—
human wolf that he was— had culti-
vated the habit of eternal vigilance.
Gazing into the mirror the fellow
quickly spotted Dan, despite the
low-pulled hat. From a corner of
his mouth he hissed something to
his two pals; then spun around, right
hand driving for his gun. Instantly,
Dan jerked to a stop and crouched;
flipped both his Colts free. The
next instant six-shooters were thun-
dering. f !

Dan had been ready, and so he
shot first. One second Mexico
Jack’s scarred, swarthy face was
satanic with evil and hate; the next
it was tense, stunned, mouth gaping.
A bullet had cut away a wing of
the stiff mustache and drilled a hole
through the upper lip. Another had
chugged into his belly. He pitched
forward, his face hitting the floor
with a crashing thud.

The other two outlaws had
wheeled with their leader. Dan
jerked his Colts to cover. He fired

at the same instant they did. He
felt an impact on the left shoulder.
It rocked him back on his heels.
One gun dropped to the floor.
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The foremost of the men before
him also had dropped his gun. Now
the fellow was clawing wildly at a
red-gushing throat. He keeled side-
wise, spoiling his partner’'s second
shot. The wilting body struck thel
bar, slid down, and flopped heavily
onto the floor.

Again guns blasted. Two bullets
almost lifted the top of the third
bandit’'s skull. But he, too, had got
in another shot. Dan felt a numb-
ing shock, saw flickering lights; then
realized that he was on the floor.
He clung to a thin thread of his
senses, urged himself to get up and
fight to the last cartridge.

He was only half conscious when
he got to his feet and stood swaying,
legs wide, gun wabbly. His eyes
were glazed. There was a bullet
hole in the crown of his hat. Blood
was seeping through it, and from
under the band and streaking his
face. He heard oaths, snarls,
threats; realized that the outlaw
mob was on its feet, drawing guns
and knives. He thumbed back the
hammer of his Colt.

Then above the angry hubbub
sounded a sharp, commanding voice,
calling a halt to hostilities. A man
came shoving through the crowd and
confronted him. Dazedly, he recog-
nized Rudolpho Martinez. The
chesty Mexican leveled black eyes
at him and demanded an explana-
tion of what had happened.

The cowboy heard some one ex-
plaining, and discovered that it was
himself, He was only half conscious
of what he was saying.

When he had finished, there again
were snarls, oaths, threats; a con-
certed movement; but again Mar-
tinez stopped it.

“Silence!l One so brave shall not
be killed in my place!” He turned
to Dan Davey: “l have need of
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such as you. You will hire to me
your guns, no?”

Dan shook his head, ran a hand
numbly over his face.

“1 belong on the other side, Mar-
tinez; besides, I wouldn’t be no good
to you nohow. I'm a walking dead
man.” He told of the heart ail-
ment; said that the very moment his
life blood might be leaking from the
old internal wound.

“Tsk, tsk, Isle!” clucked Martinez.
“Eet ees the shame for one so
mliente to die soeh a manner! These
life she ees ver’ fonny.” He shrugged.

The next moment he stiffened,
gestured grandly, said in a pompous
manner: “Eet ees you may go now,
vaquero. Retarn to your frauds and
die among them. Eet ees said that
Rudolpho Martinez he ees the worst
hombre in all north Mexico, but now
maybe you say to your frands eet
ees not so.”

Suddenly scowling fiercely, be
added: “But eef you do not make
the die, vaquero, keep out of Es-
condo. Again you kom here and |
cut out the heart. Sabe?”

Dan grinned. “Yeah, | savvy,
Martinez, and thanks.” Arm dan-
gling, wiping at the bloody cheek,
he turned and made for the door.

As he rode back toward Sweet
Wells, Dan Davey kept wondering
about his heart. Had the old in-
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ternal wound healed sufficiently that*
he had withstood the shock back
there, or had it sprung a leak? Anx-
ious to find out, he kept his buck-
skin pony moving at a fast clip.

An hour later he was back in
Sweet Wells. A light was burning
in the doctor’s office, and so he rode
straight there.

The physician expressed anxiety
when he saw that the Kkid was
wounded.

“Sit down and
of you.”

let me take care

“Better see about the heart first,
doc. If she’'s gone there ain't no
use foolin’ with the other.” Briefly
he told what had happened.

The doctor smiled thinly.

“1’'ve a confession to make, Dan.
I'm sure Braz wouldn’t mind now.
There wasn’t anything wrong with
your insides. OIld Braz persuaded
me to help him tell that fib, because
he wanted you to settle down, and
further, because he felt certain that
if you went out after Mexico Jack
Canade you’'d be killed.”

Dan stared at the gaunt, kindly
old doctor for a moment in blank
surprise; then a grin overspread his
round face.

“Gosh!” he breathed in immeas-
urable relief. “Now | can go ahead
and live!”



The Scout Knew Sign

T he Seminole Indian scouts were
held in high esteem by army officers,
Rangers, and others who had to take
a chance on being killed by hostile
redskins every time they went forth
to scout the country, to follow up a
raiding band, or merely to change
their quarters. Danger was always
lurking near, and constant vigilance
was their only safeguard.

One of the most alert and depend-
able of these Seminole scouts was
“Picayune John,” who was given his
title on account of his fussiness over
small matters.

One time, he was guiding a de-
tachment of soldiers on a campaign
against a combined group of Co-
manches and Lipans, but the
soldiers were unable to overtake the
tribesmen, who had had a good start
and were hiding their trail.

Picayune went a little ahead on
the lookout for fresh sign, and the
troops became impatient with him,
believing that the enemy was far
away and that there was no hurry.

They made camp one night, and
the usual precautions were taken as
to guards and outposts, but no
special detail was stationed beyond
the camp.

This did not suit John, so he de-
cided to sleep outside the camp
boundaries.

At midnight, he gave a rousing
alarm. In an instant, every man
was on his feet. Dark shadows by
hundreds were seen,

The outposts fired into them, and
it was soon learned that the shadows
were cast by the camp fire flickering
through the rosin weed.

Poor Picayune John was laughed
to scorn by the troopers, but he
swore that he had seen a warrior
slinking toward the camp. In the
morning he showed the officers what

he said was Indian sign and stated
that several must have been near
the camp. But no one took it seri-
ously.

The next day, John gave direc-
tions as to the route of march, and
went on alone on a scouting ex-
pedition.

When he returned to the detach-
ment after dark, he declared that,
thought he had seen no Indians, he
had found sign, and was sure they
would be attacked by a large force
about dawn.

Again they laughed at him, but
his persistence caused a stronger
guard to be placed around the camp.

Just before dawn, John aroused
the commanding officer with the
words, “They come!”

He had hardly uttered the warn-
ing when the outposts rushed in say-
ing that the command was sur-
rounded by Indians.

This information was confirmed
by a scattered volley of rifle fire,
and the battle was on. Camp fires
were quickly covered, and the de-
fense was kept up until daylight.

At sunrise, the Indians retreated,
with the troops in hot pursuit, and
what might have been a horrible
massacre was turned into a success-
ful defense and the hurried retreat
of the enemy.

The troops followed for some dis-
tance, and their guns did some good
work. A number of riderless ponies
were seen following the galloping
Indians as they scurried away.

From being the laughingstock of
the command, Picayune John be-
came the hero of the hour. Not one
trooper was killed in this engage-
ment, and every man felt that he
owed his life to the red-skinned
scout who had given the alarm just
in time.



Fiddlin’Joe’s Song Corral

This department is offered in order to preserve the old cowboy songs
and frontier ballads that have come down to us by word of mouth from our

grandfathers.
Western songs.

It is also intended to help you folks who enjoy collecting

If you want to find the words to some cowboy song, write and tell us

about it.

We'll do our best to find it for you and publish it in the magazine.

If you know any of the old songs, send them to us for publication,’ giving as

much of their history as you can.

We do not send out copies of songs to individual readers.

All we can

do is tell you in what issue of Wild West Weekly you will find the one

you want.

Send all communications, with your name and address printed clearly,
to Fiddlin’ Joe, care of Street & Smith’'s Wild West Weekly, 79 Seventh

Avenue, New York, N. Y,

feel about it, but I'm gettin’
more of a kick out of this hyar
department than when 1 first began
it, by a long shot. An’ I''ll tell yuh
why: If yuh’'ll look back an’ realize
thet the ol* Corral has been goin’ on
.. for nigh on tuh four years, yuh'll see
thet thar’s been a mighty big num-
ber of different songs published in it.
Waal, | didn't know all those

I DON'T know how you folks

songs tuh begin with. I've found
‘'em by lookin’ for 'em, in order tuh
have something good for you readers
each week. And some of 'em, you
have sent in. Every time | happen
on a new song now, | git a real thrill.
I hope you all are gettin’ as much
from the Corral as I am, folks!
Tuh-day, | going to start yuh off
with a fine poem about a hoss.
Last year, we got a number of good
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songs from C, J. Finger. Mebbe
yuh remember ’em: “The Old
Black Horse,” “Quantrell” and “The
Milk-white Steed.”

Waal, Mr. Finger says as how he
got this one from a cowboy named
Jack Anthony, who had been where-
ever sheep or cattle roamed, workin’
with ’'em in Texas, Nebraska,
Wyoming, Alberta, Australia, and
South Africa.

Jack told Mr. Finger plenty of
tales of these countries, among 'em
the legend of the famous white steed
of the prairies which no man had
been able to catch, though hundreds

had tried. He sang this song
about it:
THE WHITE STEED OF THE
PRAIRIES*

Mount, mount for the chase!
lassos be strong,
Forget not sharp spur nor tough buffalo

Let your

thong;

For the quarry ye seek hath oft baffled, |
ween,

Steeds swift as your own, backed by riders
as keen.

Fleet steed of the prairie, in vain men
prepare

For thy neck arched in beauty, the treach-
erous snare;

Thou wilt toss thy proud head and with
nostrils stretched wide

Defy them again as thou oft hath defied.

Trained steeds of the course, urged by
rowel and rein
Have cracked their strong thews in the pur-

suit in vain

While a bowshot in front, without straining
a limb

The wild horse careered as 'twere pastime
to him.

Ye may know him at once, though a herd
be in sight,

As he moves o'er the plain like a creature
of light,

His mane streaming forth from his beauti-
ful form

Like a drift from a wave that has burst
in the storm,

+Reprinted by Kind permission of C. J. Finger
from bis book, “Frontier Ballads,” published by
Donbieday Doran & Co., New York.
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Not the team of the sun, as in fable por-
trayed.

Through the firmament rushing in glory
arrayed,

Could match in wild majesty of beauty and
speed,
That tireless,
steed.

magnificent, snowy-white»

Much gold for his guerdon, promotion and
fame,

Wait the hunter who captures that fleet-
footed game;

Let them hid for his freedom; unbridled,
unshod.

He will roam till he dies through these pas-
tures of God.

Thet isn’'t exactly a rollickin’ cow-
boy song, folks, but it's a right
heroic poem, an’ I know yuh’ll want
tuh have it in yore collection in
honor of man’s best friend.

Legends of hosses thet can’t be
caught are sure popular out West,
along with tales of broncs thet beat
all cowboy ridin’.

Waal now, try a song sent in by
Lena Crawford, of Colorado, some
time ago. | haven’'t any history or
music for it, but hyar are the words,
anyway:

COWBOY'S FAREWELL TO
MONTANA

A cowboy laid out on the prairie,
He said it was all off for him.

He had two full quarts of good whisky
And nearly a full quart of gin.

His saddle he used for a pillow,
His blanket he used for a bed,

And when he awoke from his slumber,
These words to himself he said:

“Good-by to all you dry-landers,
You're driving me from my home.
You have homesteaded all this country
Where the slick-eared mavericks did roam.
No more will we be able to rustle
As in the good old days now gone by.”
Then he took a big drink
From his bottle of good old '99 rye.

“All my life | have lived in a saddle,
All I know is to rope an old cow,

I never could work on a sheep ranch,
And I'm damned if I'll follow a plow!
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There is no other work | can handle,
There’s no other life 1'd enjoy,
Away from my hoss and my saddle,

A wild, roving, woolly cowboy.

“So here is good luck to the dry-landers,

' You've homesteaded this country at last,

And | hope you'll succeed in the future,
As the cowboys have done in the past.”

An’ we’'ll call it a day with a song
sent in by Gordon Strunk, of New
York. I can't quite make out
whether he wrote it hisself or not,
but it's a good cowboy song, an’
thet's the main thing, | reckon, as
far as you an’ me are concerned.

LONE-DRIFTIN' RIDERS

If you'll gather round me, I'll sing you a
song
Of a lone-driftin’ rider just rollin’ along.
His spurs they are set, and he’s driftin’ on
, hitigh;
He'll quit punehin’ cattle when his time
comes to die.

You ask me, fair lady, who was that passin’

by—

It's a)ﬁone-driftin’ rider just rollin’ on high.

They call him “Red” Conklin, he’s named
that for short,

And at drinkin’ rye whisky he's good for a
quart,

He married Dolores from old Mexico

And turned to try farmin’, but the crops
wouldn’t grow.

He rode off one evenin’ and left Dolores
flat,

And said “I'm a cowboy, I've had enough
of that.”

There’s young “ Skeeter Bill,” who is known
far and wide;

He courted poor Sally to make her his
bride.

But the call of the trail herds rang sweet
in his cars;

So he rode off that spring and left Sally in
tears.

There's Tom Ward and Murphy, two dam
good cowhands

Who rode into Elko from Ely lands.

They stopped at Ma Simmons and prom-
ised to pay

For board and night's lodgin’s, but left at
break of day.
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So, girls, all come and listen and don't ask
me why,

Beware of cowboys that go driftin’ by.

They'll love you and caress you, they'd win
you somehow;

Then ride off and leave you if ever you cry.

Let this he a warnin’ to you far and wide,
Never fall for the cowboy who throws the

rawhide.
Just think of them kindly when you see
them pass by—
They're the lone-driftin’ cowboys just roll-
in’ on high.
Waal, waal, looks like we got

room for one more song anyhow.
Hyar’s a short one for yuh:

THE DAD-BLAMED BOSS

Oh, the boss, he says, “Dick,

Kin yuh ride a pitchin’ hoss?”
“l kin ride the critter slick,”

| tells the dad-blamed boss.

Chorus:
Coma-ti-yi-waddy,
Inky-eye-eye-a-a-a,
Coma-ti-yi-waddy-inky-eye!

Now, there’s old Moss Tate,
The old Spur hoss.

He'd rather ride a navvy
Than a hundred-dollar hoss.

Chorus:

We round up the cattle
And cut out all the steers;
We brand all the calves
And put the Spur mark on their ears.

Chorus;

I'll get me a new slioker
An’ some Coffeyville boots,
Get a quart o’ good red liquor,
An’ quit this ol’ galoot

Chorus;

Oh, I'll shake this job to-morrow,
Pack my soogans on a hoss,

An’ pull my freight for Texas
Where there ain't no dad-blamed boss.

We've had thet there one afore, |
reckon, but it's still a plumb good
one. An’ it’'s a good one ter wind
up with fer this week. So long.
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and between girls and girls.

AAL, folks, as we are in the
W midst o’ the vacation period,
it is about time for me tuh
express the wish thet each one o’
yuh’ll enjoy it tuh the fullest extent.
I suppose thet quite a few o’
yuh’ll be travelin’ an’ maybe look
up some o' the Men’s yuh made
through the Pen Pal department.
Thet surely would be the crowning

Letters are exchanged only between boys and boys,

success o' my efforts tuh create
frien’ships far an’ wide, an’ 1'd ap-
preciate yore tellin’ me about it by
letter.

1'd also be glad tuh hear from any
Pen Pal who has some unusual ex-
perience tuh relate. So, while yo're
enjoyin’ yoreselves, don’t ferget yore
ole Men’, Sam.

Now read this week’s letters:



136

O’ SPECIAL INTEREST

Collectors o’ stamps, songs, an’
sech sure are lucky tuh have the
W. W. W. as a medium by which
they can get acquainted with each
other fer the purpose o’ tradin’. |
reckon all these letters will be
promptly answered, fer all the other
letters yuh'’ll find here tell o’ some-
thin’ out o’ the ordinary which in-
vites quick response.

Dear Sam Wills:. I am a girl of seven-
teen, a lover of all sports, but primarily
interested in collecting stamps, postmarks,
and Western songs and poems. | am very
anxious to get some Pen Pals, and | would
especially like to hear from girls around my
own age in Western States and in the
Hawaiian Islands. Get busy, Pen Pals, and
sling some ink in my direction. 1 will gladly
answer all letters and also exchange snap-
shots. Miss Edith, of l1linois.

Dear Sam: Now that the “Prosperity
Club” has died a natural death in our part
of the universe, and | have no more chain
letters to write, | would like to have some
real friends with whom to correspond. |
have written to some of your lonely Pen
Pals, hut did not receive answers. | am
now trying to have others write to me, and
| assure every one from the outset that a
prompt answer will be forthcoming. | am a
young fellow of twenty-two, which fact,
however, should not deter younger or older
boys from getting in touch with me, because
all are welcome. My hobby is collecting
pictures of interesting scenes and objects,
and it would be fine if other boys so inter-
ested would become my Pen Pals.

Bill Reeger, of California.

Dear Sam: | have heard so much about
your wonderful department from friends
who have used it to make contacts all over
the world; that I am anxious to join the
Pen Pals, and | hope that you will be good
enough to publish my request. | am a girl
of fourteen whose interest centers in the
West and who, for that reason, desires anx-
iously to obtain a few true-blue Pen Pals
out there. 1| would especially like to hear
from girls in Montana, Wyoming, and
Texas who can tell me all about the life on
ranches, roping and riding, which, | imagine,
are part of the daily chores of cowgirls. My
hobby is collecting songs and pictures of
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the West, and | hope that my future Pen
Pals will assist me in that direction. |
promise to answer all letters and will also
exchange snapshots.

Blue-eyfd Jean, of Kentucky.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a boy, eighteen
years old, in search of Pen Pals. If there is
any one, no matter in what part of the
world, who has gone through unusual ex-
periences, 1 hope he will communicate with
me. | have had quite a few of them my-
self, which you may understand when |
tell you that 1 have traveled from Nome,
Alaska, to Rio de Janeiro, Brazil—horse-
back riding, hitch-hiking, and finally work-
ing my way on a merchant marine vessel,
I have worked on ranches and in filling sta-
tions, and I am now attending a military
academy where | also obtained an airplane
pilot's license, which may interest some
readers. | am able to give information on
anything pertaining to aviation.

ICen Davis, of Missouri.

Dear Sam: | am a young fellow of sev-
enteen. | have become interested in the
Pen Pal idea, and | hope you can induce
some of your friends to correspond with me.
My special desire is to secure a Pen Pal in
Cambridge, Massachusetts. If he should he
interested in electrical engineering, as | am,
I certainly would welcome him.

Dick B,, of Florida.

Dear Sam: | am a cowboy who suf-
fered a little bad luck some time ago which
has resulted in my having been in a hos-
pital, under a doctor’s care for a consider-
able time. | don't know at this writing ex-
actly when | shall be able to work and ride
again, and during this enforced idleness, |
would like very much to correspond with
some of your Pen Pals. If any one is in-
terested in hearing what a twenty-six-year-
old cowboy has to say, let him write; he
may be sure of a prompt reply.

Harold L., of Montana.

Dejar Sam: | have been reading your
magazine for some time now, and | am es-
pecially interested in the Pen Pal depart-
ment. Being a rather lonesome young cow-
girl, 1 would love to have Peii Pals, and |
hope you can find some for me, | would
be especially glad to hear from some one
in North Dakota, in which State | lived
formerly. Here's hoping that this plea will
be answered soon.

Merle R., of Montana.
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Dear Sam Wills: | am a young man
of twenty-three. My reason for writing to
you is the hope that through the Pen Pal
column | will secure some friends in any
part, of the world, | am interested in horse-
back riding and would like to try my hand
at ranching, hence | would enjoy hearing
from any one so occupied who has informa-
tion and advice to give. Note, however,
that | shall gladly answer all letters | re-
ceive, no matter whether or not they come
from ranchers.

C. Culver, of New Zealand._

LONESOME FOLKS

It’s no fun tuh feel lonesome an’
forsaken. No wonder lonely folks
come to the Pen Pals for help. |1
hope thet thar’ll be some cheerin’
letters on thar way in record time.

Dear Sam: | am a young married
woman, very lonesome. | want you to tell
some of your Pen Pals to write to me. You
see, | am from the West, and | am home-
sick for it, wishing all the time to be back
there. Whoever writes may be sure that |
will do my best to give satisfaction. Before
I married my name was “Lemon,” but | am
not as sour as the name implies. Rather,
the contrary as those who write can easily
find out for themselves.

Mrs. F., of Virginia.

Dear Sam: | am just a little boy of
eight, and I am very lonesome. | hope you
will ask some of the boys of my age or
older to write tp me and cheer me up. |
am fond of sports like every healthy boy,
but | have few friends around here to play
with. Charles Bubke, of Texas.

Dear Sam: | am a lonesome boy of
fifteen. Please tell some of the cow-puneh-
ers in the West to write to me. Letters
from them would surely drive away the
blues, and | would be glad to have what in-
formation they might give, because | de-
sire very much to become a cowboy.

Pete F., of Virginia.

Dear Sam: | am a very lonesome chap,
and | feel that in coming to you, my
troubles will be over, because | believe you
will get some of the Pen Pals to write to
me. | enjoy reading magazines with stories
about the West, and also Kke the movies.
But neither of these seem to satisfy me
enough to overcome that lonesome feeling,
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Perhaps some cheering letters from Pen Pals
will do the tridk, and | hope to get many
of them right along, all of which will be
promptly answered.

C. C,, of Pennsylvania.

Dear Sam: | am a lonesome boy, four-
teen years of age. In writing to you, |
hope that you will get some boys from
eleven to sixteen to write to me. Since 1
am greatly interested in the West, | would
be especially happy if boys from Texas,
Arizona, and California would answer this
plea. What I am most interested in is to
make Pen Pals—friends who would remain
true and not drop off after a few letters
have been exchanged.

James Murphy, of Pennsylvania.

WANTIN' WESTERNERS

Hyar’s a chance for true daugh-
ters an’ sons o' the West tuh do a
little boostin’ fer their country. |
reckon there’ll be plenty o’ response
to these hyar letters, because all
Westerners should be interested in
givin’ out firsthand information
tuh the tenderfeet who ask for it.

Dear Sam: Noticing in the W. W. W.
that you arrange for friendships among peo-
ple, I come to you with a request that you
try and find Pen Pals for me. As | intend
to go West in the near future, I am espe-
cially interested in finding Pen Pals there,
so that | can get information on conditions
and possibly make some friends before | set
out. Please do your best to have boys
around eighteen years old, which is my own
age, write to me. | promise to answer all
letters. Bybl E., of II1linois.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of thirteen. My
dear wish is to live in the West, but | know
that is impossible now, although | figure on
going out there when | am older. Mean-
time, please get some Pen Pals for me in
Western States. Boys living on farms and
ranches are especially invited to write to
me, and | promise to answer all letters.

J. B. Morgan, of South Carolina.

Dear Sam: | am a married woman,
twenty-two years old. | am interested in
the West, its carefree life, its wonderful
scenery, and songs. So | come to you with
the plea that you get some Pen Pals for me
out West. Girls of my age or older, single
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or married, are invited to write, especially
some who live in Texas, Montana, and Wy-
oming, | promise to answer all letters and
shall send a picture to the first ten who re-
spond to this request.

True-blue, of Kentucky.

Dear Sam: 1 am a girl of seventeen.
My hobby is hiking through the woods
around here and, in general, living an out-
door life. That is why, perhaps, I am so
interested in the West, because | imagine
that girls out there hardly know the inside
of a house. Anyhow, I would like to learn
more about the West and the people there.
So | am asking you to get me in touch with
a few girls out West, of my own age or
older. | would also be glad to receive some
photos of ranches or other scenery in West-
ern States. Agnes, of Minnesota.

Dear Sam: | have been a reader of the
W. W. W. for a long time, and | hope to
continue as such for a long spell more. My
daughter received the picture of Sonny Ta-
bor, and it sure is fine! | am hoping to get
one of the Circle J p&rds for myself. But
that is something else. What | want to ask
you is to get me in touch with some West-
ern Pen Pals, old or young. Each letter
will be answered.

Mrs. Evelyn F,, of Ohio.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of fifteen. Please
have some boys in Western States write to
me. Being interested in rancliing, 1 would
especially like to hear from fellows who live
on ranches, and who can give information
about them. Texas and New Mexico are
the States in which | am most interested,
and | hope to hear from there. Will gladly
exchange snaps and promise to answer all
letters. M ike D., of Arkansas.

Dear Sam: Please try to make space
for this letter in an early issue of the
W. W. W. | am a boy of fourteen, but look
older on account of being a six-footer. |
am greatly interested in the West, and |
would like to get some Pen Pals out there,
especially in Texas, Nevada, and Arizona.

C. Williams, of Wisconsin.

Dear Sam: If there are any true-blue
Western girls who want a willing Pen Pal,
one who loves the West and wishes to get
more information about it, tell them to get
in touch with me. 1 am a girl of fifteen
and only too anxious to make friends with
real Western girls. Rita M., of lowa.
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Dear Sam: | am a boy, only twelve
years old, but I hope my age will not pre-
vent me from getting Pen Pals. | would
especially like to hear from hoys living in
the West, but if you cannot find any there,
others will do. Anyhow, | promise to an-
swer all letters as soon as received.

Robert S., of Louisiana.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of sixteen. |
saw in the W. W. W. that you provide Pen
Pals, and 1 hope you will help me out, too,
especially with some fellows in the West. |
am greatly interested in all things Western,
being a lover of outdoor life and for that
reason, desire more intimate information
about that part of our country.

Frank Powers, of New Hampshire.

Dear Sam: | am a girl in my teens, and
I am coming to you with a plea that you
try to secure some Pen Pals for me. 1 in-
vite all girls from fifteen to eighteen years
old to write to me, especially girls who
live on ranches out West and those in
foreign countries, such as Spain, France,
and Mexico. You may be sure that | will
be only too glad to answer every letter |
get. Pee-wee, of New Y ork.

OTHER LETTERS

Of general character. Writers are
merely asking for Pen Pals without
attachin’ any conditions a-tall. So
no matter whar yuh live or how old
yuh are, yo’re heartily invited tuh
answer these pleas, an’ I'm sure
yuh’ll not be disappointed.

Dear Sam: We are brother and sister,
anxious to join the Pen Pals. My brother,
Charles, is eight years old, and 1 am thir-
teen. Please get some of your Pen Pals
to write to us, no matter who they are.

Lena and Charles, of Texas.

Dear Sam: | am writing to you in or-
der to get some Pen Pals. | am a boy of
thirteen, interested in all outdoor sports, es-
pecially hiking and swimming. 1| hope my
mail box will be filled to overflowing soon.

W. T. Mercer, of North Carolina.

Will you please try to get
some Pen Pals for me? | am a girl of sev-
enteen, fond of dancing and sports. 1 would
like Pen Pals for the sake of the pleasure |

Dear Sam:
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get out of writing. | do not especially care
where you find the Pen Pals or how old
they are. | will answer all letters and ex-
change snaps.

Rosa Lee T., of Missouri.

Dear Sam: | wish you would do me a
favor and print this request in your depart-
ment. | am looking for Pen Pals of any
age and from anywhere in the wide world.
I, myself, am a man in the late fifties. No
matter who writes, | shall do my best to
answer promptly.

Edward Geiser, of Ohio.

Dear Sam: | am a girl of fifteen, inter-
ested in everything that is worth while. |
would like Pen Pals among girls of any age,
from any part of the world. | promise a
speedy reply to every one.

Loral, of West Virginia.

Dear Sam: | would like to get some
Pen Pals around my own age, which is
thirteen. | am interested in sports, and,
of course, would like to get in touch with
girls who have the same inclination. But |
am not particular as to where they live.
Every one will be answered.

M aria, of Pennsylvania,

Dear Sam: Here is the plea of a fifteen-
year-old girl who desires Pen Pals to cor-
respond with. | like sports and collect
stamps as a hobby, but as far as my Pen
Pals are concerned, 1 make no condition at
all. They may be old or young and live in
this or foreign countries.

Sheets, of Pennsylvania.

D ear Sam: | am a boy of twelve. 1
would like to get some Pen Pals of about
my own age, especially in some Westem
States. | am very much interested in the
Westem part of our country and the life
of cowboys, hence | hope that a few cow-
boys will answer this plea. Will gladly re-
turn what info | get by telling about my
own State.

W arren Phillips, of Virginia.

Dear Sam: Just a few lines to let you
know that | am very anxious to find some
Pen Pals in the West, preferably in the
State of Montana. | am a boy of fifteen.

Rayburn Gardner, of Mississippi.

Dear Sam: | am a girl, eighteen years
of age. | am a steady reader of the
W. W. W., and although | enjoy the stories
a lot, the back of the book seems to hold
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even greater attraction for me. It is the
Pen Pal section which interests me most,
and | desire greatly to see my own request
printed there. Will you do it? 1 wish to
get Pen Pals anywhere in the world. Age

is immaterial. | have traveled quite a hit
and think that | can write interestingly
about it. Glenna, of lowa.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of twelve, very
much interested in ranch life and cowboys.
Some day, | hope to be a cowboy, myself,
and in the meantime | would like to get
as much information about them as | can
get. It is for that reason that | hope you
will be able to fix up a contact for me with
real cowboys or boys who live on ranches.

John George, of Connecticut.

Dear Sam: | am a hoy of twelve. |
would like to find some Pen Pals in Ari-
zona, Nevada, Montana, and Wyoming—
which States | expect to visit in not too
distant a future. Naturally | would fee!
safer to have friends where | am going.
Will gladly exchange snapshots.

John McP., of North Carolina.

Dear Sam: | would like to get Pen
Pals from all over the world. 1 am a girl,
fourteen years old, fond of all kinds of
sports and eager for correspondents.

Mary Jane M., of Ohio.

Dear Sam: | am a boy, fourteen years
old. I-would like to get boys of my own
age in the West to become my Pen Pals,
because 1 am interested in their way of
living and want to know all about it. |
am fond of sports of all kinds, horseback
riding especially. Will exchange snaps.

Robert Marsh, of Ohio.

Dear Sam Witls: | wonder whether
you will sustain my S 0 S for Pen Pals.
1 am a girl of fifteen, anxious to hear from
all parts of the world. Age is of no conse-
quence. | enjoy your W. W, W, and I
feel that you will do your best for me in
the way of Pen Pals.

Anne Munson, of Missouri.
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The Wranglers Corner

All letters ineod for The
The Rage Boss Sreet & Sithis

as Gorar doudd ke adbdlessd o
d West Weedy, D Saath Aene

New York, N. Y.

comes inter the Corner fer

this week’s meetin’, luggin’
the mail sack. “How’s everythin’
up Wyomin’ way?”

The tall young special officer grins
an’ pushes back his hat so we kin
see the streak o’ white hair thet
gives him his name o’ Silver Jack
Steele. He winks at the Whistlin’
Kid an’ drawls:

“Waal, Boss, if yuh look close,
yuh'’ll see thet this here white top-
knot o’ mine is about twice as big as

I I I yuh, Jack!” we shouts, as we

'twas. An’ if it hadn’t been fer my
pard, oF Iron Bear, | wouldn’'t be
here, a-tall.”

Bud Jones hoists hisself out of his
chair an’ steps up close ter Jack.
Bendin’ over, he squints his eyes at
the ’'foresaid silver top-knot. Then

he grunts an’ goes back an’ sets
down.
“He’s loco, Boss,” says the

Ranger. “He ain't got no more
white hairs than he ever had. He’'s
runnin’ a whizzer on us.”

We chuckles, havin’ already

figured thet out fer ourself without
even lookin’. I1t'd take more than
thet ruckus up in the Beartraps ter
put gray hairs in young Steele’s
head. In fact, it took two shotgun
barrels full o’ buckshot ter put thet
one white streak in it.

Silver Jack chuckles. “ 'Tain’t no
use tryin’ ter bluff yuh gents,” he
says. “Yuh know, Boss, | tried ter
git ol’ Iron Bear ter come around fer
the meetin’ ter-night, but heck! He
couldn’t be bothered. Yuh’'d 'a’ liked
the ol’ cuss, too, I'm thinkin'.”

“Too bad he wouldn't come,” we
says. “What'd he say when yuh
asked him?”

“ ‘Ugh! Iron Bear no savvy
paper thet talk. Talk! Heap talk.
All the time heap talk. That all



142

peiface b Talk  Iron Beer kegp

muhshl: Get hegpne’”” Jak

ashequesihedzlr]m
r;mhasﬂaly a

t!I%hasﬁ;'}\?rest(]‘usv\lll K:o,d

VE (S e
vehllsnhaﬂadl

ﬂ’e
I)ihdl%ﬁgt o durb wee

ari et wal tee arcst
r&dﬁ W& I

ywhimiresdbte

I o gitin’ wee yaesdf,
dans Bld Joes

W heaesabod<at Hm ari tren

harcs m tte firdt letter ta reed
Hreltis

Dear Range Boss: | am a constant

reader of W. W. W., and | think it is the

best magazine on the news stands. | have

been residing it ever since I saw my first
copy which contained the story “Sonny

Tabor’'s Losing Hand.” | certainly did
like it.

“The Killer Of Big Smoky Basin” and
“Gun Lightnin’,” were the stories | liked

best, outside of the stories about the regu-
lar waddies of the spread.

Sonny Tabor, Kid Wolf, Circle J, and
Johnny Forty-five are my favorites. How-
ever, | like the others, too.

Say, Boss, how about starting a 3W
club? You could print coupons for us to
save. When we have saved the right num-
ber, we could send them in and get a badge
to wear. Let's hear what the other readin’
hombres have to say about this idea.

| liked the pictures you gave away. It
was a good idea. You ought to have pic-
tures of the rest of the outfit, too.

Put in more humorous stories and leave
the romance out. If you don't, your read-
ers will think you are goofy and quit read-
ing the 3W.

Please put the Circle J pards in every
week. Those who don't like Billy, Buck,
Joe, and Sing Lo are loco, and you shouldn’t
pay any attention to what they say.

Yours till Buck Foster throws his vest

away, Sonny Tabor, Il
Marshall, Texas.
“Nowy sarenvid’” sas

naa*ob

Street & Smith’'s Wild West Weekly
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Dear Boss and Gang:
had somethin’ special to tell you hombres,
but, yuh know, I've just plumb forgot what
it was.

Now let me see------ Oh, yes! It’s about
what that hombre, J. IL. Noland, said about
Circle J.

Buck Foster likes to scrap, so why doesn't
he buckle on his ol’ six-gun and waltz down
there to Cooper, Texas, and fill Senor
Noland so full of lead that he’ll never be
able to write another letter.

On second thought, 1 might go down
there myself and 'tend to him.

Then there’s that letter that Annie Stone
wrote about Cougar Fang. You know,
Boss, | just wouldn't print letters like those
from Noland and Annie Stone. Such peo-
ple are loco.

Now I've got something to say to the
readin’ hombres who don't want any gals
in 3W. Why not?—I wants to know. They
don’'t have to be love stories, even if there
is a girl in them.

There’s nothing | hate more than to read
letters from readers of 3W who are com-
plaining about something. Some wants
this or that character dropped, some don’t
like this or that. They're the kind who's
never satisfied for two minutes at a time,

Take me, f'rinstance—1 like all the 3wW
waddies and haven't a kick to make.

Boss, | hope you give away pictures of
the rest of the outfit. 1 especially want a
portrait of the Bar U twins. | want to see
if 1 can tell 'em apart.

Well, | guess I'd better sign off now.
Yours till Jerry Carter looks my way,

Spitfire of Texas.
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The Wranglers Corner
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Dear Range Boss: | have been reading
8W for such a long time now that it's be-
come a regular habit with me. Like every-
body else, I have my favorites among your
waddles. Here's how the members of your
spread rate with me:

Circle J, Sonny Tabor, Kid Wolf, Johnny
Forty-five, Bud Jones, Hungry and Rusty.
I also liked Jim Hazel, the forest ranger,
but he seems to have disappeared for good.

Circle J is still the best of them all. The
only trouble with the stories now is that
Sing Lo never has anything to do in them.
He ought to be like he used to be—always
playing some kind of magic trick to get
the best of the enemies. Buck Foster, |
think, is the best man on Circle J.

The stories about Maverick Tom Terry,
of the 77, were swell. 1 had a hunch, all
the time, that Tom’s father, Jim Terry,
would come back. But | never thought
he’d turn out to be old Manuel. 1 hope
you don’t drop him, now that the series is
finished. Couldn’'t he become a regular
member of the spread?

“Skulls In Wrist Canyon” was swell.
Let's have more stories about Tommy Rock-
ford.

My favorite cover artist is Tom Lovell.
After him come J. W. Scott and R. G.
Harris.

The poem, “The Vengeance Of Silver
Sim,” by Arthur L. Rafter, was swell. |
memorized the whole thing. Let's have
more of them.

Bullwhip Adams and the Whistlin® Kid
aren't so good. Leave them out more often
and substitute the Bar U twins. Vincente
the Yaqui is absolutely no good. 1 can't
understand why so many reading hombres
kept asking for him to be brought back.
Cougar Fang was a wash-out, too.

Well, that's all for this time.
and good luck. ~

Eureka, lllinois.

Nowit’'s tte Whistlin' Kid'stum

So long

Bob Leman.
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Dear Range Boss: | have been reading
SW for about five years, and | think it the
best magazine on the stands. | have tried
a lot of the others, too.

Please bring back some of the old char-
acters such as the Red Wolf, the Black Acc,
Blondy of Twin Bells, Flash Moran, and
the Trouble Triplets. They were all swell.

My present favorites rate as follows:
1 The Silver Kid, Maverick Tom Terry,
Sonny Tabor, Kid Wolf, Freckles Malone,
Silver Jack Steele.

2. Bullwhip Adams, Risky McKee, Cir-
cle J, Senor Red Mask, Johnny Forty-five,
the Oklahoma Kid.

3. Cougar Fang, Billy the Kid, the Whis-
tlin’ Kid, Jimmy Quick the Bar U twins.

4. Vincente the Yaqui, Bud Jones,
Apache arid Wagonwheel.

5. Shorty Masters, Calamity Boggs, Tex
Carnochen, Hungry and Rusty, the Shoot-
in’ Fool.

The best stories | have ever read are:
“Risky McKee Crosses A Deadline,” by
William A. Todd; “Flame of the Border,”
by Guy L. Maynard; “Red Brand's Law,”
by Paul S. Powers; “Sonny Tabor’'s Trail
To Sonora,” by Ward M. Stevens; “The
Legion Of Wanted Men,” by Paul S.
Powers; and “Kid Wolf and the Musical
Gunman,” by Ward M. Stevens.

| think the idea of putting the Wranglers
Corner on the radio is great. Boy, | would
love to hear Buck Foster and Joe arguing!

Yours till Sonny Tabor quits SW,

Earl Scott.

Alexander City, Alabama.

After sone fidin aoud in tre
sk ve firdly dans at this hae
agewidhvehads tar B.d Joes
Bdob’ftllleﬂ”emame&ctq?
framtre ladk an his faee
na:bmmatntw
listenin, ai o pus
s ol ter reed—an

Dear Range Boss: | have been reading
SW for over two years, and it is the best
Western magazine 1've ever found. It's
way ahead of all the others.

I don't agree with the reading hombres
who ask you to put girls in your maga-
zines. | wouldn't object to them if they
were real, nervy cowgirls who wouldn’t fait
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in love with the hero and faint in his arms
when lead starts flying. However, they're
all like that—in stories.

Everybody around here kids me, saying
I'm crazy about the West. | sure am.
What of it? | want to find some real men.
My idea of a real man is somebody like
Billy West, Bad Wolf, the Whistlin’ Kid,
or Tom and Jerry Carter. And, of course,
Buck Foster.

Yoir can tell all your waddies, Boss, that
here is one gal who is going to marry a
cowpoke or a C. A. detective—or die single.
So long! M argie M. of Texas.

Street & Smith’'s Wild West Weekly
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COMIN*

THE GUN BOSS OF MISERY BEND

Novelette
By WILLIAM F. BRAGG

There's a hull lot o’ misery around Misery Bend afore DepitK Sheriff Flash
Moran, from Piute, turns off his smoke-wagons an’ figures another job is done.

THE GOLD CAMP ON GLORY CREEK
Novelette
By CLEVE ENDICOTT
When trouble starts poppin’ in this boom town in the Bitterroots, Sheriff

Hawks gits busy. When he don't git nowheres, he knows who to call on—
the Circle J pards. They git places—fast.

THE DESERT PHANTOM’'S REWARD
Novelette
By WALKER TOMPKINS
When young Depity Bearcat Barry finally calls a show-down with the last

o' the bandit gang, he earns a reward. What it is will surprise you as much
as it does him.

NEXT WEEK!

Also stories of Hungry and Rusty, by Sathuel H. Nickels; Shorty
Masters, M. D., by Allan R. Bosworth—and other characters.
ALL STORIES COMPLETE 15 CENTS A COPY

ORDER IN ADVANCE FROM YOUR NEWS DEALER

WWwW -9B



IT'S HARD TO BELIEVE
THEY ONCE CALLED ME

SKINNY/

It’s a shame to be

SKINNY

When This Special Quick Way

Adds 5 to 15 Pounds ...

Fast

Astonishing gains with new double tonic. Richest
imported brewers’ aleyeast concentrated 7 times
and iron added. Gives 5 to 15 Ibs. in afew weeks

housands who were

“skinny” and friendless have
gained solid, attractive flesh
this new easy way — in just a
few weeks!

Doctors for years have pre-
scribed yeast to build up health.
But now, with this new yeast
discovery in pleasant little tab-
lets, you can get far greater-
tonic results than with ordinary
yeast— regain health, and also
put on pounds of firm flesh—
enticing curves—and in a far
shorter time.

Not only are thousands
quickly gaining beauty-bring-
ing pounds, but also clear, ra-
diant skin, freedom from in-
digestion, nervousness and
constipation, new pep.

Cooatraed 7tines
This amazing new product,
Ironized Yeast, is made from
specially cultured brewers’ ale
yeast imported from Europe —
the richestyeast known—which
by a new scientific process is
now concentrated 7 times—
made 7 times more powerful.

But that is not alll This
super-rich yeast is ironised with
3 kinds of strengthening iron.

Day after day, as you take
Ironized Yeast tablets, watch
flat chest develop, skinny limbs
round out attractively, constipa-
tion go, skin clear to beauty—
you're an entirely new person.

Reauts g aated
No matter how skinny and
weak you may be, this marvel-
ous new lronized Yeast should
build you up in a few short
weeks as it has thousands. If
you are not delighted with the
results of the very first pack-
age, your money back instantly.

Soad FREE diert

To start you building up your
health right away, we make this
absolutely FREE offer. Pur-
chase a package of Ironized
Yeast tablets at once, cut out
the seal on the box and mail it
to us with a clipping of this
paragraph. We will send you a
fascinating new book on health,
“New Facts About Your Body,”
by a well-known authority. Re-
member, results are guaran-
teed with the very first package
— or money refunded. At all
druggists, lronized Yeast Co.,
Inc., Dept. 507, Atlanta, Ga.



When two is company | don’t make a crowd

You wonder what makesme a grimy bottom leaves. | am
betterfriend. It'scenterleaves. made only of the mild, fri-
I spurn the sticky, bitter little grant, expensive center leaves,
top leaves. | scorn the coarse, | do not irritate your throat.

LUCKIES- BSE ONLY CENTER
LEAVES . ! . CENTER LEAVESJ
GIVE\YOU THEMILDEST SMOKE



