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"A  K a la m a z o o ,
'x&sst D irect to You'

Tt explains our 30-dav F R E E  Trial 
offer, 24 hour shipment. “ Satisfaction 
or Money Back.’ ’

1,200,000 Satisfied Users
This catalog tells about the “ Oven that 
Floats in Flame” and why Kalamazoo 
Quality has been famous for 38 years, 
it is yours— FR E E . Mail coupon 1

I t-Ta l am a zo o  S tove &  F u r n ace  Co. 
* Manufacturers

315 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Mich. 
Warehouses: Utica, N. Y . ; Youngstown, 
Ohio; Reading, Pa.; Springfield, Mass.

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE CATALOG 
-SEE  WHAT YOU'LL SAVE AT THE

Received my new stove. Very 
satisfactory. I am sure as I use 
it, 1 will be more than pleased 
with it. It came in splendid 
condition.

MRS. J. F. SM ITH  
Box 14, Mt. Blanchard, O.

KAI.AM  AZOO STOVE & FURNACE CO.,
315 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Mich.

Dear Sirs : Send FREE FACTORY C A T 
ALOG. Check articles in which you are 
interested.
□  Coal & Wood Heaters □  Oil Ranges
□  Coal & Wood Ranges □  Cas Ranges
□  Combination Electric and Coal Ranges
□  Furnaces □  Combination Cas, Coal and 
Wood Ranges.

Name........................................................................
( Print name plainly)

Address....................................................................

City................................................................State
- - - ----------------------------------------------------- ------------------------------------------------------------------------_  j

We burned our Kalamazoo less 
than one month, and I wouldn’t 
part with it for anything. When 
it comes to baking, I don’t know 
where I could get one equal to 
our stove.

MRS. JACK RISF.WICK 
112 W. Oth St., B’.oomsburg, Pa.

Nearly 200 Styles, Sizes
This F R E E  C A T A L O G  will 
save you % to fA on Ranges, 
Heaters, Furnaces at F A C 
T O R Y  P R IC E S. It displays 
nearly 200 Styles and Sizes 
—  ( illustrated in beautiful 
colors ) .
New Combination Electric 

and Coal Range
New Coal and W ood  Ranges 
— new Combination Gas, Coal 
and W ood Ranges— new Com
bination Electric, and Coal 
and W ood  R anges— Gas 
S toves— O il R anges— Coal 
and W o o d  H eaters— Fur- 
naces (F 'ree Plans).

Beautiful Colors
Many range color combina

tions including W hite— Tan 
and Ivory— Green and Ivory 
—  Black and T an . Mail 

i coupon.
Terms as little as 12c a day

This F R E E  C A T A L O G  gives vou 
E A S Y  T E R M S — small down pay
ments— as little as 12c a day on some 
stoves.

30 D a y s  T r i a l



YOU CERTAINLY]/ I've BEEN STU0YIN6  RAOIO 
KNOW RAOIO- 1  ONLY A FEW MONTHS ANO 
MINE NEVER l [  r n  ALREADY MAKING 
SOUNDED £ \  6 0 0 0  MONEY. IN 
BETTER,- W  MY SPRRE/OBfe A

THIS N .R .I . T R A IN IN G  
IS G R E A T . A N O  TH EY 

Sh S E N T  R E A L  R A D IO  
-PA R TS T O  H E L P

J fe v  ME learn
S [ v \  Q U IC K L Y  i

BILL'S A SAP TO WASTE 
MISTIME ST00YIN 6 

RAOIO AT HOME

m in i cony/n cep
THAT I  CAN MAKE G O O D ^  
MONEY tN  “RADIO.

.I ’M 60INS TO START f j  > 
TRAINING FOR RADIO /  \ \  
* NSHT NOW,\ A I H I

NOT M S.
I'M NOT COINS TO WASTE 
M Y TIM E . SUCCESS /S 

JU S T A  M A TTER  O P  
K . LUCK AND t  W ASN'T 
1  j  BORN LUCKY, A

Y E S ! I 'v e  GOT A  
GOOD JOB NOW AND 
A  R E A L  FUTURE* 
T H A N K S  TO • 
N .R .I .  TR A IN IN G

y o u ' l l  ALWAYS B E  
A  FAILURE. T O M , 

UNLESS YOU 0 0  SOME 
THING ABOUT IT , 
TISHINA ANO WAITING 
WONT GET YO U  

ANYWHERE

< <

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME in SpanzVmc
RADIO JOB

$50, $75 a Week
D o  you want to  m ake 
m ore m oney? B ro a d 
ca stin g  stations em 
p loy  engineers, opera
t o r * ,  s t a t i o n  m a n 
ager* and pay up to

i f  S NOT TOO LATE .  
TAKE MY TIP AND MAIL 

THAT COUPON TO 
. N.R. I. TONIGHT j m

s i u r v u r :
j e t t — (n il time ser- 
s ic la g  Jobs pay >.

« f r \ n J T i l S
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Would those two renegades* gun-play end in an owlhoot pack of friendship——or 
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NOW IS THE TIME)
RIG H T  now . In many lines there is a  i _______

. good men— managers, leaders— men who

and set tl
A s always, there are not enough ordinary 

'round— but rarely before in the histc
i has there been so much room_______,  ____

; created by the business pick-up in almost

ever circulated. <
every day o f his 1___

Far more to the point is to  be ready— be prepared—to

'b
oom at the top! New

i would be plenty o f men to fUl these
---------------------r positions who have been studying in

spare time. But m ost men have been lot ting their 
aUdo during these dark years o f depression . . . ' _
the u se?"— Y ou  have heard them say. Perhaps there 
been some excuse for sticking to any old kind of a job

And don’t  let anyone tell you th  
Knocks Once” — that's one or the m ost uni

LaSalle Extension, Dept. 2492-R, Chicago.
Kindly send me your free booklet on the business field I have

□  Business Correspondence 
□Traffic Management asdsSF □Commercial U *  QStenotypy

NaH>C..eeeSeeeeee«seeeeeeeeeee»Seee»eee«eeeee.»ee.e.«.«...ee>..e»ee».ee..........rilliHMeeeeeeeeee.

“  LASALLE EXTENSION"
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JOHNSON SM lriT&CO,

FIELD GLASSES A I L  W A  V S  
W O R L D  W I D F R A D IO S

Open A n y  L ock

MIDGET POCKET RADIO $1.00

T A P  D A N C E

Radio & Television Books

[YACHT CAPS'

THROW YOUR VOICE!

BIG ENTERTAINER COMPLETE CAMERA OUTFIT

gasrjaislaa t%J>pSa%SŜ.
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Here is YOUR
High School
Education f
Every subject crystal-dear in fascinating, 
readable form, Never before Its  profit
able study been sacb a delightful pastime.
4 Year Course Complete 

in one handy volume

Na further 
frqfwtatt

YOU need no longer be held back because 
you did not finish schools You need not 
stay in a hum-drum boresome job because 

you lack the background for the position just 
ahead! Here, in a single volume, is all you 
missed— and more. Here are the essentials 
demanded o f  every man and woman by modern 
business, professional and social life. Never be
fore has profitable study been such delightful 
pastime.
High School Self Taught is as easy to read as 
your newspaper. Fifteen or twenty minutes a 
day spent with this amazing volume will trans
form you into a confident personality. Prepare 
yourself for advancement, more money, a fuller 
life and the respect o f your friends by this 
simple means which is sheer pleasure, more 
fun than bridge or the movies.

Many High School Graduates Do Not Know 
Half That is in This Fascinating Volume

2 0  VOLUMES IN I
Good English 
C iv il Govern moot 
History of U . 8. 
English Lite rotor* 
Biology
Modern History 
Geography 
Psychology 
Guide to Classic* 
Chemistry 
Ancient History

Algobrm Mad* Easy
French 
Astronomy 
Physics 
Geometry 
Medieval History 
Spanish 
Physiol o*y 
Quid* t* tb* Arts

Jd psf«f o f  colored maps. 
Study outline ond ief/* 
testing examinations!

defined. The classics o f  all times and nations, 
painting, architecture, sculpture and music out
lined to give you a foundation o f  culture. 
Physics, chemistry, astronomy, geography, biol
ogy become tools in your hands, tools with 
which to work in building your future. Psy
chology and physiology complete this four-year 
High School course, making this the greatest 
bargain in education in all history.

SEND NO MONEY
We want yon to see this book. W e want yon t* jadge for your
self, In your own home and at your leisure, just how much It 
can mean to you. Fill out the coupon below and mail it at 
once. High School Self Taught will be sent to you on approval 
by return mail. Examine the beautiful binding, the large, 
clear typ e ; take your first few High School lessons with our 
compliments. Keep and read the book five days- "then decide 
if  you wish to own it at the unprecedented price o f only 
$1 .89  plus a few cents postage.

High School Self Taught is a miracle o f conden
sation. Twenty volumes packed into 812 pages, 
complete with study outline and self-testing ex
aminations. Sixteen full pages o f colored maps. 
Neverhefore has fine English been so clearly and 
usefully presented. Never before have algebra 
and geometry been so easy to master and so 
practical. History unrolls before you in mental 
pictures so vivid you cannot forget them. The 
story o f  the United States becomes a living dra
ma with dates as easy to recall as events in your 
own past. The structure o f your government 
appears before yon as plainly as a map o f your 
home town, with the powers and rights o f citi
zens, police, congressmen and judges all clearly

BIDE RIBBON BOOKS, ISC., Dot. JS, M  Forts te a * . Rw O f

J  BJue_Rlbbon_ Books, tne.» Dept. 3ft
386 Fourth Avenue, 
New York C ity.

W A  Please send roe H igh  School Self Taught. When the p g ita A IT

8 delivers It  to me I  w ill deposit with him only $1.89 plus the few 
centB postage. I  w ill examine the book for five days w ith  the 

■m understanding that if for any reason I  cm not completely satisfied, 
H  I  may return it to you and you w ill refund my money in  full.

pj NAMES. , ,* ,r y r v y « «

s■
1

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

CITY........................................................ STATE...................................
0  Check hero If enclosing $1.8!) W I T H  thla coupon, in which case 
W E  w ill pay the postage— Y O U  save. Same return and refund 
privilege applies, of course.

Please mention Det.t. Men’s Group when answering advertisements 7



IN ONLY U2 W EEKS
IN THE CHICAGO COYNE SHOPS

Let me show you how we can prepare you for your start to a 
flood pay job. Let me send you the details of my quick, easy 
methods of giving you a Practical Training in RADIO. There 
are many opportunities if you will prepare 
to take your place in this giant industry.
Here In my shops you are trained on real 
RADIO, TELEVISION. TA LK IN G  PIC
TU RE and SOUND E Q U IPM E N T. . .  Not 
by Books. . .  But by Expert Instructors who 
first TELL you how to do a job  . •. TH EN  
SHOW you how to do i t . . .  Then you do 
the work yourself. M y quick, easy way to 
train for Radio makes it easy to learn without 
previous experience or f  A  jO  
a lot of education, V .

I’LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
Let me flhow you how you can get your training first. . .  then pay 
for it in eaay monthly payments starting 60 days after your 
regular 12 week’s training period ia over. With this plan you 
pay for your training out of earnings.

Earn While Learning 
Job Help After Graduation

If you want part time work to help you pay 
living expenses while training, my Employ
ment Department will help you get it. M y 
Employment Department will also give 
you lifetime employment service after you 
graduate. In  the Coyne Shops

ELECTRIC REFRIGERATION
Training Included Without Exrta Cost* era E q u ip m e n t . 
This combination training (Radio and R e
frigeration) can be of great value to  you.
Whether you go into business for yourself 
or get a job  working for a Radio Sales and 
Service organization, the fact that you are 
trained in servicing Electric Refrigerators 
will be profitable to  you. M any Radio 
Manufacturers also make Electric Refrig
erators and men with this combination 
training are much more valuable to these 
employers. Y ou can N OW  get this train- 
ta* without sartra cost. You traIn with the

MAIL THE COUPON TODAY
d 70a m7  bis free catalog ant - training and 017 off or.

H. C, LEWIS. P resident

O Y N E
E L E C T R I C A L  S C H O O L

RADIO DIVISION
5 0 0  S. Paulina St, • Dept. 28-3C • Chicago, lit.

latest type of instru
ments to  test and 
sendee Radio sets.

CAN YOU SOLVE 
THI S PUZZLE?
L
A

L A
O C
C T

z l

L O
O E

t
O V E
V lE lN
END

Down and  A c ro ss  1 .The nam e o f a  bird.

D o w i and  A c ro ss  2. The nam e o f anothe r bird. 

Each square  should  then be com plete— the 

words across identica l with the w ords down.

The answer to this brain teaser 
appears in the February Issue 
of C R O S S W O R D  PUZZLES.

And, there are scores of other 
fascinating puzzles! Easier ones 
for the beginner— and real 
twisters for the seasoned puz
zler. Don't miss the February 
Issue of

C R O S S W O R D
P U Z Z L E S

O n  S a le  A t A ll N e w ssta n d s- 10c

8 Please mention D ell M en's Group when answering advertisements



Mingo Junction. Ohio 
Okmulgee, Oklahoma 
Hazelton, Pennsylvania 
Yakima, Washington 
Oklahoma City. Okla. 
Des Moines. Iowa 
East Lansing, Michigan 
Globe, Arizona 
Hamtramck. Michigan 
London. Ont., Canada

Kulangsu, Amoy, China 
El Paso, Texas 
Everett, Washington 
Schenectady. N. Y. 
Alhambra, California 
Livingston. Montana 
Saginaw, Michigan 
Wilkes Barre, Penn.

Windsor. Ont., Canada 
Pueblo. Colorado 
Idaho Fails. Idaho 
Montreal. Que.. Canada 
Ogden, Utah 
Lorain County, Ohio

Scranton. Pennsylvania 
Mobile, Alabama 
Lincoln, Nebraska 
Santa Marta, CoLSA.

Hyannis, Massachusetts 
Santa Rosa, California

vfere

| K

Be A
Secret Service 
end Identification 
Operator!
Henryetta. Oklahoma 
Oak Bay, B. C.. Canada 
Seattle, Washington 
Ferndale, Michigan 
McAiester. Oklahoma 
Negaunee, Michigan 
Lawton, Oklahoma 
Crown Point, Indiana 
Bay City, Michigan 
Roanoke, Virginia 
Chatham, Ont.. Canada 
Glendale, California 
Joplin, Missouri 
Lima, Ohio
Selma. North Carolina 
Stillwater. Oklahoma 
Drumright, Oklahoma 
Victoria, B. C .  Canada 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 
Hawaiian Islands 
Parkersburg, W . Va. 
Mobile, Alabama 
Huntsville, Texas 
New Iberia. Louisiana 
Sheridan, Wyoming 
Little Rock. Arkansas 
Aberdeen. S. D.
Ada, Oklahoma 
Pontiac, Michigan 
Granite, Oklahoma 
Wichita Falls, Texas 
Boise,'Idaho 
Bartlesville, Oklahoma 
Miami, Florida 
Orlando, Florida 
York, Pennsylvania

St. Paul, Minnesota 
Pittsburgh, Penn. 
Walla Walla. Wash. 
Lincoln, Nebraska 
Birmingham, Alabama 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
New Haven, Conn. 
Great Falls. Montana 
Galveston. Texas 
Pensacola. Florida 
Calgary. Alta.. Canada 
Houston. Texas 
Waterloo. Iowa 
Albany Co. Peniten. 
Albany, New York 
Jackson, Mississippi 
Rahway, New Jersey 
Booker. Texas

H e re

•  C t t r « s’

Jefferson City. Missouri 
Greenville, N. C.
Key West, Florida 
Buffalo. New York 
Sarasota. Florida 
Zanzibar. East Africa 
Jackson. Michigan 
Mansfield, Ohio 
Topeka. Kansas 
Santa Barbara, Calif. 
Indiana Reformatory 
Danville, Virginia 
Richmond. Indiana 
Methuen, Mass.
Racine, Wisconsin 
Compton. California 
Trenton. New Jersey 
Buena Vista. Colorado 
Gainesville. Texas 
Elma. Iowa 
Chitlicothe. Ohio 
Detroit. Michigan 
Great Bend. Kansas

L is t

H ons

y r i n t

Baltimore, Maryland 
Claremont, California 
Abilene, Texas 
Raiford. Florida 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
Union, New Jersey 
Portsmouth, Ohio 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Spokane. Washington 
Tucson, Arizona 
Corsicana. Texas 
Santa Barbara. Calif, 
San Luis Obispo, Calif. 
Ardmore. Oklahoma 
Jessup, Maryland 
Panama Canal Zone 
Worcester, Mats. 
Xenia. Ohio 
Leavenworth, Kansas 
Victoria. B. C .  Canada 
Portland. Oregon 
Albuquerque, N. M. 
Boston Crk., Ont.. Can. 
Bellingham, Wash. 
Springfield, Missouri 
Greencastle, Indiana

Fort Collins, Colorado 
Bedford. Ohio 
Huntington, W . Va. 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
Taft, California 
Jamestown, New York 
Phoenlxville, Penna. 
Atlantic City, N . J. 
Sioux City, Iowa 
Rochester, New York 
Media. Pennsylvania 
Dayton, Ohio 
East Chicago, Indiana 
Green Bay, Wisconsin 
Nocona. Texas 
Neenah, Wisconsin 
Kingfisher, Oklahoma 
Centralis, Washington 
Bismarck, N. D. 
Bloomington, Indiana 
Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio 
Rock Island, Illinois 
Philadelphia, Penn. 
Astoria, Oregon 
Pendleton, Indiana 
St. Joseph, Missouri 
State 8ureau of Mass. 
State Bureau of Illinois 
State Bureau of Iowa 
State Bureau of Idaho 
State Bureau of Colo. 
State Bureau of Wash. 
State Bureau of Mich.. 
State Bureau of Utah 
State Bureau of Ohio 
Duluth, Minnesota

W ant a Regular 
Monthly Salary?
How would you like to be in line for a regular monthly 
salary . . .  a chance to share in Rewards . . .  with the rosy 
Rainbow o f  Success around your shoulder as you join the 
enthusiastic ranks o f a young, established and swiftly- 
growing profession? This opportunity is yours when you 
commence studying Fmger Print Identification in your 
spare time at home! That same opportunity appealed to 

-the hundreds o f Institute o f Applied Science Graduates 
who N otv hold splendid positions in the partial list o f 
States. Cities and Institutions listed on this very page. 
And 1 to 15 I. A . S. (graduates are em ployed  on regu* 
lar monthly salaries by each bureau listed!

TRAINED MEN DEMANDED In this 
Young, Fast-Growing Profession
Trained men are demanded by each new Identification Bureau opened 
by governments, states, cities, corporate and private organizations. 
Here is real opportunity for you. Can you honestly imagine a more 
fascinating line of work. . .  the thrill of a man-hunt and “getting your 
man”— of earning a regular monthly salary and sometimes sharing 
in Rewards?

LEARN AT HOME
Any man of average intelligence can leam the unique secrets of this 
scientific profession at home in spare time, at low cost. We show you 
how— just as we showed the others now holding jobs! Let us present 
to you the Opportunity of a Lifetime. Write for Free details today

The Confidential Report* No. 38 Made to H i* Chief
Rush coupon or write fqr Free copy of the con
fidential reports Secret Service Operator No. 38 
made to his chief, and for illustrated Finger 
Print Book. Take the first step towards a steady 
monthly salary and Success . . .  write today.

FREE!

|  O p e ra to r  N o . S3

Institute o f  AppHed Science,
1 9 2 0  Sunnyside Avo., D e pt. 1 4 9 2 . C h ica g o
Gentlemen:—Without any obligation on my part whatever, 
send me the Reports o f  Operator No. 88, allu your Illus
trated Free Book on Finger Prints and yoor low prices and 
Easy Terms Offer. Literature will be sent only to persona 
stating their age.

■ Name.........
g Address-------
■ ........... -A g e -

Shreveport. Louisiana 
Pittsburg, California 
Kokomo, Indiana 
El Reno. Oklahoma 
Boston, Massachusetts 
Mexico City. Mexico 
Parsons, Kansas 
Tallahassee. Florida 
Columbia. S. C.
Hull. Que.. Canada 
Portsmouth, Ohio 
Selma. Alabama 
Atchison. Kansas 
Hot Springs, S. D.
Sault St*. Marie, Mich 
Clens Falls, N. Y. 
Billings, Montana 
Laconia, N. H,
Salem, New Jersey 
Cedar Rapids. Iowa 
London. Ohio 
Elgin, Illinois 
Miami Beach, Florida 
Asheville, N. C.
Ft. Scott, Kansas 
Augusta. Georgia 
Florence, S C. 
Hinsdale. Illinois 
New Bedford. Mata 
Neosho. Missouri 
Saputpa, Oklahoma 
New York, N. Y. 
Lufkin, Texas 

I Tijuana, Mexico 
Berfm, N. H. 
Greenville. S. C. 
Havana, Cuba 
Seattle. Washington 
Meridian. Mississippi 
Dodge City. Kansas 
Danville,Virginia 
Easton, Pennsylvania 
Syracuse, N. r .
El Centro. California 
Tampa, Florida 
Gadsden. Alabama 
Decatur, Georgia 
Anderson, Indiana 
Massillon, Ohio 
Waltham. Mass.
Grand Forks. S. D. 
Bremerton, Wash,
Long Beach, California 
Ft. worth, Texas 
Nunda, New York 
St. Louis, Missouri 
Lansing, Michigan 
Salisbury, N. C,
Elyria, Ohio 
Carson City, Nevada 
Burlington. Iowa 
West Chicago; Illinois 
Amarillo. Texas 
Winfielo, Kansas 
Cambridge, Ohio 
South Orange, N. J, 
Savannah. Georgia 
Omaha. Nebraska 
Patterson, New Jersey 
Canon City. Colorado 
Beverly, Massachusetts 
St. Cloud, Minnesota 
Franklin, Mass.
San Juan, Porto Rico 
Henderson, N. C.
Erie, Pennsylvania 
Pecos, Texas 
Orangeburg, S. C. 
Berkeley, California 
Lancaster. Ohio 
Delphos, Ohio 
Huron, South Oakota 
Cadillac, Michigan 
Watertown, Wisconsin 
Charleston, S. C . 
Charlotte,.N, C.
Sioux Falls, S. D. 
Nogales, Arizona 
Statesville, N. C. 
Logan, Utah 
Ft. Smith, Arkansas 
Indianapolis, Indiana 
Lancaster, Te n  n. 
Olympia,'Washington 
Moundsyilfe, W . Va. 
Wheeling. W . Va. 
Fayetteville, N. C. 
Elmira, New York 
Grand Forks, N. D. 
Carlstadt, New Jersey 
Menard, Illinois

Please mention D eli M en’s Group when answering advertisements 9



Renegades

Ransom, a girl, and two renegades 
add up to double-cross and sudden 
gunplay in this gripping, fast-moving 
novel of the lawless Border country!

CHAPTER I 
Held For Ransom!

RED C AR R AD IN E stretched his 
long legs in the sun, cocked a 

’ reflective gray eye at his 
patched and broken boots.

“No, Smiley,” he said, “I don’t ride 
your kind o’ trail. I haven’t come to 
that. Not yet, anyway,” he added, and 
his wry grin was for a memory of the

past, and a blacker vision of the 
future.

“But you will, Red.” Smiley Durang 
accurately spat his stub at an inquisi
tive lizard. His dark, restless eyes 
lightly touched the broken boots, 
swept up the ragged Levis and shirt 
to the gaunt, hunger-etched face. 
“You’ll come to it. You’ll have to, 
sooner or later.”

Carradine shrugged. “Mebby so,” he 
admitted. “ If the time comes, I’ll let

10
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you know. Thanks for the invite, any
way.”

Smiley Durang’s voice was a mur
mur, soft and insinuating. “You got 
a rep, Red. Folks know you for a 
slick-iron hombre. Might’s well have 
the game as the name. C’mon, amigo, 
throw in with me. You an’ me always 
got along. Be like old times, eh?”

“ It wouldn’t.” Carradine shook his 
head, eyes farseeing and somber. “W e

rode for forty a month in the old 
days. Now your name’s plastered up 
in ev’ry lawman’s office on the border. 
And I— well. I ’m what I am. A  gun- 
slick hombre. No, Smiley, it wouldn’t 
be like old times.”

Durang quirked his thin, curving 
lips.

“You always was a hard cuss to 
savvy, Red. Here you are, busted. Still 
you won’t hook up with me.”

11
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He shoved back his silver-studded 
sombrero. His black hair, with its 
devil’s peak, shone sleek and glossy 
in the hot sunlight.

“You got a horse an’ two guns. 
That’s all’s needed in my business,” 
he continued, and his fleeting smile 
came and went, leaving cynicism in 
its wake.

Carradine said nothing. He threw 
a look over the lonely mission, its 
crumbling adobe walls glistening un
der the high sun. The scene epitom
ized Mexico, land of contrasts. The 
mission was built for monks, then 
abandoned, to become the headquar
ters for outlaws.

He glanced at Durang, lounging be
side him in the shade. Durang looked 
at home here. He had gone Mexican. 
Dressed like one, had the dark stamp 
of one. Keen, intelligent, dangerous. 
The wild years had done things to 
Durang, but he had always possessed 
that subtle, slightly sinister look 
about him.

Riders were coming, the hammering 
of hoofs sounding flat and dull in the 
still air. Carradine lifted his long
boned frame up on one elbow, and 
peered around the nearest corner. 
Durang was up on his feet in a single 
lithe bound. Both men, by instinct, 
touched holsters.

“ ’Sail right. Some o’ my bunch.”  
Durang made a signalling sweep of 
one hand, and squatted again on his 
heels.

Carradine remained leaning on his 
elbow, watching the band of riders 
coming up from the west. High- 
crowned sombreros bobbed against the 
polished sky, and crossed bandoleers 
flashed brassy glints. They thundered 
across his vision, and the mission’s 
walls hid them. He heard them halt 
and dismount at the rear.

“ ’Member the old Double Peak out
fit, Red?” murmured Durang. “ ’Mem
ber the way we— ”

“Yeah.” Carradine turned, found the 
black eyes on him. “Your spies 
brought in a wounded man, Smiley.

And another feller was tied to his 
saddle. Gringoes, both of ’em.”

“So?” Durang raised a dark eye
brow.

Carradine nodded. “Two gringoes. 
Prisoners. W hat’s it add up to?” 

Durang traced a pattern in the sand, 
eyes veiled. “ It adds up,” he mur
mured, “to two thousand dollars. For
get it, Red.”

Carradine rose to his tall, ragged 
height, casually hitched his double 
belts, and stared down at the man he 
had once called his best friend.

“ Who are they, Smiley?”
“Just a couple fellers.” Durang 

looked up, met Carradine’s steady 
gray eyes, and got idly to his feet. 
“ Couple fellers somebody wants out 
o’ the way. Desert rats. Both named 
Dyal. Nobody you know, Red.”

"So  you sell murder, eh?” Carra
dine put a bite to the words.

“ Feller must live,” drawled Durang, 
unruffled. "Hombre who called him
self Smith, came down yest’day an* 
made his wants known. Paid half. I 
don’t know what he’s got against these 
Dyals. Old grudge, mebby. He’s 
cornin’ back in another month to see 
the job’s done, an’ to pay the rest. He 
don’t know it, but it’s goin’ to cost 
him another five thousand. Easy 
dinero, eh?”

“ If you like that kind,” nodded 
Carradine. His wide-set eyes were 
hard, condemning, with a still glint 
that hinted of coming action.

Durang gazed off. “The old Double 
Peak,” he sighed, and tapped tapering 
fingers on his broad belts. “That’s 
where you an’ me first met, Red. 
’Member that fight we had? They took 
our guns away, an’ we slugged it out. 
Then after the boys patched us up, 
we swore solemn it’d be the last— ”

“I reckon,” said Carradine, “ I ’ll go 
take a look at ’em.”

Durang’s bland black eyes came 
back. “Good thing they took our guns 
away, eh? W e was both fast. Still 
are. Sho’, amigo, go take a look at 
them two if you want. But— ”
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He spread his hands, Mexican 
fashion, and left the rest unsaid.

“But what, Smiley?” Carradine 
asked gently. His gaunt brown face 
held nothing but a mild query, and 
his eyes were very still.

Durang gazed off again. “Nothin'. 
Nothin’ at all, Red.”

/"'•ARRADINE stepped out of the 
shade, and paced around the long 

mission building, his sharp-outlined 
shadow moving with him along the 
saffron buff of the adobe wall. He 
glanced at the shadow, and it brought 
the thought that it somehow symbol
ized himself. It was grotesque, all out 
of proportion, yet it bore his outline, 
just as he still bore the outline of the 
Carradine he once had been.

The years had distorted him, played 
tricks with him, as the sun played 
tricks with his shadow. A  gift of 
quick hands and steel-strong nerves 
had ruined him. Had ruined Durang, 
too. The only difference was that 
Durang had shucked off his scruples, 
had become a cold-blooded killer and 
outlaw who followed no cause but his 
own.

Carradine turned his eyes from the 
shadow, and tried not to think of the 
future. Perhaps he, too, would be
come a Durang, in time. It was a brief 
step from fighting for what one 
thought a good cause, to fighting for 
loot, when hunger drove out scruples.

He paused at the mission’s rear 
door, and ran his eyes over the dark 
figures moving about in the inner 
gloom.

“Where are the two gringoes?” he 
asked quietly, and his cold, calm eyes 
stopped a Mexican who flapped a 
startled hand to a carbine.

Swarthy faces swung toward him, 
standing tall and lean-bodied against 
the framed sunlight. Eyes, somber and 
dull, studied his lounging pose. They 
were like wolves of the pack, delib
erating the size and strength of a 
sudden intruder, before deciding to 
attack or give trail.

One grunted, motioned. “The Jefe 
Durang— his permission?”

Carradine stepped in without an
swer, and shoved open the sagging 
door of a cell. One small window, high 
and barred, gave the only light. He 
went in sidewise, not showing his 
back.

Lying on the bare floor, the wound
ed prisoner, gray and gnarled, had his 
teeth clenched against pain. The 
other, a slim stripling, was trying to 
fashion a bandage with a bandana. 
Both raised quick heads as the door 
scraped open.

Carradine knew a flame of inner 
anger as he regarded them, a broken 
old man and a boy. He silently cursed 
Durang as he turned back to the open 
doorway.

“Hey, there!” he growled. “One o’ 
you hombres— you with the fancy 
blanket— get some water an’ a few 
clean rags.”

Again the sullen stares. The Mexi
can in the bright serape shifted, 
scowled. “The Jefe Durang— ”

“Some water,” repeated Carradine, 
“and some clean rags.”

The Mexican muttered, slowly 
shuffling out. Carradine squatted be
side the wounded man, and took the 
bandana. The hands holding it held 
on. Carradine noticed that they were 
small. Just a boy. He looked into the 
face, shaded by a hat that was over
sized. It was altogether too young and 
sensitive for this kind of thing.

“Let go,” he said quietly. “ I ’ll tend 
to him.”

The rounded chin quivered a little. 
The clear, youthful eyes lost some of 
their blazing defiance. The bandana 
slipped from the small hands. Carra
dine ducked his head and went to 
work. He didn’t want to see the 
youngster break down. It didn’t do to 
shame a kid; made him swing from 
decent human feelings to the other 
bitter extreme.

The wounded man stared, flint
faced. “You in with these damn scum, 
Mister?” he snapped. “ If y’are, you
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can leave me be. Kerry’ll tend to me.” 
Carradine curtly shook his head. 

“ I ’m not. I’m just a friend o’ Durang. 
W as,” he amended grimly. “He’s been 
paid to do this. You’re worth a thou
sand each, dead, to a feller who calls 
himself Smith. Durang aims to up the 
ante, which is why you’re not dead 
yet.”

The old man squinted. “The hell! 
Smith? Don’t know him. Must be some 
mistake. I been tryin’ to figger out 
why— uh!” He grunted, pain rippling 
over his leathery face. “Damn ’em! 
They shot me down as I reached for 
my rifle.”

A  tin basin scraped on the floor. 
Carradine caught a few bits of rags. 
The Mexican who brought them gave 
him a glowering look as he backed 
out.

“Helluva mess, Kerry,” muttered 
the wounded man. He shot a look up 
at Carradine, a probing, searching 
look. “Kerry’s my kid. My name’s 
Dyal— Simon Dyal. You reckon this 
Durang could be bought off?”

“ It’d be considerable hard,” com
mented Carradine, “to think o’ any
thing Durang wouldn’t do for cash. 
You got the cash?”

“Uh-uh.” Simon Dyal shook his 
gray head. “They stripped me o’ my 
bit o’ dust. But listen— Kerry’ll be 
rich some day. Mebby is right now, 
f’rall I know.”

Carradine wrung out a wet rag. “ I 
wouldn’t advise trying to fool Dur
ang,” he remarked.

“But I ain’t !” Dyal struggled half 
up. “Kerry’ll inherit one o’ the big
gest cow-spreads in Arizona. Fact!” 

Carradine again poked his head out 
the doorway. “Hey, Flash-blanket,” 
he drawled. “Tell Durang the grin- 
goes talk ransom.”

“Ransom?” The word was a bright 
talisman that swept all sullenness 
aside. The Mexicans broke for the 
outside, chattering.

“ I hope,” said Carradine as he 
bound Dyal’s leg, “you’ve got more’n 
a bluff, Dyal. I f  not— ” He shrugged,

calling to mind Durang’s rare out
bursts of cold temper.

jTXURANG came in, heeling the door 
^  shut in the eager faces of his 
Mexicans. “W hat’s this about ransom, 
Red? W ho’ll pay it? Him?” He stuck 
a toe at Simon Dyal. His short laugh 
held contempt. “Hell, does he look 
like he’s got dinero? He’s got my boys 
all excited, an’— ”

“Ever hear o’ the Arrowhead out
fit, up Black River way?” cut in 
Dyal.

Durang looked blank. “Sho’— who 
hasn’t? Owned by old W aldo Holling- 
er. Tough old son. Some o’ the first 
cows I pushed over the line was A r
rowhead stock. W eil?”

“Nigh on twenty years ago,”  said 
Dyal simply, “ I married his daughter, 
Anne. He hated my insides. Said I 
was nothin’ but a drifter. He was 
right, at that, but we ran off an’ got 
married."

He smiled a grim, reminiscent 
smile.

“Ran is right! W e  left Arizona, 
Hollinger sent word he’d shoot me 
on sight. Anne died soon after Kerry 
was born. ’Bout three months back I 
wrote to Hollinger, told him ’bout 
Kerry. I asked him to give Kerry a 
decent home. He didn’t answer. Meb
by he’s dead. Kerry is old Hollinger’s 
only blood kin, so— ”

“So he ought to inherit everything,” 
put in Carradine. “An’ there’s your 
ransom, Smiley.” He was studying 
Kerry Dyal, and he felt something of 
a tingling shock, as the clear, hazel 
eyes lifted to meet his own in a fleet
ing look.

Durang’s lips curved in a smile that 
lighted up his dark face and lent him 
a sinister charm.

“Got papers, Dyal?” he queried.
Dyal slowly hauled a crumpled oil

skin wallet from under his faded shirt. 
“Birth record an’ ev’rything,” he 
nodded. “ ’Sides, Kerry’s the spit im
age of Anne.”

Carradine got his hand to the wal
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let before Durang. “ I’ll take care of 
it till we get there,” he said casually.

Durang pursed his lips. “W e? I 
didn’t figger— ”

“W e,” nodded Carradine. “Mind?”
“N-no, guess not.” Durang flicked 

a look at Carradine’s eyes. What he 
saw wiped away his beginning smile.

“That’s fine,” said Carradine pleas
antly, and let his big hands hang re
laxed. He knew Durang’s swift ways.

“Sho\" Durang’s smile came again, 
brilliant and false. “ Glad to have you, 
Red. My spies— ”

“W ill stay here,” cut in Carradine, 
with a nod. “Be askin’ for trouble, 
takin’ that lobo pack up into cow 
country. ’Sides, I got a notion they 
don’t like me, any more’n I like them.”

“You’re a queer cuss, Red.” Durang 
frowned slightly, his gaze on Carra
dine’s hands. “You don’t like my spies 
nor my ways. But you’re cuttin’ in on 
this deal, just the same. Y ’know, I got 
a funny answer to that. Damn funny. 
H ’m, just the two of us go, eh?”

“A n’ the boy.”
“Sho’— the boy. The old’n stays 

here. Y ’see, Red, he’ll be my hostage, 
just in case somethin’ goes wrong. 
Sabe?"

Durang slid a glance at Kerry Dyal, 
who was bent over the wounded man. 
“You hear that, kid? Keep it in mind.”

Kerry Dyal’s head nodded.
Carradine weighed the low voice, 

tried to weigh it for something more 
than fear. He looked at Simon Dyal, 
at the keen old eyes. Fear in them, too.

Deep fear. He kept his hands where 
they were, knowing Durang was 
watching them with oblique eyes, 

“Let’s start right now, Smiley,” he 
suggested, and let Durang keep two 
steps ahead of him.

CHAPTER II
Surprise!

'T ’H E Y  made camp an hour before 
sundown, at a shallow arroyo that 

offered the only water in miles. Car
radine stretched out and smoked. His 
gray eyes, far-focused, went back 
along the trail, watching a tiny dust 
cloud that lifted far back against the 
sun’s dying red glare.

Riders. They were following this 
trail, and he guessed who they were: 
Durang’s Mexicans. Durang must 
have given them a sign before getting 
away from the mission. He was play
ing a careful hand, guarding against 
any open break while stacking the 
cards for a coup.

The tiny cloud passed into the low- 
lying hills.

Carradine threw a glance at Dur
ang, and knew that he too had seen 
it. Durang shifted his eyes, let them 
wander until they came to idle rest on 
Kerry Dyal. His expression altered, 
grew suddenly keen. He frowned, 
rose smoothly to his feet. Carradine 
stiffened slightly, watching, and knew 
that Durang had noticed something.

Kerry Dyal, fully dressed and hat-
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ted, was washing in the creek, back 
turned. There was something about 
the slim, rounded body that was not 
boyish. It was well formed, graceful 
of line.

Durang’s breath made a tiny hiss. 
His eyes glowed, startled and incredu
lous. He stepped forward, quick and 
sinuous, and his right hand swooped. 
There was a sharp cry, a brief strug
gle.

“By— !” Durang’s mouth opened.
He was staring at thick, tumbled 

hair, soft and coppery; at a pale, 
frightened face and wide hazel eyes.

“W ell, burn me for a blind monkey! 
A  girl!”

“Yeah, a girl,” said Garradine, and 
rose to his feet. “ I was wondering 
when you’d notice. Her dad sure tried 
hard to make her a boy. W ise, at that.”

“You knew, eh?” Durang sent him 
a stare. “Smart hombre, R ed!” He 
swore again, laughed, and pulled the 
girl to him. “I sho’ do like—•”

“Smiley,” said Carradine softly, 
“would you want to die?”

No passion stirred the rugged cast 
of his face, but his gray eyes were 
silver bright and hard. He stood loose
ly, hands empty and hanging low.

Durang froze at the soft tone. He 
twisted his head. One hand slithered 
down, stopped an inch from a bone 
gunbutt. His eyes, black pools 
dredged of all laughter, regarded 
Carradine.

“S o !” he breathed. “ Is it that way, 
Red?”

“Anyway you want it, Smiley,” said 
Carradine. “Name the play. W e  let 
the girl alone, an’ we ride out this 
Black River trail. W e  touch her, an’ 
we ride no farther. Meanin’ we both 
draw, an’ die. W e ’re even matched. 
Name it, Smiley.”

He kept all threat from his dead flat 
tone. It was as though the old friend
ship still held, as though it was not 
shattered.

Durang deliberately pondered. The 
girl, released, backed away. He swung 
his glance at her, at Carradine, and his

twist of a smile lifted one corner of 
his mouth.

“W e ’ll let it lie, Red,” he almost 
whispered. “Some other time, eh? Too 
much dinero in the ante to spoil the 
game. Sho’, amigo, we’ll ride out this 
Black River trail. W e ’re friends, 
Red.”

“Sure,” said Carradine, “we’re 
friends, Smiley.” He cast a look at 
the far line of hills. They would be 
making camp over there, Durang’s 
men.

He unrolled his blanket, tossed it 
to the girl. “ It’s all right, Kerry.” He 
spoke to her as though still regarding 
her as a boy. “Roll up an’ get some 
sleep.”

“Sho’,” drawled Durang. “You’re 
safe as money in a bank with us. Be 
passin’ through Mesa Verde t’morrow. 
Buy you some real clothes there. H ’m 
— you still a light sleeper, Red?”

“Very,” said Carradine. “Least 
sound wakes me up, durn it.”

Durang stretched, yawned. “Too 
bad. Same here.”

'T H E  keeper of the Mesa Verde Em- 
porium had a prim, disapproving 

look about him. W ith careful modesty 
he kept his eyes from the dark rear 
of the store. His manner said this was 
the first time his store had been used 
as a lady’s dressing room.

“ I’ll bet,” said Durang as he settled 
the bill, “you’re a deacon.”

“ I don’t bet.” The storekeeper com
pressed his lips, counted the money 
with care and suspicion, and the look 
in his eyes hinted that he thought it 
was probably stolen. Ill-gotten, any
way. The wearing of two guns 
branded a man. Two such men, riding 
up from the border . . . and a pretty 
girl dressed in men’s clothes. . 
Very, very suspicious.

“Sho’, now, Deacon, ain’t you got 
no gamblin’ spirit?”

Durang spread his elbows on the 
counter, winked at Carradine. “Tell 
you what. I bet you don’t know the 
best trail to Salso Bluffs.”
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“So that’s where you’re bound.” The 
storekeeper swept the money into his 
till, slammed the till quickly shut and 
fastened it with its bent nail lock.

“Salso Bluffs. Huh. You’ll be too 
late. They say the Arrowhead's got 
more'n it needs o’— huh— your kind, 
Lettin’ some of ’em go. The little out- 
fits’ve come to terms ’bout those water 
rights. Had to, or git crowded out.” 

Carradine and Durang exchanged a 
look. “That’s downright int’restin’,” 
murmured Carradine. “So the Arrow
head’s a gun outfit, eh?”

The storekeeper gave him a stare. 
“Has been for years,” he grunted, 

“ever since Jarret took it over. Ever’- 
body knows that. Ever’body in the 
Black River country, anyway.”

“And who in hell,” queried Durang, 
“might Jarret be?”

The storekeeper sniffed, muttered 
something about some gents’ thinking 
it cute to play innocent.

“Phin Jarret,” he said distinctly. 
“Mr. Phinias Jarret. Never heard of 
him, huh? Humph! He’s the feller 
who ain’t goin’ to hire you on the Ar
rowhead ’cause they got more gun- 
hands than they need. They already 
got more— ”

“So you said before,” interrupted 
Carradine. “Twice. Is old Waldo Hol- 
linger dead?”

“No, he ain’t,” snapped the store
keeper testily. “A  wise Providence has 
for some durn strange reason kept 
him out o’ hell’s fires, up to now. He 
sits up there in his big house, an’ tells 
Jarret what to do. Jarret’s his step
son. No blood kin, but they’re two of 
a kind. Graspin’— greedy— ”

“You sho’ got your opinions, Dea
con,” commented Durang.

“ I had a brother killed last year by 
Arrowhead riders,” was the terse, acid 
reply. “He had a little spread up there, 
an’ he joined in the fight for water 
rights.”

“Too bad,” remarked Durang with
out visible grief. “You still ain’t told 
us the best trail to Salso Bluffs.”

“The right fork, north o’ town.

Twenty-odd miles. You can save your
selves the ride, though. Jarret’s right 
here in Mesa Verde, with four-five of 
his Arrowhead riders. Came in 
’smornin’. I saw him go in the post 
office down the— h’m.”

The storekeeper broke off, blink
ing at Kerry Dyal, coming from the 
dark rear of the store, dressed in her 
new clothes.

Carradine blinked, too. “Good 
Lord!” he muttered. “She’s— she’s— ” 

“She sure is,” breathed Durang. 
“Kinda dazzlin’, h’m? Did you ever 
see such— such a— a— ”

“ I never did,” said Carradine, and 
tried not to stare as the girl flushed.

He felt vaguely troubled, and sort 
of embarrassed. He had been treating 
her with casual ease, an impersonal 
regard that had fixed her status in his 
mind as practically a boy.

That was all swept away now. Her 
new clothes made her altogether too 
feminine. He wondered that he could 
ever have treated her with that casual 
ease. She was neither boy nor girl. 
She was a grown young woman. She 
had a new quiet dignity, a natural 
grace of movement that made him feel 
suddenly big and awkward.

“A  beauty!” murmured Durang. He 
seemed to be having trouble in catch
ing his breath. “ I figgered she was 
kinda pretty, but— hell’s foundation! 
W ho’d have thought— ”

A heavy tread on the wooden steps, 
and a sudden-startled oath, made Car
radine turn sharply around. Blocking 
the doorway, poised rigid, a tall man 
in black coat and hat stood staring 
in at the girl. His square, heavy face 
looked frozen. Dull eyes, the color of 
lead, opened wide, narrowed again to 
straight slits.

The leaden eyes slid from side to 
side, stabbed first at Carradine, then 
at Durang. The oath came again, this 
time in a sighing hiss. A  swift turn, 
and the big man stepped back into the 
street and was gone.

The room was deathly still for a 
moment after the man left.
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“"VV^HAT the devil?” muttered Car-
™  radine, and moved to the door

way.
He stared after the black coat and 

hat, going rapidly across the street. 
The head twisted around, the dull 
eyes peered back at him. Five men 
drifted out from the opposite side
walk to meet the man.

Behind him, in the store, Carradine 
heard the storekeeper’s dry comment. 
“That was Jarret, if you gents want 
to see him.”

“Jarret?” Durang came up behind 
Carradine. “Sho’, now. So that’s Mr. 
Phineas Jarret, stepson o’ Hollinger 
an’ gun-boss o’ the Arrowhead. So? 
Y ’know, Red, it’s funny. When that 
gent came down an’ said he wanted 
two parties name o’ Dyal put out o’ 
the way, his name was Smith! Yup, 
Red— same hombre. How’s your brain 
workin', amigo?”

“Eh?” Carradine looked over his 
shoulder. “How’s yours?”

“Still workin’,” said Durang softly. 
“But right now is no time for puz
zles. Look. Jarret’s talkin’ to those 
hombres. They’re peekin’ across at us, 
an’ tryin’ to ’pear like they ain’t. 
Trouble, Red— trouble! Mr. Jarret 
knows he’s been double-crossed. Mr. 
Jarret is sore. Mr. Jarret is tellin’ his 
boys to amble over an’ do things.”

“Get the horses, Smiley.” Carradine 
backed into the store. ''‘Go out the 
back an’ bring ’em round from the 
livery. I ’ll head ’em off from the alley, 
if they start.”

“Bueno.”  Durang slipped through 
the store, vanished silently in the rear. 
A  reflected crack of light showed as 
he sidled out of the back door.

“Kerry.” Carradine touched the 
waiting girl’s arm. “You go stand 
near the back door. Duck if there’s 
shootin’, but stand pat till I give the 
word.”

She looked up into his browned 
face, studied the cold stillness in his 
gray eyes. “W hat’s the matter?”

“The feller who wanted you an’ 
your dad killed— he’s out there.” Car

radine jerked his chin toward the sun- 
glared street. “He’s got men with him. 
He’s seen you. He’s your grandfather’s 
range boss. His stepson, too. That 
makes him your— heck, I don’t know. 
Kinda step-uncle o’ yours, reckon. 
Don’t ask me what it adds up to. I 
don’t quite know that, either. Just do 
like I say, eh?”

The girl hesitated, slowly backed 
along the length of the store, still gaz
ing at him. The storekeeper came out 
from behind his counter.

“Say, mister!” He waved a skinny 
hand. “Git outside, if there’s gonna 
be any fightin’. I got breakable goods 
in here.”

“You got a breakable head, too,” 
growled Carradine. “Get back behind 
your counter an’ be ready to flop.”

He flung a glance at the street. 
Across the patch of it that he could 
see through the open front doorway, 
two men sauntered, trying to look dis
interested in everything but their 
saloon cigars. Another man strolled 
after them, paused as though idly 
changing his mind, and came on over 
to the near sidewalk. His figure 
loomed up against the window and 
dropped out of sight as he seated him
self under it in the shade.

Carradine stepped to the doorway. 
The two sauntering men, heading for 
the back alley, sent quick, sidelong 
looks at him. The man sitting under 
the window jerked up his head. Two 
more men, standing beside a saloon 
hitchrack farther down the street, 
moved indolently toward the batwing 
doors. There was no sign of Jarret’s 
black coat and hat.

Carradine waited, eyes swinging 
from left to right, until the two 
sauntering men almost reached the 
mouth of the short alleyway. He sent 
his quiet voice across the slumbering 
silence.

“Where you goin’, fellers?”
They stopped. Both made the half 

turn slowly, and laid deliberate eyes 
on him. One, thin and droopy, gazed 
steadily at Carradine’s hands.
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The other, red-faced and jaunty, 
took his cigar from his mouth and 
sent twin spears of blue smoke 
through his nostrils. “Any business o’ 
yours, mister?” he dragged out.

“Might be,” murmured Carradine, 
and shifted slightly to keep the squat
ting man partly in his view; the fel
low was close to him, a bare ten feet 
from his right.

“W ell, now— ” The red-faced one 
took another puff from his cigar, 
seemed to be meditating. “Don’t see 
how could be. No, sir. Don’t see how. 
W e’re jest— ”

A  shot thudded its echoing note 
into the still air, coming from the 
saloon.

Carradine dropped to one knee, and 
his plain-butted guns cut upward, 
roaring their double report.

The red-faced one, who had in a 
split second exchanged his cigar for 
a gun, stumbled back, coughing. The 
droopy one, weaving his thin body 
like a snake standing on its tail, struck 
for his holster and fired from the hip.

Carradine pitched another shot, saw 
the weaving figure falter, and whirled 
on his knee. The batwing doors of 
the saloon formed an arch over two 
faces and two guns that were lined in 
the wide gap below, hugging the floor.

But it was the squatting man, ten

feet away, who had the drop. The blue 
flash of metal in his hand shrank to 
a pinpoint as the gunbarrel leveled 
out, front sight twinkling. Carradine 
slashed around with his right-hand 
gun, knowing he had neglected that 
fellow too long; the man was already 
squeezing trigger, rising—

A  shattering crash rang out. The 
store window burst outward. Broken 
glass showered down on the gunman, 
and something bounced off his head 
and smashed on the sidewalk. He 
rocked back, partly lost balance, and 
his shot snarled by Carradine’s face.

Durang’s voice, loud but cool, 
sounded from the back alley, “C’mon, 
Red! Quit foolin’ round out there, 
an’ let’s ride!”

Carradine threw one more shot, and 
rolled back into the doorway. He 
bounded up, and found Kerry Dyal 
halfway down the store.

“Told you to wait in the rear!” he 
snapped, and caught her arm.

They raced through the store. The 
back door, open, gave a glimpse of the 
alley. Durang, with the three saddled 
horses, was laughing as he peered in.

“Hey, you!” The storekeeper 
bobbed his head up over the counter, 
“Come back here! You gotta pay me 
for that window an’ that bottle o’ fly- 
killer! You can’t— ”
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“Be durned!’’ snapped Carradine, 
and loped on, the girl running beside 
him. They bolted out into the alley, 
jumped on the horses. Somebody, 
somewhere, was firing wild.

“Gotta pay m e!” The storekeeper 
was still shouting. “You gotta pay me 
for that window an’ that fly-killer! 
I ’ll have the law— !”

“What the heck’s he yammerin’ 
about?” growled Carradine as he 
grabbed up his reins. “Fly-killer! I 
didn’t drink anything.”

“Nor me.” Durang was chuckling. 
“ It was her.” He nodded his head at 
Kerry Dyal. “Yeah, she busted it. I 
saw her. Picked up that bottle o’ fly- 
killer off the counter an’ slammed it 
bang through the window at that fel
ler what had the drop on you, Red. 
Never saw anythin’ so damn funny in 
my life.”

“W ell, I be— !” Carradine kicked 
his horse, and they raced their mounts 
up the alley.

“So that’s what happened. I kinda 
wondered. You saw it, eh, Smiley? 
You just stood there at the back door 
an’ watched. Didn’t have a chance to 
pitch a shot at that feller, I s’pose, 
or did you?”

“Sho\ amigo— sho’,” drawled Dur
ang. “ I had plenty chance. But you 
seemed to be doin’ all right. W hy  
would I butt in an’ spoil your good 
time? There’s blood on your neck, 
Red. Or mebby it’s fly-killer.”

Carradine touched it. “Bullet 
skinned me,” he grunted.

A  rifle spanged its high, whining 
note as they passed a break in the 
alley on the gallop. The bullet 
whirred low overhead.

Durang, bent over, looked back as 
they passed the break.

“Up on a roof, he was,” he re
marked. “Huh. The Arrowhead sho’ 
knows how to put on a welcome 
party!”

“I ’m wonderin’,” said Carradine, 
grimly musing, “what kind o’ wel
come they’ll have for us in Salso 
Bluffs."

CHAPTER 111
Callin' the Dealer

Q A L S O  BLUFFS was quiet. Deep 
^  night, a blue-black sky, and a yel
low crescent of moon enhanced its 
surface note of tranquil peace. Its one 
street, straddling the trail, was 
marked here and there, along its short 
course, by a few lighted windows that 
once in awhile showed a passing 
figure.

“Looks dead,” observed Durang. 
“That big window is a saloon, reckon. 
Mebby they don’t know ’bout us yet. 
Mebby we beat Jarret here.”

“Mebby.” Carradine edged his horse 
between Durang and the girl, and 
Durang grudgingly made room.

They sat their mounts on a high 
knoll beside the trail, and stared down 
at the spotty-lighted little town.

“It’s a mite too quiet,” said Car
radine, and wondered if his nose for 
trouble had become too sharp. It did 
seem as though there was some sort 
of undercurrent down there.

“Here it is the end o’ the month. 
Payday. Place ought to be crowded. 
I don’t like it, somehow.”

“Nerves, Red?” Durang sent him a 
look, mockery glimmering in his 
black eyes. “Hell, you need a drink. 
Let’s go down an’ tip a couple.”

Carradine shook his head, his gaze 
thoughtful. “ I don’t need it that bad. 
W e ought to go on to the Arrowhead, 
an’ have a showdown with old Hol- 
linger. You know where ’tis, don’t 
you?”

“Yeah, I know.” Durang looked 
back over the dark trail, and Carra
dine knew what he was looking for. 
There had been no sign of the follow
ing Mexicans for some time.

“W ell— ?” Carradine let the rest of 
the question hang.

“ I ’m against it,” said Durang. “Fact 
is, I’m changin’ my mind ’bout this 
whole set-up.”

“Nerves, Smiley?” murmured Car
radine.
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“No. Just sense.” Durang leaned on 
his saddle horn. “Old Hollinger ain’t 
goin’ to come through with any 
dinero. W e ’re on a fool’s trail, Red. 
The old mossback’s ready to kill Dyal 
an’ Kerry, both. An’ me. An’ you. 
Him an’ Jarret an’ their gunhands 
rule these parts, seems like. You heard 
what that Mesa Verde storekeeper 
said.”

“Let’s give it all up.” The sudden 
plea came from Kerry, who seldom 
spoke. It made both men turn sharp 
and stare at her. She was white-faced 
in the moonlight.

“Can’t,” said Carradine gruffly, and 
wished he could explain what he 
meant without Durang’s cynical eyes 
to mock him. He wanted to see her 
settled in a permanent home, safe 
from men like Durang. He had an idea 
that if old Waldo Hollinger could see 
his granddaughter, he would turn 
human and take her in, no matter how 
tough he was.

“W e can,” contradicted Durang. 
“W h y can’t we? Hell, we don’t stand 
a chance. Two men against a gun 
spread. My idea was, we’d fix old Hol
linger an’ Kerry’d claim the spread as 
next kin. Then I— er— we’d cut in on 
it. But it don’t pan out that way. I ’m 
ready to drift back to Mexico.”

“Go right ahead, Smiley,” said Car
radine. “As for me, I’m playin’ the 
hand out.”

“You ain’t got a hand,” drawled 
Durang. “There ain’t no game left. 
Kerry goes back to Mexico with me.”

“The hell she does! I ’ll— ”
“You’ll do nothin’, Red.” Durang 

straightened up, and his smile was a 
taunt. “You forgot something. But 
Kerry ain’t forgot. Her dad’s down 
there in my hangout. He’ll stay there 
till I get back. Sabe, amigo? This lit- 
Ie gal’s gonna do just what I tell her. 
Eh, Kerry?”

The girl bowed her head. Her an
swer, low and almost inaudible, barely 
reached them. “Yes.”

“Sho’ you will.” Durang nodded 
cheerfully. “So what can you do, Red?

No use lookin’ tough like that, amigo. 
You can’t do a damn— ah!” His teeth 
clicked shut, and his right hand 
stopped its swift downward stroke.

Carradine already had a gun out, 
cocked and aimed.

“D o?” he breathed. His gray eyes 
stabbed savage, naked menace. “ I can 
cripple you, Smiley. I can drag you 
back to that hole o’ yours, an’ carry 
Dyal out o’ there. I can do that, 
Smiley!”

For a moment they glared into each 
other’s eyes across the girl’s head.

“Sho’, now, Red, you’re crazy!” 
purred Durang. “Always was. That’s 
a damn tall order. You don’t know 
how tall. W hat’s wrong with you, 
anyway? Is it the girl, here? Never 
thought you cared much for women. 
You— ”

“Do we play out the hand, Smiley?” 
cut in Carradine. “Or do we cash chips 
right here?”

Durang pulled a sack of makings 
from his vest pocket, began carefully 
building a smoke. His hands were 
steady, unhurried. W ith the string in 
his teeth he glanced up at Carradine.

“You’re dealin’, amigo,”  he mur
mured, and dropped his eyes to the 
gun. “Let’s amble down an’ get that 
drink. It’s me needs it now, C’mon, 
Kerry.” He nudged his horse forward 
down the slope.

He looked back over his shoulder 
as his mount took the downgrade. 
“You’re dealin’,” he repeated tone- 
lessly. “But if you take my advice 
you’ll throw in your cards.”

“I ’m stickin’,” said Carradine, and 
holstered his gun.

Durang dung his right arm high, 
made a cutting sweep with his hand.

“All right, Red,” he called back, and 
gave a dry, brittle laugh. “ It’s just 
too damn bad, is all.”

TH E Y  cantered down the long 
slope into the quiet, drowsing 

Salso Bluffs, and their hoofbeat 
echoes seemed to ring out loud behind 
the high knoll they were leaving. Car
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radine half turned his head, cocked 
an ear to listen.

Echoes? Seemed too distant for 
that. He turned front in time to catch 
a glimpse of Durang’s face, peering 
back at him. He did not look to the 
rear again.

They walked their mounts into 
Salso Bluffs’ single street, and found 
it empty. Even the lighted windows 
showed no shadows behind them. A  
few ponies stood with drooping 
heads at the hitchracks, most of them 
outside the town’s one saloon.

Carradine found an eerie tinge in 
the unnatural hush. It was as though 
the whole town were listening, hold
ing breath. He tried to shake it off, 
told himself his senses were too fine
drawn. It was no more dangerous here 
in Salso Bluffs than out there in the 
open country. Not as much, perhaps.

Durang’s Mexicans were somewhere 
behind. Those echoes; they had 
seemed very loud and distinct, beyond 
the knoll.

He thought of Durang’s queer ges
ture— the upflung arm and quick 
sweep of hand. A  signal to men in the 
rear? Likely enough. And Durang’s 
insistence on getting a drink; that 
gave an excuse for riding, with the 
beat of their hoofs muffling sounds of 
other riders coming up behind the 
knoll.

It added up.
Carradine dismounted, led his horse 

alongside the lighted saloon and 
hitched it to a broken fence post. 
Durang left his at the hitchrack, and 
motioned for Kerry to do the same.

“ It’s too quiet,” said Carradine 
again. “ If this isn’t a trap, I never 
saw one. You’re a fool, Smiley. I got 
notions o’ what you’re fixin’ to do.”

“Nerves, Red —  nerves,” drawled 
Durang, “ I’m fixin’ to have a drink. 
C’mon, Kerry. Mebby he ain’t thirsty.”

“Takin’ her in there?” Carradine 
closed a hand on the girl’s shoulder. 
“No you don’t, Smiley!”

Durang did not look at him. “C’mon, 
Kerry,” he said again, commandingly.

Kerry moved her shoulder under 
Carradine’s grip.

“Let me go— please.” Her voice was 
strained, shaky. “ I— I’ve got to. Don’t 
you see?”

Carradine let his hand fall, forced 
down his wave of black anger.

“I should’ve shot you, Smiley, up 
there on the knoll,” he said huskily. 
“You know damn well this is a trap. 
You’re riskin’ her life, just in the 
hope I ’ll get dropped. You damn fool 
— what about yourself?”

“I’ve lived this long, amigo,”  mur
mured Durang. He darted a quick 
glance at the high bulk of the knoll, 
overhanging the town. “ I got cards to 
beat all hands, Red. Yeah, it’s you’s 
the damn fool. You had the drop on 
me. Too late now. Hell’s front an’ back 
o’ you, amigo.”

“W e ’ll be lucky,” ground out Car
radine, “ if any of us get out o’ this 
alive.”

“ I’m lucky,” said Durang. “Always 
was. Let’s get that drink, eh? I hanker 
to give these two-bit Arrowhead gun
nies a s’prise, if they’re waitin’ for 
us.” He sauntered on up the saloon 
steps, the girl beside him.

Carradine followed. He sent a look 
at the knoll, and was not surprised to 
see figures shifting down its dark 
face, coming into Salso Bluffs.

“Y ’know”— Durang paused at the 
saloon doors— “I always play for all 
the stakes, Red. I was willin’ to cut 
you in on this, though. But there ain’t 
nothin’ in it any more, ’cept Kerry, 
an’ how you got notions ’bout her. 
You’re just too damn meddlin’, amigo. 
Too apt to go off half-cocked. Too 
downright dangerous.”

He shoved open the saloon doors.
“So we’ll have that drink,” he fin

ished, and gave his brittle laugh again.
They stepped into the barroom. 

Quiet here, too. Behind the bar, under 
the hanging oil lamps, stood the bar
tender. Bald and fat, he rested beefy 
arms on the bar. His sleepy, slow- 
moving eyes lifted, regarded the in
coming three, drooped again.
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Durang led the way to the bar, put 
a foot on the brass rail, and stared 
blandly at the fat bartender.

“Whisky for mine,” he ordered. 
“What’s yours, Red? You drink, 
Kerry?”

The girl shook her head.
“Make mine a beer,” said Carradine, 

and ran his eyes over the barroom. 
Empty. A  few half-finished drinks 
stood on the scattered tables. A  ciga
rette still burned, its thin spiral of 
smoke curling upward in the stale, 
motionless air. He could feel the 
presence of men, of watching eyes.

THERE was a door off to the left, 
open. A  room set apart for the 

gambling games, probably. Nothing 
going on in there now, though. It 
wasn’t even lighted. The hanging oil 
lamps above the bar sent a long tri
angle of dim yellow through the door
way and across the floor of the room.

“Kinda slow night, eh, barkeep?” 
remarked Durang affably, and turned 
to sweep an idle glance over the big 
front window. Its lower part had 
been painted a once-bright red.

The bartender grunted something, 
and withdrew along the bar, wiping 
its scarred surface with his dirty 
apron.

Carradine poured his beer, his eyes 
on the triangle of light. He, too, 
turned so that he had a view of the 
front window. He shot a swift look 
at it, wondering if Durang’s Mexicans 
were yet behind that faded strip of 
red paint. When he looked again at 
the triangle, its outline was broken.

He finished pouring his beer, put 
the bottle behind him on the bar, and 
eyed the man who slowly stepped out 
of the darkened gambling room. Bony, 
cadaverous, the man looked like a 
half-starved lion. Yellow hair hung 
down under his stiff hat. Yellow skin, 
like tanned leather stretched tight on 
a frame, seemed to keep his narrow 
bloodless lips from closing over his 
teeth. It gave him the appearance of 
constantly sneering.

Carradine shifted slightly, hooked 
a thumb in his belt, and sipped his 
beer. Beside him he caught Durang’s 
faint whisper,

“Know him, Red? That’s Launt. 
Ace trigger man. If the Arrowhead’s 
got more like him— huh!”

Launt moved deliberately over to a 
table, sat down facing the bar, and 
kept his chair pushed well back. Other 
men came drifting out of the dark
ened room, hard-eyed and lounging, 
and stood silently staring at nothing 
in particular.

Durang, whispering, named those 
he knew as they came out. “Choppy 
Reed. Hard Harrison. Jay Dekker. 
That’n looks like Ding-dong George. 
Lawdy me, what a crew. Y ’know, Red, 
mebby you’re right. I’ll be damn 
lucky to get out. Didn’t figger on a 
crew like this.” He cast another 
searching look at the front window. 
He still wore his meaningless smile, 
but his eyes were tense, urgent.

Carradine took a deep breath.
“ I hope you liked your drink, 

Smiley,” he muttered. “ I hope you get 
dropped. I hope your damn spies get 
wiped out. Kerry, walk over to the 
door. W alk slow an’ easy. Smiley, 
we’re goin’ to cover her while she 
gets out. Go ahead, girl. W e ’ll 
follow.”

“Sho’,” breathed Durang. “W e ’ll 
follow. Just a short walk, is all. Just 
a short walk ’cross hell’s burnin’ bot
tom!”

The girl hesitated, looking at both 
of them. Slowly she moved away from 
the bar, started across the floor. Car
radine found time to admire her self 
control. She walked easily, naturally.

Launt rose from his chair.
“Say, gal.” His light eyes bored at 

her. His voice held a dangerous purr. 
“C’mon over here to me, if yo’re tired 
o’ them two fiddle-heads.”

The girl walked on, not turning 
her eyes. The lounging men stiffened, 
hands restless. Launt stepped fast 
around his table, as if to head her 
off from the door.
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“Don’t do it, hombre!” Carradine 
snapped the command, stepped away 
from the bar, hands hanging loose. He 
was aware that Duran g had moved, 
too, was walking forward after Kerry.

Launt swung his bony body to an 
abrupt halt, facing Carradine across 
the dozen yards that separated them. 
Like a stage magician drawing atten
tion away from a deft bit of palming, 
he flirted his right hand outward, 
stroked fast with his left to the cut
away holster on his hip.

The flirt of the hand was a signal. 
Other hands slapped down, hit butts. 
Eyes mocked Carradine. Bodies froze, 
half crouched.

Launt, left arm crooked and fingers 
closed on his gun, sidled forward 
another step.

“Stop, gal!” he barked. “Yuh too, 
Durang.”  His light eyes never left 
Carradine. “Did yuh say somethin’, 
yuh sorrel-topped— ”

“ I did,” said Carradine, and saw 
Durang had halted with the girl, a 
bare two steps from the door. His 
hands were hooked, ready for their 
swift clutch at his plain guns.

“ I sabe the set-up, Launt. Let the 
girl go. Durang an’ me, we’ll— ”

“Y o’re Carradine,” broke in Launt 
softly. “Red Carradine. W e never 
met, down in that Hondo range war. 
I was on the other side. Always 
wanted to meet yuh. Fast, huh? Fast 
as Durang? C’mon, yuh benighted 
pair o’ gun pilgrims— draw!”

Durang gave a sudden high yell, 
and his shoulder hit the girl, sending 
her reeling through the double swing 
doors. The doors remained open after 
she hurtled through, brown hands 
grasping their edges from the out
side. Swarthy faces, tilted over the 
sights of short carbines.

Carradine ducked, snatched at his 
gunbutts as the carbines roared red 
streaks into the barroom. Above his 
head an oil lamp exploded with a 
crash of burst glass, and a ragged 
sheet of flame dropped from its wreck
age. The other lamp, down at the far

end of the bar, dissolved and winked 
out.

In the flickering red flare of the 
spilled oil's flame, Carradine got a 
glimpse of the Arrowhead gunmen 
lunging forward. Launt’s gun spat 
three times, fast, as the double doors 
swung shut. W ith his third shot, an 
outburst of thudding reports made an 
ear-splitting din inside the barroom.

Carradine whirled, made a flying 
leap for the bar and glasses crunched 
under his worn boots as he landed on 
top of it. For an instant he stood 
poised, cut off from the burning oil's 
glare, and looked to the front doors.

No chance of getting out that way. 
He could see them shaking to the rip
ping impact of bullets that struck 
them from both inside and out. Du- 
rang’s Mexicans were blazing at them, 
stopping pursuit.

Carradine jumped down behind the 
bar as a bullet tugged his hair and 
plowed a patch through shelved bot
tles. He landed hard on the bartender, 
who let out a howl and dropped some
thing that clattered on the floor.

Outside in the street, Durang’s 
voice called out above the gunfire, 
and reached inside the smoke-filled 
barroom. “S’long, Red! W e ’ll miss 
you, Kerry an’ me! Adios, amigo!”

HO O F B E A T S and the softer pat
ter of feet withdrew down the 

street, but the doors still shook to 
the echoing reports of the carbines.

Men were cursing, shouting, stum
bling about among upturned tables 
and chairs. A  face bobbed up over 
the bar.

“Hey, Beefy!” rapped a brittle 
voice. “Did that red-haired son— ” 

Carradine fired, and the face 
dropped. He hit the squirming bar
tender, who went limp, and ran 
crouching along behind the bar. A  
spot of weak light suddenly speared 
from the woodwork beside him. A  
tiny splinter jabbed into his arm. Other 
ragged little spots appeared. They 
knew he was behind the bar. They
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were searching him out with their 
guns.

He kept on along the bar until he 
reached the end, and paused under 
the flap to take quick stock. The flam
ing patch of spilled oil gave poor 
light. A ll he could see were tables 
and chairs tipped over, some shifting 
figures, and here and there the snap
ping stab of a triggered gun.

A  short distance off, along to the 
left of the wall that blocked him, was 
the doorway of the gambling room. 
He measured the distance. He was 
thinking of Durang, as he made his 
stooping run; thinking how much he 
wanted to put a bullet into Durang.

Somebody sighted his stooping 
figure, fired, and yelled.

Carradine said, “H ell!” and rolled 
the rest of the way. He was hit. The 
ribs along his left side felt as if they 
had been punched in.

He dragged himself up on hands 
and knees, fumbled a gun into his 
palm, and backed across the floor of 
the gambling room. Shadows flitted 
across the threshold, came crowding 
up to the doorway. Carradine spent 
two shots, circled around a roulette 
layout, and squatted behind it, breath
ing hard.

“ I got him with that’n,” said some
body. “Look there. Blood on the floor. 
Hard cuss to down, ain’t he? How 
yuh feel, sorrel-top?”

“Can still pitch a slug,” said Carra
dine, and sent one high.

The brim of a hat jerked back ab
ruptly from the doorpost, and the 
same voice swore aggrievedly about 
a ruined Stetson.

Launt’s purry voice came. “ If some 
of us could git out thet damn door—  
git round to the winder—  W ho’ll try 
it with me? Durang’s bunch is backin’ 
out. Sounds like jest one or two still 
coverin’ the front.”

Carradine looked behind him, 
picked out the dim sheen of a small 
window. He crawled backward to it, 
keeping the roulette layout between 
himself and the door. His side hurt

more when he straightened up. The 
throbbing pain made him a little sick 
and giddy.

He heard a faint creak in the bar
room, as somebody carefully eased 
open the front doors. A  carbine spat 
viciously along the street, followed 
on the instant by the heavier boom 
of a six-gun inside the saloon. A  sharp 
cry lifted, wailed off.

Launt said, “Got him! Only one 
more out there. Rest’ve vamosed. 
Stamp out thet blaze, some o’ yuh. 
W e ’ll git that’n next. Blase thet 
tricky Durang! The boss is gonna be 
sore as hell.”

Carradine tried the grimy little side 
window. It slid up an inch, stuck, 
and he had to pry it with a gunbarrel. 
It rasped badly as he levered it past 
the sticking point. He covered the 
sound with a fit of loud coughing 
that made his ribs take fire.

“Cough it up, Red!” sneered some
body in the barroom. “W e got plenty 
more pills fer yuh.”

Carradine eased his long, pain- 
racked frame over the window-sill. 
He fell when half through, and landed 
on hard earth. His horse, standing 
tethered to the broken fence post, 
snorted and nervously pawed the 
ground.

Two more shots rang out down the 
street. All lights were out now. A  
six-gun blared close by. From far off, 
a voice sent a hail through the night. 
Footsteps, faint and rapid, beat a re
treat along the boarded walk. The 
front doors of the saloon creaked 
again.

Carradine scrambled up into his 
saddle, tore the reins free, and heeled 
hard. W ith the hammering of his 
mount’s hoofs, a man let out a shout. 
Again a gun barked. He hipped 
around in the saddle, chopped a fast 
shot that sent a murky figure lunging 
back to cover, and slapped his slither
ing horse with the smoking barrel.

Broken ground and scattered trash 
behind the saloon made the horse trip 
and stumble a half-dozen times before
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clearing it. Carradine, legs wrapped 
tight around the animal’s middle, held 
on and gasped as the jolting sent fresh 
pain through him. He reined over to
ward the high knoll, skirting the rest 
of town in a wide arc.

It still was dark in Salso Bluffs 
when he looked back, and the gunfire 
had ceased. The sounds of men run
ning and shouting came plainly up to 
him, as he beat his horse to more speed 
up the slope of the knoll. All was 
quiet and deserted here. Under the 
moonlight the trail showed bare and 
empty.

He strained his eyes, trying to see 
the farther skyline, as he topped the 
crest of the knoll. The uneven line of 
it was vague, blurred, but one small 
bit of it seemed to move, seemed to 
be rising and falling in jerky motions.

“Headin’ for home,” he said aloud, 
and swore. “Damn sidewinder!” He 
jammed fresh shells into his guns as 
he rode on, and tried to ignore the 
tearing pain in his ribs.

CHAPTER IV
When Friends Meet

TIHE morning sun greeted Carra
dine with cheerful mockery, as_ he 

forced his laboring mount on through 
loose, drifting sand. The glare of it, 
intensified by the reflected shimmer 
of the great rolling dunes, hurt his 
eyes. He kept closing them, partly to 
shield them, partly from weariness.

His side had stopped smarting. It 
had stopped bleeding, too, and the 
shabby shirt had stuck to it. It ached 
now, like a huge bruise. He peered, 
squinting, along the trail he was fol
lowing. The night winds had done 
their best to fill in the hoofmarks, but 
they still showed up clearly enough 
when sighted along their straight 
length toward the southwest.

“They didn’t make camp, reckon,” 
he muttered, and found his voice was 
an unfamiliar dry croak. He blew 
gathered dust from his lips, fumbled

instinctively for his canteen, and re
membered it was empty.

“Damn,” he said, and patiently 
kicked his tired horse.

He tipped a hand against the sand’s 
blinding shimmer, and squinted again 
along the line of near-filled tracks. 
Durang must have forced the pace 
and kept going all through the night. 
That meant tired horses ahead, too. 
They’d have to make camp some time.

Carradine sighed. If he could man
age to keep his own horse going— and 
manage to stay in the saddle. . . . His 
short sigh changed to a grunt. His 
reddened eyes grew intent. There was 
another long dune ahead. The tracks 
marked its near bank, but did not ex
tend beyond it, where the desert 
lifted to the sharp horizon.

He drew steadily closer to the low- 
lying dune, running his narrowed 
glance along it. A  glint appeared, 
then others. One of them puffed a 
wispy ball of smoke. The crack of the 
report sounded flat and tiny against 
the lowering silence.

Feeling dully emotionless, Carra
dine listened to the thin whine of the 
bullet. It struck sand just ahead of 
his plodding mount. He looked with 
incurious eyes at the mark as he 
passed it, and rode on.

A  head rose up from behind the 
dune. Another figure rose beside it. 
Durang and Kerry. The metallic 
glints remained, motionless and 
menacing. Durang came walking down 
the bank, the girl following. The 
polished bone handles of Durang’s 
guns made little white flickers as they 
moved rhythmically back and forth 
in their hand-tooled holsters.

Carradine rode up to them, pulled 
his horse to a grateful halt, and stared 
down at Durang.

“You lack guts, Smiley,” he said 
tonelessly. He felt strangely calm, but 
there was a tight ball inside of him 
that wanted to burst.

“So?” Durang’s eyes, too, grew in
tent. “ I wouldn’t say that ’bout you, 
Red. Fool for luck, you are. An’ a
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fool for crazy nerve, I’da sworn you 
was— ”

“You lack guts,” said Carradine 
again.

The intentness in Durang’s black 
eyes deepened. His dark face did not 
change exp res
sion, but seemed, 
to stiffen. “How 
you figger that,
Red?”

“You lack the 
guts to shoot it 
out with me.”

Durang tapped 
fingers against 
his thighs.

“ I ’ m r e a d y  
when you are, 
amigo, ’’ h e  
breathed, and his 
eyes took on the 
glitter of gun
man’s pride. “ I’m 
ready to die if 
you are.”

“Big talk,” said 
Carradine. “Your 
spies are ready to 
shoot, soon’s I 
make a move.
W a l k  w ith me 
out o’ range— both you an’ Kerry.”

“Uh-uh.” Durang slowly shook his 
head. “Too tired. Been in the saddle 
all night.”

“Yellow!” spat Carradine. “ I won
der you didn’t stay skulked down with 
your spies an’ plug me as I came up, 
’stead of just sendin’ that warnin’ 
shot.”

A  vein stood out and quivered on 
Durang’s high forehead.

“That wasn’t a warnin’ shot.” His 
lips barely opened. “I hit Mateo’s arm 
as he fired. That’s why he missed. I 
figgered to give you one last chance 
to git off my trail. All night I been 
feelin’ kinda bad ’bout leavin’ you in 
that trap. I did it deliberate. I wanted 
to git shet o’ you.”

His shifting glance slid to Kerry.

“ I did it deliberate," he repeated. “ It 
wasn’t I turned yeller. I got you into 
it, an’ left you there. But when I saw 
you ridin’ down just now, damned if 
I didn’t feel glad. Yeah, Red, I aimed 
to give you one last chance. But I’m 

c h a n g i n ’ m y  
mind.”

“Then signal 
your spies to  
shoot.” Carradine 
l e t  h is  g r a y ,  
bloodshot eyes 
shine hard con
tempt. “But I ’ll 
get one shot off 
before I drop. 
One’ll be enough. 
It’ll be enough to 
finish a yellow, 
woman - figh tin ’ 
quitter!”

Durang’s hands 
moved. His lean 
head jerked for
ward.

“You’re pushin’ 
me, Red!” he 
r a s p e d .  “You 
know I ain’t yel
ler, nor— ”

“I ’ll push you 
more,” said Carradine, and dis
mounted stiffly from his drooping 
horse. “You’re a woman-fighter. 
You— ”

“Kerry’s goin’ back to Mexico with 
me of her own accord.” Durang took 
a stance, breathing hard. “Don’t say 
the rest, Red!”

“ She’d go back, to save her dad," 
nodded Carradine. “Here’s the rest. 
You’re a quitter— you quit the Arrow
head set-up ’cause it looked tough. 
Things have to be easy to suit you, or 
you quit cold. Adds up, don’t it?"

“N o !” rapped Durang. His face was 
pale, twitching. “ I was goin’ to warn 
you, Red. I was goin’ to tell you to 
ride on your way an’ forget all this. 
That’s why I came out an’ met you. 
That’s why I brought Kerry over with

Durang was backed by his cut-throat crew.
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me, so’s you’d know she’s actin’ on her 
own free will. But you’ve gone too 
far, damn you!”

He began a swift signal with his 
left hand, halted it when Carradine’s 
palm smacked on a gunbutt.

“Go on, Smiley— finish it,” said Car- 
radine gently. “Finish it, an’ we’ll 
go to hell together. But you’ll still 
be a yellow quitter!”

Slowly, Durang dropped his 
hand. He shuddered as though 
cold, trying to reach self-control 
through the wild red haze of his fury.

“Me— yeller!” he choked. “Damn 
you, Red, I’ll show you! I’ll show 
you how far I can go! I’ll— ”

Carradine laughed a short, hard 
laugh of sneering irony.

“ Big talk. Never knew a yellow dog 
yet that couldn’t bark its head off, 
tryin’ to prove how tough it is. But it 
stays a yellow dog, just the same. 
Takes more’n barkin’, Smiley. Y ’got 
to bite.”

“ I can bite.” Durang seemed to have 
difficulty in swallowing something. 
“I can bite, Red! I ’ll ride a trail you 
won’t have guts to follow. W e ’ll go 
back. W e ’ll go to that Arrowhead 
spread, an’ take it! Take it, sabe? I 
got five men left. They got mebby two 
dozen. But I ’ll take it !”

Carradine uttered his hard laugh 
again. “Still barkin’ !”

Durang bared his teeth. “ I bite 
plenty hard. I ’ll take that Arrowhead 
outfit. I’ll strip it. I ’ll wipe out ev’ry 
son in it. You don’t know me, Red. 
Yeller? Damn! If you’re still round 
when the smoke clears, I’ll make you 
eat that!”

“It’s a bet,” said Carradine, and his 
tired mind knew a moment of 
triumph.

Durang swung on his heel, stalked 
back toward the dune, his every 
movement betraying blind rage. Kerry 
stood undecided, looking first at one, 
then at the other. Her eyes fell on 
Carradine’s bloodstained shirt. She 
made a step toward him.

Carradine looped reins over his arm,

gestured, and both walked slowly 
after the striding Durang.

“Yeah, he can bite,” he muttered. 
“He bit hard on that. Lord, he’s a big
ger fool than I am.”

“Please— whatever happens— don’t 
kill him.” Kerry caught his arm, was 
looking up into his haggard face. 
“W ill you?”

“ N o,” said Carradine w ryly. 
“Chances are he’ll kill me. But mebby 
by that time we’ll have you settled, 
somehow. Your dad, too. Mebby Hol- 
linger will pay that ransom.”

“But— he’s trying to have me 
killed!”

“Jarret is,” corrected Carradine. 
“I’m kind of short on brains, but I 
think I got this thing figgered out. 
Jarret wants you dead. He’s old Hol- 
linger’s stepson. Be his heir, if it 
wasn’t for you. He saw that letter, 
reckon— the one your dad sent to Hol- 
linger ’bout you. That’s the way 
things shape up in my mind. But then, 
my mind ain’t first class. Mebby I’m 
wrong.”

The girl gave him a long, queer 
look. “You’re a— a strange kind of 
man,” she said slowly. “ I thought at 
first you were like Durang, but— ”

“I am,” he said somberly. “ I get 
more like him every day, but he keeps 
ahead of me. Don’t fool yourself ’bout 
me, Kerry. An’ don’t feel bad if any
thing happens. The world’s a better 
place without the likes o’ Durang an’

ftme.
“Durang,” she nodded. “But not 

you.”
Durang beat them to the dune. 

When they climbed over it, he was 
standing with his five Mexicans, talk
ing in quick, jerky whispers. He 
stopped as Carradine and Kerry got 
within hearing distance, and walked 
over to the bunched horses. The Mexi
cans stood silent and staring, finger
ing their carbines, their dull eyes only 
partly comprehending.

“W e can’t start right away.” Durang 
flung the words over his shoulder at 
Carradine. “Horses are tuckered out.
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Have to rest ’em. W e ’ll start out this 
afternoon. That’ll get us to the Ar
rowhead late tonight, when they’re 
mebby sleepin’.”

Carradine nodded.
“There’s a storm cornin’ up, any

way.” He gestured toward the north, 
where the sky had taken on a sullen 
mauve. “Can’t travel till it blows over. 
One thing, it’ll wipe out our tracks, 
if they’re trailin’ us.”

CHAPTER V
Biindmcm's Bluff

THE moonlight made a great, 
ghostly white cube of the Arrow

head ranch house. Around its high 
square block squatted the long bunk- 
house and outbuildings, ’ ike satellites 
crouched at its feet. W ith distance 
and darkness tricking the eye, the 
whole place looked huge, grim, for
bidding.

Carradine pinched on the nose of 
his horse as the animal began a snort.

The silent-footed Mateo was com
ing back, slipping down the long, 
gradual slope with the easy quietness 
of a born prowler. The Mexican 
passed Carradine without a word or 
sign, and went to Durang. They whis
pered together. Durang’s tone sound
ed sharp, eager. Mateo repeated some
thing in his whining, guttural speech, 
and shook his head.

“What’s he say?” asked Carradine. 
Durang raised his head.
“Nobody there,” he said softly. 

“Nobody. Bunkhouses empty. Not 
many saddles, either. Must be they’re 
still out tryin’ to trail us. The big 
house is quiet, too. I ’m wonderin’ how 
many are out night-hawkin’ the herds. 
Mebby not many. Plenty good stock 
on this Arrowhead range.”

“Still lookin' for what’s easy, 
eh, Smiley?” murmured Carradine. 
“Where’s your nerve?”

Durang swore under his breath. He 
motioned to his five Mexicans, mut
tered a word, The party moved up the

long grade, leading the horses. Car
radine maneuvered himself next to 
Kerry. He and the girl walked to
gether.

They entered the wide, well-kept 
yard, paused a moment to listen, and 
went on around to the back of the big 
house. Durang was first to push open 
a door and step over the threshold. 
He led the way through a kitchen and 
into a long living room. Square beams 
of moonlight streamed through the 
windows along one side, and the pale 
radiance added a note of eerie gloom 
to the silence.

“Like a damn graveyard,” muttered 
Durang, and irritably cursed one of 
his men. “Keep your thievin’ fingers 
offa things, Chico. This is more’n just 
a loot hunt. W e  gotta— what was 
that?”

They stood like images, listening to 
a slow, measured thump-thump over
head. It ceased. Stairs squeaked to a 
heavy, deliberate tread. The thumping 
came again, louder with nearness. 
Something rattled sharply on a door. 
The door, barely visible in the 
shadowed half of the living room, 
swung open.

“W ho’s there?” The query came in 
a rumbling growl. “That you, Phin? 
Where y’been? I wanta know, y ’hearj 
Too much goin’ on round here that I 
don’t understand. Don’t like it. Is it 
more trouble?”

The rising inflection of the deep 
voice brought faint echoes from the 
hanging pots and pans in the rear 
kitchen, but no reply from the group.

“Dammit, answer m e!” A  shape 
moved forward into the room. Big, 
lumbering, like a great bear, it stood 
with head slowly turning from side to 
side. “ I heard you all come in. I can 
hear your breathin’. Tryin’ to fool me, 
Phin?”

Durang dipped a match from his 
vest pocket and thumbed it. His right 
hand rested on his holster. In the 
sputtering flare of the small flame, the 
group stared at the owner of the voice.

Huge, bowed-shouldered, the man
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stood with shaggy gray head thrust 
forward, frowning. Gnarled as a 
weathered oak, he bore the crude dig
nity of strength, age and authority. 
The deep lines in his face gave its 
rugged features sharp prominence. 
Under the jutting brows, his wide-set 
blue eyes looked blank, without focus.

The light of the match seemed to 
give the man no further knowledge. 
He came forward another step, his 
frown deepening. He looked at no
body, but stared straight ahead. Im
patiently, he tapped the floor with a 
heavy blackthorn stick, the thump of 
it as imperious as the bang of a 
judge’s gavel.

“He’s blind,” whispered Carradine.
“ ’Course I’m blind!” The ears of 

the out-thrust head had caught the 
whisper. “But I can— who’re you? I 
don’t know that voice. W ho is he, 
Phin? New hand?”

“Phin ain’t here,” drawled Durang, 
and lighted a brass lamp on the table. 
His black eyes were keen, alive to 
opportunity. “He’s out ridin’, him an’ 
the bunch, lookin’ for us. I ’m Smiley 
Durang. This other fellow is Red 
Carradine. Five other hombres here 
too, but they ain’t important. I Agger 
you’re old man Hollinger, eh?”

“Durang? W hy, you— 1” The black
thorn, thick as a club, swished 
through the air.

Durang nimbly ducked. “Never 
mind the compliments, Hollinger, ol’ 
hoss,” he remarked. “A n’ go easy with 
that stick. I ’m li’ble to— ”

“There’s somebody else here, too, 
Hollinger,” put in Carradine. He 
watched the lined old face, “Your 
granddaughter.”

“My— what?” Old Waldo Hollinger 
stood with the blackthorn poised. 
“Granddaughter? What the flamin’ 
gates you talkin’ about?”

“Sho’— your granddaughter,” purred 
Durang. “Dyal’s kid, the one he wrote 
you about.”

“He doesn’t know,” said Carradine. 
“He doesn’t know, Smiley. Phin Jar- 
ret must’ve stopped Dyal’s letter.

Yeah, dumb as I am, I flggered that. 
He kept that letter from Hollinger. 
He learned about Dyal an’ Kerry. 
That’s why he hired you to put ’em 
out o’ the way. That’s why he’s 
been— ”

“W hat’re you talkin’ about?” roared 
Hollinger again. “Dyal? Where is he? 
Where’s Anne? You mean they got a 
daughter?”

“Dyal’s on his back, with a bullet in 
his leg, down in Durang’s hangout,” 
said Carradine. “ His wife— Anne—  
died years ago. Yeah, they had a 
daughter. Kerry Dyal. She’s right 
here. Go on over to him, Kerry. You 
tell him.”

He moved to the lamp, let his body 
cut its light from Hollinger and the 
girl as they met, and turned his back 
on them. He heard Kerry’s halting 
murmur, and old Hollinger’s gasp of 
shock.

|~\URANG stood gazing, bold and 
^  unabashed. His flve Mexicans 
stared, dark faces impassive.

“Right touchin’ little scene, Red,” 
murmured Durang, eyes deliberately 
cynical. “You’re missin’ somethin’.”

He turned away, walked down the 
length of the room, and came back 
again.

“Gotta hurry this,” he muttered. 
“Damn! Makes it sort o’ queer, him 
bein’ blind an’ all.”

Carradine gazed at him over the 
lamp. “Sure does, Smiley.”

Durang swung to face him. His eyes 
went hard.

“But it makes no diff’rence, sabe?” 
he snapped harshly. “You know what 
I set out to do, Red. Kerry’s next kin 
to Hollinger. W ith him dead, she gets 
ev’rything. The law’ll back her."

“Yeah,” nodded Carradine. “The 
law won’t know you’re waitin’ to strip 
her of it all. You got her father. 
That’s a card you’ll play for all it’s 
worth. Likely enough you aim to 
double-cross her in the end, an’ take 
her too. But first, Smiley, you got to 
murder a blind man.”
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“You think I won’t?” Durang’s 
mouth set tight and straight. “You 
think I ’d go soft first? Hell! One man 
’tween me an’ all this.” He slid his 
gaze to Kerry and Hollinger.

The girl was looking at him with 
horror-filled eyes. The old man, 
bristling, was rearing up his shaggy 
head and gripping his blackthorn 
stick.

“No, Smiley.” Carradine shook his 
head, stepped back from the lamp and 
the table. “You won’t go soft. Nine 
years ago I ’d have knocked down any 
gent who’d say you’d kill a blind man. 
But that was then. It’s different now. 
Yeah, you’d kill a blind man. But you 
won’t, Smiley.”

His hands sliced in the fastest draw 
of his life, so fast that his fingers 
stung with the slapping impact.

“You won’t, Smiley,” he said again, 
and swung one gun to cover the 
Mexicans.

Durang had snapped into movement 
at the first flick of the draw. His right 
hand struck, started up with its hard, 
compact load. He halted it, stood glar
ing stonily into the round muzzle that 
covered him. His Mexicans remained, 
taut and motionless, like molded 
statues, only their eyes alive.

Old Hollinger, one powerful arm 
around Kerry, stood like a mastiff 
sniffing the air. Sounds and instinct 
had told him what had happened. His 
face revealed nothing but a calm 
weighing of events.

For what seemed a long time, Dur
ang stared at the covering gun, study
ing it, studying his chances of com
pleting his draw. His thoughts showed 
in his eyes. He did not relax.

“What now, Red?” he breathed 
finally.

“ I think I’ll have to kill you.” Car
radine said it simply, without heat. 
“I think I ’ll have to, Smiley. Dyal 
would say yes to that, if he knew, 
an’ take his chances of gettin’ out of 
your hangout alive. The Smiley Dur
ang I knew nine years ago was fair 
to middlin’ decent. But now— it’s no

use, Smiley. Don’t pull that on me.”
“Behind you!” Durang was hissing. 

“Behind you, man! The windows— !”
“Don’t move, red-head! Don’t move 

a hair!” The dry, purry voice fell 
across Durang’s whisper. “Jest open 
yore hands an’ let the irons drop. 
Stand hitched, the rest o’ yuh. There’s 
’nough guns lined on yuh to fill hell 
twice over!”

Very slowly, Carradine turned his 
head. The open windows were crowd
ed with men, faces, guns. The pale 
eyes of Launt met his own. The gun
man smiled a lazy, dangerous smile.

“Drop ’em, Red.”
Carradine looked beyond, into the 

leaden eyes of Jarret, one narrowed, 
the other sighted over a rifle. He 
sighed, let his guns fall.

“Here’s your stepson, Hollinger,” 
he said quietly.

Hollinger started to talk, rapped 
his stick on the floor for attention.

“Shut up!” cut in Jarret. “Shut up, 
you damned old fool!” His cold eyes 
played over Kerry. “So you did get 
to find out, eh? You did get to meet 
her. That just leaves one thing that’s 
got to be done— and done right now. 
I didn’t scheme and sweat to build up 
this spread to what it is, just to have 
you leave it all to somebody else.”

“Eh? W hat’s that?” Old Hollinger 
jerked his face in the direction of the 
voice. “Are you drunk, Phin? What 
d’you mean? I ’ll draw up a will, of 
course. You’ll get a fair share— ”

“Share?” Jarret snorted a laugh. 
“ It’s mine, all of it! There’ll be no 
will, and no nearer kin than me. I ’ll 
make sure of that!”

Hollinger sucked in his breath.
“They were right!” he muttered. 

“Dyal’s letter— you kept it from me. 
You tried to— ”

“Shut up!” Jarret rapped again. 
“Launt— some of you— get their 
guns.”

Launt and others were coming 
through the doors. Carradine heard 
Durang’s hissing oath as his guns 
were plucked away. “Red, you blasted,
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bull-headed— ! You got us all killed.”
Jarret came in, black-coated and 

commanding. He and his men were 
dusty, sweat-streaked, from long rid
ing. He stopped before Carradine, 
looked him up and down, and uttered 
his humorless laugh. “So you and 
Durang had a fall-out, eh? Fighting 
over the loot? I hoped for something 
like that. It most always happens.”

“ Funny, eh?” Launt strolled up, 
twirling a gun by its trigger guard. 
“W e look for ’em all over hell, then 
come back an’ find ’em right here to 
home, stagin’ a private fight. What 
yuh want done, Jarret?” He stuck a 
thumb at the five Mexicans, huddled 
together disarmed, dully fatalistic.

Tarret gave him a look. “You have 
to ask?”

Launt shrugged, jerked his bony 
head at two or three men. The Mexi
cans were herded out, shuffling, fears 
awakening in their wooden faces. The 
tramp of feet and jingle of spurs 
ceased outside in the yard.

“ It’s murder,” said Carradine. 
“Plain murder.” He stared at Jarret, 
trying to find a sign of weakness in 
the flat, sallow face, the lead-colored 
eyes. “You can’t do that, Jarret. You 
can’t get away with it. There’s still 
enough law— ”

Five shots crashed together out
side, followed by five soft thuds. Car
radine caught his lip in his teeth, 
looked at the men around him. They 
were hard-faced, grim, sinister with 
the knowledge of sudden death out
side. Durang paled a little, stared un- 
seeingly at the floor, and his restless 
fingers played with his empty hol
sters.

“Can’t?” Jarret let the word slip 
out through closed teeth. “Can’t, Car
radine? You’re next— you and Dur
ang. Then— ”

“You can do that, yeah.” Carradine 
forced his voice to an even pitch. “A  
wanted cow-thief, five spies, an’ a 
gunslinger who rode with ’em. You 
can kill such, an’ few questions to 
answer. But when you kill a girl, an’

a man like Hollinger— uh-uh. Bound 
to leak out, the whole thing.”

“He’s right,” put in Durang. “ I hate 
his insides, but he’s right this time. 
You could frame it all you want—  
make it look like we did it— or make 
it out an accident. But it’ll catch up 
on you. You got gunhands. You trust 
’em now, mebby. But what ’bout later 
on? They’d talk.”

“W ho’d talk?” The query came 
from Launt, who had returned and 
stood in the doorway.

“You wouldn’t,” answered Durang. 
“You’re wise. You’d keep quiet— for 
cash. Plenty cash. Yeah, you’re wise, 
Launt.”

Jarret’s eyes went sharp. “Launt,” 
he drawled, “take ’em out. All four. 
Yes, you, Launt. You and the others. 
Make it look— ” He paused.

LA U N T  was slowly shaking his 
head. “Not me, Jarret. I ’ll take out 

Red and Durang. Sure— pleasure. But 
not the old man, nor the gal. A  gent’d 
spend the rest’ve his life runnin’ 
from more lawmen than he could 
count. ’Sides, the county marshal’s in 
Salso Bluffs. Came up ’smornin’, I 
hear, to look into thet gun-frolic we 
had yest’day.”

Ding-dong George, a short and 
chunky gunman, nodded a confirma
tion to that.

“ I saw him.” He had a high, waver
ing, treble voice. “Saw him talkin’ to 
certain citizens. They all gimme a 
hard look as I rode past. He’d like to 
git somethin’ on us. So would some o’ 
them same citizens. Gotta go easy 
whilst he’s nosin’ round, boss.” 

“There y’are.” Durang folded his 
arms, leaned easily against the wall. 
Carradine, glancing at him, saw the 
old, cool confidence come back into 
the black eyes. “W hat’d I tell you, 
Jarret? You can’t hire this job done, 
an’ you don’t dare do it y ’self. What 
you need is a goat— a gent who’s 
wanted so bad he don’t give a damn.” 

The remark seeped in. The subtle 
set of Jarret’s face showed that he
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got its meaning. He looked at Dur- 
ang, at Carradine. “A  goat, h’m? 
Launt, you and the rest clear out. 
W ait outside, but keep watch on ’em 
through the windows.”

He slid his own gun out again from 
under his coat, held it in his hand 
while the gunhands clumped out of 
the house.

W ith them gone, he lowered his 
voice. “One of you is going to be the 
goat. I don’t care which one. One of 
you is going to do this job. After, 
he’ll get his horse and a clear trail.” 

“Promises,” said Carradine, “come 
kinda cheap.”

Jarret slid out another gun from 
under his armpit, broke it open and 
shook out the shells. “The one who 
does this job rides back to that Mex
ico hangout. I want old Dyal out o’ 
the way, too. When I get proof he’s 
dead, I’ll pay a thousand dollars. W hy  
would I double-cross the goat? I want 
him to get clear, an’ take all blame 
with him.”

He placed the emptied gun on the 
table, put three shells beside it. “W ell, 
which one? You, Carradine?”

Carradine looked at the gun, at the 
three shining brass shells. “No,” he 
said shortly. “ I don’t want to live that 
much. It’s a job for a snake.”

Durang sent him a long, narrowed 
look. His shallow smile flickered out.

“ Gracias, amigo,” he murmured, 
silky-smooth. “Sho’ ’predate that. All 
right, Jarret, gimme the gun.”

“Take it.” Jarret backed from the 
table, moved to the door. “Don’t pick 
it up till I get out. An’ remember—  
no tricks. W e ’ll be in the yard, all 
round the house. Some of us’ll be 
watching.”

“Witnesses,” nodded Durang, and 
smiled again. “Witnesses to prove I 
did it— not you. Eh, Jarret?”

Carradine shifted over to Kerry 
and Hollinger, stood with them, wait
ing. He heard the old man’s hard 
breathing, saw the tremble that shook 
the girl. He touched her arm, closed 
his hard fingers over it, and the trem

ble ceased at the firm pressure.
He watched Durang pick up the 

gun, watched him slip the shells into 
the chambers with steady hands.

“Your turn now, Smiley, eh?” he 
remarked, and found he did not have 
to force his calmness.

“Uh-huh, my turn, Red.” Durang 
snapped shut the gun with a flirt of 
his wrist, spun the cylinder. “Y ’know, 
I gotta hand it to you. You got guts. 
You got the guts to die. But you 
couldn’t do what I’m gonna do. You 
called me yeller. I ’m aimin’ to prove 
you a damn liar.”

A  dry cough sounded outside in the 
night. Durang flicked a glance at the 
windows, quirked his. thin lips. “Get- 
tin’ impatient, Jarret is.”

He lowered his tone to a mutter, 
shuffled his feet to drown the sound 
of it. “I ’m gonna shoot slow, one-two- 
three. You first, Red. Then you, Hol
linger. Then you, Kerry. Fall hard, 
an’ lay still. ’Cause, y’see, I ’m gonna 
miss. Sake? That damned Jarret—  
what kind o’ dirty woman-killer does 
he think I am, anyway!”

The gun roared once, the driven 
blast of heated air spurting close 
across the lamp’s glass chimney and 
fanning the flame to a smoky flicker. 
Carradine contracted his face mus
cles, went limp in his body, and fell 
headlong to the floor. He uttered a 
muffled grunt as the fall hurt his 
blood-caked side.

Again the report, made loud by the 
enclosing walls. For a tense second 
Carradine thought Hollinger had 
muffed his cue. Then the blackthorn 
stick slapped on the floor, and the 
weight of the old man shook the 
boards as it landed beside him. A  
third shot, and a soft body rolled 
against Carradine as Kerry crumpled 
and fell.

In the stunning silence after the 
echoes, Durang’s whisper barely 
reached Carardine’s ears. “The rest is 
up to you, Red, but I’m still playin’ 
my end. If I don’t see you again— ”

“S’long, Smiley,” whispered Carra-
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dine, his face on the floor. “I take it 
back, what I said. Some of it, any
way.”

“S’long, you big ornery red-head!” 
The light went out. Durang’s light 
step sounded in retreat, and the door 
closed behind him with a soft slam.

“What the hell did you douse the 
lamp for?” Jarret’s voice demanded 
outside.

“Just in case,” came Durang’s 
drawling reply. “Just in case Launt 
got itchy-fingered.” Saddle leather 
creaked faintly. “ I just drilled the 
three of ’em. Hear that, you gunnies? 
Tell that to the law. I shot ’em ’cause 
I didn’t like ’em. Me— Smiley Dur- 
ang.

CHAPTER VI
Revenge

HOOFS dug earth, thudded off into 
the distance. Carradine rolled 

over in the dark, nudged Hollinger. 
“They’re cornin’ in,” he muttered. 
“Let me have that stick.”

“Like hell!” mumbled Hollinger, 
and his great frame reared up. “ I got 
use for it m’self. Don’t need eyes. Got 
ears. Stay where y ’are, Kerry-gal.”

He moved, with Carradine, along 
the darkened living room, threaded 
his way past the heavy furniture with
out accident, and paused within three 
feet of the closed door.

They could hear the approach of 
feet, and Jarret’s dry tone as he said 
something. Then Launt’s reply, purry 
and mocking. “Yeah, too bad. Shot 
’em an’ got clear away, he did.”

The door was shoved open. Jarret, 
first to enter, came in three steps be
fore some subtle sense of danger made 
him whirl half around. A  bar of moon
light, streaking across his face, gave 
a ghastly radiance to the sudden 
spasm of terror that leaped into his 
leaden eyes as Hollinger lunged.

Hollinger, guided by ears alone, 
struck, and his private world of dark
ness did not allow him to know whom

he hit. The heavy blackthorn whistled 
like a striking sword, and cracked 
hard and solid at the end of its swift 
arc. Jarret sank down without a moan.

Carradine darted past the falling 
body. Just inside the doorway, where 
the moonlight did not reach, he 
caught a glimpse of Launt. The gun
man, alert by nature and instinct, was 
already back-stepping, one hand low, 
the other thrust into his shirt.

The low hand swept up. Carradine 
struck at the flash of steel. His fingers 
whipped around a gunbarrel. It ex
ploded as the force of his savage 
swipe tore it from Launt’s grasp, and 
the spurt of it seared along his arm. 
He swung it up, made a jabbing blow 
with the butt that caught Launt high 
in the chest.

It spoiled Launt’s second draw, 
broke the smooth action of it. He fum
bled, left hand dragging inside his 
shirt, and ripped cloth as he cleared 
his hideaway gun. Carradine changed 
his grip and fired point-blank before 
he ducked.

There was no need to duck. Gun- 
shock knocked Launt backward, sent 
him reeling on his heels into the 
kitchen. His legs hit something, buck
led, and he sat down on the floor. His 
gun made a scraping sound on the 
wooden boards as he tried to brace 
himself with both arms.

“Yuh —  damned —  tricky— !” His 
hoarse, faltering curse broke off in the 
middle, and he slumped over.

Outside the house, men were run
ning, shouting to each other, calling 
questions. Carradine bent over Launt’s 
sprawled body, unbuckled the gunbelt 
and jumped back into the living room 
with it swinging in his hand. He col
lided with Hollinger, and dodged as 
the blackthorn sang past his head.

“You murderin’ scum!” The old 
man’s bellowing roar topped all other 
noises. “I ’ll— ”

“Hold it, man!” Carradine drove 
him back with a hard shoulder. “Flat
ten out— they’re cornin’ !” He heeled

,the door shut behind him. jsmmed the
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table against it, and ran crouching 
across the room to Kerry.

“Strip Jarret of his guns an’ shells 
— keep ’em loaded an’ chuck ’em to me 
as I need ’em! Stay clear o’ the win
dows, an’ hug the floor. These hombres 
are li’ble to— ”

Somebody emptied a six-gun through 
a window, blazing wild and yelling 
for Jarret and Launt.

“— li’ble to shoot,” ended Carradine, 
and sent one shot back at the flashes.

The shrill treble of Ding-dong 
George struck an incongruous note 
in the uproar. “Hey, Launt! Where’s 
yuh an’ the boss? What in tarnation’s 
wrong? W ho’s doin’ all the shootin’ ?”

Carradine raised his voice. “Launt’s 
dead, an’ Jarret looks like he’ll be sick 
a long time. Hollinger's boss again. 
You hombres better take a think an’ 
high-tail off this spread.”

“W ell, fer— !” Ding-dong George 
piped an oath. “Hear that, fellers? 
Hey, Hard, y’hear thet? He got 
Launt!”

“I heard.” Hard Harrison’s harsh 
rasp followed the spat of his gun, and 
a window-pane shattered to pieces. 
“Yeh, we’ll breeze out, Carradine. But 
we ain’t gonna leave much behind! 
Yuh sorrel-topped twister— Launt was 
my side-kick!”

Carradine flattened out as a re
newed burst of gunfire made wreckage 
of the remaining windows. He could 
only lie crouched and fling shots at 
the shifting figures that rose up be
yond the sills. He called to Kerry, 
and she slid a loaded gun over the 
floor to him. He picked it up and sent 
his emptied weapon sliding in ex
change.

, *•

SM OKE gathered and hung low, 
swirling lazily in the faint night 

wind. The firing died to an occasional 
shot. Men were arguing outside in the 
yard. Carradine could hear them.

“Aw, let’s grab what we can an’ 
light out o’ here!”

“Thet’s what I say, Reed. Fifty 
thousand dollars in cattle on this

range, W hat’sa use foolin’ round like 
this, when— ”

“Me, I ain’t quittin’,” snarled some
body. “Not till we even up. Hard’s 
down. Yeah, dyin’.”

“Thet blasted, grinnin’ Durang— he 
musta double-crossed the boss, huh?” 

“Ain’t yuh smart!”
The argument went on, voices get

ting louder, angrier, more insistent. 
Carradine hoped they’d start a fight 
among themselves, and was grateful 
for the respite. It lasted a long time, 
before it was settled by somebody’s 
crawling up to a window and firing 
blindly into the room.

Carradine whipped a shot at the 
stabbing licks, and softly swore as 
the racket began all over again. They 
were stamping around in the kitchen 
now, and slamming a dead weight 
against the barricaded door. The table 
groaned as it was pushed back a few 
inches, and a splintered piece of panel 
fell from the door.

Carradine thought of Durang as he 
sent two bullets at the ragged hole. 
Durang had probably foreseen all 
this, when he missed with his three 
shots. He had known he was only 
postponing the inevitable. But his 
distorted pride was assuaged, and his 
queer code of conscience was clear 
as he rode back down to his border 
hangout. He would be well on the way 
by now.

A  sullen undertone crept through 
the racket. Dull, heavy, insistent, it 
grew to a steady rumble. It swelled 
until the gunfire no longer drowned it 
out. The firing slackened again. In the 
lull, the rumble came more distinct.

“Riders,” growled Hollinger, haul
ing himself over to Carradine. “Mebby 
it’s the rest, cornin’ in from the range. 
Heard the shootin’. No— too many. 
Damn army, sounds like.”

The drumming resolved into a con
fused beating of hoofs, came rapidly 
closer, and thundered into the yard. 
“W hat’s goin’ on round here?” barked 
a steel-hard voice as the hoofbeats 
changed to a creaking of saddles,
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jingle of metal, and the noises of men 
dismounting.

Feet came tramping on to the house. 
“Show a light, yuh there inside!” 
Heads and shoulders appeared at the 
smashed windows. “What’s goin’ on, 
huh?”

Carradine rose, lighted the lamp. 
The room was filling with men. They 
were climbing through the windows, 
shoving in past the wrecked door. A  
man with drooping mustaches, cold 
blue eyes and a small gold badge 
faced him. “Speak up, mister. Fast, 
’fore I— ah, ’lo, Hollinger. Looks like 
hell’s come home to roost on the Ar
rowhead!”

Carradine was not looking at the 
county marshal. He was looking over 
the lawman’s shoulder at Durang, 
who stood absently scratching his 
jaw. Durang met his eyes, nodded, and 
flicked on his surface smile.

“You did a good job, Red,” he mur
mured. “Knew you would. Got guts, 
you have. Like me. ’Magine me ridin’ 
with a posse! Ain’t a reg’lar posse, 
though. Townies from Salso Bluffs. 
The marshal rounded ’em up in a 
hurry when I told him things was 
poppin’ out here.”

He slid a glance at the marshal’s 
back, began edging toward the door. 
“I better be goin’. Just wanted to 
see how you came out. Dunno why I 
did it. W as gonna pass by town, but 
somethin’ got into me, so I hunted up 
the marshal. Mebby it was ’cause I 
got to thinkin’ of the old Double 
Peaks days, an’ that fight we had. 
Sho’ was a— ”

“Say, marshal!” A  man poked his 
head in. “They’re slopin’ off, them 
Arrowhead jaspers. Yuh want ’em 
stopped?”

“No.” It was old Hollinger who 
answered. “Let ’em go. They’re fired. 
So’s Jarret. This was a private party, 
marshal. Glad you came, though. It 
was gettin’ a mite rough.”

“Jarret?” The marshal took a look 
over his shoulder. “Yuh can’t fire him, 
Hollinger. He’s dead. Skull’s— ”

“He stopped a bullet,” broke in Car
radine, and sent a message with his 
eyes.

“Bullet?” The lawman frowned. “ I 
don’t see no sign of— ”

“He stopped a bullet,” said Carra
dine again.

“Oh.” The marshal looked at the 
heavy blackthorn in Holiinger’s hand. 
“Uh-huh, that’s right. See it now. 
Right slam in the chest. Sure got a 
mess round here. When that Jones 
gent came in an’ told me— where is 
he, anyway? Ah, there y’are, Jones. 
Stranger round here, ain’t yuh? I ’ve 
never seen— ”

HE STO PPED  short, stared hard 
and long at Durang, who was 

backing for the door. “Or have I?” he 
muttered aloud. “First I ’ve seen yuh 
in a good light, Jones. Y ’look.kinda 
familiar, some way. H ’m.” Recogni
tion leaped into his studying eyes. 
“Hold on, there!” he snapped, and 
his right hand dropped. “You’re— ” 

Carradine took a swift step, moved 
his body between them. “Hold on, 
y’self, Marshal,” he cut in. He still 
held his guns in his hands. “Jones is a 
friend o’ mine. Old friend. I know him 
from way back. W e  rode together for 
the old Double Peak outfit, down in 
Texas.”

“Yeah?” The marshal dropped his 
bright gaze to Carradine’s guns. His 
leathery face grew speculative. “Old 
friend, eh? W ell, I still think he 
looks like— ”

“The light’s tricky, Marshal,” 
purred Durang. He was unarmed, ex
cept for the empty gun stuck in his 
waistband. “An’ mebby your eyes 
ain’t so good. The name’s Jones. It’ll 
still be Jones when I get back to 
Texas, where I ’m goin’.”

“But first,” said Carradine quietly, 
“you’re makin’ a trip to Mexico, eh, 
Jones?”

“Mexico, first,” agreed Durang, 
“Sho’, Red. Got a sick friend down 
there.”

Old Hollinger tapped with his
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stick. “I ’d pay good money,” he rum
bled, “to tell that no-good son-in-law 
o’ mine he’s got a home here. Wanted 
to tell him that for years. I ’d pay 
mebby high as two thousand dollars.” 

“You’ll get to tell him, mister,” said 
Durang promptly. He looked at Kerry 
as he backed out. “S’long, gal. 
Wouldn’t want to go to Texas with 
me, would you? No, thought not. Oh, 
well. Two thousand you said, Hol- 
linger? Bueno. Send it to me care o’ 
the Double Peak spread, Hondo, 
Texas. Say, Red— er— ?”

Carradine nodded, walked back
wards with him through the kitchen. 
Outside, Durang swung up onto his 
horse. “Y ’know, Red,” he muttered, 
eyes drifting everywhere. “I might 
do that. Go back to the old Double 
Peak, I mean. Might buy an int’rest 
in it. W e had good times there, didn’t 
we? ’Specially after we slugged it out 
an’ got to understand each other.” 

Carradine handed him up the two 
guns. “W e sure did, Jones. ’Member 
me to the old bunch.”

Durang grinned. “Sho’, amigo. The 
old bunch. Hell, won’t they be s’prised 
to see me! Throw a big doin’s, they 
will, an’ kid me—■” He wagged his 
head, grinned again, shook the reins.

“S’long,” he ended abruptly, and 
was gone in a flurry of hoofs and 
kicked-up dust.

Carradine walked slowly back into 
the house. The marshal would be sore. 
He looked tough enough to beat the 
ears off any stray gunless drifter who 
got between him and his duty which 
he would do faithfully.

Hollinger was talking to the mar
shal as Carradine entered. He was 
prodding the blackthorn against the 
marshal’s chest for emphasis, and the 
marshal, looking slightly bewildered, 
was trying to back away from it. An 
interested crowd was listening in, 
grinning.

“— An’ we’ll fix up that water-rights 
trouble, too. That damn Phin! Ain’t 
no wonder my neighbors quit visitin’ 
me, way he’s been treatin’ ’em. Had 
me fooled, he did. But no more.”

“What’s more, this Carradine fel
ler’s all right. He’s all right, y’hear? 
You leave him be. Don’t want trouble 
with me, do you, Ed? Him an’ me get 
along. He’s my kind o’ man, an’ be 
damned what you say. My spread, 
ain’t it? Can make any man range 
boss I want, can’t I? Hump! He’s my 
kind o’ man.”

Carradine started to lean against a 
doorpost, changed his mind as he 
looked over the heads of the crowd 
and saw Kerry’s eyes on him. She was 
nodding agreement with the old man, 
and coming through the crowd toward 
him.

TH E END



CROOKED
LOOP

by
Edgar L. Cooper

The calf and its 
m am m y ca rrie d  
different brands!

Modoc Bill was just a cowpuncher jinglin' on his way—  
but he stopped off long enough in Buena Vista to show 
two crooked hombres that a crooked loop can hang the 

gent who throws it!

THE man, coverted on the brushy 
slope and muzzling his horses’ 
nostrils, watched with wise, nar

rowed eyes the play going on in the 
swale below. A  rider was herding a 
cow and two-week old calf toward a 
tiny pole corral at the far end. 

Modoc Bill grinned wryly as the

horseman dismounted, opened the 
wire gate, and penned the cow and 
her offspring. Then, after closing the 
gap and rolling a smoke, the wrangler 
hit leather and rode away in the direc
tion of Buena Vista, five miles dis
tant.

Modoc got a good look at him as he
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passed beneath. Chubby sort of jigger, 
red faced and thick necked, sandy 
moustached. He was working a white- 
stockinged dun pony, with a saddle 
gun on his Brazos-tree kak.

The chubby man was grinning 
widely, as if at some secret joke.

Being of curious disposition, as 
well as a total stranger to Pocono 
County, Modoc rode down for a look- 
see at the two critters after their 
herder had disappeared.

He hadn’t missed hearing the bawls 
of a cow and calf a short while be
fore, as he loafed in the shade by a 
small hill spring, inhaling a quirly. 
As he had cut across country from 
that little bench ranch around noon, 
all cow range, Modoc paid scant at
tention to the sound.

But after looking at the corraled 
animals a moment, Modoc dropped his 
split-reins and swung down. At a 
glance he knew what had been done.

A  job of mavericking before wean
ing. And any damned fool would 
know a calf of that age wasn’t weaned 
— unless he was locoed or orey-eyed 
drunk.

W ith a grunt, Modoc Bill felt for 
the makin’s. The maverick was 
branded JB connected—on its right 
haunch-—the brand of that two-bit 
spread on the bench where he’d eaten 
dinner. Mollie Barlow, the attractive 
young woman of the house, told him 
her name was— Mrs. Mollie Barlow. 
She had a three month old kid, and 
she said her husband was Jack Bar- 
low, who had gone to town that morn
ing.

The cow was ironed large, on her 
left ribs, Circle J. Very large and very 
visible. Circle J cow and a JB calf, 
yeah.

The brownie slid from one corner 
of Modoc Bill’s mouth to the other. 
The Barlow missus had let slip sev
eral hints as how “certain things” were 
bothering them out at the shanty, and 
the range-wise leather pounder hadn’t 
missed their unspoken drift. Modoc 
ironically reckoned this was one of

those “things.” Somebody had dis
covered those queer brands, corailed 
cow and calf for evidence, then lit a 
shuck for town and the high sheriff.

“Hell,” said Modoc. He opened a 
saddle pocket, took out a short steel 
ramrod, tore a strip of cedar bark off 
a corral pole.

“Crooked loops sometimes has a 
habit of tanglin’ builders in their own 
laigs,” he reflected grimly. “Yessir—  
shaggin’ ’em plumb web-footed . . .”

He knew that cow-hazer hadn’t 
been Barlow— else he would have 
headed for town.

Ten minutes later Modoc was rid
ing on toward Buena Vista, giving his 
lank sorrel its head. He was lean, 
dark as an Indian; with Injun cheek 
bones and thin lips and hooded black 
eyes. His hair and the stubble on his 
scarred jaw were crow black. His 
shirt and jeans were faded, his half
boots scuffed and worn, his J. B. bat
tered and smoke stained.

Nobody would have called him 
handsome or picturesque. But many 
woud have wisely noted that the slick 
holster on his gunbelt was quite short, 
leaving a lot of .45 showing. From 
which, some might have guessed that 
the hammer was minus its cocking- 
notch.

Plumb filed off. When Modoc Bill 
Peters brought ’er home, full or half 
back, and turned her loose, folks who 
knew him said the trigger was use
less as a currycomb on a baldheaded 
pilgrim.

He was within a mile of Buena 
Vista when he spotted four riders ap
proaching, following a stock trail to
ward the scrub corral. Swinging 
Jerky into the ’squite and chaparral, 
Modoc drew up and watched the 
cavalcade pass not a hundred feet 
from him.

One horseman showed the glint of a 
metal badge on his vest, a big man, 
powerfully built. Another was lank, 
hook-nosed, prominent of teeth. A  
third was the red faced, sandy mous
tached jigger on the stockinged dun,
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who’d brought the information about 
the misbranded maverick.

The fourth was a young fellow of 
clean cut, belligerent features and 
roan colored hair, his blue eyes sullen 
and angry. And the holster on his 
right hip hung empty.

JA C K  B A R L O W  was no fool. He 
knew he was in a spot, no matter 

if it had been dealt from a cold deck. 
Old Theo Jernigan, big man of the 
county and owner of the Circle J, 
had for a long time been trying to 
trip him up on something. Coveting 
that hard-worked little strip of Bar
low’s over on Sweet Grass Creek, 
which Jack was gambling with Uncle 
Sam he could hold and prove up. 

That— and something else—
For Russ Sager, lawman owner of 

the Tincup spread, knew he could be 
high sheriff as long as “Thee” Jerni
gan ruled the Pocono roost. Likewise, 
young Barlow knew Russ and Thee 
picked their teeth with the same quill.

“You done spread your easy loop 
too careless, this time,” said Sheriff 
Sager. “If you’ve tried to maverick 
a slickear like Dave Sloan here says 
yuh have, you’ll damned sure go the 
pen. And you oughta!”

“Stealin’ one little bitty calf thata- 
way!” Sloan added maliciously, with 
a grin. “One not even weaned, looked 
like!”

Barlow looked savagely at the 
Circle J straw-boss, and Sloan 
laughed. So did Bud Harkey, the 
buck-toothed deputy. But young Bar- 
low, with an effort, haltered his angry 
answer; merely spat sidewise, elo
quently. Words would avail him little, 
now.

Modoc watched them out of view, 
a cryptic smile skewing his lips. Then, 
shaking his head shortly, he rode on. 
But he didn’t ride into town— not just 
then.

Locating a shady spot off the track, 
he staked out his sorrel and sprawled 
for a nap, hat low over his eyes. He

wanted to see that crowd when they 
jingled back. . . .

Sheriff Sager opened the wire gap 
of the tiny pen, and the quartet rode 
inside, the cow and calf huddling 
against the back poles nervously. 
Sloan chuckled, “Robbin’ the cradle, 
wasn’t he, boys?”

Sager snapped his quirt, the calf 
jerked sideways, and Sager sat quite 
still for a moment, staring unbeliev
ably. Deputy Harkey snickered.

“What the sam-hell!” exploded 
Sager. “You tryin’ to get funny, 
Dave? I f  so— yuh damn well ain’t !”

The brand on the calf was unmis
takably Box-S, curlycued, better 
known as the Tincup on Pocono 
range. The brand of high-sheriff Russ 
Sager, rancher-lawman of Copperas 
Creek.

Dave Sloan of the Circle J was star
ing at cow and calf, his jaw sagging 
considerable. Jack Barlow also stared 
with growing amazement— at the two 
critters, then at Dave Sloan. “You 
don’t savvy a JB from a Tincup, looks 
like,” he remarked wickedly. “Gettin’ 
old, Dave?”

The cow-boss snarled wordlessly. 
What the hell kind of shenanigan was 
this, anyhow? W hat had changed a 
JB brand into a Box S Tincup so 
mysteriously? A  rough job of running 
iron venting, clear “maverick,” but 
plainly readable. Not much over an 
hour ago, he himself had marked that 
slickear. . . .

“It’s kinda funny,” grinned Jack 
Barlow. “Yeah. Gonna jail yoreself 
for this, sheriff?”

“Go to hell!” snapped Sager, his 
beefy face red as a turkey’s wattles. 
“Show me the son that changed— ”

He stopped suddenly, glowering at 
the discomfited and bewildered Sloan. 
Young Barlow, scarcely less puzzled, 
yet highly elated, went on.

“Could be done, all. right. I never 
noticed before just how easy yuh can 
build a Box S curly from a JB. I ’ll 
have to remember that. Mebhf it ex
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plains the short calf crop over Sweet 
Grass way. . .

“By God,” choked Sager. “Some
body’s gonna pay for this— ”

Dave Sloan scratched his head, 
swallowed gulpily. He knew Jack 
Barlow couldn’t have made the alter
ation, because Sloan had ridden the 
spurs to Buena Vista, and found Bar- 
low there. It was too much for the 
Jernigan straw-boss to savvy; he gave 
it up, albeit uneasily.

“Best thing for you to do, looks 
like, sheriff,” grinned Jack, “is to 
take that calf out in the bushes an’ 
make young veal outa it. And— I’ll 
trouble you for that cutter of mine 
back.”

Holstering his pistol, Barlow 
watched the two lawmen haze cow and 
calf from the corral, then rode away, 
laughing. He was overdue at home, so 
made dust that way, anxious to tell 
his wife the joke. And he was won
dering— wondering what the answer 
was.

Dave Sloan, he knew, had not made 
the mistake. Knew that the Circle J 
straw-boss would never have put 
Sager into such a predicament. Nor 
did Jack Barlow have the slightest 
idea who would have. It was all over 
his head, way over.

But somebody’s slick scheme shore 
as hell backfired, he exulted.

THEO JERNIGAN and Sheriff 
Sager sat in the latter’s office, 

talking over the affair. The hour was 
almost sundown. Buena Vista was 
peaceful. In the back of the room was 
an iron-barred door, which led to the 
four jail cells in the rear. All were 
empty.

“I had hoped,” said T. Jernigan, 
“to see young Barlow occupying one 
of them, tonight.”

Medium sized and neatly dressed 
was Jernigan. Thin faced and slightly 
gray. His mouth was firm, jaw square, 
eyes gray and alert. His moustache 
and thinnish hair were mouse-hued,

gray sprinkled. His fingers toyed ab
sently with a small gold horseshoe 
fob on his watch chain— a doodad 
which folks whispered he treated al
most reverently, as a lucky talisman.

“I wonder what could have slipped 
up?” he finished gently.

“Don’t know,” growled Russ Sager. 
“But something shore as hell did. An’ 
it put my tail plumb in a nasty crack. 
If Barlow peddles that dung around 
— which he will— well, figger it yore- 
self, Thee!”

“Unfortunate, yes. Hmm. I fear 
something will have to be done about 
this, Russ.” Jernigan flicked ash off 
his cigar carefully, his thoughtful 
glance straying upstreet, where a 
horseman hove into view.

A  lank, angular horseman, forking 
a gaunt sorrel. The last rays of sun
set glinted on the metal disks of his 
hatband, lighting his swarthy face 
plainly. An Indian face, with left 
cheek marked by a long white scar, 
and sooty eyes hooded as a cobra’s, 
deep sunken. No spring chicken was 
this stranger, but a range-burned rider 
who looked as if he’d seen the 
elephant, and heard the owl. . . .

Sheriff Sager, big, hurly, hard eyed, 
his thick mop of grizzled hair stand
ing rumpled on his head like an angry 
comb, likewise was staring at the ap
proaching horseman. And silence 
hung heavy in the sheriff’s dusking 
office as the rider shacked past, con
tinued on, looking neither to right 
nor left.

But his passing left the blood 
drained from the faces of two men 
who gazed after him. Two men who 
looked Hire they had beheld a ghost 
. . .  a ghost come back to square an 
old account, twenty years overdue.. . .

“It— it’s him, A lf !” Sager’s voice 
cracked queerly, as he slumped back 
in his chair, beefy visage chalk-hued. 
“Harley Doon! God! . . .”

Thee Jernigan’s face suddenly 
looked very old, very tired. His hand 
trembled as be discarded the cigar,
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staring sightlessly at the yellowed, 
fly-specked reward dodgers on the 
wall.

“He said he would come back,” mut
tered Jernigan. “Twelve years. . . .” 

“Out of the pen— pardoned— es
caped— something. Come back to set
tle with us,” Sager mumbled thickly. 
“It’s Doon— shore as shootin’— ”

“No, he hasn’t escaped— he’s too 
open,” said Jernigan. “He’s come 
back, Van— like I always knew he 
would! And I kidded myself that 
nothing more could happen to us—  
this far away— from everything. But 
it seems there has, Van.”

Twelve years . . . and the minds of 
the powers in Pocono County known 
as Thee Jernigan and Russ Sager 
turned about face, along their back- 
trail, to the fate that had befallen Har
ley Doon, their one-time partner in 
some shady affairs. . . .

Harley Doon, had been left holding 
the sack, railroaded to a Wyoming 
pen. They had robbed him, absconded 
with his share of loot, thrown him 
to the lions and a twenty years sen
tence. And Doon had kept shut lips, 
save denying that he’d killed the 
cashier. Even after they had fled with 
his share, and theirs, leaving him pen
niless and defenseless. . . .

But Harley Doon hadn’t forgotten. 
And now he was out— and here—  

“Van,” Jernigan whispered harshly, 
“it isn’t twenty years!”

“It ain’t over twelve,” croaked 
Sager. “But he’s here, A lf— damn his 
Injun face! And he never wore that 
devil’s map for nothing! A lf, we’re 
ruined, plumb ruined, unless— ”

“Yes, unless?” Jernigan looked 
quickly at Sager. But the sheriff was 
staring out the window, and a nerve 
twitched in his face. Jernigan wiped 
his glistening forehead with a silk 
handkerchief, coughed.

“All he has to do is open his 
mouth,” Jernigan pointed out tone- 
lessly, “and we’re through, Van, 
Wyoming— penitentiary— stark ruin

. . .  the work of twelve years destroyed 
in one black swoop! He knows we 
got away with his ten thousand— as 
well as our shares . . .  it won’t take 
him long to find out how the original 
stake has grown. . . .

“I ’m a married man,” he finished 
hoarsely, fingers working. “W ith kids, 
Van. Three kids . . .  it would kill my 
wife and daughters to find out. God! 
To even think of it! . . .  It don’t seem 
reasonable, that he could find us— way 
down here. My name wasn’t Jernigan, 
nor yours Sager, in those days. . .

“Names won’t mean nothin’ to that 
devil,” the sheriff burst out. “A lf, we 
got to do something— do it damned 
quick! W e ’ve got too much at stake 
for him to tell what he knows. He 
won’t just kill us, and call the account 
closed. God knows, you’ve got more 
to lose than me, but mine’s a’plenty! 
Even if that damned Barlow kid did 
beat my time with Molly Andrews, 
an’ marry her. But that’s little pota
toes, now! So’s his hen-yard spread, 
now to you, A lf. . .

Russ Sager hunched, leaned close to 
the pallid, big boss of far-flung 
Pocono County. His voice was a 
hoarse husk as he whispered:

“W e put him away once, fellow. An’ 
we’ll do it again— only this time we 
won’t leave it to any judge an’ jury 
to decide!”

Jernigan looked at the sheriff. His 
meaning was unmistakable, and his 
beefy, jowly face was dark with his 
intention. The “tall hombre” of 
Buena Vistaalowly stiffened, straight
ened in his chair.

“I’ve got the man to pull it off,” 
husked Sager. “Mace Keeley. He’s 
wanted— North— and tonight. . . .”

“Yes.” Thee Jernigan nodded, 
slowly. “Tonight.. . .  Yes, Van— that’s 
the answer. You’ll handle that end of 
it— I’ll take care of— the expense. 
. . . Yes.”

Sager got to his feet. “ I ’ll have the 
answer waitin’ for you tonight, A lf !  
The fast answer . . .  to everything. . .”



CROOKED LOOP 43

MODOC BILL had watched the 
disgruntled and puzzled trio 

ride back to town; saw Sager and 
Jernigan go to the sheriff’s office. And 
he grinned inwardly at the thought 
of what the sheriff likely would be 
figuring, just then. Modoc’s branding 
of the calf with the Box S sign had 
been purely spur-of-the-moment in
spiration— he’d heard the lady at JB 
mention Sager’s iron that noon, and 
when he saw Dave Sloan punching the 
breeze for town and the law, he faked 
lawman Sager’s brand on the slick- 
ear, just for the hell of it.

Stabling his pony at the livery 
barn, Modoc ate a meagre supper at 
the Chinks, then made for the Green 
Tree Saloon, Buena Vista’s top oasis 
on main drag. His finances were run
ning low, his luck at cards of late had 
been lousy. So he contented himself 
with one drink, and idly watched the 
games, hoarding his slim capital.

Except for his scarred Injun face, 
and cut-out holster, his presence at
tracted little attention. Wandering, 
down-at-heel waddies were not un
common around town, with cold 
weather coming on.

Modoc saw the young fellow Jack 
Barlow come in, some time after dark. 
He seemed secretly amused about 
something. Dave Sloan also was pres
ent, the two men barely nodding to 
each other.

Modoc saw Sloan take several 
drinks, and pay for none of them. He 
didn’t know, then, that Thee Jernigan 
owned the Green Tree, with bartender 
Lafe Riggins as his front. Or that 
Sloan was Jernigan’s straw-boss.

Modoc likewise saw Mace Keeley 
enter the resort. A  swaggery sort, 
with long, narrow face and slaty eyes. 
His small thin mouth was vicious. 
His sneer disclosed quite a lot of 
dental gold, his eyes were staring in 
insolent intensity. One of those 
hombres who would kill, just to prove 
himself double-tough, or for the damn 
deviltry of it. Snake blood.

Modoc, watching lazy-lidded, wasn’ t 
long in catching the play, Keeley and 
Dave Sloan drank together, engaged 
in earnest and low-toned confab a few 
minutes. Once, Sloan half-turned to 
look square at Modoc, saw the lank 
stranger regarding him, and tried to 
pass it off as a “natural,” which failed 
as far as Modoc was concerned.

His acute sixth sense was buzzing 
its rattles. Some funny business was 
coming up here, with him on the loose 
end of it. So he played ’em close to 
his vest, seeming to half doze in his 
chair, the stub of a burned-out 
brownie pasted to a lower, lip corner. 
But Modoc Bill Peters was no more 
napping than a wolf does.

The men in the Tree were glancing 
at Keeley more frequently, as his im- 
bibings seemed to make him increas
ingly ugly. Sloan started away from 
the bar, but Keeley grabbed his sleeve, 
tearing it as he hauled the straw-boss 
back. Sloan merely grinned good- 
naturedly, but Modoc saw Jack Bar- 
low watching the pair with sober, 
questioning eyes; once he looked 
curiously at Bill Peters, warning in 
his eyes.

Finally, Modoc rose, yawned and 
stretched, apparently ready to leave. 
It was then that Mace Keeley seemed 
to see him for the first time. But 
Keeley was a very poor actor, both 
in his feigned surprise and surly 
drunkenness. Bill Peters knew that 
Keeley was neither.

“B’God,” Keeley sneered with a 
warped grin. “When did the circus git 
here? Ain’t yuh chargin’ no admis
sion, Lafe?”

The barman mumbled something, 
moved away. Modoc looked at Keeley. 
“Speakin’ to me, brother?” he asked 
lazily.

“B’God,” said Keeley again. “Can 
yuh imagine! The dam’ thing can 
talk!”

Modoc’s face didn’t change expres
sion. The room was suddenly silent. 
A man sitting at a table behind Modoc
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got up and changed position. Jack 
Barlow started to say something, his 
eyes glinting, and lips tight, then 
changed his mind as he squinted at 
Modoc’s low-cut holster.

“Talk,” drawled Modoc succinctly, 
“is sometimes plenty costly,”

Mace Keeley sneered insolently, 
hands on hips. “Yuh damned whistlin’ 
it is, feller! This is one of them times. 
Take-off yore hat, an’ le’s see what 
yore head looks like.”

“I reckon not. Not whatever.” 
Modoc almost smiled as he spoke.

“W ho the hell are you tuh be doin’ 
any reckonin’ around here? Shuck it 
off, I said!”

“I never yet,” said Modoc Bill with 
silky softness, “took off my hat to 
airy second-rate, short-grass son of 
a slut that ever snuk dung piles. 
Yuh’r totin’ a man’s cutter, mucha- 
chito. . . . Git it out, damn yuh, an’ 
le’s see if it’ll smoke!”

Too late— too fatally late— Mace 
Keeley saw his mistake. This was no 
wandering waddie set-up for his gun
play, but a battle-burned hard case—  
a trigger wolf primed for his kill.

“Little boy”— he’d called him— him, 
Mace Keeley, ten-minute egg who 
rated several notches on his cutter!

Keeley was fast with a gun. No 
doubt of that— the fact that he was 
alive proved it. Now it was up to 
him. This angly stranger had tagged 
him fighting names before everybody 
— with almost a sob in his breath 
Keeley went for his six, throwing 
himself sideways.

He had no alibi this time. He had 
picked the scrap, his hand was ready 
over his gun. He’d made the first 
move. He cleared leather and fired, all 
in one smooth motion, but his slug 
smashed a mirror on the side wall of 
the Green Tree, instead of cutting 
down Modoc Bill

The stranger’s first shot had 
slammed life from his carcass, drove 
him hard against the bar. And even as 
Keeley staggered, Modoc dropped 
hammer again, making a mess, of what

a second before had been Mace 
Keeley’s distorted visage, then quick 
as a cat leapt against the wall, facing 
the crowd with gun held hip high.

“They say it’s seven years bad luck 
tuh bust a lookin’ glass,” Modoc re
marked cuttingly. “Mebbe the’s some
thin’ to the sayin’. Reckon you boys 
saw the play?” he finished imperson
ally.

“I let him write his own ticket, 
make the first deal. . . .”

“Plumb right,” came a chorus of 
voices. “You give him more than an 
even break, stranger. He had it plumb 
coming— ”

Dave Sloan, his ruddy face rather 
pale, licked his lips and stared at the 
crumpled, unlovely heap that was 
Keeley. Young Jack Barlow swore 
softly, awesomely, to himself. Lafe 
Riggins leaned over the hardwood bar
rier, staring down at the thing 
sprawled against it, his mouth work
ing soundlessly, then managing a 
croaky,

“Gawd on the mountain! I never 
see nothin’ like it, nawsir— ”

Russ Sager and Thee Jernigan, 
seated in the sheriff’s office catty- 
cornered across the street, looked at 
each other as the crash of gunfire 
shattered the quiet. Jernigan patted 
his forehead with a silk handkerchief, 
fingers toying with his golden horse 
shoe.

“Reckon that’s that,” said Sager, 
getting up with a triumphant grin. 
“W ait here till I get the straight of 
things.”

“I hope,” murmured Jernigan, “that 
things are straight— finally— ”

“Trust Keeley,” said the sheriff. 
“He knows his okra— that way . . .”

But Sheriff Sager stopped short as 
he shoved through the green swing 
doors of Lafe Riggins’ resort. Stop
ping abruptly, he stared down at 
Keeley, then shifted his eyes to Dave 
Sloan. The Box J straw-boss swal
lowed heavily, shifting his look away 
from Sager and inquired uncertainly:

“What— what’s come off here?”
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“Nothing for you to do anything 
about,” replied a gambler. “Mace 
picked a row with this man, and got 
his ears knocked down, that’s all. He 
give Mace all the breaks— then busted 
him wide open. W e all saw it.” 

Again Sager looked at Sloan. And 
the Box J man nodded reluctantly. 
“That’s right, Russ,” he said huskily. 
“Keeley had all the best of it.”

“He jest committed suicide,” added 
Riggins. “Nawthin’ else but!”

“Thank yuh all, kindly,” said Modoc 
Bill. For a long moment, he stared 
full at Sheriff Russ Sager— and every 
man jack of them saw the blood drain 
from the sheriff’s face, leaving it 
mottled and pinched.

Then, Modoc Bill Peters strode 
from the Green Tree into the night, 
the batwings flapping behind him. 
And, almost unnoted in the babel of 
voices which instantly arose, young 
Jack Barlow followed him, flicking a 
sharp, sidewise glance at the pallid 
lawman as he passed.

The crowd in Riggins’ corral didn’t 
seem at all sympathetic toward the de
ceased, as a quartet of them removed 
the remains to Doc Naylor’s office. 
Patently, Mace Keeley had been 
highly unpopular around town, so the 
gunslinging ability of Modoc Bill 
was much more highly appreciated.

“I ’m gunna quit packin’ a weepon,” 
orated one cow-nurse earnestly. 
“Keeley was s’posed tuh be hot hell 
with a cutter, but his hoss is bein’ 
led now! Betcha that high-pocket 
ranny could git a gun outa his war- 
bag quicker’n airy of us could yank 
one out of a holster. . . .

“Man, he shucked that six an’ slam
med Mace quicker’n I could spit with 
both lips wet, by hell!”

MA Y B E  the denizens of Riggins’ 
oasis appreciated Modoc’s gun

slinging ability, but the two men, 
hunkered together in the sheriff’s 
office, felt unquestionably different. 
Gloom and fear hung so thick in the

lamplit room, it could be carved with 
a knife.

“No chance to stick him for 
Keeley’s killing?” asked Jernigan, 
knowing full well what the answer 
was before asking. He didn’t take his 
head from his hands as he spoke.

“Hell, what chance?” rasped Sager. 
“More than a dozen fellers saw it—  
they swear that Mace started it, got 
all the breaks. Harley killed Mace as 
cold-blooded as he’d gun a snake; he 
never did have any feelings— you 
know that. He ain’t got any now. . . .

“Also, A lf,” the sheriff finished, 
“Harley went off with Jack Barlow. 
God knows what that’ll mean— ”

“I can guess,” Jernigan replied 
strainedly. “Very well guess. He cer
tainly picked the right place for— in
formation—  . . .  I wonder, Van—  
likely Doon doctored that calf today. 
You suppose?”

“Shore he did. I wouldn’t put any
thing by him, the devil! Look how 
he found us. What can we do, A lf?  
I admit I ’m scared— bad scared.” 

“Not but one thing left to do,” 
answered Jernigan. “Buy him off. He 
came here to settle with us— we’ve got 
to pay. He might be willing to drift 
along— if we make it worth his while.” 

“You— you mean— pay him to keep 
shut-mouth about?”

“W e ’ve got to do something, and 
blasted quick, Van. When a killer like 
Mace Keeley couldn’t— ”

“No,” agreed Sager hastily, “no use 
trying that any more. I don’t know 
any other man, and we’re not gun
men, A lf— you and m e.. . . ”

“That’s out,” clipped Jernigan. “A  
pay-off is the only answer left, Van. 
And the quicker we do it, and get rid 
of Doon, the better. . .  .”

“Reckon you’re right,” sighed 
Sager. “Want me to see if I can find 
him, now? Maybe he hasn’t left the 
livery stable.”

“Yes,!’ nodded Jernigan wearily. 
“Do that. I won’t be able to sleeo, 
anyhow, just thinking. . . .”
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“ I might send a telegram up to 
Montana,” Sager suggested doubt
fully, as he rose to go. “To the pen 
warden at— ”

“No time now,” said Jernigan. 
“Later, if you like. The idea at pres
ent is to settle this thing as quickly 
and quietly as possible.”

“Yeah.” Sager’s tone was flat. “I ’ll 
go look for him, A lf. . . .”

SAGER found him at the livery 
barn, playing dominoes in the tack 

room with the night hostler. Young 
Barlow was nowhere about.

Modoc regarded the officer ealcu- 
latingly, as Sager nodded a bit awk
wardly, seeming no little ill at ease.

“Like a few words with you, pri
vate,” he said. “Up at the office.” 

“Ain’t satisfied about the shootin’, 
huh?” Bill Peters got up lazily, hitch
ing his belt, as he put the query.

“That’s as good a reason as any,” 
Sager replied, leading the way out. 
“Where did your friend Barlow go?” 

“Home, I reckon.” Modoc’s reply 
was short. “I ’m waitin’, fella.”

“Yeh, I know. Me and Jernigan 
want to talk to you, Harley.” 

“Jernigan?”
“W ell— A lf Ramsey.”
“Oh, yeah.”
They walked side by side toward 

the blur of light in Sager’s office, 
where the bogus Thee Jernigan 
slumped wearily in his chair waiting.

“When did you get out, Harley?” 
Sager’s voice was hoarse.

Modoc Bill turned his head; looked 
squarely at the officer a moment. 
“What difference does that make?” 

“None, Harley . . . except you ain’t 
due out for some time.”

Bill Peters grunted a laugh. “Pe
culiar things happen sometimes, er—  
Sager. An’ back shadows catch up, 
yuh know. . .

“Yeh, I know. W ell, here’s A lf.” 
Jernigan stared dully at Modoc as 

he entered the room, and the lines on 
his face deepened. For once he wasn’t

toying with the watch fob talisman—  
his hands lay limp on his knees.

“Howdy, Harley,” he nodded 
thickly. “How are you?”

“Just as yuh see me,” Modoc said. 
“It’s been some time, A lf.”

“Yes— some time. Sit down, Doon.” 
“I ’ll talk standin’ up, if yuh don’t 

mind.”
Modoc leaned against the wall, 

every muscle alert for any play. He 
aimed to let the precious pair lay their 
cards on the table, so he just smiled 
slightly, his eyes bleak, hard, and 
satyric.

That’s what made Bill Peters such 
a dangerous opponent— his uncanny 
ability to sense the thoughts of others, 
to feel and interpret the cross cur
rents playing about him. So he let 
the two build their own loop in the 
lamplit office, with the faces of 
wanted men staring down sardoni
cally from sheriffs’ dodgers.

“How did you get out, Harley?” 
asked Jernigan. “ Paroled?”

“That seems to be yore prime 
worry, A lf,” Modoc said shortly. 
“Yore’s— an’ Senor Sagers. . . .”

“Van Swigart, once,” said Ramsey 
“W ell, let’s talk business.”

“ I ’m listenin’.”
“All right, Harley.” Jernigan 

straightened, brought both palms 
down on his knees, hard. “Here’s our 
proposition. If we pay you your cut 
of that old deal— ten thousand-—with, 
say, a fair rate of interest, will you 
drift out of here and keep a tight 
lip?”

Modoc’s lip moved wolfishly, his 
narrowed eyes glinted.

“Just ten thousand, boys,” his voice 
came soft, “after you hired a gunnie 
to sand me tonight? After what you 
done, before— ”

“Never mind about that!” burst out 
Sager. “What we’re offerin’— ”

“Two guys who hired a dawg to do 
their barkin’ ! Long gun feller with a 
long holster! Hell! Man like him 
oughta carry life insurance!”
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Modoc laughed scornfully. “An’ 
yuh sicced him on me!”

“W ait a minute, Harley!” burst out 
Jernigan. “W e admit you got a dirty 
deal. You’ve got us— got us right by 
the short hairs. I ’ve got a wife and 
kids— a respectable family, Harley! 
Money can’t make up to you for those 
years in prison, but it can secure your 
future.

“You can send me back there; you 
can send Swigart there. And let the 
folks of Pocono know that they have 
been harboring snakes in their midst 
in the persons of Thee Jernigan and 
Russ Sager. You can have that satis
faction, Harley— or you can have 
FIFTEEN  TH O U SAN D  DOLLARS, 
in cold, barrel-head cash!

“That’s all I can raise, all Van can 
raise, between us. And it’s every 
penny yours, Harley Doon— if you’ll 
take it, keep your mouth shut, and 
ride out of here before morning.” 

“And not come back!” added Sager 
explosively. “W e ’re strapping our
selves to bedrock, to do this, Harley.” 

“I c’n imagine,” Modoc said dryly. 
“However, fifteen thousand from you 
two road runners, barrel-head, well—  
reckon I’ll deal with yuh. W ith one 
more little thing, tacked on.”

“W hat’s that?” asked Jernigan and 
Sager together.

“The’s a friend of mine out on 
Sweet Grass Crick, that’s been both
ered some lately. Bothered with little, 
bitty things, yuh know. Got a wife 
an’ young kid, too. W ell, I wouldn’t 
like to see him made the goat of any 
more slick-brandin’ schemes like to
day’s. Sabe? Or anything else worri
some, boys. Reckon you understand . . .  

“His name is Barlow. Jack Barlow.” 
Sager swallowed gulpily. “So you 

did change that brand— ”
“Never mind that,” said Jernigan. 

“Young Barlow is safe as if he lived 
in church, from now on. You wait 
here with Van, Harley. I’ll have the 
money in apple-pie order— you’ll 
have the night to ride.”

Twenty minutes later, the trio 
arose from the sheriff’s table. Modoc’s 
pocket bulged with a roll of currency; 
sweat beaded the faces of Jernigan 
and Sager. Sweat, which alone, wasn’t 
caused by the heat in the little room 
with blinds drawn and door locked.

“That squares us, Harley,” whis
pered Jernigan. “W e ’re even now.” 

“All even.” Modoc nodded soberly. 
“You got out cheap, boys.”

“Cheap!” exploded Sager. “My God! 
It’ll take me years to— ”

“Never mind, Van,” said Ramsey. 
“It’s cheap— at any price. You swear 
this is the end of it, Harley Doon? 
That you’ll never return?”

“As long as I live, A lf,” Modoc said 
solemnly. He put on his battered hat, 
hitched up his pants.

“Adios, boys,” he added softly. 
“Good luck to yuh both.”

Russ Sager and Thee Jernigan, 
watching from the window, saw him 
ride away from the stable and out of 
town, a gaunt figure in the night—  
lone wolf of the long trail.

“Thank God!” they said in unison. 
And very thankfully, with gusty 
sighs, shook hands at the laying of 
an old ghost— so cheaply—

BUT next morning, the placid ex
pressions of Russ Sager and 

Thee Jernigan were replaced by other 
changes of countenance. Closeted in 
Jernigan’s private office at the bank, 
the two men stared at one another, 
then at the slip of paper in Sager’s 
shaking hand.

It was a reply to the night wire 
which Sheriff Sager sent to the ward
en of a Wyoming pen, asking for 
information concerning Harley Doon. 
Sager, crooked to the last, figured in 
terms of a reward for escape, or 
broken parole.

The telegram read:

Harley Doon sentenced twenty > oars 
from Bald Butte still inmate Release 
on parole end o f this year Your iden
tification mistake
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A  sheet of paper, with Warden 
signed to its message. . . .

Wordlessly, Jernigan and Sager 
stared at each other, wetting dry lips 
with a dryer tongue. “I-—I don’t un
derstand!” whispered Jernigan. “He 
— he was Harley Doon, Van! I wasn’t 
mistaken. . . .”

“I ’d have swore it, too!” husked the 
sheriff. “But, hell, A lf— he can’t be 
Harley. Harley’s still in the peniten
tiary.”.

“He never told us he was him!” Jer
nigan said at last. “By God, Van, he 
didn’t! Like scared idiots, we told 
him he was Harley Doon— played 
right into his hands! Played to the 
tune of fifteen thousand dollars. . . .”

Russ Sager groaned like he’d been 
knifed. “ Fools— fools! Taken over 
the chutes . . .  and Harley gets out this 
year— ”

“Out this year!” Jernigan echoed 
dully.

OU T on Sweet Grass range, Modoc 
Bill Peters watched the sun clip 

the cedars, as he and young Jack Bar- 
low sat their horses beside an out-

trail, talking a moment after meeting 
up.

Modoc was bound yonderly, and 
seemed to be chuckling at some very 
secret joke.

“You didn’t linger long,” young 
Jack was saying, “but you sure saved 
my bacon by doctoring that planted 
slick. I won’t forget you— neither will 
Buena Vista, for ridding it of Mace 
Keeley. And, it’s funny, but Sheriff 
Sager seemed to sorta know you, 
Modoc. . .  .”

Modoc Bill laughed mirthlessly. 
“Reckon maybe I could’ve saved the 
sheriff some trouble an’ telegraph ex
pense. Yuh see, kid, I was once mis
taken for Harley Doon, up Wyoming 
way. . . .

“Later, I was one of the posse that 
brought him in. . . . ”

Young Jack Barlow, eyes wide and 
mouth agape, stared after the jingling 
rider. Stared, until a crook of the trail 
hid Modoc Bill Peters from view.

Then, with a crackling oath, Jack 
Barlow threw back his head and let 
his laughter roar up to the Pocono 
sky.

HAUNTED!
• Are yon haunted by skin-acraping 
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THE EM PTY BUNK
By S. O M A R  BARKER

{ ~ \ L ’ C H AR LEY’S boots with saggin’ heels stand empty by his bunk, 
^  An’ yonder hangs his ol’ guitar— we shore do miss its plunk.

T Ji f E ’V E  done rolled up his soogans from the bunk he’ll use no more.

’  '  W e couldn’t hardly sleep last night for missin’ Charley’s snore. 
This bunkhouse on the ol’ Bar G, it somehow ain’t the same 
W ith Charley’s chuckle missin’ from the ol’ casino game.
His hawgleg shore looks lonesome in its holster on the wall,
For a gun without its wearer, why, it ain’t no gun at all!

TTiUD claims ol’ Charley got his dues— he rode too much at night.

There’s danger in such doin’s when the moon is shinin’ bright. 
But me an’ Spike, we both agree, whoever was to blame,
W e shore will miss ol’ Charley, an’ 'twill never be the same 
A s when he used to cuss the cook for callin’ us at dawn,
Yet roll out with a grin on. W hy, we cain’t believe he’s gone!

/'~ \ L ’ saggin’ boots that’s empty an’ an ol’ hat on a nail,

While out acrost the valley you can hear the kiotes wail 
As if they too was grievin’ for the sound of Charley’s song 
That kinder cheered the bunkhouse when the winter nights was long.

Q O  here we sadly set tonight an’ ponder on the days

When Charley, wild an’ wooly, with his pistols both ablaze,
Rode squawlin’ into town with us, a-shootin’ in the air,
To show the world we’re curly wolves with cactus in our hair.

T >  U T Charley’s saddle’s cold tonight, he’ll gallyhoot no more, 
For yonder hangs his pistol on a nail behind the door.

He’s done forsook the Boar’s Nest, with a grin upon his face, 
An’ left his puncher plunder here to clutter up the place.

Y T ’S kinder sad to view it, where he left it, dang his hide,

To travel off to Texas, honeymoonin’ with his bride!
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MAD MEDICINE
By BENNETT FOSTER

Step up, Folks, 
for a free sam
ple of Dr. Botts'
Universal Elixir, 
good for man or beast, guar
anteed to cure anything and 
everything— but the hard heart 
of Loiabelle, the percentage 
girl who's like a sister to young 

Red Sutter!

CHAPTER I

Fugitive!

DR. AR C H IM ED ES COPER
NICUS BO TTS skinned and 
dressed the cottontail. The 

cottontail, shot through the head, was 
small and young and, so Dr. Botts 
hoped, would be tender.

Tenderness was an absolute essen

tial. For three days Dr. Botts had 
subsisted on rabbit and he was thor
oughly tired of the diet. However, if 
the cottontail was tender he could tol
erate its meat. He bent down, belt 
clasping his rotund little belly, and 
with plump, white hands shucked the 
rabbit out of its skin.

Close beside Dr. Botts stood his 
wagon, his dwelling house on wheels, 
gaudy with red, black and gilt. Across
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its sides were the blazing emblems of 
his profession:

DR. A. C. BOTTS 
Botts’ Universal Elixir and Solvent 

Botts’ Balsam Balm 
Botts’ Boluses

The Friend o f Man and Beast, 
Teeth Extracted . .  . Horses Medicated 

. . . W ells Witched

Beyond the wagon, the two small 
mules, Stomach and Bowels, grazed

peacefully, each attached by a drag 
rope to a loose rock. Still further 
away Helen of Troy, the doctor’s 
racing mare, lifted her hammer head 
and twisting her thin ewe neck, 
looked reproachfully at her owner 
with large and pensive eyes. Helen 
was missing her oats. Grama grass, 
even in abundance, is no substitute 
for oats and good timothy hay.

Having dressed the rabbit, Dr. 
Botts washed the small, limp carcass 
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in the sparkling stream which flowed 
nearby. Then he kindled a fire and 
fell to dividing the body with his 
knife.

At the moment, Dr. Botts was in an 
extremity. Fresh supplies for his 
medicines recently purchased in Den
ver, had depleted his pocketbook. 
Juan, the small Mexican boy who cus
tomarily rode Helen in such races as 
Dr. Botts was able to arrange, had 
suffered a severe attack of nostalgia 
and was even now riding a train en- 
route to El Paso. To complete Dr. 
Botts’ ill fortune, the Law in the 
last town, personified by a tobacco- 
chewing personage wearing a star and 
gun, had told the good doctor to keep 
rolling.

Still, Dr. Botts hummed a little 
song as he disjointed the rabbit, a 
contented minor buzz such as comes 
from a honey bee, deep in a red clover 
blossom. Five miles beyond his pres
ent camp site lay the town of Cisco. 
Cisco was booming; Cisco was filled 
with people, brought in by a recent 
gold strike. In Cisco there was money 
and where there was money Dr. Botts 
was content. He could, he believed, 
get his share of that commodity. At 
least he always had.

W ith the rabbit sizzling in the hot 
grease of a frying pan, Dr. Botts 
straightened, smoothed his figured 
silk vest, adjusted the tails of his 
frock coat, and stepping forth, strode 
along the shingle of sand and gravel 
that spread beside the river, strode 
as though he stepped the boards of 
the Old Globe or the Auditorium. 
Hamlet was indicated here, or Mac
beth or King Lear. Five-feet-four the 
doctor stood, and his figure was that 
of a man carrying a watermelon; still 
he had dignity and stage presence. 
At one time he had indeed trod the 
boards, not in the Globe or the Audi
torium, but in other theatres. Dr. 
Botts had not played Hamlet or King 
Lear— his act having been advertised 
as Sleight of Hand and Ventrilo
quism.

“Tomorrow,” stated the doctor, his 
voice deep and ringing, “ is another 
day. Tomorrow we meet and conquer 
Cisco. Tomorrow. . . . And I sincerely 
hope that there are no damned rab
bits in that town.”

HE turned back to the fire where 
the despised bunny was now in 

need of turning. Suddenly he halted 
and cocked his head. Across the river, 
coming through the pines, was a 
horse, hard pressed and driving. The 
muffled pound of hoofs was plain. 
Dr. Botts pausing, adjusted the 32-20 
beneath the tails of his coat.

The horse came on, with neck out
stretched, feet bunching and reaching, 
and rider bent low and forward in 
the saddle. Across the stream the 
horse reached the bank and was 
swung to the left.

W ith a plump hand uplifted, Dr. 
Botts called: “Hold! Enough!”

The rider straightened, reined in, 
and at a hand gallop came on once 
more.

The rider was a small man, young, 
red haired, and frightened. The 
freckles on his face stood out against 
its whiteness, and the blue eyes were 
swift and searching.

“Friend,” said Dr. Botts, “do you 
ride for help, for succor? Are you 
in need of a man of medicine? If  
you are, search no further. Dr. Botts 
is here! Dr. Botts. . . .”

“They’re after m e!” exclaimed the 
redheaded boy. “Sam Polzer is right 
on my tail. I . . .”

“Ah hah, a fugitive!” Dr Botts ad
vanced a step. “Dismount, my friend. 
You . . .”

“To hell with you!” snapped the 
redhead. “They’ll hang me. They. . .  .” 
He swung the heaving horse.

Miraculously the 32-20 appeared in 
the plump left hand of Dr. Botts. 
“Light down!” he commanded coldly. 
“Mebbe there’s a reward on you!” 

Under the undeviating snout of the 
blue gun the redhead dismounted. He 
had lost some of his fright in accept



MAD MEDICINE 53

ing the inevitable, for the freckles no 
longer shown so plainly. The horse 
stood and so did the rider.

“There’s a reward all right,” said 
the redhead. “A  thousand dollars. But 
you’ll have to shoot to get it. They 
only pay off on dead bank robbers.” 

“Ah, yes,” replied the doctor pleas
antly, “but live bank robbers also pay 
off. Take that sack from your saddle, 
shuck your gun, and get into the 
wagon. Unless I ’m mistaken there’s 
company coming.”

The blue eyes looked incredulously 
at the little man. Dr. Botts gestured 
with the gun. “Get at it,” he ordered.

In rotation the redhead obeyed the 
commands. He untied the heavy can
vas sack from behind his saddle, un
latched his gunbelt and dropped it, 
and still incredulous, carried the sack 
to the wagon and got inside. Dr. 
Botts, with a speed of movement un
canny in so short and fat a body, 
scooped up the gun, lapped the belt 
about his middle, and tying the reins 
of the panting roan horse to the sad
dle, unlooped the rope from the rope 
strap, carried it around the roan and 
jerked it up under his tail. The roan 
promptly clamped the rope with his 
tail and departed. Dr. Botts strolled 
back to the fire and turned the rabbit 
with his long handled fork.

He was so engaged when, again 
across the stream, horses appeared. 
There were five of these, all driving 
hard. The horses came splashing 
across the creek. The riders reined 
in beside Dr. Botts. The doctor 
looked up from his rabbitry.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” he said 
pleasantly.

The leader of the riders, a big, black 
haired man with a broken nose and a 
lip that perpetually sneered, disre
garded the greeting. “Did you see a 
redheaded thief come past here?” 
rasped the broken nosed man.

“Redheaded?” Dr. Botts lifted 
bushy gray eyebrows. "No. No red
headed thief has passed.”

“Have you saw a roan horse arun-

nin’ ?” demanded Broken Nose, shift
ing so that the star on his vest 
twinkled.

“Certainly,” Dr. Botts was glad to 
oblige. “A  roan horse came almost 
through my camp. He went on into 
the timber. You gentlemen seem to be 
distressed. Might I suggest a bottle 
of the Botts’ Universal Solvent? It 
allays fatigue, it soothes pain, it 
solves the problem of what to do with 
that tired feeling. It . . .”

“Are you a plumb damn’ fool?” de
manded the broken nosed man. 
“Which way did that roan horse go?” 

“Beyond,” Dr. Botts indicated the 
whole western slope with his waving 
hand. “He went ah— rapidly.”

“The trail goes right on into the 
timber, Sim,” announced a rider be
hind Broken Nose. “You can see the 
horse went right through camp.” 

“You are a plumb damn’ fool!” 
stated Sim positively. “Come on, boys! 
He’ll get clear away!” Again gravel 
was scattered as horses lunged ahead. 
.With Broken Nose in the lead, the 
posse went on.

DR. BO TTS turned the rabbit 
again. A  little of it had burned 

and the doctor shook his head. The 
sound of the running horses died 
away, and lifting the frying pan from 
the fire Dr. Botts produced the 32-20 
and advanced to the wagon.

“Come out,” he commanded briefly. 
The redhead appeared and was fol

lowed by the slight body. Alighting 
from the wagon, the redheaded man 
put the canvas sack on the ground. 

“A h !” said Dr. Botts. “Divvy!” 
“W hat?” said the redhead.
“Divvy! The Chinese pay their 

physicians for preventing rather than 
curing illness. I have just saved you 
from what would certainly have been 
a fatal attack of lead poisoning. The 
physician is worthy of his hire. Open 
that sack and split it up!”

“You mean . . .?”
“I mean I want my cut,” said Dr. 

Botts impatiently.
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The redheaded man squatted, and 
after an uncertain glance at Dr. Botts, 
he bent forward and opened the can
vas sack. Dr. Botts also leaned toward 
the sack. There, showing through the 
open canvas was rusty iron, and 
washers with holes gaping in their 
centers. Cut bundles of newspapers 
supplemented the washers. Dr. Botts 
put his gun away.

“What sort of bank did you rob?” 
he asked, looking at the redhead.

The redhead turned unbelieving 
eyes toward his questioner. “I got the 
Little Bird payroll,” he said. “It was 
right there in the teller’s cage. I 
stuck my gun on him an’ said, ‘Hand 
it over,’ an’. . . .”

“And he handed you this.” Dr. 
Botts snorted through his pudgy nose. 
“My friend, as a bank robber you 
would make an excellent plowboy. 
You’re entirely too gullible.”

“But they said. . . .”
“W ho said?"
The redhead shook his fiery thatch. 

“No use gettin’ anybody else mixed 
up in it,” he announced. “She. . . .” 

“Now,” commented Dr. Botts, “we 
come to the hub of the matter. ‘Cher- 
chez la femme.' In other words, 
there’s a woman at the bottom of 
every woodpile. W ho is ‘She?’ ” 

Again the redhead was shaken stub
bornly.

Dr. Botts pushed back the tall 
beaver hat he wore. His voice was 
friendly. “Red,” said Dr. Botts, 
“you’ve been played for a sucker. 
You’ve sold your birthright for— ah 
— a mess of washers, as it were. Tell 
me all about it. After all, a physician, 
you know, . . .”

CHAPTER II
A Diagnosis

THE blue eyes of the man Dr.
Botts had nicknamed, “Red,” 

searched the rotund, benign counte
nance that smiled down at him.

“A ll right,” he said, “I ’ll spill it.” 
For a moment Dr. Botts paused in 

thought, then he shook his head. “ In 
a moment I will receive your confi
dences,” stated the doctor. “But now. 
. . . well, those fello’s might come 
back.”

Red’s blue eyes were frightened 
once more. Dr. Botts walked purpose
fully toward his wagon, stopped at 
the tail gate, already lowered, and 
reached inside. “Come here,” he com
manded, “you are about to become a 
Maori. Take off that shirt!”

“W hat?” demanded Red, who had 
followed the doctor.

“Take off your shirt, I said,” com
manded Dr. Botts, “The boots and the 
pants, too. I ’ve never heard of a blue
eyed Maori but there is going to be 
one now.”

There was some hesitation on the 
part of Red, but the doctor’s silver 
tongue, combined with a few threats 
as to the probable return of the 
posse, overcame the arguments. Red 
stripped. Having bared his lean, white 
skinned body, he followed directions. 
The white became brown, as dye was 
applied. The red hair was covered 
with a black wig from which a braid 
trailed. A  loin cloth took the place 
of discarded Levi’s, and fringes of 
hair were placed on the bowed legs, 
just below the knee. Dr. Botts 
brought forth a pair of moccasins and 
looked at them distastefuly.

“These are Sioux moccasins,” he 
stated. “ I got them at Pine Ridge. Ah  
well, beggars can’t be choosers, and 
the Sioux will never know the differ
ence. Put them on I”

Red put on the moccasins and 
shivered. “I ’m cold,” he complained. 
“I ain’t used to goin’ around half 
naked, an’ there ain’t no warmth in 
this dye you put on me.”

'‘No more warmth in a grave,” re
minded Dr. Botts. “Here’s a blanket. 
W e ’ll warm up that dad-gummed rab
bit and you can tell me while we eat. 
W hat’s your name?”
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“Tom Sutter. They call me Red 
Sutter. I ____ ”

“Your name is Amok. That’s Malay 
or something. Amok will do you for 
now until I can think of a better 
name.”

Tom Sutter grunted. “They’ll see 
through this rig if they come back,” 
he observed. “I’d a heap rather have 
a gun an’ a horse under me. I. . . .”

“Have some rabbit instead,” said Dr. 
Botts. “Now, tell me about this bank 
business.”

Red Sutter, or Amok as the good 
doctor insisted, helped himself to the 
rabbit. He chewed on a hind leg and 
between bites told his story.

He was a puncher. He had worked 
around Casper most of his life, had 
indeed never been out of the county 
of his birth. The gold strike at Cisco 
had tolled him forth. There was a 
little place near Casper that Red 
coveted. W ith some cash he could 
own it, and so, like many another he 
had set forth to dig his fortune from 
a gold mine.

In Cisco he hadn’t done so well. 
Cowpunchers were a dime a dozen, 
and cowpunchers seeking their for
tune were cheaper than that. In Cisco, 
Red had spent his roll.

Dr. Botts ate daintily of his piece 
of rabbit and nodded occasionally as 
the tale rolled forth.

Having gone broke in Cisco, Red 
Sutter was ready to go to work. There 
was no work and so he had gravitated 
from one place to another. “Them 
miners ain’t like cow people,” com
plained Red. “Cow people will feed 
a man an’ give him a place to sleep. 
Them miners are so crazy over gold 
that they don’t think of nothin’ else.”

Dr. Botts agreed with Red as to the 
comparative merits of cow persons 
and miners, and urged that he return 
to his tale. Red went on.

TH REE times during Red’s short 
stay in Cisco, the pay roll for the 

Little Bird Mine had come up miss
ing. Once it had been taken from the

bank, and once from the mine office. 
Once, also, it had been taken from the 
stage. The miners at the Little Bird 
were ugly. They wanted their money 
on time so they could spend it. Poke 
Schubert, owner of the Little Bird, 
had done everything possible to pre
vent such losses but had failed. Final
ly, he had placed a thousand dollar’s 
reward for the delivery of the dead 
robber.

“He had to do somethin’,” Red ex
plained. “Them miners was nasty an’ 
old Poke Schubert was sure het up.”

Continuing, with a fresh piece of 
rabbit to help him, Red explained 
further. During his lean days, he had 
one friend in the town, a girl named 
Lolabelle who worked at the Tanner 
Dance Hall. Lolabelle had sympa
thized with Red in his days of de
pression. She had helped him out. 
Dr. Botts gathered that Lolabelle 
had been an influence.

“Twice she got me a job at the res
taurant when the dishwasher was 
drunk,” said Red, “an’ she’d dance 
with me when I come in, whether I 
had money for drinks or not. She's a 
percentage girl an’ that cost her 
money.”

“Ah yes,” said Dr. Botts.
“W ell then,” Red went on, “this 

Sim Polzer come to town. I didn’t 
know him but Lolabelle introduced 
me. Sim an’ a fellow named Jack W y 
oming helped me out. They staked 
me so I had a little money. It was 
Wyoming that talked to me about the 
bank. He kept sayin’ how easy it was 
to get a little spare change an’ how 
the bank kept it on tap, an’ what a 
fool Clay Meserve was. Then Lola
belle got sick.

“Last night, I was in Tanner’s an’ 
she got me off in a booth an’ talked 
to me. She’s goin’ to die, I reckon. 
She’s mighty sick. She couldn’t get 
out of town to Denver where she’d 
have a chance. . . .”

“What was the matter with her?” 
asked Dr. Botts, professionally. 
“What were her symptoms?”
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“Somethin’ the matter with her in
sides,” Red answered. “She’s goin’ to 
have to get a first class whittler to 
cut on her. She didn’t have no money 
so I said I ’d get it for her. I went 
out an’ hunted up Jack an’ told him 
I was ready for the bank deal. W e  
worked it out. Today’s Friday an’ 
the Little Bird gets paid on Saturday 
so we knowed the payroll would be in. 
Jack was goin’ to hold my horse an’ 
I was to walk in after the guards was 
gone an’ take the money. W e  had it 
all fixed. W e waited ’til the money 
was delivered an’ the stage had gone 
on to the station, an’ I went in. 
Meserve handed over the sack without 
no argument, but when I come out 
Jack had went. If Ol’ Jug hadn’t 
stood they’d of downed me right 
there, but he was standin’ in the 
street an’ I forked him an’ left. Pol- 
zer an’ some more was shootin’ at me. 
That damn’ Polzer was a deputy all 
the time an’ I didn’t know it. Lola- 
belle didn’t neither or she’d of. . . .”  

Dr. Botts shook his round head. 
“She knew it,” he stated. “M y friend, 
they made a picture of you.”

“Huh?” said Red.
“You’ve been framed,” the doctor 

made the announcement placidly. “It 
is an old, old story. There is a re
ward set up for a dead bank robber. 
A  crooked deputy and a few of his 
friends take some homeless, friend
less wandered like yourself, and rib 
him up to rob the bank. He goes in 
and comes out, and they kill him and 
collect the reward. It’s old as the 
hills.”

“But Lolabelle____ ”
“W as in on the deal. I ’ll stake my 

professional reputation on that.” 
W isely the doctor risked nothing val
uable. “Lolabelle was the man behind 
the gun, as it were.”

Red shook his head. “Lolabelle . . .” 
he began stubbornly, “is sick. She’s 
goin’ to die unless she gets to Den
ver.”

Dr. Botts smiled as one does who

humors a small child. “Lolabelle won’t 
die,” he assured, and then quoting 
from his favorite authority: “W hat 
fools these mortals be . . .”

“If yo’re meanin’ me . . .” Red got 
up from beside the now empty frying 
pan.

“Not you, Amok,” said Dr. Botts. 
“Not you, just mortals in general. The 
only thing that puzzles me is the 
washers in the sack.”

“What do you mean?”
“He could so easily have used 

scrap iron,” mused the doctor. “Ah, 
well . . . tomorrow, in Cisco. . . .”

“ I ain’t goin’ to Cisco. I. . . .”
“I can say with certainty that you 

never were more mistaken in your 
life.” The doctor’s voice hardened. 
“You’re going to Cisco, and further
more, you’re going to like it. Dump 
the grease back into the can, Amok, 
and then come and help me. W e ’re 
going to mix up a little of the Solvent 
for tomorrow’s trade.”

Unwillingly, Red obeyed the com
mand. Dr. Botts brought a case of 
empty bottles, a keg of alcohol, and 
a small can from the wagon. He added 
a bottle and an empty keg to these 
commodities, and gave further direc
tions as Red finished with the frying 
pan.

“Fill the keg with water,” he di
rected, “and bring it back here. A  
little water, a little alcohol and a 
little licorice flavoring added to color
ing matter go a long ways toward 
healing the human aches and pains.. 
W e ’ll even make up a special bottle 
or two, largely alcohol, and as a favor, 
my friend, you can lick "the labels. 
I’ve had them made especially for me. 
They’re peppermint flavored.”

IN T H E  morning strolling out from 
camp, Dr. Botts shot two cotton

tails. He carried his trophies back, 
gave them to Red, and ate, somewhat 
disdainfully, the meal Red prepared. 
Red cooked both rabbits and would 
have eaten all that was left, had not
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the doctor reminded him that lunch 
was just around the corner.

Stomach and Bowels were hooked 
to the wagon, Helen of Troy was tied 
behind, and with the doctor driving 
and Red sitting beside him, they set 
out for Cisco. Enroute, Dr. Botts ex
plained the duties of a medicine man’s 
assistant. On only one subject was 
there any grief. Dr. Botts, believing 
that even a Maori should have a lan
guage, tried to instruct Red in the 
intricacies of Pig Latin. The attempt 
failed.

“A  Maori can’t talk English,” said 
Dr. Botts peevishly when, for the 
third time, Red did not respond to, 
“ ‘Alkta igpa atinla enwha ouya 
eakspa.’ You’ll have to be a dumb 
Maori, Amok.”

“W ell,” answered Red reasonably, 
“It sounds plumb foolish to me. You 
say take the first letter of a word an’ 
add it to the end with a ‘a.’ That’ud 
be all right mebbe, only I cain’t spell.”

Dr. Botts snorted.

CHAPTER HI
Painless Surgery

CISCO, when they reached the 
place, was not much different 

from a lot of other towns that lay 
behind Dr. Botts. Cisco consisted of 
three canyons joined together, with 
the Little Bird mine perched on a 
mountain above them. Streets ran 
through the canyons, and houses, 
tents and shacks banked the sides. 
A  man could stand on his own front 
porch in Cisco and spit down his 
grandfather’s chimney, always pro
viding that he had a front porch, a 
grandfather, and was not too drunk 
to spit. One of the streets was named 
Whisky Alley, another got along 
with the title, Hell’s Delight; and the 
third staggered under the burden of 
Bunkhouse. Dr. Botts found a place 
to put the wagon, a comparatively 
flat spot between the bank and a

saloon on Whisky Alley. He helped 
Red unhook the mules and water them 
and Helen, and then leaving his blue 
eyed Maori to hold down the camp, 
sallied out to see what he could see, 
and do those that could be done. 
There had been two dollars in a 
pocket of Red’s pants. Dr. Botts now 
had two dollars.

His first port of call was the Little 
Bird. Dr. Botts climbed the moun
tain, puffing like a wood burner on a 
switchback. A t the mine office he 
waited until his breathing was nor
mal and then went in. A  citizen, who 
the doctor at first mistook for a 
grizzly, was seated behind the desk 
in the office.

“W ell?” roared the grizzly, “what 
do you want?”

Appraised of the mistake he had 
made, Dr. Botts advanced. He had 
never yet, not even in his most liquid 
moments, met a grizzly that could 
talk. “Are you Mr. Poke Schubert?” 
he asked.

“Yeah. Now what do you want?”
Dr. Botts smiled. “How much would 

it be worth to you to recover your 
payroll?” he began without prelim
inary.

“Not a damned cent!” The grizzly 
pounded the desk. “But you can have 
the payroll, if you’ll get me that red
headed so-and-such that stole it.”

Dr. Botts winced. The thump of 
that big, hairy fist pounding the 
desk made his own plump hands ache. 
“How much was in the payroll?” he 
asked.

“Fifteen hundred dollars. Say. . . . 
who are you anyhow? How come 
yo’re nosin’ around? Do you know 
what happened to that payroll?”

“I am Dr. Archimedes C. Botts,” 
the doctor introduced himself. “I 
don’t know what happened to the pay
roll, but I have ideas. You agree then 
that I can have the money if I re
cover it?”

“I don’t neither! I agree that you 
can have the cash if you turn over
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that red-headed thief that’s taken i t !” 
Dr. Botts pursed his lips and shook 

his head. “The thief is not red
headed,” he stated. “ I can have the 
money if I turn over the thief and 
prove that he took it. Is that it?” 

“Yo’re dang’ right that’s it. If 
you. . . .”

“I will give a performance at my 
wagon this evening,” interrupted the 
doctor. “I f  you will be there after 
the show you may learn something to 
your advantage. I will expect you.” 

“I ’ll be there,” again the grizzly 
thumped the desk by way of emphasis, 
“an’ if you ain’t got somethin' for me 
you’d better light out. Poke Schubert 
runs this town, hear me? If you don’t 
mean business, haul yore freight!” 

Dr. Botts backed away from that 
disturbing presence. He walked down 
the hill and was a little sorry he had 
called on Mr Schubert. He could, he 
believed, have recovered the payroll 
anyhow, and now he knew for a cer
tainty that he had to get it. If he 
didn’t, Poke Schubert would be on 
his trail. Dr. Botts did not under
estimate Poke at all. He knew the 
breed.

Re t u r n i n g  to camp, he found 
the wagon surrounded by small 

boys, and Red Sutter squatting under 
the vehicle, fighting flies. Dr. Botts 
entered the wagon and came out with 
a handful of little lead whistles. 
Judiciously he distributed these. The 
boys gathered around. They blew the 
whistles shrilly; they made a lot of 
noise and they answered questions. 
The average small boy knows more 
about what is going on than a local 
quilting society or a Ladies’ Aid. Dr. 
Botts heard scandal, he heard con
jecture and he heard about the bank 
robbery.

The posse had come back empty 
handed. The money was gone. Poke 
Schubert was raving and Clay 
Meserve was hibernating in the bank. 
The doctor learned all this and more.

During the time the boys stayed, 
there were several local celebrities 
pointed out: Sim Polzer, Jack W yom 
ing who drove the stage, and Clay 
Meserve when he stuck his head out 
of the Bank. In fact, quite a number 
of the inhabitants of Cisco were 
named for the doctor, and their pe
culiarities described. When the sup
ply of whistles played out the boys 
departed shrilly, and Dr. Botts, 
bidding Red stay with the wagon, 
also sallied forth.

The doctor spent a busy afternoon. 
By judiciously palming cards in the 
stud game at Tanner’s dance hall, he 
ran the two dollars up to fifteen. He 
bought a drink, a pocketful of cigars, 
and circulated generally, visiting the 
hardware store, the offices of the 
Cisco Gazette— the town’s weekly 
newspaper— and various other points 
of interest. In Tanner’s, following 
the stud game, he watched with in
terest while Sim Polzer talked to a 
blond man who had been pointed out 
as Jack Wyoming, and to a flashing 
eyed, dark-haired percentage girl. 
That would be Lolabelle, the doctor 
surmised.

A t supper, Dr. Botts ate ham and 
eggs in the restaurant. Then, puffing 
a cigar, he went back to the wagon. He 
carried back a second portion of ham 
and eggs for Red and gave that 
hungry man a meal. Stomach, Bowels, 
and Helen of Troy were already 
munching grain and working on a 
little pile of hay the doctor had sent. 
Dusk came down on Cisco while Red 
ate, and with dusk, the Doctor pre
pared for business.

THE tailgate of the wagon, sup
ported by posts, made a stage. A  

collapsible flight of steps led up to 
the rostrum, and two kerosene flares, 
placed on either side, supplied light. 
Dr. Botts got out his banjo. Red 
Sutter’s only musical accomplishment 
being, “Buffalo Gals,” played on a 
harmonica. Dr. Botts had decided to
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forgo that as coming from a Maori. 
Soon, the banjo attracted a crowd, and 
when the crowd formed, Dr. Botts 
went to work.

W ith his cajoling and easy voice, 
Dr. Botts told a story or two, stories 
that were well suited to Cisco’s hu
mor. The crowd roared as each dubi
ous point was reached. Dr. Botts lit 
a cigar, puffed it, laid it down, and 
crossing the little stage, produced an
other lighted cigar from thin air. That 
brought a hand, and Red, crosslegged 
on the stage, picked up the discarded 
smoke and struggled with it. That 
also brought applause. Reaching into 
his pocket for his trained deck of 
cards, Dr. Botts caught sight of 
the thin-faced gambler from Tanner’s 
stud game. Hastily, the doctor re
moved his hand, and declared a taboo 
on any card tricks.

W ith his banjo, he played weird 
chords while Red indulged in the 
the shuffling steps of what Dr. Botts 
described as: “The blood dance of the 
Maoris. This is the dance the wild 
savages perform just before they dip 
their hands into the reeking blood of 
their victims and lift out the smoking 
hearts of their enemies to eat.”

Red didn’t get much of a hand, and 
putting aside the banjo, Dr. Botts be
gan to sell Solvent.

He sold quite a lot of Solvent, a lit
tle Balsam Balm, and a few Boluses. 
The Solvent was fifty per cent 
straight alcohol; the Balm contained 
lard, Capsicum, musk, and pine oil 
and had an odor all its own; as for 
the Boluses . . . Dr. Botts sometimes 
gave them to horses suffering with di
gestive ailments, always with results.

His heart was in his work and only 
the sight of Poke Schubert, standing 
balefully at the edge of the crowd, re
called to him that there was other and 
larger game afoot. W ith Schubert was 
the furtive eyed Meserve, and behind 
them Dr. Botts discerned Lolabelle 
escorted by the blond Wyoming, and 
Sim Polzer.

Sales slackening, Dr. Botts left the 
rostrum and circulated in the crowd 
with his supplies. Stopping before 
Meserve, Dr. Botts addressed the 
crowd.

“Here, my friends,” he said, “is an 
unusual case. Here is a man, well and 
happy, it seems; but Fate hovers over 
him. His eyes are clear, his head erect, 
his chest swells, but tomorrow . . . ah, 
who can tell about tomorrow?” As 
he spoke, the doctor’s pudgy hands 
played over Meserve’s body, tapping 
him here and there, on the chest, at 
the neck . . .

“See?” the doctor exclaimed tri
umphantly, “there is a rash here, a 
rash appearing already. Have no fear, 
my friend. Dr. Botts is here and one 
application of the Balsam Balm will 
cure you.” The doctor smeared Clay 
Meserve’s hands with one sweeping 
stroke.

“Get out, you faker,” snarled Mes
erve. “Get out!”

Dr. Botts stepped back. His eyes 
were sorrowful. “He calls me a faker,” 
said Dr. Botts, “and I have just saved 
his life.”

For an instant Dr. Botts looked at 
Clay Meserve, and to those watching 
it appeared that the doctor was mo
tionless. They could not even see his 
lips move, but in Clay Meserve’s ear 
a voice whispered, “Poke’s wise. Meet 
me in the Bank at midnight.”

Meserve shifted suddenly. Poke 
Schubert was staring balefully at him. 
“Move off from me,” snapped Schu
bert. “You smell like a skunk!”

Dr, Botts passed on. Sim Polzer was 
standing just behind Meserve and be
side Sim was Lolabelle. It seemed to 
Lolabelle that Sim spoke to her. 
“Schubert’s wise,” Sim seemed to say. 
Lolabelle blanched. Dr. Botts con
fronted her.

“And here is a lady,” he said. “The 
bloom of youth lies upon her cheeks. 
Raven night is in her hair. How soon 
will that bloom fade? How soon will 
white supplant those raven tresses?
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Do you feel well, my dear? Have you 
not confessed recently to some friend 
that you were sick?” The doctor’s 
eyes were piercing and keen. Lola- 
belle shrank from them.

“Have no fear,” Dr. Botts resumed. 
“Take this bottle of Solvent. I give 
it to you freely. Drink it before you 
retire, and be assured that it will help 
you to avoid your fate.” A  bottle, a 
very special bottle of Solvent, was 
thrust into Lolabelle’s lax hand.

“And you,” the doctor turned to 
Sim Polzer, “you have been having 
spots before your eyes. You do not 
sleep. You are jaundiced. Here, take 
these as a free gift from Dr. Botts.”

Sim’s jaws opened as, surprised by 
the little man, he recoiled a step. Dr. 
Botts was on him like a flash. Two 
Boluses, two big, round pills, he 
popped into Sim’s open mouth. Sim 
swallowed convulsively and reached 
out a hand for the doctor. But Dr. 
Botts was gone, wending his way back 
to the wagon. He mounted his rostrum 
and smiling benignly, addressed his 
audience.

“And so we conclude,” said Dr. 
Botts. “Each evening, at the eni of 
my performance, I offer you that boon 
of mankind, Botts’ Universal Elixir 
and Solvent. Each evening I pass 
among my people, aiding them, help
ing them, lifting their woes and heal
ing their ills. And so good night, as 
the poet has said, sweet dreams and 
peaceful slumber. Anyone wishing to 
see me for a private consultation can 
come up after the show.”

The doctor reached out and ex
tinguished a flare. Before he had put 
out the other flare, the crowd was be
ginning to drift away. Dr. Botts bent 
down. “You follow Meserve,” he or
dered Red. “See where he goes.”

Red made no objection. He was be
ginning to obey the doctor from force 
of habit. To Red’s none too brilliant 
brain, any man who could save him 
from a posse and then disguise him 
so that Sirh Polzer would walk right

past with never a second look, was 
something in the nature of a deity. 
Wrapping his gaudy blanket about 
him, Red Sutter left the wagon.

CHAPTER IV
Recovery

TH E crowd was gone now and Dr.
Botts went into the wagon to 

wash his hands in alcohol. Alcohol re
moved the Balm. Back on the plat
form again the doctor lit another 
cigar and methodically adjusted the 
32-20. He might need it. Looming up 
from the shadow of the wagon came 
Poke Schubert.

“W ell?” rumbled Schubert. “I ’m 
here. Show me how.”

“Come in,” directed Dr. Botts. 
Schubert followed him through the 

curtains that screened the rear of the 
wagon when the tail gate was low
ered. Within the wagon was an exam
ple of neatness and order. There was 
a long locker on one side, a locker that 
made a bed. Another crossed the end 
of the wagon. Dr. Botts, stooping, 
drew out a canvas sack from the 
locker. Schubert stared at it.

“So,” rumbled Poke Schubert, “you 
had it all the time. Where’s yore red
headed pardner?”

Without answering, Dr. Botts un
did the top of the sack. Pulling back 
the canvas he disclosed the washers 
and the cut newspaper. Poke Schubert 
craned his neck to look.

“You will see,” said Dr. Botts, “that 
there isn’t any money here.” 

“Where’d you put it?”
“This is the sack that was taken 

from the bank,” Dr. Botts drove the 
words home. “ I ’ll not say how I ac
quired the sack, that isn’t necessary, 
but I will say that it hasn’t been 
touched.”

Schubert grunted his unbelief.
“I ’ll prove it,” continued Dr. Botts. 

“I came to Cisco today. If you will 
look at those newspapers you will find
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that they are Cisco Gazettes of the 
last month or so.”

Schubert dipped a big hand into the 
sack and bringing out a bundle of 
folded newsprint, looked at it. “That’s 
so,” he rumbled.

“And here is an item of interest.” 
Dr. Botts brought a folded letter 
from his pocket. “I acquired this from 
Mr. Meserve this eve
ning.” He extended the 
letter. Schubert took it, 
opened the sheet and 
scowled at the contents.

The big man 
r e a d  s l o w l y .
When he finished 
he crumpled the 
sheet of paper.
“So that was it?” 
he said slowly.
“ Clay Meserve, 
huh? The bank 
at C e n t e n n i a l  
shipped him the 
payroll Monday 
so nobody’d know 
it  w as on th e  
stage. He took it an’ put them washers 
an’ the newspapers in the sack. When 
I get hold of Clay Meserve . . .”

“I thought the letter would inter
est you,” Dr. Botts was bland. “But 
Clay Meserve is not the only one. 
There are others.”

“That redhead . . .” began Schubert 
hopefully.

Moccasins shuffled on the platform 
and Red Sutter stuck his head 
through the curtains. “He went to the 
bank an’ then home,” said Red.

“Not the redheaded man,” Dr, 
Botts refuted, nodding to Red to 
show that he haJ heard the announce
ment. “The redhead is innocent. He 
was preyed upon, Sim Polzer and 
Jack Wyoming and a woman com
bined with Meserve. The plot was to 
take your money, lay the blame to the 
redheaded man, and satisfy you with 
a dead bank robber. I understand that 
you have put up a thousand dollars

reward for a dead bandit. They were 
going to collect that, too.”

“I never would of done it if Lola- 
belle hadn’t of been sick,” said Red, 
coming in and sitting down beside 
Poke Schubert. “No, sir, I wouldn’t 
of.”

“W hat?” snapped Schubert.
“Shut up!” warned Dr. Botts.

Red, unconcerned, pulled 
off the black wig and scratched 
his head. The wig made his 
head itch.

Schubert stared at him. 
“You . . . ,” he began.

“An unwitting tool,” 
interposed Dr. Botts, 
hastily. “Dumb, too!” 

Schubert turned back 
to Dr. Botts. “How do 
you figger to get that 
payroll back an’ hook 
them fello’s?” he de
manded. “Tell me that! 
You ain’t got no proof. 
You . . .”

“But I have,” Dr. Botts 
said cheerfully. “ If you’ll 

come with me . . .”
“Where?”
“To the bank,” said Dr. Botts, and 

stooping, picked up the sack.
From the locker Red arose. He 

sorted a large and brown snouted gun 
from out the folds of his loin cloth 
and examined it fondly.

Dr. Botts sighed. “ I suppose so,” 
he said, consenting to Red’s ambition. 
“I was going to have you . . . W ell, 
never mind.”

Poke Schubert also arose. Poke pro
duced a miniature cannon and looked 
it over. He thrust the cannon back in 
its holster. “Let’s go,” rumbled Schu
bert.

Dr. Botts smiled. “ ‘Lay on, Mac- 
Duff,’ ” he quoted, “ ‘and damned be 
he who first cries, “Hold, enough!” ’ ”

TH E back door of the little bank 
presented no particular difficul

ties to Dr. Botts’ experienced hands.
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There was a short time while Poke 
Schubert waited nervously, and while 
Red stood first upon one moccasined 
foot and then the other. Then the 
door opened and the doctor led the 
way inside. Once they were in, he 
closed the door, locked it, and lead
ing the way unerringly through the 
blackness, made for the safe. The 
safe, disclosed by the light of a match, 
was a large iron affair. Dr. Botts 
smiled when he saw it. Carefully he 
sniffed at the combination knob and 
the handle, and then shook his head. 
“Not there,” he said.

“What ain’t there?” demanded 
Schubert.

“Your money.” Nose working like 
a pointer dog’s, Dr. Botts continued 
to sniff his way about the bank. Be
fore a cupboard he paused, sniffed 
again, and then in the light of Schu
bert’s match, smiled.

“Here!” announced Dr. Botts.
The cupboard opened readily. The 

interior was bare. Dr. Botts looked at 
it, tapped gently with knowing fin
gers, and pushed on a board in the 
back. The board was loose. It gave 
way. Schubert struck another match. 
There behind the loose board were 
three canvas sacks and a pile of cur
rency. Dr. Botts lifted the money, 
sniffed at it and held it out to Schu
bert.

“Botts’ Balsam Balm,” he said 
proudly. “I would know the odor any
where.”

Schubert also sniffed. “Smells like 
hell!” he complained. “W hat’s the 
idea?”

“The idea,” Dr. Botts expounded 
slowly, “is that I smeared Balsam 
Balm over Meserve’s hands this eve
ning. I also spoke in his ear, telling 
him that you were wise and that he 
was to be at the bank at midnight. He 
came straight here to see if the money 
he had stolen was intact, and when he 
looked at it he unwittingly applied 
the balm.”

“I ’ll be damned!” Schubert swore

his astonishment. “Did Meserve be
lieve you?”

“He thought it was Polzer speak
ing,” the doctor said modestly. “I am 
capable of the feat of ventriloquism. 
See . . .  ?”

“Poke’s wise,” said Sim Polzer’s 
voice in Poke Schubert’s ear. Schu
bert, dropping his match, jerked out 
his gun.

“W hat?” he roared.
“Just a trifle,” Dr. Botts said depre- 

catingly.
Schubert, after some calming, put 

his gun away. “Now what do we do?” 
he asked.

Dr. Botts lit another match, and 
carefully removed the sacks and the 
currency from the cupboard. “ I ought 
to have a bonus,” he remarked. “After 
all, I contracted for only one payroll 
and here are the four you lost.”

“ I’m payin’ off on dead robbers,” 
growled Schubert. “Not on nothin’ 
else.”

Dr. Botts sighed. “W e ’ll wait a 
while,” he said. “ I wish I had sent 
word to Polzer. . . . Ah, well, perhaps 
he will come. I feel sure that he will 
come. There are certain forces at 
work. If you gentlemen will sit down 
now, we’ll wait.”

Schubert chose a corner and squat
ted on his payroll sacks. Red hunk
ered down near Schubert. Dr. Botts 
placed the canvas sack he carried, the 
sack with the washers and the news
paper, behind the board in the locker, 
replaced the board, and closing the 
cupboard door, took up his position.

“ I must insist,” he informed Schu
bert, “that you let me handle this. If  
there is to be shooting, I ’ll do it, and 
if there is talking, I ’ll do that, too.”

“An’ I ’m to sit an’ suck my thumb?” 
growled Schubert.

“Exactly!” snapped Dr. Botts.
Time wore on. The bank was pitch- 

black, now that the last match had 
flamed. Red Sutter shifted posi
tion, and Poke Schubert growled oc
casionally. Dr. Botts held his peace.
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“They’ll come,” he assured. “I  know 
they will come.”

Silence reigned after that state
ment. Again Red Sutter shifted and 
then, gratingly, a key was thrust into 
the lock of the front door.

CHAPTER V
Relapse

W H EN  the medicine show had 
finished, Loiabelle insisted that 

Sim Polzer and Wyoming accompany 
her back to Tanner’s dance hall. Loia
belle was scared. She herded her es
cort into a booth at the back of the 
long room, pulled the curtains in 
front of the booth, and planked the 
bottle of Solvent down on the rick
ety table.

“Open that, Jack,” she commanded. 
“Open it quick. Now, what was you 
telling me, Sim? What was it you 
said about Schubert being wise?”

“I  never said a thing.” Polzer 
looked his astonishment. “What’s got 
into you, Loiabelle?”

Loiabelle picked up the opened bot
tle and drank deeply. A  surprised ex
pression crossed her face. Dr. Botts 
had fixed up a little something extra 
in the way of Solvent for Loiabelle. 
It was about three-quarters pure al
cohol. “Gosh!” gasped the lady, put
ting the bottle down.

“Don’t drink that stuff,” warned 
Wyoming. “You’ll . . .”

“Lissen, Jack,” Loiabelle was very 
earnest, “lissen: That doctor said that 
I ’d told somebody I  was sick. I  did. I  
told Red Sutter. By gosh, I  am sick, 
an’ I ’m goin’ to do like the Doctor 
said an’ drink that bottle!” Determin
edly Loiabelle took another drink.

“What did you say about me sayin’ 
somethin’?” demanded Polzer.

Loiabelle removed the bottle long 
enough to answer. “You said Schubert 
was wise,” she snapped. “What was 
he wise to?”

Polzer shifted uneasily. There was

something stirring within him. His 
stomach had a queasy, uncomfort
able feeling. “What could Schubert 
be wise to?” he said. “Schubert’s sore 
about Sutter gettin’ away with his 
payroll, that’s all. It ’s Jack’s fault. 
Jack missed him. . . .”

“You didn’t do so good yourself,” 
spoke Wyoming, quietly. “What you 
scrapin’ around in yore chair for?” 

Sim was finding it impossible to sit 
still. He knew why he had missed Red 
Sutter. He had wanted to miss. Sim 
knew that Clay Meserve had substi
tuted washers and newspapers for the 
money in the Little Bird payroll sack, 
but Loiabelle and Wyoming were not 
aware of the fact. That payroll was 
a little, private rake-off between Pol
zer and Meserve. Polzer caught the 
bandits if any were caught, but the 
payroll was always missing.

Loiabelle put down the empty bot
tle. “Yeah,” said Loiabelle, “what 
you . . . ,” she was interrupted by 
a most unmaidenly hiccough . . . 
“squirmin’ around for, Sim?”

“I  don’t feel good,” answered Sim 
Polzer in a thin voice.

“There’s somethin’ damn’ funny 
about this,” announced Wyoming. 
“You . . .  here, where you goin’?” Sim 
Polzer had risen and was leaving has
tily.

“Come on Loiabelle," ordered W y
oming. “Come on.. . . ”

Loiabelle got up. She took a step, 
crossed her feet and sat down on the 
floor. A  foolish smile covered her 
face.

“Drink before y’ schleep,” said Lo 
iabelle. “Schick peoplesh . . .” Wyom
ing did not stop to hear the rest of it. 
He knew what was the matter with 
Loiabelle. She was drunk.

Polzer was out of sight when W y
oming reached the door of Tanner’s 
dance hall. The blond man swore and 
set out down the street, looking for 
his partner. I f  Sim Polzer had 
double-crossed him, Jack Wyoming, 
then there would be an accounting.
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Wyoming was plain poison when he 
was mad. Still snarling at Polzer, 
Wyoming followed down the street.

As for Polzer, he held his head with 
his hands and let the Botts’ Boluses 
have their way with him. He was a 
weak and shaken man when the 
Boluses finished, and he was worried, 
too. Lolabelle had told him that some
one had said that Schubert was wise. 
There could be only one thing that 
Schubert was wise about and that was 
the payroll. Sim Polzer decided to see 
Meserve. He headed for the banker’s 
house.

Meserve was not at home. Polzer 
knocked and called, but received no 
response. Sim had an idea. Suppose 
Meserve knew that Schubert was 
wise? What would he do? He would 
get those payrolls and pull out, that’s 
what he would do. Sim left the house 
and headed for the bank. As he 
rounded a corner the light from a 
saloon fell full upon him. A  block or 
more away, up the twisting path of 
W hisky Alley, Jack Wyoming saw 
the big man. Wyoming felt the gun 
that was in his coat pocket and hur
ried toward the spot where Sim had 
appeared.

IN T H E  bank, when the key rasped, 
three men held their breaths. The 

door opened cautiously, and across 
the gray opening a figure appeared. 
The men that waited, over against the 
wall, heard cautious footsteps cross 
the floor, and then a chair creaked. 
The door remained open.

Presently the door filled. Again 
footsteps creaked on the floor and a 
voice spoke cautiously. “ Sim?” 

“Yeah. W hat you doin’ here, Me
serve?”

“You told me to meet you here at 
midnight, that Poke was wise.” 

“That’s a lie! I never said a word to 
you. You come here to get the cash 
an’ pull out. Somebody told Lolabelle
that Poke was on to us. You heard
> >1 em.

“ I didn’t. . . .” The words broke off 
in a frightened squawk. “Don’t, Sim! 
Don’t_____”

“ I ’ll teach you to cross m e!” rasped 
Polzer.

Meserve’s voice was choking. “The 
money’s all here, Sim. Look. I ’ll show 
you. W e ’ll split it. . . .”

Again there was the sound of feet. 
A  match flamed. Sim Polzer had 
Meserve by the arm. He held a match 
in his free hand. “W e ’ll split! Y o ’re 
damned right, we’ll split!” he rasped.

Meserve bent before the cupboard. 
He opened it, reached in and brought 
out a canvas sack. “Here . . . he 
began.

Polzer was bent down. “Where’s 
the rest?” rasped Polzer. “You thiev
in’ devil. You’ve . . . !”

Dr. Botts was rising. Dr. Botts held 
the 32-20 and was all prepared for a 
little business. Dr. Botts used his 
voice. The tones of Poke Schubert 
rumbled from the door.

“Now I ’ve caught you!”
In his corner, the real Poke Schu

bert suppressed an oath. He knew he 
hadn’t said a word, but that was cer
tainly his voice. The match in Pol- 
zer’s hand went out. A  gun roared and 
lead spattered at the door. The roar 
was echoed by a second, muffled re
port.

“Damn you,” shrilled Clay Meserve, 
“I ’ll show you!”

There was a heavy thud as a man 
struck the floor. Dr. Botts poised, 
tense. Powder smoke was sharp in his 
nostrils. Again there were steps, a 
man moving. The doorway suddenly 
was blotted out. A  strange voice 
spoke sharply: “Sim?” Then a match 
flamed, lighting a thin face and blond 
hair. Jack Wyoming had found his 
partner. *

In the center of the floor, illumi
nated by that match, stood Clay 
Meserve, at his feet a canvas sack. 
The gun in Wyoming’s hand gleamed 
dully as he advanced. He stopped in 
front of Meserve, and now Sim Pol-



MAD MEDICINE 65

zer’s feet shown in the circle of light 
from the match.

“What’s this?” snapped Wyoming, 
and kicked the sack.

Dr. Botts had not tied the sack. 
From it spilled rusty washers and a 
bundle of cut newspapers. Jack W y 
oming, startled, looked down incredu
lously. The feeble flame of the match 
reached his fingers and he dropped it.

“Damn you, Meserve,” shrilled W y 
oming. His gun smacked into the 
blackness.

Again the explosion was echoed. 
Clay Meserve had dodged back. Flame 
stabbed and then there was quiet. 
Voices were calling in the street but 
no one came. Cisco knew enough to 
let each and all kill their own snakes.

In the bank there was a stalemate. 
Neither Meserve nor Wyoming dared 
fire. Neither knew the location of the 
other, and a shot risked would betray 
the man who fired it. The bank was 
quiet, breathless. Beside Dr. Botts 
Red Sutter began to twitch. The pow
der smoke was burning Red’s nostrils. 
He wanted to sneeze, had to sneeze.

Dr. Botts felt that twitching and 
knew what was coming. He had to do 
something, and do it quick.

“All right,” said a voice from a cor
ner. “All right.”

Dr. Botts had done that something. 
He had thrown his voice.

Instantly, there was a shot and then 
another. Then, from where old Poke 
Schubert sat a cannon bellowed. Dr. 
Botts snapped with the 32-20. There 
was a cannonade in the bank. Red 
Sutter fired, too, and whooped shrilly. 
Even as he fired, Dr. Botts was 
thrilled by that yell. What a Maori 
Red would make if he ever let loose!

The firing ceased abruptly. Poke 
Schubert spoke heavily out of the 
quiet. “I reckon that’s got it,” said 
Poke. “Light a match.”

He obeyed his own command, strik
ing a match and striding out like 
a giant colossus. Dr. Botts, also 
equipped with a match, found a lamp

and lit it. In the light of the lamp, 
the three took account of things.

Polzer was dead, killed by Meserve. 
Jack Wyoming was riddled, and Clay 
Meserve was in no better condition. 
If Poke Schubert wanted dead ban
dits here they were. Plenty of them!

“Ahem,” spoke Dr. Botts, “you said 
something of turning over a payroll 
if the bandits were killed. I hope you 
are satisfied, Mr. Schubert?”

W ith wonder in his eyes, Poke 
Schubert looked at the speaker. “ I 
reckon,” he said slowly, “that I ’m sat
isfied. Help yoreself,” and with a 
gesture he indicated the currency and 
money sacks that had formed his seat.

“I ’m a little bashful,” replied Doc
tor Botts. “I would rather that you 
gave it to me.”

At the door a lantern appeared, and 
a wondering townsman thrust in his 
head. Behind him were others. “What 
happened, Poke?” asked the lantern 
bearer. “What . . . ?”

Poke Schubert interrupted. “Them 
fello’s,” said Schubert, with a gesture 
toward the men on the floor, “was 
caught robbin’ a bank. That’s what 
happened.”

AND that was the verdict of the 
coroner’s jury on the following 

morning. Poke Schubert ran Cisco 
and Poke told the coroner what to 
say. Dr. Botts offered his professional 
services, suggesting that he could do 
a splendid autopsy, but his offer was 
rejected. Poke saw no use of an au
topsy.

The inquest closed at noon. The 
verdict was brought in and the jury 
discharged. Poke Schubert drew Dr. 
Botts aside.

“I ain’t one to talk,” he said gruffly 
to the good doctor, “but you done me 
a favor. Now I ’ll do one for you: Get 
out of Cisco. Clay an’ Sim had 
friends. They’ll be lookin’ for you. I 
give you yore money an’ there ain’t a 
thing to keep you.”

Dr, Botts nodded blandly. “I was
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about to suggest that I depart,” he 
agreed. “After all, I have done my 
work and I find that the field of medi
cine in Cisco is limited. I shall be 
glad to go.” He shook hands with 
Poke Schubert and turning, strode 
away to his wagon.

“Hook up the mules, Amok,” di
rected Dr. Botts. “W e ’re leaving.”

Later, perhaps ten miles out of the 
little town, Dr. Botts looked at the 
man beside him on the seat. Red Sut
ter was smoking a cigarette. He was 
dressed in a loin cloth and fringes 
about his knees, and he had his blan
ket wrapped about his shoulders. As  
a concession from Dr. Botts, Red had 
laid aside the black wig. After all, the 
doctor had said, there might be red 
headed Maoris as well as blue-eyed

ones. Red stared placidly at the backs 
of Stomach and Bowels and puffed 
his smoke.

“Red,” said Dr. Botts curiously, 
“what are you going to do now? Are 
you going back to Casper and buy 
that little ranch?”

Red threw away the butt of his 
smoke. “What with?” he asked.

“I gave you five hundred dollars 
out of what Schubert paid,” rasped 
the doctor. “Have you forgotten 
that?”

Red shook his head. “Nope,” he 
drawled. “I ain’t forgot it, Doc, but 
I ain’t got it neither.”

“What happened?” demanded Dr. 
Botts.

“W ell,” said Red, “ I give it to Lola- 
belle. She was sick.”
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Sam H art could leave a man to die and get away 
from the posse on his trail, or he could save the 

stranger and face a hangman's noose . . .

S AM H A R T  ran his horse up the 
side of the small butte. On the 
flat top of the hill, he jumped 

down, loosened the cinches and 
rubbed the sweat from the animal’s 
laboring flanks. Dropping the bridle, 
he walked to the edge of the butte 
and climbed a boulder.

Sam was young, tall and powerfully 
built. His eyes were blue and steady, 
his nose short, his jaw square and his 
mouth pleasant in his well-tanned 
face. Although near exhaustion, there 
was a bright gleam of satisfaction in

his eyes as he surveyed the country 
about him. He pushed back his hat 
with a rope-calloused hand and ran 
his fingers through his light, sweat- 
curled hair.

Swiftly he surveyed the country
side. A  half-mile further on there was 
a slot in the canyons. Once through 
there and he would be in the badlands 
with the million gulches, canyons and 
draws which were interwoven in a 
completely crazy puzzle. He was as 
good as free!

For a little while, Sam rested. His
67
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eyes, bright and clear with the sure
ness of escape, roamed back across 
the barren plains over which he had 
come. Far in the distance, he saw a 
tiny cloud of dust and chuckled.

That posse, coming fast, would be 
here in less than an hour. But that 
was plenty of time. He’d rest ten 
minutes, take another short run and 
be lost forever! To hell with the law
men from Red Clay . . .

As he thought this, he looked again 
at the slot that formed the only na
tural entrance down to the badlands. 
He stiffened to sudden attention. 
What was that? A  flock of buzzards!

An ordinary gathering of the birds 
would have caused Sam no wonder. 
But these carrion-eaters didn’t act as 
though they had sighted a dead cow 
or a coyote. They seemed to be gath
ering courage to swoop down and ap
proach an object that was still alive—  
a tiny object that struggled and hung, 
head down.

Sam jumped to his feet with a sud
den oath. It was a man— a man who 
had slipped on the rocks across the 
canyon and who hung and fought 
feebly thus, his knee apparently 
caught in a viselike crevice of stone.

Even as he started for his horse, 
Sam hesitated and looked back at the 
distant dustcloud, growing nearer. He 
looked again, at that helpless man 
and the great birds that hovered over 
him. Helplessly, he cursed. It would 
take time to reach that man and rescue 
him, probably more time than it would 
be safe for him to spare.

Sam’s blue eyes were troubled. He 
scowled and his mouth went thin and 
white. He could do one of two things 
— make good his escape while there 
was time, and go free-—or save that 
helpless man’s life and be captured 
to face a trial that might end in his 
own death.

Sam instantly made his choice. 
Grimly he snatched up his bridle 
reins, tightened the saddle, leaped in 
and slanted down the side of the

butte. Then he headed across the 
canyon.

Obeying a final instinct to make the 
most of his chances, Sam carefully 
hid and tied his horse behind a jumble 
of big rocks that had fallen from the 
cliffs. He then began the slow and 
laborious climb toward the helpless 
man. He had made sure that the strug
gling figure was invisible from the 
trail and that it was, indeed, up to him 
to make the rescue.

He carried his rope over his shoul
der. When he had finally reached the 
man and looked for an instant into 
the purpled face, he knew there was 
no time to lose. Caught by a knee in 
the cleft of a towering boulder and 
hung there helpless, the man was now 
unconscious.

S AM  reached the top of the boulder, 
lowered his rope and looped it 

around the man’s body. Putting the 
power of his big shoulders and back 
into the awkward task, he lifted the 
helpless body upright in the crevice. 
Gradually, he worked the imprisoned 
knee loose from the grip of the rock 
and gently hauled the unconscious 
man to safety on the top beside him.

Sam, fanning the man’s grim hawk
like face with his hat, saw that he was 
of middle age. He looked around in 
search of the posse and cursed when 
he saw how close they were. And this 
man’s leg was broken . . .

Sam sighed and fingered his gun. 
He gazed longingly toward the bad
lands, then shrugged his shoulders. 
He glanced down at the man’s face 
again and caught his breath.

Gray eyes, keen and penetrating, 
were staring up at him fixedly, 
measuring him with shrewd under
standing. The hawklike man nodded, 
winced slightly at a twitch to his leg, 
then grinned thinly. “Reckon I ’m a 
heap obliged to you, young-un. The 
buzzards would sure as hell had me, 
if you hadn’t come.” An odd expres
sion twitched at his grim features.
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“W hy did you come? Must be you 
ain’t got any too much time. You’re 
Sam Hart.”

“How’d you know?” Sam demanded. 
His lips twisted as he went on with
out waiting for explanation. “But, 
hell, I reckon you’re a posseman. I 
was told that Sheriff Carter had sent 
men ahead to guard every entrance 
to the badlands. But— I reckoned I 
was free when I got here an’ nobody 
was ahead of me.”

The grim man nodded, his face gray 
with pain and exhaustion, his hard 
eyes unwavering. “Guess you got it 
right, boy. Reckon I ’d ha’ stopped 
you—or shot you, if you had refused 
to halt. So— why did you rescue me?” 

Sam breathed hard. His lips moved 
as though to answer, then clamped 
tightly. Suddenly, he broke into wild 
cursing. “W hy should I be on the 
owlhoot trail! Damn the sheriff! 
Damn him to hell! I ’m innocent!” 

The injured man looked at him 
oddly, his gray gaze widened. “You’re 
innocent? You got proof of that?” 

“Hell— no!” Sam grunted hoarsely. 
“But I never killed Lon Marrows. It 
was that dirty gang of gamblers got 
’im. But I was drunk, dead drunk, an’ 
they left me there in the saloon with 
'im after they’d shot up the place, left 
me with the murder-gun in my fingers. 
The deputies found me that way. 
They took me to jail to wait until 
Sheriff Carter could come up from 
the county seat. Sheriff Carter! He’s 
hard as iron an’ has the reputation of 
hangin’ men fast. I broke jail. I got 
away afore he come, hid with friends 
a few days an’ then made a break. I 
got this far,” he ended grimly, “an’ 
now, I ’m caught!”

The gray-faced man had been 
watching Sam closely. He jerked 
quickly to an elbow. “What do you 
mean— you’re caught?”

“The posse," Sam grunted. “It’s 
right below us. They’re searchin’ the 
slot, I reckon, an’ they’ll be cornin’ 
back, knowin’ I didn’t get— ”

Sam’s hopeless words were broken 
off as the gray-faced man snatched 
a gun from his hip. Sam stumbled to 
his feet, fist slapping for his own 
gun.

“Look!” barked the man with swift 
savagery, “get behind them rocks over 
there. Hide! Hurry up— do as I say! 
I ’m gonna signal the posse.”

“But— but what the hell?” Sam 
stuttered.

The man waved his gun impatiently. 
“You’re innocent, you say? But you 
can’t prove it? An’ Sheriff Carter’s 
a hard man! W ell, I ’m savin’ you, 
boy— as you saved me. Hurry an’ 
hide!”

I N F IF T E E N  minutes, by repeated 
shots and shouted directions, the 

man had summoned the posse to his 
side.

“By hell, how’d you get in a fix 
like this?”

“I climbed up here so’s I could see 
that outlaw in the distance if he come 
this way. I slipped an’ broke my knee.” 
It was the gray-faced man. He cursed 
sharply. “Hell, figger out some way 
to get me down from here! Think I 
want to set here an’ fry all day?” 

“But how about that young killer? 
He come this way, I reckon.”

“ Sure,” the gray-faced man was 
snarling, “he come this way, all right, 
an’ me helpless to stop ’im! But that 
was an hour ago— two hours ago!” 

“But, hell— ”
“Shut up an’ get me down before 

I lose my temper. I got a busted leg 
that needs takin’ to a doctor an’ we’re 
through with chasin’ that young 
whelp today! You hear me?”

“W e-el, just as you say, Sheriff 
Carter. But shucks, we thought— ” 

“To hell with your thoughts!” The. 
voices were dwindling and Sam knew 
by the sounds that the men were 
struggling down through the rocks 
with their growling burden. “To hell 
with your thoughts,” were the last 
words Sam heard.



Absoraky and young Andy, his saddle-pard. But they found 
themselves boogered for fair and ready to run when they met 
up with that pioneer homesteader outfit rodded by a pair of

gun-toting women!

CHAPTER I
Where the Antelope Play

T H E cavalcade came jogging 
down the eastern flank of the 
shining Bighorn Mountains. It 

consisted of two rawboned men in 
greasy buckskins and knee-high moc
casins with long rifles strapped to 
their saddles, and a hundred head of 
Indian ponies to their front.

70

For three months, their lonely trail 
had led across the Basin, into the 
remote Idaho wilderness. Horses in 
their band had been foaled on Ban
nock and Shoshone ranges, six hun
dred miles away.

Now, the traders were nearing what 
passed for their winter home, old 
Fort Defiance, an abandoned cavalry 
post on the bank of Mad Woman 
Creek. Here they would break their 
horses leisurely, then, in the spring,



sell them to mining camps across the 
Powder River country in the Black 
Hills.

The last, low ridge between the 
riders and the fort buildings loomed. 
But as the blue leader of the herd 
turned the trail, old Absoraky Bill 
Tutt, and his young partner, Andy 
Hudson, did not quicken their pace. 
They were in no hurry, as they re
laxed and enjoyed the scenery.

W hy hurry in a broad land where

the nearest railroad was four hundred 
miles to the south, where wild meat 
ran near at hand on the hoof within 
easy rifle-shot of a man’s camp, where 
streams were filled with trout? Where 
grass grew knee-high to a tired 
saddle horse.

Occasionally, they regretted, while 
sitting around their camp-fires in the 
mountains, that the buffalo were 
gone, the Sioux and the Cheyennes 
penned up on reservations, the troop-
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ers pulled from the Powder River 
ranges, and the beaver gone from the 
meadows of the highlands at the 
headwaters of the mighty river.

But there remained the easy life of 
trading calico and vermillion paint to 
the red men for ponies; sales of horse
flesh to Black Hills gold hunters for 
money to buy coffee, sugar, and salt, 
the few staples required by moun
taineers.

Nevertheless, in this range, with 
beaver skins and buffalo robes gone as 
currency, horses meant hard money. 
And four hundred miles from the law, 
clever thieves often lay along the 
trails to take tribute from long riders 
like Absoraky and Andy Hudson.

So, as the lead of their herd can
tered around a bend in the trail, un
shod hoofs clicking on the beaten 
ground which for hundreds of years 
had been worn down by the passing 
of buffalo herds going down to water 
on Mad Woman; painted war parties 
heading south in search of horses and 
squaws; or unwary detachments of 
the great white father’s troopers, old 
Absoraky and Andy didn’t worry but 
remained alert.

But suddenly, a roaring gun crash, 
disturbing the peaceful silence of 
that vast land, brought them upright 
in their rawhide-covered saddles. 
Brown, ungloved hands reached 
swiftly for the shiny stocks of their 
rifles.

“Injuns,” snarled Absoraky, hard 
blue eyes narrowing in his leathery, 
bearded face.

“ Injuns nuthin’,” Andy rapped out, 
a blaze in his smoky grey eyes. “ In
juns been peaceful for ten years. 
Come on!”

Presently, the venturesome lead of 
the pony herd thundered back, around 
the curve in the trail. It was a motley 
array of pintos, blacks, hump-backed 
greys, swift as deer and almost as 
wild. They had never tasted oats or 
corn, nor felt a blacksmith’s nail 
driven into their iron-like hoofs.

“Stampeded ’em!” shouted the old

mountaineer, and he slashed the hind
quarters of his blaze-faced black with 
an Indian quirt of braided rawhide 
that could cut like steel wire.

While Absoraky headed to the 
lower flank to check the backward 
rush of the frightened ponies, Andy 
whipped his buckskin mount to the 
top of the ridge.

He had twisted his reins around his 
low, broad saddle horn. He galloped 
with rifle balanced in his left hand, 
right hand clasped around the small 
of the stock for a quick throw to his 
shoulder.

He noted, as he quartered up 
through the sagebrush, that a blue 
cayuse he had secured from the Ban
nocks at Fort Hall for a bolt of calico 
and ten bars of bullet lead, was limp
ing, and that a stream of bright red, 
like barn paint, ran from a crease 
across its heaving chest. Andy had 
looked often enough on gun wounds. 
His blue herd leader had galloped 
head-on against whistling lead, been 
slightly injured, whirled back to 
spread fear among its fellows.

Mountain men shot deer, elk, buf
falo, any animal they required for 
food. But they didn’t shoot horses. 
The poorest Indian cayuse often 
meant the difference to them between 
life and death, of being set afoot in 
a hostile starvation country or riding 
out. No, mountain men didn’t shoot 
horses. And red wrath flared in the 
free heart of Andy Hudson, as he 
turned the blue back into the herd 
that Absoraky had by now bunched 
and crowded against the slope.

Andy carried one of the new model 
Winchesters just introduced to the 
mountains, a lever action Winchester 
.30— .30 carbine. Absoraky scoffed at 
this weapon, because it required fixed 
ammunition which cost big money 
and was not plentiful. Absoraky pre
ferred a single-shot Ballard which 
had gone through the Civil W ar and 
would fire ammunition that the old 
trapper moulded and loaded from the 
powder, lead, and spare brass shells
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he carried in his copious pack sacks.
Andy, being younger and more in

terested in modern ways, preferred 
the gun with spare shells in the mag
azine. And, topping the hogback, 
which overlooked the old fort, it was 
his earnest intention to commence 
throwing lead the moment he sighted 
the man or men who had attempted 
to stampede and run off his horses by 
shooting the herd leader.

W H A T  he saw below checked the 
buckskin-clad rider. Six months 

before, as the first snowbanks were 
melting in the mountain passes, he 
had ridden away with his whiskered 
partner from this snug nook on the 
Mad Woman. They had said their 
laconic farewells to the half dozen 
other mountaineers who wintered 
there, and to old Sergeant Peak, re
tired from the cavalry for ten years, 
and whose squadron had built the 
post.

Peak had been given homestead 
rights to it when the troops with
drew, as a reward for thirty years’ 
faithful service with his regiment. 
He had preferred the frontier to the 
easy delights of army life in garri
sons adjoining crowded cities.

But now Andy saw, with a dismay 
that cooled his anger, that the bend 
in the Mad Woman was crowded. 
The words of an old mountaineer 
song about home on the range flashed 
into his mind. But no longer did the 
deer and the antelope play in the 
grasslands around old Fort Defiance. 
No longer did the white brushes of 
the pronghorns flash like signals un
der the bright, Wyoming sun.

Cultivated fields, like green and 
yellow squares of a checkerboard, 
surrounded the fort’s huddle of adobe 
buildings and pole corrals on the 
creek bank. Andy sighted rude, 
newly-built cabins, daubed with 
white gypsum plaster.

He saw too, just below his hill, an 
angry man attired in faded blue jeans, 
low-heeled cowhide boots, flat wool

hat crammed down on a mop of 
shaggy red hair. The man stood guard 
on the rim of a deeply plowed ditch 
that surrounded a small field. He 
cradled a shotgun in his stout arms. 
His gaze was on the trail which 
Andy’s horses had recently followed.

Anger burned within Andy as he 
galloped down the slope. But the 
wilderness had schooled this youth to 
conceal emotion like an Indian, hold 
his rage in check until the moment 
arrived to strike. And then, strike, as 
does the mountain lion crouching on 
a rock above a deer run.

The red-haired man, hearing the 
clatter of hoofs, whirled, presented 
his shotgun.

“Another damn mountain tramp!” 
he shouted furiously. “Ridin* around 
as though he owned the whole coun
try. Lettin’ his bosses spoil a valyble 
grain crop.”

Andy’s grey eyes gleamed with a 
cold light, like that of the shine from 
a bowie blade, as he reined his pony 
to a walk and slowly approached the 
red-haired man. Now his carbine lay 
across his saddle-fork, but his trigger 
finger was inside the guard.

“Don’t come a foot nearer!” the 
shotgun bearer cried. “I warn you, 
this is private property! Yo’re tres- 
passin’ like yore broomtailed hosses. 
And I got the right to keep yuh o ff!”

Andy spoke then, a slow icy drawl. 
“Put up that gun, you fool. My 
pard’s had yuh covered for the last 
five minutes from the flank of the 
hill.”

These rangers of the hills under
stood the strategy of combatting 
perils of desert and mountain, so they 
worked in a deadly silence, seemed 
to understand without words, the 
quickest course to follow in a tight 
corner. Andy had not looked back
ward toward Absoraky as he crossed 
the ridge, but he felt certain the older 
man had checked the frightened 
ponies, then speeded along the side 
of the hill to ascertain the cause of 
the stampede, and sighting the angry
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man with the shotgun, had prudently 
taken cover and covered the human 
target.

“W hat yuh givin’ me, yuh bush
whacker? Nobody in sight but them 
Injun ponies that started to tromp 
down a crop of oats, the fust crop, 
By Gosh, on the Mad Woman. W uth  
ten cents a pound or ten dollars fer 
a seamless sack full, if I ever git ’em 
flailed out.”

“Listen,” snapped Andy, “that blue 
hoss you shot is wuth as much to me 
as yore oats. I traded for that pony 
clear over in Idaho. I drove him six 
hundred miles this summer. I figure 
he’ll sell for an easy sixty dollars 
around Deadwood or Lead. That is, 
he would have brought that, if you 
hadn’ marked him up with careless 
buckshot.”

The farmer pointed to the ditch on 
which he stood. His heavy broad
nosed face, covered with a wiry 
growth of brindle whiskers, was 
mottled now with a stormy anger.

“W e couldn’t haul spools of wire,” 
he said, “nor take time to split out 
rails fer fencin’ when we trailed in 
here— ”

“W e ?”
“Yeah. The land-seekin’ party I or

ganized early this spring near St. Joe, 
when the government threw this 
range open to homesteadin’. I brought 
in the wagon train, told my folks how 
to put in their crops, oats to drive out 
the buffalo grass which is stubborn 
stuff. But lackin’ wire and fence rails, 
we plowed and dug ditches around 
our fields to show our lines and keep 
out the deer and the antelope. And 
then you come along with yore 
hosses, and they jump the ditch an’ 
start lunchin’ on my young oats. I 
tell yuh— ”

He tilted the shotgun. Andy reck
oned it as an eight gauge Greener, 
loaded with nine buckshot to each 
barrel, enough lead at this close range 
to tear a hole in a man’s chest big 
enough to throw a small-sized dog.

Blam!

From an innnocent-appearing patch 
of greenish sagebrush a hundred 
yards up the slope, a gun roared like 
a cannon. A  slug plunged into the 
muddy ditch bank, spattered the 
homesteader with gobs of sticky 
gumbo. He flinched, pulled off the 
triggers of his gun in his fear.

Buckshot whistled over Andy’s hat 
as he slid from his seat, dropped his 
reins to anchor his trembling pony, 
ducked under the rising cloud of 
choking black powdersmoke, grabbed 
the hot barrels of the shotgun, 
wrested it from the grip of the owner.

Absoraky stood up in the sage
brush, buckskin fringe on his knee- 
sagging leggins, fluttering in the 
wind. He calmly blew the smoke 
from the barrel of the old Ballard, 
then came sidling down the hill in 
his elkskin-soled moccasins, a dry 
glint of laughter in his hard blue 
eyes, the barest trace of a grin on his 
sunbaked lips, and the fire alight in 
his old, stone, Indian pipe.

Absoraky grinned. His partner had 
put the homesteader on his broad 
back in the muddy ditch, and was 
straddling him, as a sinewy Sioux 
youth tops a bucking pony.

“Shoot a hoss, would yuh?” Andy 
panted. “I ’ll git pay fer that in satis
faction if not in money.”

He seized the homesteader by his 
hair, thrusting lean fingers into the 
shaggy red locks, then dashed the 
rolling head back again into the 
greasy slime.

“W agh !” grunted Absoraky, and 
sat down on a rock with pipe going 
strong and rifle balanced easily across 
his baggy knees.

“ I was here,” rasped Andy, “years 
before you ever come in to plow up 
the natcheral feed and drive out the 
game. Damn you, I was here. Me an’ 
my pard. But you put a two-bit ditch 
around a piece of open land and shoot 
my hosses when they step over, un- 
knowin’, an’ grab a bite of this funny- 
lookin’ grass they never see’d before.”

“Let me up, by Gawd!” bellowed
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the homesteader. " I ’m the law around 
here. Shore as my name’s Hod Rug- 
gins.”

“Law, Hell,” rapped Andy, and 
slapped a gob of gumbo into Hod’s 
big mouth. “Nearest law’s Cheyenne 
an’ damn little tbar’.”

Hod spat mud, blinked his red- 
flecked brown eyes, freed his right 
hand by a sudden jerk, buried it in
side his buck shirt. He Hung his huge 
body to the side, momentarily dis
turbed Andy’s balance. As the rangy 
trapper struggled to regain his seat, 
Hod snaked out a long sharp knife, 
struck upward, would have driven the 
keen blade through Andy’s lower 
body, if the mountaineer hadn’t 
reeled backwards, arching his back 
like an angry bobcat.

A t that, the blade grazed skin. Fu
rious, in a killing rage, Andy shouted 
to old Absoraky who had swiftly 
raised his rifle.

“Hold yore fire! He’s my meat!”
He jumped off Hod, whipped the 

bowie, swung from his belt in raw- 
hide sheath, dug his moccasins deeply 
into the mud for surer footing, waited 
hot-eyed and alert for the grain 
grower to stand up.

Hod was clumsy, a clod-footed 
man, but he didn’t lack courage. He 
had drawn steel in a rough and tum
ble fist fight. That had touched off 
Andy’s rage, because the mountain 
code ruled that men didn’t go for 
bowies in ordinary fights. They gave 
notice of death duels beforehand, 
took no treacherous advantage of 
their opponent. They waited, even as 
Andy waited now for Hod Ruggins 
to clear his eyes, and set himself for 
the swift, flashing play of razor-sharp 
steel.

“I aim,” Andy stated coldly, “to 
cut off yore whiskers an’ take yore 
red scalp an’ braid me tassels for my 
bridle.”

Absoraky, on his long legs now, 
was intent on the duel in the ditch. 
Even his sharp ears failed to hear

the soft tread of moccasins on the 
damp ground.

“You’ll not scalp anybody today,” 
a sharp, clear voice commanded. 
“You’ll put up your knife and turn 
around with your hands up. Or die 
in that ditch.”

Hod Ruggins’ muddy face broke 
into a broad smile, exposing a line of 
tobacco-stained teeth.

“By Gum, Malviny,” he cried. 
“Yo’re a sight for sore eyes. Yuh 
shore come to the front for yore 
friend, ol’ Hod. These two tramps 
jumped me, wanted to scalp me.”

Andy, turning slowly, but not with 
his hands up, looked with amaze
ment on a slight, brown-haired girl 
in a fluttering, blue gown— a clear
eyed, calm-faced girl who carried a 
rifle with which she was covering him 
at ten feet range.

“ I ’m not your friend, Hod Rug
gins,” Malviny answered calmly. " I  
know well enough that two men 
didn’t jump you. But I won’t stand 
back and see a white man scalped by 
another white,” she looked with cool 
distaste on Andy in his muddy, saggy 
buckskins.

“That,” she went on, “is a throw
back to the Indians. The Indians are 
gone, and the law has come to this 
country.”

Andy stood easily on his saddle- 
warped legs, lips curled, eyes scorn
ful. Then, slowly, he wiped off his 
knife, holstered the blade, scanned 
the trim, pretty girl whose gaze was 
as straight as a rifle barrel. He didn’t 
miss an item of her attire, rounded 
curves, bright eyes, and fluttering 
curls, bronze-colored by the sun.

“Come on, pard,” he drawled to old 
Absoraky who stood there open- 
mouthed, thunderstruck at sight of 
this female who had broken up what 
might have become a very neat, little 
knife-fight.

“Come on, pard,” Andy went on. 
"The law’s come to the Powder River 
range. In skirts, By the Livin’ !”
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CHAPTER II
Rum For Warriors

L A T E R , they sat at their hard- 
won ease in Sergeant Peak’s 

trading post in the old mud fort. 
Here they had passed many winters 
while the blizzard winds whistled 
around the squat building, roasting 
buffalo bones in the fire-place to get 
at the marrow, smoking Indian to
bacco in their pipes, heating their 
cups of raw rum by inserting ram
rods taken from the embers. Their 
horses were penned in the sergeant’s 
corral, tallow rubbed on the bullet 
crease across the blue’s chest to ward 
off mosquitoes and buffalo gnats.

“The hoss won’t show no marks,” 
said Andy. ‘*But just the same, I wish 
I could have parted that sodbuster’s 
hair with my steel.”

Absoraky’s eyes twinkled.
“Dang near wuth the price of the 

hoss,” he drawled, “to see that female 
— Malviny’s what he called her—  
blaze up an’ bend a gun on you. Fust 
time, Andy, I ever see yuh back down 
so pronto. Agin’ a man, yuh could 
have slung that bowie from belt level, 
an’ put a shot in the cross afore he 
could jerk a trigger. But agin’ a gal, 
yuh softened down. I ’ve seen that 
happen before, Andy ol’ boy. Yo’re 
still young an full of sap. In yore 
prime. When she told yuh the law 
had come to this here antelope 
heaven, yuh shore pulled in yore 
horns.”

“Yuh wouldn’t expect me to fight 
off a woman,” grunted Andy, red as 
a prairie fire. “Hell, how could a man 
fight a woman?”

Absoraky said sadly, “Don’t ask 
me. A  woman fight is what sent me 
up the Missoury with Bridger ’way 
back afore the war. Betsy was her 
name. As purty a gal as ever come 
out of the canebrakes along the Ol’ 
Mississip’. It was at a roof-raisin’ 
that I fust kissed Betsy, an’ laid 
plans to git out logs for our own

clearin’ soon. But that roof-raisin’ 
was a merry ol’ whirl with a jug of 
corn whiskey off in the brush. And 
Betsy an’ the other gals dancin’ on 
the green when the moon come up. 
Another black-eyed beauty thar’ 
named Mary Jane. I mixed my sights 
an’ fust thing yuh know I was kissin’ 
Mary Jane. Jest as Betsy sailed up, 
mad as a wet hen. She flang the jug 
at me, dang near brained me. She 
screeched and started to pull my hair. 
Somehow I got free, galloped down 
to the landin’, spotted a raft goin’ up 
to St. Louis. Within a week, I was 
signed as a hand for the fur company 
an’ headin’ for the Yallerstone. A n ’ 
I rode a wide trail around the gals 
since that moonlight night Betsy 
broke a demijohn over my head.” 

Old Peak walked in then from the 
back room where he kept his valuable 
stocks of fur, gunpowder, and gold 
dust and nuggets in rawhide pokes, 
traded to him by occasional miners 
from the Montana camps heading 
south for the Bozeman Trail and civ
ilization. He wore a flaring gray mus
tache, a faded pair of blue cavalry 
pants, with the yellow stripes of a 
sergeant, stuffed into his boots, and 
a gay, red, calico shirt. The shirt had 
been cut by his own hands, from Ms 
stock of goods. It was sewed too, for 
the old non-com was handy, like any 
campaigner, at patching or mending.

The partners hadn’t seen their old 
friend. They had watered and penned 
their stock before taking their own 
rest. Now, visioning the rum he 
hadn’t tasted for months, old Abso
raky lumbered up, spread wide his 
arms, boomed out: “W agh! Sergeant! 
Long time no seeum! Bring out the 
red likker an’ we’ll drink tuh yore 
future prosperity.”

Andy, who had been taught marks
manship by this grizzled veteran of 
plains warfare, jumped up too, hand 
outstretched, eyes eager. Two men, 
travelling for months on the long wil
derness trail, became weary of each 
other. They welcome, as a man dying
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of thirst longs for cool water, the 
talk, the face of a third friend.

Old Peak sadly shook his head as 
he clasped Andy’s hand, then swung 
to face Absoraky.

“No liquor in the place,” he 
groaned. “The law’s come to the Mad 
Woman.”

Absoraky grunted, jaw agape. 
“Wha— what yuh givin’ us?”

“I mean it. When these homestead
ers under that hotheaded fool, Rug- 
gins, moved in on me an’ crowded the 
country, I sold out my store. I ’m 
packin’ now to head west fer new 
country where things ain’t all clut
tered up with females, plows, crops 
of oats, an’ sich truck. She’s sold, 
boys,” he indicated, with melancholy 
gesture, the room filled with provi
sions.

There were kegs of salt pork, vin
egar, salt, sugar, coffee; a stock of 
flour raised on logs to prevent damp
ness from spoiling the goods; boxes 
of rare dried fruit; racks of lead bars 
for the moulding of bullets; canis
ters of black powder; tanned leather 
from the Indian camps for saddle and 
pack repairs; supplies behind the 
long counter which was greasy from 
the thousands of buffalo robes that 
had been spread out on it in years 
past; calico; red Hudson Bay blank
ets, thickly woven to ward off forty 
below cold; rough woolen shirts; 
linsy-woolsy pants; felt hats; plugs 
of tobacco.

“No rum,” gasped Absoraky, “No 
rum on the Mad Woman. An’ me with 
alkali so thick in my gullet yuh could 
cut it with Andy’s knife. No rum, 
Sergeant. W hat’s come over yuh? 
Yuh picked up some loco weed on 
the flats?”

“Not locoed, Absoraky. But when 
I sold out, the new owner, fust thing, 
got a broad-axe an’ caved in the heads 
of my kegs. An’ busted the jugs. 
Good rum too, that was hauled by a 
bull whacker fer four hundred miles 
from Cheyenne agin’ a hard winter, 
Absoraky, an’ yore cornin’.”

Absoraky, angry now, hefted his old 
gun, growled in his beard, swearing 
he would take his vengeance on his 
new store-keeper who had been lo
coed enough to waste good liquor on 
the fertile prairie soil. He would cut 
out that owner’s heart, Begad, and 
feed his livers and lights to the coy
otes.

Peak interrupted sadly. “It ain’t a 
he, Absoraky. It’s a female. An up- 
standin’ one too, by all her earmarks. 
Arms on her like a blacksmith, voice 
like a cavalry bugle. She and this 
here Hod Ruggins fight all the time 
over who’s boss of these settlers. 
Seems her husband was captain, but 
he died sudden-like on the trail from 
a renegade bullet, an’ she took over. 
Druv her own wagon here. Then dug 
up her savings, and bluffed me into 
sellin’ this store.”

Peak shook his head. “Didn’t Ag
ger ary man atween the Missoury an’ 
the Mojave could bluff me. But this 
female turned the trick.”

Andy smiled, secretly glad that Ab
soraky must forego the delights of 
rum. Forty rod liquor, taken in large 
quantities after months of hard work 
in the wilderness, was his old pard’s 
failing. Now, since law had come to 
the Mad Woman, the nearest liquor 
was far away in Deadwood and Lead.

“I forgot to say,” Sergeant Peak 
drawled on, “that this female has a 
right purty daughter who’s gone to 
prune clerkin’ here for her maw. A  
brown-haired gal she call’s Malviny.” 

“What’s the widder’s name?” 
rasped old Absoraky.

“Miz’ Clemons.”
“A  dang good Missoury name,” 

growled the old mountaineer.
“That’s whar’ she hails from.”
He turned toward Andy, but his 

young friend wasn’t listening. He 
was watching the rear door of the 
store, eyes intent on the slim girl in 
blue gown who came hurrying in. 
She stepped behind the counter, the 
merest spot of color high in her 
cheeks, as she saw the two men in
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buckskins talking to Peak. Then she 
turned her back, and began to busy 
herself checking over the stock of 
blankets.

H OOFS rang outside on the hard- 
beaten ground. There were loud 

whoops. A  wild crew surged into the 
place. A  half dozen men, clad in all 
the varied attire of the frontier, fol
lowed a rangy sharp-faced man whose 
long, black locks rolled to the collar 
of his buckskin shirt, whose lean legs 
were covered by leggins of finest 
buckskin caught at the knees by rid
ing moccasins showing porcupine 
quill and bead decorations sewed on 
by careful Crow squaws.

“Blacky Vicente,” growled Abso- 
raky. "That trap robber I tried hard 
to kill up in the Yallerstone country 
a year gone. A  no-good thief and ren
egade. Ten years ago he was makin’ 
his stake sellin’ ammunition and guns 
to Injuns on the war path.”

Andy had met Blacky Vicente here 
and there on the plains, heard of his 
bad reputation, knew that men who 
followed him were probably of sim
ilar caliber.

So the two mountaineers and the 
sergeant stood quietly, while Vicente 
and his crew lined up along the 
counter.

“Rum!” shouted Blacky. “Set out 
a keg! The drinks are on me.”

And he rang gold money on the 
counter. His followers cheered, and 
one man rumbled. “Somethin’ to 
cheer up the honest workingman!” 

Andy turned sharply, saw that big 
Hod Ruggins was here with Vicente’s 
bunch of mountain freebooters, won
dered why they allowed that, because 
settlers were generally disdained by 
such types.

The girl— Malviny Clemons-— 
turned briskly, placed her hands on 
the counter, answered evenly and 
pleasantly.

“ I ’m sorry, but my mother de
stroyed all the liquor after she 
bought this stock of goods.”

Hod Ruggins growled angrily. “A l
ways showin’ her authority. Suppos
in’ I was to git bit by a rattle-snake? 
W hat would happen to me without 
rum?”

“I ’m sure,” Malviny answered, 
“that I don’t know, Mister Ruggins. 
Nor do I— ”

Blacky Vicente roared with laugh
ter, slapped his buckskin-clad thigh.

“By Gar!” he crowed, “she figured 
to say she didn’t care. W h y should 
she care fer a hunk like you, Rug
gins? But me— ” he tapped his arch
ing chest, “I am Blacky Vicente, the 
man who piloted yore train up from 
the Dry Fork of Powder River. And 
nevaire— ” he grinned across the 
counter at Malviny, “nevaire have I 
collected my fee from this sweet 
lady.”

He flung out his long arms sud
denly, caught the girl before she 
could evade his rude grasp.

“Bettaire,” he yelled, “the flavor of 
a kiss from such red lips than bad 
whiskey from a buffalo horn.”

Hod Ruggins roared, and laid a 
huge hand on Blacky’s shoulder. 
“That gal’s same as engaged to me. 
You fergit that kissin’, Blacky.”

From the opposite side of the store, 
a cold, young voice interrupted.

“ I f  he don’t forget it pronto, he’ll 
pilot no more trains up the Powder 
River.”

The Vicente crew and Ruggins 
whirled around. Blacky, for the mo
ment, held the girl in his arms, but 
now his laughter died away. Slowly, 
he released her, swung around, 
dropped his right hand toward the 
buckhorn haft of his bowie.

Andy Hudson stood easily, facing 
them, lean back braced against a 
counter. His right thumb was tucked 
down behind his beaded belt, his hat 
pushed back, his grey eyes cool and 
level.

Absoraky, smoke curling from his 
pipe, had moved a few paces back to
ward the rear of the store where light 
entered from a low window.
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Sergeant Peak, right hand buried 
inside his calico shirt, had taken po
sition at Andy’s left.

Vicente drawled slowly, dark eyes 
lidding over, like those of an angry 
snake, and long, black mustache 
twisting upward in a sneer.

“So you would interfere, my young 
friend, with the man who can lead a 
hundred wagains through the Injun 
countree. You would tell me, Blacky 
Vicente,” he tapped his chest with 
his left forefinger, “That when the 
rum is gone, thrown away by a fool
ish old woman, I can not cut the grit 
with a kiss from fresh, red lips. You 
would tell me— ”

“I ’m tellin’ you, yuh black-muzzled 
trap robber,” Andy drawled, “That 
since law has come to the Mad W o 
man, rum an’ kissin’ ain’t allowed. 
Nor hosses lunchin’ on new oats.” 

“You are then, this new law?” 
quizzed Vicente. “I do not see the 
star, the big gun. All I see is the 
knife that a mountaineer carries. An’ 
if he is a man like Vicente, not a 
bald-faced kid, knows how to use.”

“I am not the law,” Andy said, “but 
since everybody else is dishin’ out 
law on Mad Woman, I ’m sittin’ into 
the game. My law is as stated previ
ous. No kissin’ around here without 
the gal’s consent. And if you don’t 
like my law, Vicente, cut loose with 
whatever yuh got.”

V IC ENTE bent swiftly. His steel 
flashed from leather, whizzed 

toward Andy. The move was a treach
erous one, against the mountain code 
of the duello. But Andy Hudson, 
breaking at the knees, grinned as the 
blade passed over the tip of his hat 
and plunged, point first, into a sack 
of beans.

From belt level, Andy flung his 
bowie. The point drove through the 
slack of Vicente’s right sleeve, 
pinned the bucksin to the counter.

Hod Ruggins, veering away from 
the startled Vicente gang, drew from 
under his faded vest a long pistol—

an old cap and ball gun that roared 
as Andy darted across the room to 
seize Vicente before the cursing trap 
robber could free his sleeve.

Sergeant Peak, snaking his hand 
from beneath his calico shirt, lined 
a Remington cavalry pistol on Rug- 
gins, shouted for the farmer to throw 
his hands high, and hold his fire.

The remainder of Vicente’s gang 
heard the whoop of Absoraky, 
whirled to look into the black barrel 
of the old man’s Ballard.

“W agh !” yelped Absoraky. “One 
load, boys, but the fust gent that tries 
to sp’ile a fair fight, gits it right in 
his stummick!” _

Every man there knew the skill of 
this old man with the Ballard. None 
wished to stop a slug large enough 
to drop a buffalo bull in his tracks 
at five hundred yards range. They 
pulled away from their angry chief, 
from Andy Hudson, as the latter took 
Vicente by his greasy collar, and 
dragged him clear of the counter.

Unarmed, Vicente twisted a toe be
hind Andy’s right leg and attempted 
to throw him. His talon-like fingers 
reached for Andy’s brown throat.

But Andy stepped back, relent
lessly dragging the treacherous 
knifer to the center of the room, 
and swung his right fist from the hip. 
Struck on the point of his blue-black 
chin, Vicente went over backwards, 
rolled the length of the store, brought 
up with a crash against the huge 
stove that Sergeant Peak had fash
ioned in his spare time from steel 
powder cans. The stove collapsed 
with a crash upon Vicente.

Andy stood grinning, blowing on 
his hot fist.

“W agh!” whooped Absoraky. “Boy 
— that punch give me as much of a 
cheerful feelin’ as a shot of rum! 
When he gits from under that pile 
of cans, hit him agin! W agh !”

All eyes, except Malviny Clemons’, 
were turned toward Vicente, feebly 
groaning under the ruins of the stove.

(Continued on Page 94)
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Queer Quadraped Amble* 
Anywhere

AT  LEAST one hundred 
percent of the male popu

lation o f our Fair City thought 
they had suddenly developed 
D T ’s last Monday morning. 
(That’s about forty percent 
more than the number which 
actually has same.)

The reason for this sudden 
suspicion of sanity by all and 
sundry citizens was on account 
o f a camel come wandering 
into town.

Yeah, a real genuine camel! 
N o wonder everybody (except 
yours truly, Bronco Blynn) 
figured that whiskey had 
whipped them, because no
body ever saw a camel come 
ambling into town. In fact, 
nobody had ever saw a camel 
ambling anywheres.

However, the presence of 
this genuine live camel was ex
plained when somebody re
membered that some years ago 
the Army had used camels in 
place of pack mules, so the 
one which wandered into town 
must be a survivor of that old 
Army pack train.

Of course, everybody was 
relieved to have a explanation, 
as it is very frightening indeed 
to have a camel come wander
ing into town without no ex
planation. And as soon as folks 
got relieved and relaxed they 
fell to wondering what in hell 
to do with this old she-critter. 
Some gents wanted to keep it 
for a 'pet. Others wanted to 
butcher it up and have a barbe
cue.

But it was Professor Hoen- 
shell who finally came up with 
a bright idea. He suggested that 
the camel be crossed with a 
Hereford bull, to start a new 
species of beef cattle, and his 
suggestion was received with 

( Continued next column)

BAND DISBANDED

W ELL, it looks like Cactus 
City ain’t going to have 

no Cowboy Band after all, on 
account o f all the volunteers 
for same has got out of the 
notion for some reason or 
other. Jay Roark, for instance, 
found out that he couldn’t 
play a harmonica and chew 
tobacco at the same time, so 
of course he had to give up 
the harmonica. Then Solo 
Seton’s wife busted his guitar 
over his head, in a moment of 
Vexation, so Solo hasn’t got 
anything to play in the band. 
And the next one to withdraw 
was Tequila Tonkins, who 
used up his trombone to make 
a extension on his whiskey 
still.

But the thing that really 
ruined the band was Hefty 
Heffner selling his accordion. 
This is a very important in
strument, you know, and 
Hefty said he was mighty 
sorry but he ju3t couldn’t stand 
the pain no longer, not even 
for the sake of Art. Being sort 
of round in the middle, you 
see, Hefty couldn’t manage a 
tune on his accordeen with
out pinching his belly.

copious enthusiasm by all the 
stockmen.

Wei! now, that does seem 
like a good idea off hand, be
cause a beef critter which can 
do without water is the an
swer to the stockmen’s prayer 
(if they prayed, I mean.) But 
personally, I have decided not 
to get too enthusiastic about 
the business. After all, it will 
take more than a Scientist’s 
Bright Idea, and Stockmen’s 
Enthusiasm to get results. In a 
case of this kind, success de
pends upon the approval and 
cooperation of all parties con
cerned—and if a self-respect
ing Hereford bull don’t ap
prove of a long-legged critter 
with a hump on its back, then 
I  don’t blame him.

W E A K  W A TER 
Flat Flavor Finds No Favor

A  LOT of citizens has been 
complaining that the 

drinking water has been plumb 
flat and tasteless lately. Now, 
I  ain’t got much sympathy for 
folks who waste water for 
drinking purposes, but I will 
explain that the reason for the 
water tasting so flat is that 
Big Springs, our chief water 
supply, has just had its annual 
cleaning out. All the drowned 
packrats, owls, lizards and 
Gila monsters and other small 
varmints have been removed.

So if you citizens (those of 
you who is loco enough to use 
water for quenching your 
thirst) will just be patient, it 
won’t be long before the water 
again has that there rich, full- 
flavored taste for which it is 
famous.

~TALL T A LK

I KNEW  it! I knew that if 
you folks talked enough 

about the weather that Forty 
Niner Finnegan would remem
ber back to the Year of The 
Big Snow again. Yesterday he 
just chanced to remember that 
that was the year he got snow
bound in his cabin for three 
weeks. At the end of that time, 
both his hands and feet was 
froze. Also he was plumb out 
o f firewood, so he went out to 
rustle some. W ood was mighty 
scarce, he allows, but he finally 
found a likely looking limb and 
started hacking away at it.

And it wasn’t until he had 
cut off two stove-lengths that 
he discovered it wasn’t fire
wood he was cutting. It was 
his left leg, which was so numb 
he couldn’t feel in it until he 
got to cutting close to his hip.

And then, says Finnegan, it 
took him all the rest o f the 
winter to fit the chips back in 
place so’s his leg would thaw 
together as good as ever in the 
spring.
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PUBLIC N O TICE

A TTENTION Housewives 
and other Womenfolks: I 

am very sorry to announce 
that I ain’t going to have a 
Special Sale of American cheese 
at my store, like I promised. 
Instead I am going to be hav
ing a Special Sale of SWISS 
cheese, which is the best I can 
do.

Now, you needn't get on the 
prod about it, because it ain’t 
my fault. It is the fault of them 
dang mice. After they got 
through making tunnels in my 
stock of cheese, said cheese 
can no longer be rightfully 
called American cheese, but it 
will make very nice Swiss 
cheese I  am sure.

Yours respy, 
Short-weight Weston.

CHAM PION CHUMP

IT AIN’T  no secret that this 
here town is full of bull

headed people, but 1 nominate 
Stubborn Stebbins as the 
Grand Champion. He is one 
of them rannies who has al
ways believed that a rattle
snake won’t cross a horsehair 
rope. And he still believes so, 
even after a couple of rattlers 
crawled over his rope and into 
bed with him.

Stubborn allows that that 
don’t prove rattlers can cross 
a rope. He says it only proves 
that the rope he had wasn’t a 
Genuine Horsehair, but a dang 
imitation.

TES TIM O N IA L

A  Recommendation W ith  
Reservations

Ha r m l e s s  h o g a n  was
the only citizen who was 

loco enough to buy one of 
them self-haircutting machines 
from the Great Southwest 
Traveling Medicine Show 
which was in town last week. 
And being loco enough to buy 
one, he was loco enough to 
use it too.

When asked how the con
traption worked, Harmless al
lowed,

“ Well now, it is sort of like 
wipin’ yore nose on a pine 
cone— it does the trirk. but it’s 
a trifle rntirdi,”

EDITORIAL

CITIZENS, we are insulted!
There is a State Brand 

Inspector at large in our com
munity, and you know what 
that means. It is a very broad 
hint that the State Officials 
think you citizens are a bunch 
of thieves and rustlers, who 
would butcher somebody else’s 
beef—instead of your own.

Sure, that is a nasty and sus
picious attitude, and a out
rage to our Civic Pride! Also 
it is ridiculous and absurd! 
Besides being insulting!

Nevertheless, maybe you 
folks better eat bacon instead 
of beef for a while, until this 
dang Brand Inspector gets out 
-—or gets shot. (That is, un
less you are so hungry for 
beef that you’d eat your own.)

CUSTOMER QUIRTED

T HERE has been a lot of 
whispering and twittering 

going on among the iadies of 
Cactus City to the effect that 
Cactus Kate, mistress of the 
Mare’s Nest, conducted her
self in a boisterous and un
ladylike manner when she 
threw that sheepherder out of 
her place and worked him over 
with a quirt.

However, I personally don’t 
think Kate ought to be criti
cised, because her indignation 
was plumb justified. After all, 
the Mare's Nest is a decent re
spectable honky tonk, not a 
menagerie.

IGNORANCE IS BLISS

CURIOSITY killed the cat, 
they say, but it didn’t kill 

Cross-eye Cronin. Curiosity 
only cured him.

The thing Cronin was curi
ous about was how the world 
looks to a normal man, so he 
ordered hisself a pair of specta
cles which was guaranteed to 
straighten out his X-eyes. 
When be tried them on, he was 
very pleased indeed at how 
things looked—until he got a 
look at his wife. Then he 
promptly jerked the cheaters 
off and threw them out’n the 
window. From now on, says 
Cross-eye, he is a firm believer 
in Letting We!1 Enmi^b Venn.

A L C Y  IN  A G O N Y

Mechanical Breakdown 
Cause of Painful 

Embarrassment

W ELL now, I knew it was 
going to happen some

time, and now it has! Some
thing went wrong with the 
machinery in that inside out
house of Algy Twombley- 
Twombley’s, and the entire 
household is pretty well upset.

Of course it would happen 
when Algy had a houseful of 
guests, which same are all 
Englishers. And being Eng- 
lishers they wouldn’t think of 
doing what you or I would do 
under the circumstances, be
cause it wouldn’t be cricket. 
(I  don’t know what crickets 
have to do with the situation, 
I am only telling you wbat 
Algy says.)

Anyways, Algy is very em
barrassed over the situation, 
and he is waiting for a new 
set of machinery very impa
tiently. In fact, you might say 
he is fit to bust with impa
tience. And the rest of the 
Englishers are the same, I 
reckon.

LESSON LEARNED

A LMOST always a man can 
avoid a lot of trouble if’n 

he just keeps his mouth shut 
at the right time. And the same 
rule goes for kids, too, as little 
Bobby McGonigle now real
izes.

Last Saturday evening, you 
see, Bobby’s old man appeared 
for supper with half of one 
ear cut off, and a slice missing 
from his nose. He explained 
these discrepancies as the re
sult of trying to shave with a 
dull razor.

“ Dull?” pipes up Bobby, 
who hadn’t yet learned to keep 
his mouth shut at certain times. 
“ Gosh, I can’t understand that. 
Yore razor seemed sharp 
enough this mornin’ when I 
was whittlin’ with it.”

And right then is when M c
Gonigle up and worked over 
his young son in the woodshed, 
with the result that Bobby- 
will be very careful how he 
sets down for a while, if’n he 
sets at all.
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BY

PHIL SHARPE
Noted Firearm* Technician and Expert

Here each month you will find an authentic picture of old guns and old gunmen—  
makers of Western history. You will be kept posted on the most recent developments 
in modern firearms— rifles, revolvers, shotguns and automatics. A  personal answer to 
all readers’ questions will be given, provided return postage is enclosed. This is your 
department. W e urge you to enjoy it and send your problems and comments to Mr. 
Sharpe, care of ALL W ESTERN M A C A ZIN E, 149 Madison Ave., New York City.

A  Gun Editor’s Vacation
W H EN  your firearms editor 

starts his annual vacation, it 
is usually similar to that of 

the postman who went for a long hike. 
Instead of getting away from the 
routine work of the firearms business, 
he steps into it more heavily than 
ever.

Each year when we return from the 
major tour of the firearms industries, 
which serves as a vacation for your 
firearms editor, he gets lengthy let
ters from his readers who desire to 
know the intimate details of the trip. 
So in self-defense here you are.

As usual, the objective was the Na
tional Matches at Camp Perry, Ohio, 
on the shores of beautiful Lake Erie

about 78 miles west of Cleveland.
Appointments for visits along the 

road were made weeks in advance, as 
per usual custom. Luggage contain
ing firearms, ammunition, various 
shooting accessories, and camera 
equipment including both still and 
movie machines were packed in the 
car three days in advance of starting 
and was driven around the city in 
routine calls just to determine “how 
it rode.” It is extremely aanoying to 
have to stop along the road and repack 
luggage due to shifting. The usual 
clothing accessories were packed at 
the last minute as per custom.

Then, on Saturday morning before 
dawn, we started out, the car radio
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entertaining with a bit of music from 
one of the “owl” stations.

A  200-mile drive took us to Middle- 
bury, Vermont. The day was spent 
with J. Bushnell Smith, noted custom 
ammunition loader, whose articles 
have appeared in various sporting 
magazines, and whose handloaded am
munition -is used from coast to coast 
and on a great many big game expedi
tions to foreign countries. As usual, 
we had a great time with Smitty, and 
did a bit of shooting with some of his 
experimental guns as well as spending 
long hours discussing problems of the 
day.

Late that afternoon, with another 
200 miles drive ahead of us we started 
for Little Falls, New York, where we 
spent the night with our old friend 
H. A . Donaldson, prominent author 
and experimenter. Harvey is one of 
these lads who can sit up all night 
talking guns. That’s just about what 
we did do. W e had company as usual 
with a number of other gun bugs 
dropping in during the evening.

On Sunday morning, Harvey and 
myself drove to Hubbardsville, New 
York, for a visit with M. S. Risley 
whose handmade rifle barrels are more 
or less unequaled in the realm of cus
toms gunsmiths. W e  spent four hours 
at Risley’s home and in his workshop. 
Then we started the homeward trek 
to Harvey’s house where we spent the 
evening again talking guns with a 
few other visitors who dropped in, 
some of them coming from more than 
100 miles away.

Monday morning came. After 
breakfast at Harvey’s, I started for 
the big Remington factory at Illion, 
IS miles away, and spent an enjoyable 
few hours with A . L. Lowe, operating 
superintendent of the factory. I only 
see Mr. Lowe about once a year and 
he always has something new to show 
us or to discuss.

From Remington we took another 
short trip to Utica where we visited 
the Savage-Foxe factory, and talked 
with our old friends, W . D. Higgins
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and Major Johnson Morgan. Many 
new items not ready for discussion 
were revealed to us, and we had an 
opportunity of examining the pilot 
models of some of these develop
ments. They will be discussed as soon 
as information can be released in this 
department.

From there we drove to Buffalo 
where, car and all, we boarded the 
night boat for Cleveland.

Arriving in Cleveland the next 
morning, the car was unloaded and 
we drove to Camp Perry.

Camp Perry is rather a hectic spot 
during the National Rifle and Pistol 
Matches. Although the camp officially 
opened Monday morning and I ar
rived Tuesday, there were, at that 
time, over 5,000 persons quartered 
within the camp.

Our quarters, up in the Squaw 
camp, had been reserved for more 
than 8 months. The tent was already 
taken over by my good friend, Arthur 
D. Potter of Syracuse, maker of that 
excellent loading tool, who shared the 
quarters with me this year.

Down on Commercial Row, we 
found that many of our old friends 
had already arrived, and were wait
ing for me with a highball of saluta
tions. It’s an annual custom.

After luncheon in nearby Port 
Clinton, we started down the Row 
with a delegation from the trade, 
looking up old friends. As hundreds 
of shooters always come up for a lot 
of information, your firearms editor 
never “officially” arrives until after 
the first day, and therefore doesn’t 
remove the usual street clothing and 
don the typical shooting regalia.

Despite the disguise, dozens of old 
friends spotted us. When I started out 
on an appointment a half a block 
away, I was never quite certain just 
when I would arrive.

Camp Perry was much hotter than 
usual this year. During the two weeks 
we spent at Camp, the heat wave, 
which smothered the country did the 
same to us.
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The National Matches were bigger 
this year than ever before, with 126 
teams of 12 members each registered 
in camp—  7 more than the previous 
high record of 119 established in 
1936. A t one time, more than 10,000 
persons were in camp.

During the week we saw old friends 
of the trade" including Captain 
Charlie Hopkins and Roy Riggs of 
the Western Cartridge Co.; Major 
John W , Hession and a half dozen 
assistants from the Winchester fac
tory; Roy Walker, Sam Whitehouse, 
George Tschune, and Otto Trautmann 
of the Bausch and Lomb Optical Co.; 
Phil Johnstone and his assistants 
from Griffin and Howe and Aber
crombie and Fitch; A. B. Petit and a 
staff of assistants from the Zepplin 
Arms Co.; and George Schnerring of 
R. F. Sedgley.

Others we saw included, L. W . Jor
dan of the Union Auto Specialties 
Co., makers of Jordan loading tools; 
C. V . Schmidt, loading tool maker; 
E. M. Farris of the National Muzzle 
Loading Rifle Association; Captain 
John W . G. Dillin, author and au
thority on Kentucky rifles; Colonel 
Harold B. Sheldon, firearms editor of 
the Sportsman; Fred Ness and his 
assistant Barr, firearms editor of the 
American Riileman.

Also on deck were my old friends 
Frank Kahrs and Captain W . G. 
Richards of Remington; Colonel W . 
A . Tewes of Peters; L. C. Weldin, 
Ballistic Engineer of the Hercules 
Powder Co., and his assistant, P. W . 
Stalcup; Russ Lents and his staff 
from the Lyman Gunsight Corpora
tion; Russ W iles, Jr., noted small 
bore shooter and manufacturer of 
RIG gun grease; Wallace H. Coxe, 
Ballistic Engineer and an assistant 
from the Du Pont Burnside Labora
tory; Colonel D B. Wesson of Smith 
and Wesson, and his assistants M. H. 
Bingham and Cy Bassett; Steve 
Dimmick, Len Davis, J. H. Fitzgerald 
and Harold Kline of the Colt factory; 
Paddy O’Hare, who has designed and

sold more shooting supplies than any 
other individual in this country; 
Thurman Randall of Texas, also a de
signer of shooters’ accessories, prom
inent shooter and dealer in riflemen’s 
supplies; and Lew Bulgrin and W es 
Hansche, the Wisconsin boys from 
the Badger Shooters’ Supply Com
pany, together with dozens of others.

W e  did have quite a fine time visit
ing with Bill Higgins, Jack Leahy, 
and W illis Ellis of Savage; Captain 
E. C. Crossman, noted firearms writer, 
Major N. H. Roberts, designer of the 
.257 Roberts cartridge, and General A . 
B. Critchfield, the man who made the 
country’s largest rifle ranges at Camp 
Perry possible.

Among the highlights of the 
Matches were the consumption of 
more than 1,500,000 rounds of Na
tional Match .30 caliber ammunition, 
approximately 500,000 rounds of .45 
caliber automatic pistol ammunition 
in both pistols and machine guns, 75,- 
000 rounds of small bore ammunition, 
and an undetermined amount of 
special handloads and factory grades 
of rifle and revolver ammunition.

More women than ever before at
tended this year, and took active 
part in shooting activities. Many a 
man has had to bow to the shooting 
skill of a woman in recent years, be
cause in this game, the weaker sex 
asks for and receives no handicap.

The highlights of the big shoot in
cluded at least a dozen hours spent 
with Harry Pope, 76-year-old maker 
of rifle barrels, who came over to my 
hang-out one evening and revealed 
many interesting facts concerning the 
methods of making rifle barrels, of 
various old time shooting matches he 
had attended, and interesting high
lights of his career. Harry told us a 
few yarns which will be used later on 
in this department as space permits.

(The story on Harry Pope appeared 
in this department in the September, 
1935 issue of All Western— Editor.)

W e  enjoyed watching the National 
Matches being broadcast for the first
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time over a special NBC coast-to- 
coast hook-up through Station W L W  
in Cincinnati, The W L W  boys 
brought their mobile Number One 
unit along, and broadcast interviews 
with various shooters and officials di
rect from the firing lines. Perhaps 
you heard it.

All too soon our vacation ended, 
and on Saturday the time came for 
taking leave of our many good 
friends. The better part of the day 
was taken up visiting around to say 
goodbye so late that afternoon in the 
company of Otto Trautmann, design
ing engineer of Bausch and Lomb, we 
started on the homeward trek.

W e arrived in Rochester where I 
left Otto and drove across town to 
the home of Andy Wollensak, of the 
Wollensak Optical Company. Andy 
was waiting for me ready to do battle, 
and a battle royal it turned out to be, 
with his charming wife and sister ref
ereeing the verbal scuffle. It had been 
seven months since I last saw Andy, 
and in the meantime, we had both 
thought up a great many new names 
to call each other. The session lasted 
until 2 A . M .

After the hectic sessions at Camp 
Perry, the peace and quiet of Andy’s 
home was exceedingly welcome.

Labor Day was spent with the W ol- 
lensaks doing absolutely nothing but 
resting. W e  took a few short drives, 
ate heartily, shot some still and mov
ing pictures and generally enjoyed a 
life of ease until it was time for me 
to leave at 10:30 P. M. for a 100-mile 
drive into Ithaca where I had an ap
pointment the following morning.

Early Tuesday morning I drove 
over to the Ithaca Gun Company 
where Ithaca Lefever and Western 
Shotguns are manufactured. I stopped 
but a few moments, made my excuses 
and then drove up for my appoint
ment with my very good friend Pro
fessor E. M . Chamot, in the chemical 
laboratory at Cornell University. 
Professor Chamot has, in past years, 
contributed a great deal of firearms

information and conducted numerous 
tests which have been reported in this 
department. The entire forenoon was 
spent in renewing our friendship.

Then back to the Ithaca plant for 
a luncheon engagement with Shelly 
Smith, Secretary of the firm. After a 
bounteous meal, we returned to the 
plant for a few moments, and then set 
forth on a tour of the city armed with 
movie camera loaded with both black 
and white, and color films.

Your firearm’s editor has visited ex
tensively from coast to coast and 
doesn’t recall any city as beautiful as 
Ithaca in its natural scenery. W e shot 
about 200 feet of color film of the 
scenic beauty in and around Cornell 
University and various parts of the 
city.

W e adjourned to the airport where 
Shelly rounded up a big Stinson and 
flew me over town to get a few air 
shots of various interesting points.

This airplane tour of Ithaca is an 
annual event. Last year, I shot quite 
a few still pictures but didn’t get per
fect angles since I was trying to 
handle a little bug plane and the 
camera at the same time. This year 
Shelly handled the controls, which 
gave me ample opportunity to make 
my selections of scenes.

And then back to the factory for a 
couple hours’ visit with Lou Smith, 
vice-president of the firm; Paul Liver
more, treasurer; Harry Howland, 
works superintendent; and my old 
friend Charlie Goodrich, general 
sales manager. The evening was spent 
in entertainment under the capable 
direction of Shelly.

The following morning I went back 
to the factory again for another visit, 
followed by luncheon at the Rotary 
Club with Lou Smith. I regretfully 
took leave of the boys and started on 
another leg of the homeward journey, 
reaching Little Falls in time for a few 
hours visit with friend Donaldson 
again.

As time was drawing short, I didn’t 
stay all night, but pressed on to Sara
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toga Springs, arriving in the wee, 
small hours and checking in at a hotel 
for the night.

The next day, with a 300-mile drive 
ahead of me, I started out early in 
the forenoon, arriving at home by 
early afternoon and stared with awe 
at the 300-odd pieces of mail piled 
all over my desk.

My vacation had ended. Despite the 
fact that this vacation like all others 
during the past six years, was more 
or less of a business nature it invar
iably proves enjoyable. I see my old 
friends in the trade, make new ac
quaintances with hundreds of shooter 
friends, and gather information for 
your identification and entertainment 
in this department during the long 
winter months.

So we get back to work. Taking 
stock of finances, we found we were 
broke as usual, and had very fortu
nately only ordered three new guns 
during the tour.

Being a firearms editor may not be 
a direct route to wealth— but it cer
tainly is a happy and enjoyable life.

Newsy Notes
A  L E T T E R  from C. L. Smith of 

Grand Ledge, Michigan, ends 
as follows:

“Like most readers, I read All 
Western  with regularity, and also 
study your column.

I notice that you are rated as an 
expert in your line, which your 
column proves.

The point is— behind this knowl
edge must be a life story that must 
be interesting. W h y not let us read it 
some time?”

Mr. Smith’s letter happens to be the 
straw which breaks the camel’s back. 
Everybody wants to know about me. 
O. K. here is my life story.

I was born at a very tender age and 
records fail to reveal that any birth
day balls are held in commemoration 
of the event.

I did no shooting for several years 
and cannot recall that I was even in
terested in guns of any kind for some 
time to come. I attribute my great 
health, strength and enormous size 
(no snickers from those of you who 
have met me) to my pure and innocent 
life as I did not drink, smoke, chew 
tobacco, run around with women or 
shoot a .45 until I was darn near 4 
years old.

My first gun present from Dad was 
a toy popgun. In a serious vein he 
warned me never to point that gun 
at anyone. One day I disobeyed him 
and popped it off at my younger 
brother. I ’ll never forget the day. Dad 
gave me a lecture instead of a spank
ing. He then took the 10-cent store 
weapon, folded the metal up over his 
knee, dropped it on the floor and com
pleted 100 percent destruction by 
stepping on it.

It broke my heart. M y mother said 
it was a cruel thing to do. Dad dis
agreed, by remarking:

“ If I spank him he’ll forget it in 
a couple of days. If I hide the gun 
he’ll also forget it as soon as he gets 
it back. If I destroy this gun he’ll 
never forget it.” And I didn’t.

My next gun was a genuine .22, a 
Stevens Little Scout which Dad 
bought for me at the age of 9. I ’d give 
ten times the original cost of that old 
gun, just to have it back for senti
mental reasons.

My third gun was a Marlin Model 
1897 (now known as the Marlin 
Model 39) which cost me about $26.00. 
I worked hard to earn that money.

My fourth gun was a Smith and 
Wesson .38 M. and P. revolver, and 
my fifth was a Springfield.

In the cabinet built into my office, 
and within six feet of my desk, I can 
count nine shotguns, twenty rifles, 
thirteen revolvers and seven auto
matic pistols.

In 1936, the ammunition I con
sumed in routine test work and 
pleasure shooting was but a few dol
lars short of a retail value of $1500.
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The 1937 total cannot be determined 
at this writing, although it will prob
ably fall slightly short of that 
figure.

I work at this firearms game because 
I like it. I am not in the employ of 
any manufacturer of firearms or ac
cessories, and in fact have little time 
for other than my routine work. In 
1936, my office handled 8,578 pieces of 
mail with probably 500 pieces from 
the various foreign countries.

Unless my past sins catch up with 
me, I expect to live to a reasonably 
ripe old age— and continue my fire
arms writing. What success I have had 
in the past is attributed to my thou
sands of good friends in the industry, 
and among shooters who contribute 
various forms of extremely interest
ing information. May you all continue 
to do this.

Telescope Sight Mount
E A R LE  R. G ILBER T, 428 W ood

land Street, Houston, Texas, re
cently brought out a very excellent 
telescope sight mount for the better 
grades of hunting rifles, and at a price 
anyone can afford. He is supplying 
this for practically all hunting guns 
which can use scopes, particularly of 
the bolt action variety, and will 
supply a Weaver 29 scope together 
with the mount at $11.90. This is but 
20 cents for the mount. The mount 
alone will sell for $4.00 and he plans 
a somewhat lighter type for ,22’s at 
$3.75. A ll prices delivered. W rite him 
direct if you have a scope and desire 
a mount, mentioning the make and 
model of your rifle.

Savage Releases New 
Shotgun Model

S A V A G E  has just released a new 
single barrel hammerless shotgun 

known as the Model .220.
This new Savage shotgun is the 

lowest priced shotgun in their line of 
merchandise but is excellently built.

It is a hammer less single shot with 
automatic ejector and take-down type 
of construction. The new gun is made 
12, 16 and 20 gauge and .410 bore. The 
barrel is made of forged steel with 
the lug forged in one piece with the 
barrel. These guns are supplied only 
in full choke and in the 12 gauge are 
available in 28, 30 and 32-inch lengths. 
The 16 gauge is available only in 28 
and 30 inch, while the 20 gauge is 
available only in 26 and 28 inch, as 
is the .410 bore.

The 12 and 20 gauge numbers have 
chambers for the 234-inch shells and 
the 16 gauge for the 2 9/16-inch shells. 
The .410 will handle the new heavily 
loaded 3-inch shells.

An automatic top tang safety is 
used and the gun is cocked by the 
usual top lever before breaking down 
thus making for easy extraction of the 
fired shells. The 12 guage number with 
a 30-inch barrel, which I have been 
experimenting with, weighs 6 pounds,

A  L E T T E R  from Bill Weaver, 
maker of those excellent 

telescope sights, sends through the 
long-ordered, improved model 330 
unit. This is about as excellent a scope 
as we have seen in many a moon. This 
330 and its companion the 440 are in
tended for all types of rifles and is in 
the medium priced class, being the 
most expensive numbers of the 
Weaver line. The 330 is 2^4 power. 
The 440 runs 4 power.

Both types are available with either 
cross hairs or flat top tapered posts 
and weigh between 10 and 10J4 ounces. 
The 330 is 10*4 inches long; the 
440 11J4 inches. The 330 has a 
35-foot field at 100 yards which is 
ample for all hunting purposes, with 
long eye relief running from 3*4 to 
5 inches. A ll adjustments are inter
nal with *4 minute click. The 330 
sells for $27.50 and the 440 for $32.50, 
making excellent topnotch companion 
numbers for the medium and low 
priced units in the Weaver line. 

Another letter from Weaver indi-



2 0  B ig  B a r g a in s
for Men Who like to DO THINGS!

T h .sc Special HAWBBOCJtS Are Packed with
“ Zaaide Bope," Moaey-Saving’ Ideas. Handy Short-Cuts—  
Bare sad Secret yoj5KlTC.fi.S-. ■ l a e  to  Make HOMB BB- 
PAIRS— H O XZ WORXBHOF Piece*— XICROSCOFB and 
CHEMISTR Y  Bxperlments— How to  P is  Your CAM—How 
to  Make SKIP end R A H W A Y  MOBEBS— CABINS and 
S U M iM W I You fe® Sto.!

W hich do YOU want ? M any O nly

J u st lo o k  a t T h is L is t!
t t » V E R Y T H IN O  about your favorite hobbles.
L *  W ritten, illustrated by practical men who 
know their stuff. You S A V E  51. to $4. on 
every one— because published by ' Popular 
Science”  Magazine and sold In 6 i f f ,  money
saving quantities. Gold-mines of information 
For beginners, old-timers both! F u ll cloth 
bound, average over 200 pages, with pic
tures, plans, simple and c o m p u t e  directions.
Pick the ones you want, note. Then ruth 
coupon, w i t h o u t  m o n e y ,  T O D A Y !

1. BO O K  O F FORM U LAS —  Recipes,
secret processes fo r  hom e, shop. Bev
erages, glues, cleaners, paints, co s 
m etics , dyes, toothpastes. F acts that 
ca n  lead  to a fortu n e ! $1.00
2. F IX  IT  YO U RSELF—H ow  to  repair 
fu rn itu re , e lectr ic  outlets, w indows, 
doors, leaky pipes, floor boards, ch im 
n eys, boilers, hundreds o f  “ odd Jobs!"$1.00
S. M O D E L R A IL W A Y S— H ow  to lay
out, m ake, operate your ow n m odel 
ra ilro a d ! E asy way to build box car, 
gon d o la , tank , hopper, coach , pu ll- 
m an, baggage, locom otive , signals, 
e tc . $2.00
4. W O N D ER S TH R O U G H  THE M I
CROSCO PE —  Com plete m anual fo r  
am ateurs. O pens new  w orld o f  m ir
acles! H ow  to use equipm ent, secure 
and preserve specim ens, take p h o to 
m icrograph s, etc. $1.00
5. W OO D  CA RV IN G  AND W H IT 
TL IN G — H ow to carve m en, anim als, 
b irds w ith  sim ple to o ls ; m ake fu rn i
ture, trays, fram es, chests. Every 
bran ch  and m ethod  o f  carving, w hit
tling . $2.00
6. H OW  TO  BU ILD  CABINS, H UNT
IN G  AND FISH IN G  LODGES. BU N G
ALOW S— D iagram s, plans, in stru c
tion s you  can  fo llow . No experience 
needed . H ow  t o  estim ate, cut, as
sem ble, finish. $2.00
7. M ANUAL O F SH IP M OD EL M A K 
ING— H ow t o  m ake any m odel. S h ort
cuts, t im e-sav in g  m ethods. Com plete 
plans, specifications fo r  gorgeous g a l
leon , c lipper ship, e tc . $1.00

SEND NO MONEYED
S im p ly  e n c irc le , o n  c o u p o n , t h e  i te m s  y o u  

w a n t , a c c o r d in g  t o  n u m b e r s  l is te d  a b o v e . 
T h e n  m a il  c o u p o n  w it h o u t  m o n e y . W h e n  9 
p o s t m a n  d e liv e rs  y o u r  o rd e r , p a y  h im  t h e  g 
c o r r e c t  a m o u n t ,  p lu s  f e w  c e n ts  p o s ta g e . I f  § 
n o t  m o r e  t h a n  sa tis fie d , r e tu r n  a n y  o r  a ll  jj
w it h in  5 d a y s  a n d  y o u r  m o n e y  w il l  b e  r e -  g
f u n d e d  a t  o n c e .  S u p p ly  l im ite d . S e n d  c o u p o n  g 
N O W ! P o p u la r  S c ie n c e  P u b l. C o ., D e p t . DUS, ■ 
353 4 th  Ave* New Y o r k , N. Y .  ft

8. AU TO  K IN K S— Car ow n er 's  and
service m an ’ s handbook . Save dollars, 
keep your car in t ip -top  shape through 
m any Jobs you can  now  do easily. 
Fu lly  illustrated. $1.00
9. D ECO RATIVE M ETAL W O R K — H ow
to do inlaying, spinning, cutting, e tch 
ing, Joining, p lating. M ake jew elry, 
novelties, ash trays, lam ps, hardw are, 
etc., w ith sim ple too ls  at hom e. $2.00
10. A .B .C .’ s OF D IESEL ENGINES—  
Sim ple explanations and pictu res o f  
h ow  they work. Every part fu lly  d e 
scribed . Up to the m inute. 320 pages.

$3.00
11. RA D IO  EX PE R IM E N TE R  AND 
BU ILD ER— Latest long and sh ort wave 
facts , im provem en ts you  can  m ake, 
new sets to build. T rou b le  shooting. 
H ow  to test, service, repair, etc. $2.00
12. THE HOME CH EM IST— H ow  to  set 
up, operate hom e laboratory  from  odds 
and ends around the house. T h rillin g  
experim ents. P oints way to research  
and usefu l new discoveries. $1.00
13. M AK IN G  M ONEY W ITH  Y O U R
CAM ERA— R eal d o lla r-co in in g  ideas 
fo r  am ateurs. Salable p ictu res to  take 
fo r  publications, advertisers— how  and 
w here to sell, etc. $2.00
14. ASTR O N O M Y F O R  AM ATEURS—
Easy ways to know  the heavens w ith 
sim ple, hom e-m ade equipm ent, charts, 
guides. $ i.oo
15. SK IP P E R  SAM’ L W H IT TLIN G  K IT

— Com plete m ateria ls for  
w h ittlin g  qu a in t old sea 
captain , 5 &  in. h igh . No 
experience needed. K it 
con ta in s  tw o blocks spe
cia l softw ood  already cut 
to  rough  shape. P ractice  
on  one, or  fin ish  both. 
Special steel w ood -ca rv 
in g  k n ife ,  n e c e s s a r y  
paints, all included. $1.50

10. COM PLETE 
CON STRUC 
TIO N  K IT  
F O R  CL IP
PER SHIP “ SEA 
W IT C H  ' — 13 in. 
long, 8 in. h igh . Fam ous, beau tifu l 
A m erican  C lipper. K it con ta in s  every  
p a rt needed includ ing blue prin t, in 
structions, pa ints, glue, chain , an 
chors, flags, p rin ted  bow  and stern  
nam e plates. B u ild  th is beauty fo r  
you r m antel! $1.50
17. HOME W O R K S H O P M AN U AL—
M ost com plete  book  fo r  the han dy 
m an  ever published. O ver 500 pages. 
735 w ork ing draw in gs. F u rn iture, rad io, 
w iring, painting, toys, m odels, garden, 
m etals, boats, all included. O riginal 
ed ition  w as $5. Now on ly  $1.05
18. ELECTRO PLATIN G — H ow to set
up  and operate  com plete  hom e shop, 
doin g  copper, nickel, chrom ium , silver, 
go ld  plating. P late fixtures, ornam ents, 
silverw are. Jewelry, etc. $2.00
19. U. S. STEAM SH IP “ M AN H ATTAN ’ *
— E veryth ing you need to m ake a 12 
in ch  m odel o f  this largest and finest 
A m erican  bu ilt  liner. A sharp p ock et 
k n ife  is pra ctica lly  the on ly  too l you  
need. K it con ta in s paints, glue, blue 
print, pam ph let o f  Instructions, 40 
com plete ly  finished life -b o a t  davit*. 
2 propellers, 2 anchors, 1 rudder. All 
m ain  cu ts in the sugar p ine hu ll a l
ready m ade. $1.00
20. TH ING S TO  M AK E IN  Y O U R  
HOME W O R K SH O P— D iagram s and 
instru ctions fo r  every varie ty  o f  fu rn 
iture, toys, im provem en ts fo r  house 
and garden, m antels, trellises, sa il
boats. lam ps, bookshelves, etc. M any

Sroiects  can  be m ade on  the k itch en  
able w ith  sim ple h a n d -too ls . $1.00

POPULAR SCIENCE PUBLISHING CO.
Dept DI2, 353 Fourth Ave., New York, N. Y.

Fleets send me numbers I  have encircled below. I  will pay postman 
correct amount, plus few cents postage, on delivery. It is understood I may 
return any or all w ithin  5 days arter receipt and you w ill refund my money. 

I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 1 0  II
12 IS 14 15 f6 17 18 19 20

N a m e ......... ...................................................... ................. ................... ............................. ..

Addreu .............................................................................................................. .

U it y ..........................................................................................State....................................
Cheek here If you are enclosing your remittance W IT H  this 
coupon. In that case, w* w ill prepay the postage chargee—  
you S A V E . Same money-back guarantee applies, of eetirao. 1

rnanj
□
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cates that for a period of three weeks 
during the middle of the past sum
mer, they used a special lens seal 
which proved to be defective, al
though it was purchased as a standard 
quality. This material, after a few 
weeks or months, turned a few of the 
lenses milky, and a great many of 
these units went out in all models ex
cept the 333 and the 355. All of the de
fective units were called back from 
the dealers and individuals, in so far 
as was possible, but a number of these 
have not as yet been traced. If you 
have one of these defective Weaver’s, 
the factory will be glad to replace it 
for you by writing direct to W . R. 
Weaver, El Paso, Texas, and return
ing the instrument for inspection.

The same trouble happened with an
other maker of telescopes selling in 
the $75.00 class a few years ago. 
Weaver has asked that we aid him in 
locating the defective scopes so that 
he can give a satisfactory replacement 
to those customers who purchased 
them.

I N the October issue of A ll Western 
there appeared an article in this 

department entitled “Handguns of the 
Civil W ar.” Following publication of 
this, we were very pleased to receive 
the following letter from Edwin 
Pugsley, Vice-President of Winches
ter.

“I have just seen your article on 
Handguns of the Civil W ar in All 
Western, and wish to congratulate 
you on the amount of information you 
have put into this small space. I do 
not know of any source where you

can get the same amount of informa
tion concerning Civil W ar manufac
turers.

“There is one phase of the situa
tion which you dd not cover and 
which I have always understood was 
one of the controlling items in the 
Colt line; namely, Colt’s patent cover
ing the frame with no top strap. If 
you have ever shot these percussion 
revolvers much, you will find that the 
cap many times tends to blow its 
skirts out, thereby jamming the 
cylinder with the top strap if there 
happens to be one on the gun you 
are shooting. This lack of a top strap 
made the Colt gun much less liable to 
jam than competitive arms. They 
were very jealous of the patent and 
saw to it that all guns without a top 
strap were promptly put off the 
market.

“Another reputation which Colt de
veloped was in connection with their 
early knowledge of heat treating re
volver nipples. The nipple in any per
cussion arm literally takes a terrible 
beating. The hammers are very heavy 
and have a long throw and if the 
nipple is not tempered just right it 
will rivet over if too soft or crumble 
if too hard. Observant shooters of the 
percussion days always pinned their 
faith to a Colt nipple.”

A  short time later another letter 
came through from Ed as follows:

“ I sent your article to my good 
friend Mr. Breuil on the Eastern 
Shore of Maryland, who, in my 
opinion, has more information on 
old guns and pistols than anyone I 
know of. His comments are as fol
lows:

“ ‘He refers to the Butterfield re
volver as using the Maynard tape 
primer. In this he is in error. The 
revolver has a priming device but it 
is for the Sharps pellet primer and 
not the tape primer. He has also 
missed the B. F. Joslyn Army revol
ver, caliber .44, that has the side ham
mer and the cylinder pin coming out



I  got m ighty lonesome last year. A n  
occasional game of pool or basket-ball 
was the only pleasure I  was getting 

out of life.

B u t  when It  came to parties— I  was
t  “ wash-out.”  No wonder I  wasn’t 

popular with the other sex.

Never feel lonesome, now. Thanks to 
the U . 8. School of Music I ’m not 
a “ stay-at-home.”  And I ’ve found 

Janet, and we've set the date.

U n til I  read how • fellow became pop
ular by learning to play music through 
a new way. I  wrote to Investigate.

The next time I  went to a party I  
offered to play. The crowd thought I  
was kidding— but when I  sat down at 
the piano and really played music, 

they were amased.

Say, when that demonstration lesion 
came I  knew that here was a way to 
learn to play that wat quick, easy 
and sure-fire. I  sent for the course.

Friends....Good Times....Popularity
^so easy when you learn music this short-cut way

T H IN K  o f  the m ost popu lar men 
and w om en that you know . W hat 
is there abou t them  that m akes 

them w elcom e w herever they g o  ? W hy 
are they alw ays the center o f  a ttra c
tion ?

lan ’t it because they can en terta in  
and m ake people h a p p y ?  Y ou  bet it  i s !  
T h ere 's no question about it— the man 
o r  w om an w ho can entertain is always 
popu lar. A n d  being able to  play a 
m usical instrum ent is one o f  the finest 
and m ost appreciated  form s o f  enter
tainm ent.

Learn at H om e— without 
a teacher

And now the fan and
p opu larity  o f  being: a 
g ood  m usician is no 
lon ger w ithin the reach  
o f  only a few  w ho can 
a fford  private  instru c
tion  o r  have the tim e 
and patience to  practice  
day  a fter  day fo r  long, 
tedious hours. A t  last 
you can learn to p lay 
y ou r  fa vor ite  m usical 
in s t r u m e n t  —  s im p ly , 
an d  easily a t the cost 
o f  on ly  a fe w  pennies 
a  day.

The w hole secret is in 
the w onderfu l sim plified 
m ethod p erfected  by the 
U. S. School o f  Music.
T h is  “ at-hom e”  m ethod

has proved  In thousands o f  cases that 
a lm ost anyone can  learn to play his 
fa v or ite  m usical instrum ent during his 
spare tim e— w ithout a teacher.

W hen you finish your course w ith  
th e  U. S. School o f  M usic you do n ot 
depend on  an y  trick  “ num bers”  o r  any  
secret m ethod to p ick  up  pieces— but 
you play fro m  m usic ju st like the best 
m usicians. Y ou  learn real m usic rig h t 
fro m  the notea.

Learn Any Instrum ent This
Easy W a y

Y ou  sim ply can ’t  m ake a m istake. 
F irst you are told  how  a th in g  is done 

— then an illustration 
graph ica lly  show s  you 
how , and then w hen you 
play, you hear  it.

These rem arkable les
sons com e to  you  by 
mail. They con sist o f  
com plete prin ted  in 
s t r u c t io n s ,  d ia g r a m s , 
all the m usic you need, 
and m usic p ap er fo r  
w ritin g  out test exer
cises. A n d  i f  anything 
com es up  w hich is  n ot 
en tire ly  plain , you can 
w rite to  your instru ctor 
and get a full, p rom pt, 
personal rep ly !

The U. S. School o f  
M usic course is  highly 
sim plified, d ir e c t  T hat 
is w hy m any o f  ou r

pup ils g e t  ahead a  g rea t deal faster 
than those w ho study the old, slow 
and dull w ay.

Send NOW fo r  Free B ook 
And Special O ffer

W e couldn ’ t possib ly  tell you the 
w hole in teresting story  o f  the U. S. 
School o f  Music on this page . So we 
have printed  a book— “ H ow  Y ou  Can 
L earn  M u b i c  in Y ou r  O w n H om e”  
that fu lly  explains this ~emarkable 
course. C lip and m ail cou pon  N O W , 
and the fa sc in a tin g  fre e  book and 
D em on stration  Lesson  will be sent to  
you a t once. Instrum ents supplied 
w hen needed, cash o r  cred it. U . S. 
School o f  M usic, 4442 B run sw ick  B ldg., 
N ew  Y o rk  C ity .

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
4442 Brunswick BMfc* New York

Please send me your free book, “ H ow  You 
Can Learn Music in  Yo ur Own Hom e.”  with 
inspiring message by I>r. Prank Crane. Free 
Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your 
easy payment plan 1 am interested in  tbe 
following course:

Have you
............................  Instrument?.........

Nam e ........................ ..................................... ..

Addreaa ........................................... ........... .

City ............................................. 8 U U .. . . . . . .

P IC K  YOUR 
INSTRUM ENT
Plano Guitar
Violin  Saxophone
Organ Mandolin
Cornet Ukulele
Trombone Here
Piccolo Clarinet
Flute ’Celle

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Trumpet 

Plane Accordion 
Italian and German 

Aeeordloa
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 

Drums and Traps 
Baaje (Plectrum. 5-S trin g  

ar Tenor)
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from the rear. This was patented in 
May, 1856, and a quantity was bought 
by the U. S. Government. It also has 
the solid frame and, as far as I know, 
quite an unique device to revolve the 
cylinder.’

“ I thought you might be interested 
in adding this to your notes in case 
you wished to use them again.”

This information is sufficiently 
practical to pass along to our read
ers. W e  sincerely thank Mr. Pugsley 
for this additional data.

To F. R. K. Honolulu, Hawaii—In years 
past Colt made lever action and slide ac
tion rifles, double shotguns and other items 
in addition to revolvers. . . The Bisley
model was a target version of the single 
action Colt. I do not know of a Sibley 
model. . . The .455 Eley cartridge should
not be fired in the .45 Colt New Service. 
They will chamber but the rim is too thin 
and might burst.

To F. C. S. Clarksburg, West Va.—I 
would suggest you get a copy of Eugene 
Cunningham’s book “ Triggernom etry" 
through your book store. This gives a 
great deal of information concerning old 
time Western gun fighters and gunmen.

To C. H. R. Utica, N. Y.—The Enfield 
rifle can be purchased from the War De
partment only by members o f the National 
Rifle Association at $7.50 for a serviceable 
used gun and $12.50 for a new one. New 
barrels can also be obtained from the gov
ernment and fitted at Springfield Armory 
at a price of $3.93 for the barrel and $1.85 
fitting charges.

To J, R. C. Columbus, Ga.—The Evans 
rifle was made at Mechanics Falls, Maine 
from 1871 to 1874. Two models were built 
each in rifle and carbine style. The old 
model handling .44 Evans short and the 
new model handling the .44 Evans long. 
Cartridges were not interchangeable and 
none have been manufactured for 20 years.

To R. V. L. Tampa, Fla.—New England 
Westinghouse Co. was a subsidiary of 
Remington and made rifles during the 
World War for foreign governments until 
the United States entered the conflict 
whereupon they made model 1917 rifles for

the government. Your gun was made m 
1915 for the Russian Government and is 
chambered for the 7.62mm Russian car
tridge still manufactured in hunting loads 
by Remington.

To W. W. Berkeley, Cal.—I do not 
recommend the Texas Ranger or any other 
cheap Spanish imitation of a real revolver. 
This trash is a waste of money and very 
definitely unsafe to use.

To A. M. B., Camden, Maine: The rifle 
you describe is one of the low-priced Bel
gian .22’s imported into this country in 
the early 1920’s. They were cheaply made 
and are not intended for high speed am
munition—this particular cartridge had 
not made its appearance at that time.

To K. P. J., Stephen, Minnesota: A great 
many rifles have turned up in this country 
recently marked “ P. Stevens, Maastrict.” 
This is not an American gun, but was built 
in Maastrict, Holland, about fifty years 
ago and is chambered for the .43 Dutch 
Beaumont cartridge. No ammunition is 
available for it in this country.

To L.D., Litne, New Hampshire: The 
Model 1917 Enfield rifle sold by the United 
States Government to members of the Na
tional Rifle Association is a very satisfac
tory hunting rifle. These take a standard 
.30/06 cartridge. The used gun sells for 
$7.50 and is serviceable but not guaran
teed. The brand new rifle sells for $12.00. 
I would recommend that you buy the new 
gun.

To R. C., Louisville, Kentucky: As far 
as I know there is no manufacturer who 
makes a charge for his spare parts catalog. 
Not all gun makers have these catalogs 
available to other than dealers, however. 
Colt’s is located at Hartford, Conn.; Smith 
& Wesson at Springfield, Mass.; Iver- 
Johnson at Fitchburg, Mass.; Harrington 
& Richardson at Worcester, Mass.; Win
chester is at New Haven, Conn.; and Stev
ens at Chicopee Falls, Mass.

o

W ill Y^U  SWAP
SELL— Double barrel Syracuse shotgun, 

checkered pistol grip and forearm. $10.00, 
W. L. Staittmater, LaCrosse, Wis.

W ANT—,22 revolver with 4-inch barrel 
or over. Will pay cash. J. Mahler, 708 Gar
field Ave., Bay City, Mich.

WANT—Colt .22 Target revolver, A. E. 
Levriett, Box 3542 Sta. F., Jacksonville, 
Fla.

SWAP—Colored Obsidian for garnets, 
jasper, agates or other semi-precious 
stones, Edward Gotchy, 507 River Front 
St., Bend, Oregon.
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S E L L — .22 Long rifle  b o lt  a c t io n ; 12 
gauge shotgun  w orth  $18. W A N T — P e a ce 
m aker and .32 o r  .38 rev o lv er . P au l E dlund, 
B urdett, A lberta , Canada, B o x  68.

W A N T — Sharps carbine .45 /70 /405 . W il l  
pay $5.00 L e r o y  D . B u tter w orth , 1805 E . 
F airm ount A ve ., B a ltim ore , M d .

S E L L  O R  T R A D E — M o d e l 14A .25 cal. 
h igh  p ow er R em in gton  rep eating  rifle , 34 
cartridges  $22.50; 20 o r  .410 Ga. W in ch e s 
ter o r  R em ington  rep eating  sh otgu n ; .22 
cal. repeating  r if le ; .22 ca lib er  re v o lv e r ; 
.32 S ide Sw ing S. & W . R e v o lv e r , 4*4- 
in ch  barrel, $10.00 .22 ca lib er  rep eating  
rifle , D r. S. W . R u ff, D o v e r , Ark.

T R A D E — .32 C o lt  au tom atic p is to l, 
b lued  finish, n ice  con d ition , W A N T — .22 
L on g  R ifle  B o lt  A c t io n  R epeater. C. 
M o o re , 211 E ast 108 St., L o s  A n geles , 
C alif.

S E L L  O R  T R A D E — M o d e l 95 W in ch e s 
ter  C arbine .30 /06  new  con d ition . W A N T  
— .25/20 rifle  o r  h igh  p ow er  prism  b in ocu 
lars. C . J. H ostle r , 407 South  T h ird  St., 
B e llw ood , Pa.

W A N T — G ood  cap  and ba ll rev o lv er . 
W r ite  g iv in g  m ake, m od el, con d it ion s  and 
p r ice . T h om as R hoads, 1401 M adison  A ve ., 
Indianapolis, Ind.

T R A D E — R ussian A rm y rifle  m ade in U. 
S. b y  N ew  E ngland W estin gh ou se  C o. in 
1915—has never been  fired. W A N T — .32 
Sm ith  and W esson  o r  .32 C o lt R e v o lv e r  or 
A u tom a tic , R . B . L o v e tt , 4208 15th S treet, 
T am p a , F la.

S E L L -— A n  o ld  M u zzle  L oa d er and one 
.4 0 /7 0  ca lib er  gun. F rancis  M erkling, 
F o r k s , W ash .

S E L L  O R  T R A D E — C artridge b e lt and 
h o lste r  fo r  .44 /40  o r  .38 S p ecia l, $2.95, 
M ich e le  M a io lo , R . D . N o . 2, S o lom on , St. 
Joh n stow n , Pa.

T R A D E — G enuine G erm an L u ger and 
H olster , cal. 9 m /m . W A N T — .22 C olt 
W o o d sm a n ; .38 Super C o lt A u to ; .45 C olt 
a u to ; .38 Specia l S. A . F ron tie r  o r  any 
.38 S p ecia l Sm ith & W esson  o r  C o lt target 
rev o lv er . A l. Sw abb, 336 W . C h erry  St., 
Shenandoah, Pennsylvania.

How
C o n s t i p a t i o n  

Causes  Gas,  
Nerve Pressure

Many Doctors Now 
Say It's Nerves, Not 
Poisons That So 
Often Cause Head
aches, Dizzy Spells,

Coated Tongue

When you are constipated 
two things happen. FIRST:
Wastes swell up the bowels 
and press on nerves in the 
digestive tract- This nerve 
pressure causes headaches, a 
dull, lazy feeling, bilious spells, 
loss of appetite and dizziness. SECOND: Partly digested food 
starts to decay forming GAS, bringing on sour stomach 
(acid indigestion), and heartburn, bloating you up until 
you sometimes gasp for breath.

Then you spend many miserable days. You can’ t eat. 
You can’t sleep. Your stomach is sour. You feel tired out, 
grouchy and miserable.

To get the complete relief you seek you must do TWO 
things. 1. You must relieve the GAS. 2. You must clear the
bowels and GET THAT PRESSURE OFF THE NERVES.
As soon as offending wastes are washed out you feel marvel
ously refreshed, blues vanish, the world looks bright again.

Adlerika is one product on the market that gives you the 
DOUBLE ACTION you need. This efficient carminative 
cathartic relieves that awful GAS almost at once. It often 
removes bowel wastes in less than two hours. No waiting 
for overnight relief. Adlerika acts on the stomach and both 
bowels. Many laxatives act on the lower bowel only.

Adlerika has been recommended by many doctors and 
druggists for 35. years. No griping, no after effects. Just 
QUICK results. Try Adlerika today. We believe you’ ll say 
you have never used such an efficient intestinal cleanser.

W A R N I N G  !
AU REPUTABLE DRUGGISTS know that Adlerika 
hat no tubttitute. Alwayt DEMAND thm genuine.

£LIP  COUPON |
fj o w [

Adlerika Co., Dept. D .F .-2-8.
St. Paul, Minn.

G en tlem en : Send w ith ou t ob ligation  
your F R E E  T ria l Size o f  A d lerika. L im it 
on e to  a fa m ily . (O ffe r  g ood  in U . S.
only.)

Sold in Canada by leading druggittt

N a m e.......................................................................
A d d ress ................................................ ....................
C ity........................................State..................
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GUARANTEED TIRES?
GOODYEAR'GOODRICH | T * T ? lf i 
FIRESTONE*U.S. and fU 
Other Standard Makes lA  nM.iliLl

World’s  Low est 
T IR E  P R IC E S
T lr a  u s e r s  by  the 
thousand* eli over 
the U .S.A. vouch for 
the L o o s  Hard Serv
ic e  o f  our Standard  
Brand tirea. recondi
tioned with hi*h grade 
lmaterials and latest 

.methods by our tire 
experts.  O e r 2 l  
year* oxperienca  
makes It possible to

With Every 
2Tiresarte*ii

trpe relic---------------
Heady fo r  instant 
m e , strong, ete&dy 
light. Ueeral every- 
wner*. O rdarnow .m UMHIB lli IU

f  offer tfreeat lowast prices, with logal 
f  ag rae iM n t to  replace at H price any 

r dre that fails to  give 1 2  M os. Sorvlca.
"EVERY TI RE  G UARANTEED!

BALLOON TIRES] REGULAR CORO TIRES 
I I Tire* 1 * »  T ires  Tut»«s|S<z« T ires  T ubes
I  a ra  k m  _ $0.95 33x4 W $ i . 4 5  *1.45

| *0x5.25-20 2 .9 9  
| *1x5.25-21 3 . 2 9  ! 
1 6.60-17 "  “ =

29x6.50-10 S . U  
[ 6.00-17 3 . 4 9
| 30x6.00-18 *
| *1x6.00-10 
| *2x6.00-20 
I *3x6.00-21 3.1

SOxS 3 .6 5
IIMtltll i ’So l:SiSS i:Sl 1.35 *5*8 3 .7 9  1.75

2 * a s  126  3 .3 5  1.4sU**4 3 .9 5  1.76
I S i o  i l f l l  L2S HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES
\ 5.25-17 2 . 9 0  1.35 _  (High Preaaure)_ ^  t
I 98x5.26-18 2 . 9 0  1.36 S ize T ires  TubestSize T ires  Tubas 
I 20x5.25-19 2 . 9 9  1.36(30x6 * 4 . 2 5  | 1 .9 % b 7  * 1 0 .9 5  $4.65 

“  ’  " > 8 * 7  1 0 .9 5  4.65
16x8 1 1 -4 5  4.95

TRUCK BALLOON TIRES 
— I T ires  TubasISira Tlras Tubas
00-20 *3.75*1.637.60-20 * 6 .9 5 * 3 .7 5  

6.50-20 4 .4 5  1.9di95-20 8 .9 5  4.95
----------  3 .9 5  2.C%.00-20 1 0 .9 5  6.65

9.75-30 1 3 .9 5  6.45
btALFRS WANTED

tKK 6.50-20

I SEND ONLV $ 1.00 DEPOSIT or. each tire offered.
I ($3.00 oo  each True ‘ * * * * ~ ~
I Deduct S  par cent
I ($3.00 on each Truck Tire.l W e ship balance C. O. D.

t i f  cash la sent to full with order. To
I fill order promptly we may substitute brands i f  neees-

ry. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW -  GUARANTEED— 
PERRY-FIELD TIRE &  RUBBER CO.IXiMggOSJggilgM^J^gfc BM, W j g .134,

# P A TE N T  YOUR IDEAS ^jfe.
WHAT IS YOUR INVENTION T

i M d  fir W r i t ,  fo r  FRKC lnv»ftto>r. R te q n lln t  ’
•lank. e .nM ntti. 1  Advlca. ~

Z P H I  i r i i F K  Re*. Patent Att»m»y-Englm#r ■r V k n v n i , n  t a t  n o u a u r , m w  vo««t

WILL YOU WEAR THIS SUIT
and Make up to $12 ina Day!
Let me send you this fine all-wool Union tailored suit 
FREE OF C 08T. Just follow my easy plan and show 
the suit to yoar friends. M&ke up to $12 In i  day 
easily. No experience— no tan vast I no necessary.

Send fo r  Sam ples—FREE OF COST
Write today for FREE details, ACTUAL SAMPLES 
and "sure-fire’ ' money getting plans. Bend no money.

H. J .  C ollins# P rogress  T a ilo r in g  Co.# D ept. 8 -1 9 3  
9 0 0  S . T h r o w  S t .________ ___________________ C h ica g o , m ,

23 LANGUAGES
1

S P E A K  A N Y  M O D E R N  L A N G U A G E

U N I Q U E  M E T H O D  B R I N G S  V O I C E S  
P E  N A T I V E  M A S T E R S  I N T O  Y O U R  
jO W N  H O M E . . S E N D  F O R  F R E E  B O O K

UNGUAPHONE INSTITUTE
61 Rockefeller P e n  ter » N e w  Y o rti

For quick relief from the itching o f  eczema* blotches, 
pimples, athlete’s foot, scales, rashes and other ex
ternally caused skin eruptions, use cooling, antiseptic, 
liquid D .  D .  D .  P r e s c r i p t i o n .  D octor Dennis' original
formulas. G « W m  esisi atamlom. Bottom (he kritotios sad 
quickly stops the mostinU—« itching. A SSe trfel bottl*,Mdnig 
•tores, proves it-or money back. Ask forDJ>.D.PRtSCIUPTION.

(Continued from Page 79)
She, forgotten until now by these 

rough men who gloried in any sort 
of a fight, screamed: “Look out!” 

Andy Hudson dropped flat on his 
stomach. As he fell, a gun crashed. 
A  huge, leaden ball bored the adobe 
wall in the rear of the store,

Then Hod Ruggins, who had 
sought revenge on Andy, whirled and 
fought through the crowd of staring 
men in the front entrance. He bat
tered his way out with the old cap 
and ball pistol.

Sergeant Peak, leaping nimbly 
upon the counter, lined his pistol, but 
scurrying bodies of Vicente’s crew 
prevented him from putting a bullet 
into Ruggins’ broad back as the man 
vanished through the door.

Absoraky, seeing his partner fall, 
believing the boy might be killed, 
flourished his rifle, cocked it, moved 
toward the center of the room.

“Nary a man moves!” he yelped. 
“Or I take his hair!”

A  furious woman bustled through 
the rear doorway. She wore a black, 
bombazine dress with a wide hem, a 
tight bodice that set off her ample 
matronly curves. Iron-rimmed spec
tacles flashed before her eyes.

She carried a long-barreled, muz
zle-loading, squirrel rifle. She flipped 
the stock to her shoulder, shut both 
her eyes, and pulled the trigger.

The load of buckshot knocked 
adobe plaster from the front wall of 
the store.

A  howling crew of men fought 
their way from the place.

Malviny Clemons cried. “Maw! 
Don’t shoot that man on the floor!” 

“What man?” bellowed Maw.
She had failed to note Andy flat on 

the ground. Not another man was in 
sight.

Old Absoraky, taking one long look 
at Maw, had dropped his Ballard for 
the first time in thirty years, and 
dived through the low window. Ser
geant Peak had fallen behind the
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counter and hidden under the over
hang. The stove covered Vicente.

Then Maw Clemons saw Andy.
She commanded sharply, “Stand up, 

you young spriggins, afore I bust this 
gunstock over yore ugly head. Stand 
up an’ tell why yuh come in here 
tryin’ to break up a widder woman’s 
business.”

But Malviny, slipping around the 
end of the counter, put her arms 
around the old woman, whispered that 
Andy was a friend, that he had de
fended her against a brutal attack.

“Hump,” sniffed Maw, examining 
the sheepish Andy through her 
glasses as he arose, and stood before 
her with flushed face and bent head, 
“I can take keer of my own flesh and 
blood, young man.”

Sergeant Peak stuck a cautious 
head above the counter. Maw sighted 
him.

“Come out,” she cried furiously, 
“come out! I suppose you and your 
useless mountain friends held out a 
keg of that rum and got drunk again. 
Come out an’ explain these goin’s on. 
And fast— ”

Peak came fast, apologizing at ev
ery step as he rounded the counter, 
seeking to mollify the widow, bidding 
her smell his breath, if she didn’t take 
his word that he was as sober as a 
recruit mounting guard for the first 
time.

“Rum,” Maw grated, “busted up my 
life onct. An’ I ’m dead sot agin’ it. I 
paid full price for it, Peak, and if 
I empty the kags it’s my loss. No 
square man would hold out on me.”

“I didn’t hold out.”
Maw frowned. “I been checkin’ 

over the inventory you give me. I 
busted in the heads of ten kegs. But 
yore list show you sold me fifteen. 
That means somebody has stole five 
of that vicious stuff, likker that 
would make a rabbit chase a coyote 
across the flats. Where’s them five 
kags, Peak?”

The sergeant said. “Ask your

ARE YOU JUST HOPING 
TO LAND IN A GOOD JOB?
Hope without foundation is pretty futile in this 
competitive age! But hope plus training is a win
ning combination— and ail over this country today, 
in all kinds of professions and trades, men are 
getting ahead— landing in good jobs— earning 
more money—because of serious and systematic 
study of International Correspondence -^Schools* 
courses. These courses are giving them the training 
they need to succeed! As for you, investigation wiil 
not put you under any obligation. Mail the coupon I

INT ER NATIONAL-CORRESPONDENCE: SCHOOLS
Box 5936-C , Scranton, Penna.

Without obligation, please send full particulars about the subject 
before which I have marked X :

T E C H N IC A L  A N D  IN D U S T R IA L  C O U R S E S
□  A rch itect
□  Architectural D raftsm an
□  Building E stim ating
□  C on tractor  aud Builder
□  Structural D raftsm an
□  Structural Engineer
□  E lectrical Engineer
□  E lectric Lighting
□  W elding, E lectric and Gas
□  R eading Shop Blueprint*
□  Telegraph E ngineer
□  T elephone W ork
□  M echanical Engineer

D  Diesel Engine#
□  A via tion  E ng. □  A u to  M echanic
□  P lum bing □  H eating
O  A ir  C on d ition in g □  R efrigeration
□  Steam  Engineer
□  Steam  B leotric Engineer
□  M arin e  Engineer 
O  C ivil Engineer □  H ighw ay Engineer
□  B ridge Engineer
□  B ridge and B uilding F orem an 
O  Surveying and M appin g

Q  R ad io  □  R . R , L ocom otiv e*  □  A ir Brake*
□  R . R . Section  Forem an

□  M echanical Draftsm an O  R . It. S ignalm en
□  M achinist □  T oolm ak er O  C h em istry  □  Pharm aoy
□  Patternm aker 
Q  F ou n dry P ractice
□  Sheet M etal W orker
□  Boilerm aker
□  H eat T reatm ent o f M etals
□  M anagem ent o f  Inventioi

□  C oal M in in g
□  N av igation
□  C otton  M an ufacturing
□  W oo len  M anufacturing
□  A gricu lture □  F ru it G row ing
P  P ou ltry  Farm ing

BUSINESS T R A IN IN G  COURSES
□  Business M anagem ent D  L etterin g  Show  Garde □  Signs
□  Industrial M anagem ent O  S ten ograph y and T yp in g
□  T raffic M anagem ent □  C iv il S ervice  □  M ail C arrier
□  C . P . A ccou n tan cy □  R ailw ay M a il Clerk
□  B ookk eepin g □  Grade S ch ool Subjects
□  Secretarial W ork  O  H igh S chool S ubject*
□  C ost A ccou n tan t □  C ollege  P reparatory
□  Salesmanship □  A dvertis ing  D  F irst Y ea r  College Subjects
□  Service S tation  Salesm anship □  Illustrating
□  Business C orrespondence □  C artoon in g

D O M E S T IC  S C IE N C E  C O U R S E S
□  Professional D ressm aking □  M illinery

and D esigning D  F o o d s  and C ook ery
D  H om e D ressm aking □  T ea  R oom  and Cafeteria
D  A dvan ced  Drees making

□  Rpanieb 
□  Frenoh

M an agem en t, Catering

Same. .Age.

CUv......................................... ................................................. *......................
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// you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the International 

Correspondence Schools Canadian. Lim ited, Montreal, Canada
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Better JOB -More PAY

A t  H o m e  Front
an ENGINEER

Aviation, Machinery, Automobiles, Building must h a r e  d r a ft s 
m e n . I ’ l l  t r a in  y o u  o n  p r a c t ic a l  w o r k  b y  a  m e th o d  s u cce ss fu l 
w ith  th o u s a n d s  s in c e  1 9 0 0 — a n d  fu r n is h  you a l l  t o o l s ;  a ls o  
D r a w in g  T a b le . N o  h ig h  s c h o o l  o r  p re v io u s  e x p e r ie n c e  req u ired . 
Y o u  m u s t  be e n t ir e ly  sa tis fie d  w ith  m y  p e rso n a l t r a in in g  until 
competent a n d  a ssisted  t o  a p o s i t io n  o f  money back* Write to 
day fo r  free book o n  “ D r a ft s m a n s h ip ."  State a g e . N o  o b lig a t io n s . 
ENGINEER DOSE, DIV. 1732 LIBERTYVILLE, ILL.

M ade to  o rd e r  by  FIT-RITC im proved  m eth 
o d  BY MAIL. aU o v e r  w orld . Finest Quality. 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE YOU WILL BE 
SATISFIED. W e te k e  you r w ord . Catalog 
and  im pression  m aterial FREE. W rits HOW!

U N I T E D  S T A T E S  D E N T A L  C O M P A N Y
D ept. 2B 9 1S 5S  M ilwaukee Avenue

BEWITCH OTHERS
Make them love you. Wield powerful lore control. Secure clever 
woman'* private methods (confidential). Get secret charm. Revealing 
book, introducing you to new power, only 10c (sealed). GAR DIN CO., 
Dept. 4006, Box 423, Madison 8qtiare 8tat1on, New York City.

INVENTIONS WANTED
W e have been  «uccesstuU y selling  Inventions, patented  
o n d  unpatented , s in ce  1824. W rite  fo r  p roo f, e n d  te ll us 
w h e t  you  have fo r  sale. C h artered  In s ilts te  e f  A m erican  
In ven tors . D ept, M , W ash in gton , D . C .

A BUSINESS/ help mVn
with selling ability. Valuable franchise for 
nationally-advertised custom-tailored 
clothes. W rite a t once.
P.H.DAVIS TAILORS, Dept.F, Cincinnati,0.

Is Epilepsy Inherited ? 
Can It Be Cured?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be 
sent FREE, while they last, to any reader 
writing to the EDUCATIONAL DIVISION, 
551 Fifth Ave,, Dept. DF-2, New York, N. Y.

IF YOU HAVE

GRAY HAIR
and DON’T  LIKE a 

MESSY MIXTURE.... 
than writ* today for my
FREE TRIAL BOTTLE

As a Hair Color Specialist with forty years* European 
American experience, I am proud of my Color Impartee 
for Graynesto Use it like a hair tonic. Wonderfully 
GOOD foe the scalp and dandruff* it can't leave 
•tains. At you use it, the gray hair becomes • darker? 
mora youthful color. I want to  convince you by sending 
nyr free trial bottle and book telling All About Gray Harr.
ACTHUJt RHODES, Hair Cotar Expvt, Dipt SI, U>WELL, MASS.

friend, Hod Ruggins. He was hangin’ 
around the store yesterday while I 
was shiftin’ goods for you to check 
over. Rum’s like money out here, 
Ma’am, an’ Hod needs somethin’ to 
beat you to the punch as boss of the 
settlers. Fellers like that Vicente and 
his gang, they’d do most anything for 
rum when they git right thirsty. Yeah 
— they’d do most anything.”

Maw brushed past the speaker, 
heading for the doorway.

“I aim,’ she snapped, “to run down 
that Vicente, and ask him if Ruggins 
has been bribin’ him with stolen 
rum.”

Andy grinned. “No use runnin’ far, 
ma’am. Vicente is over thar’.”

CHAPTER III 
Partners Fall Out

AN D Y and Peak knew well enough 
that five kegs of rum would be 

worth its weight, almost in gold, to 
wild mountaineers like Vicente and 
his men in for their annual spree. 
The widow woman meant well, but 
she could not foresee that the hope 
of winning this rum, of getting 
wildly drunk, would turn these men 
into beasts, a menace to all the peace
ful settlers. Especially the women of 
the Missouri train. Tender women 
like the girl, Malviny.

The widow appeared capable of 
caring for herself. A  determined pi
oneer type, but so stubborn that by 
her insistence on too much law on 
the Mad Woman, she might bring dis
aster crashing down upon her people.

“Ma’am,” stuttered the sergeant, “I 
told yuh not to waste all the liquor. 
You could have kept it cached, dished 
out reasonable sized jugs. Made a 
good stake too from Vicente an’ the 
rest. In fact, a dang good stake. More 
than you’ll ever git from a crop of 
oats or tradin’ calico cloth to Injun 
squaws for beaver skins.”

W idow Clemons said grimly. “A

Please mention D ell M en's Group when answering advertisements



BUFFALO LAW 97

rum jug is never reasonable in size. It 
was a jug that busted my heart when I 
was a gal. I swore then to fight De
mon Rum an’ I been doin’ it since. 
I ’d ruther starve sellin’ goods sich 
as calico an’ oats than tuh make easy 
money from red likker. I paid you 
for that stock, Peak, an’ it’s up to you 
as a man to fill the bill by diggin’ up 
the missin’ five kegs.”

Peak blinked his eyes miserably, 
whispered, “Yes Ma’am,” and stalked 
out the door, searching perhaps for 
comfort from his old friend.

Andy stood by the counter, alert 
gaze on the shifting body of Vicente 
under the powder can stove. The 
widow might deem herself very re
liant, but her rifle lacked a load, and 
here also stood a girl who didn’t un
derstand such renegades as Blacky 
Vicente.

“ I’ll bet,” the widow said to Andy, 
“that Hod Ruggins knows somethin’ 
about that missin’ rum. That man has 
been like a case of smallpox in the 
camp, since some dirty renegade dry- 
gulched my old man three hundred 
miles back on the trail.”

Briefly, she recounted the mishaps 
of the wagon train which had been 
organized by her husband, Captain 
Clemons. Each of the settlers had 
paid small sums of money, which 
went for hire of guides, land settle
ment. They also agreed to sign over 
extra acreage to Captain Clemons for 
taking them to the Mad Woman 
safely.

Then Ruggins had arisen to dis
pute Clemons’ authority after the lat
ter had forbade the man to bother 
Malviny. Death came one night to the 
bold captain, when he stole out to
ward the herd of work-horses which 
had shown alarm, as though some 
prairie thief might be attempting to 
stampede them. The captain had been 
found at daybreak, empty rifle 
gripped in his hands, a slug in his 
back.

His grim widow, without tears in

NOISELESS PORTABLE
ONLY

10*
A DAY!

N o w  you can ow n  a brand new, latest 
m odel R em ington  de luxe N oiseless 
Portable for  on ly  10 1  a day. T h is  
amazing typew riter has all the mod* 
ern features o f  the b ig  office ma
chines. Standard keyboard , handset 
tabulator, c om p os it ion  keys, auto-, 
m atic r ib b on  reverse, tw o c o lo r  
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FALSE TEETH
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McCLEARY CLINIC
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her eyes, had assumed his duties, and 
despite the criticism of Hod Ruggins, 
brought her people safely to the free 
range.

Now she was owner of this humble 
store, and a plow had marked the lim- 
its around the land awarded her fey 
the settlers, a thousand acres of buf
falo grass where she hoped to fatten 
cattle, and carry horses for the mar
ket.

Andy frowned. “I  hate to see the 
free range goin’,” he told her. “But 
seems like we got to bargain with 
you, ma’am. We got a hundred un
broke Injun ponies in the corral that 
need pasture. How about us turnin’ 
’em on yore pasture?”

He named a generous sum which 
startled the widow. She smiled. Not 
so grimly now.

“We’ll cut that in two, young man,” 
she reproved. “Yuh shouldn’t be reck
less with yore hard-earned money. 
Save it, git married, settle the coun
try.”

She glanced at her daughter. Mal- 
viny turned a bright red that outri- 
valled the calico, and turned hur
riedly to mark up stock. Andy took 
off his hat and scratched his head, 
then put it on backwards.

He had never thought of helping 
to civilize a country by getting mar
ried and settling down. A ll he saw 
was the smiling face of the widow, 
and somewhere far away in the rosy 
haze, the rawboned form of Blacky 
Vicente finally emerging from under 
the stove like a sore-headed grizzly  
bear crawling from a snowbank in 
early spring.

“Ma’am,” stuttered Andy, “I  had 
never thought of settlin’ down. Me 
an’ Absoraky—”

“Who’s that?”
“My ol* pardner, B ill Tutt, a Mis

sourian like yoreself, Ma’am, and a 
square-shooter.”

The widow’s eyes flashed. Her jaw 
gaped. She was startled, breathless. 
Then she gasped. “B ill Tutt—”
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A B R U P T L Y  she sat down on an 
elkskin covered chair.

“So that,” she murmered, “is why 
my husband headed for the Mad Wo
man. I  knew he had a friend up here, 
a westerner who served a few years 
with him in the War. But the cap’tin 
wasn’t one to talk much. Not with me 
around to do it for him. He didn’t 
mention B ill Tutt.”

Andy, amazed at the widow’s curi
osity regarding Absoraky, that hater 
of women, failed to note that Blacky 
Vicente had slipped to the rear door 
of the store. The man seized an axe 
from a nearby rack.

Malviny’s shrill scream aroused 
Andy. He lunged forward, flung his 
body forward to shield the widow 
from the whizzing steel. The chair 
went down with a crash. The axe 
crashed against the front wall.

The girl, pale but determined, had 
seized her mother’s rifle, although 
she knew it was not loaded. She was 
menacing Blacky Vicente, who was 
unaware of the weapon's uselessness 
because he had lain unconscious under 
the stove.

“I hear you say you bust in zee 
rum!” Blacky shouted angrily. “I  go 
now! But I  come back! My men, they 
will want zee rum an’ Blacky will get 
it for them if he mus’ burn down this 
whole damn place!”

Andy leaped up, whipped out the 
knife which he had earlier restored 
to his sheath. Vicente, unarmed, fled. 
Andy was in hot pursuit. The trap 
robber ducked around a corner of the 
adobe fort, raced with a coyote’s 
swiftness toward the fringe of brush 
below the corrals. There, free-rang
ing trappers were wont to camp by 
the water in the shade while they 
bought and bartered with the ser
geant.

But racing past the corral, Andy 
checked in amazement. Dust rose 
above it. He heard the drum of hoof- 
beats as a hundred ponies circled. 
Then he saw a mounted man ride out
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s jh e  R o s i e r u c i a n s
- A M O R C -

SANJOSE, C A L IF O R N IA .
RofScreekn Secret

Y O U R  O W N  T Y P E W R I T E R
FOR O N LY 10c A DAY!
S A V E  5025 « ^ . onS L K,a T .IswS :
con d ition ed , refin ished . F u lly  guaranteed ! 
Standard 4 -row  keyboard, autom atic ribbon  
reverse , 2 -c o lo r  ribbon^ back spacer, etc.i i u u u i i ,  u a i s  s p a c e r , e t c .

operate lik e  n ew ! 1 0 c  a day term s 
i low  as S IO  cash. A lso  PORTABLES!

Look,
o r  as  1 —  TODV . . . . . .
FREE T R IA L* M oney back guarantee I"  " s , f c  ■ F ree  ty p in g  and short-
hand cotrrse. Send fo r  Illustrated  c ircu lar 

n n , , ,  ,  .  ®nd d eta ils . N o o b lig a t io n ! W rite  TODAY!
P R U IT T  C O R P . 768 Pruitt Bldg., Chicago. IH.

d o n ’t  W O R R Y
Why put up with years of 
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and night Thousands report amazing results. 
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of the haze, and whip off the buck
skin loops that closed the big gate.

Andy believed some of Vicente’s 
gang were attempting to steal the 
horses as an act of revenge. But when 
he reached the rider, just as the lat
ter swung down to drag w id e  jh e  
heavy gate built of lodge-pine poles, 
he saw that it was his old partner, 
Absoraky.

Absoraky’s war sack was tied to his 
saddle. His hat was jammed down. He 
lacked his pet rifle, but otherwise he 
appeared ready to hit the trail.

“Absoraky!” Andy cried. "You 
loco? Why yuh ridin’ away without 
tellin’ me? Ridin’ off and forgettin’ 
yore rifle?”

Absoraky turned, a wild look in his 
eyes, such a look as Andy had never 
seen there before. He had lain with 
this old man in the darkness of a 
hostile Indian country, when at any 
moment, the dread scalp yell might 
ring out indicating a fight for life. 
And never before had he seen fear so 
nakedly revealed in Absoraky’s eyes. 
The old mountaineer wasn’t crazy. 
He was afraid. Andy couldn’t believe 
it.

“Pard,” Andy groaned. “Hold yore 
hosses! I f  I ’ve treated yuh bad, tell 
me the reason so I  can squar’ myself? 
Don’t quit me cold this way. Abso
raky-—you been like a dad to me since 
you picked me up as a wetnosed kid 
sellin’ papers in Omaha.”

Absoraky shook his head.
“Boy,” he shouted, “don’t stand in 

my way! Me an’ the sergeant—we’re 
headin’ east for Deadwood. Immejute 
—pronto—right now!”

“The sergeant?”
“Thar’ he rides, roundin’ up the 

hosses, in the dust—”
“But you two can’t go—”
“You foiler when you git ready. 

You can stand her off, you bein’ 
young like. But me an’ the sergeant, 
we’re old, not spry an’ fast on our 
feet. That widder woman—she’s got 
us plumb stampeded. We’re leavin’
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here. You look us up in Deadwood.”
The blue leader, with black grease 

covering the bullet welt on its chest, 
sighted the opened gate, swung that 
way. With a resounding whoop, Andy 
sprang into the opening, emitted an
other Shoshone war cry that sent the 
startled ponies thundering back to
ward Sergeant Peak, half blinded in 
the yellow alkali haze.

Absoraky, in a rage, grabbed Andy 
by the shoulders.

“That widder,” he snarled, “she’s 
the one who flang the jug at me in 
the early days! Betsy! I  reckernized 
her when she come in the store. 
That’s why I  dropped my rifle an’ 
jumped out the winder. She’ll make 
life a hell fer me, Andy, if she finds 
me. Gosh—didn’t I  run five miles 
once, in the nighttime, to catch a 
river raft an’ git away from her?”

Andy wouldn’t resist his old part
ner. Now Sergeant Peak, wrathy be
cause the horses had been turned 
back, galloped up to the gate. He too 
fumed, cursing the young man for 
holding him here in a country that 
had become crowded with locoed wo
men.

“That widder!” Peak shouted, “will 
snatch me bald-headed if I  don’t per- 
dooce that stolen rum! How do I 
know who stole it? Likely that Hod 
Ruggins. He knows its value here. It  
would help him to bust up this wid
der woman’s plans, if he could git 
the settler menfolks on a big spree, 
an’ put crazy notions into their 
brains. Ruggins would like that thou
sand acres of pasture they give the 
widder. He’d like to see her busted 
an’ beggin’ for mercy. Then mebbe he 
could strike a deal with her to git 
the gal, Malviny."

Andy barked, grey eyes flashing. 
“And you two would run away from 
women who are up against it, an’ need 
yore help? Two old men who stood 
up against the Cheyennes, who 
laughed at -Crazy Hoss an’ his best 
warriors. You’d run away?”
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Absoraky groaned. “Betsy is hell 
on wheels.”

And Sergeant Peak snapped. “You 
softened up, Andy, when Malviny 
give you a flash of her purty eyes. 
Yo’re young. We’re old. We’re head
in’ fer range that ain’t crowded, 
where the law ain’t reached yet.” 

Andy stepped back. Coldly he eyed 
old Absoraky. He gestured toward 
the horses that represented his pres
ent stake in life, his winter money in 
a land where money was scarce.

“Take ’em,” he said, “an’ keep ’em. 
I  owe you that much.”

Absoraky growled. His pipe was 
cold. He extended a shaking hand. 
There was a pleading look now in 
his eyes. A  parting, between tried 
friends of the frontier, was like 
death.

“Won’t yuh shake with me, boy?” 
Andy blinked his eyes. To think 

that he must part in anger with Ab
soraky. Pictures flashed before him 
of the day when the old man had 
saved him from a tough life on the 
river front in Omaha, when he was 
a snippy orphan newsboy selling his 
papers in a wild town. Of that later 
time, when Absoraky had turned 
back and held off a pursuing bunch 
of Sioux up in the Sun River coun
try while Andy desperately tied up 
an artery opened in his right arm 
by a speeding war arrow. If  Abso
raky had quit him then, he would 
now be a bleached pile of bones on 
the prairie, and his hair would be 
decorating some veteran brave’s 
lodge. No, Absoraky hadn’t quit him 
when hostile warriors threatened. 
But he had gone down the deserter’s 
trail when his jilted sweetheart of 
the old Missouri days appeared.

“You brought this on yore own 
head,” Andy growled. “You wrote to 
a friend named Capt’in Clemons tell- 
in’ him what a fine country this was.” 

“He was in the army with me. 
Come from my own country. I  never 
knew he had married Betsy. I
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thought Cap would like the free 
range like you an’ me. Didn’t know 
he had settled down an’ become a 
much married man an’ a deacon in 
the church. But I  know now—an’ I ’m 
runnin’ like a scairt wolf!”

“Me too,” rasped Sergeant Peak.

A gun crashed. Splinters flew. The 
haze hid the attack from the 

men in the corral gateway, but they 
heard the bullet thud into a soft pine 
pole. Then the ball, which had barely 
grazed the rounded side of the rail, 
fell into the dust.

Andy, dropping to the ground be
side old Absoraky who automatically 
went for the grit when a bullet 
whined, saw the leaden pellet almost 
under his nose. His right hand closed 
over it. The ball might offer a clue 
to the man who attempted to ambush 
him as he stood there off guard.

“That Ruggins,” he muttered, 
“carried a cap an’ ball pistol. Might 
fire such a slug as this. Ruggins—”

From the brush where Vicente was 
camped, there arose a howling, like 
that of a pack of wolves pulling down 
a wounded buffalo on the prairie. It  
was the dread war cries of the raiding 
Indians, adopted by Vicente and his 
renegades to strike terror to their 
foes.

There was another volley which 
drove the Indian ponies into a hud
dle in the corral at the far end. Peak 
hit the ground as a bullet dropped 
his mount. He raked his army car
bine—a Sharps—from its leather boot, 
whirled around on his flat stomach, 
drove an answering slug into the 
patch of willow and buffalo berry 
brush that concealed the ambushers.

“We will have zee rum!” the threat 
of Blacky Vicente rang out. “Or we 
will burn down this locoed woman’s 
place!”

From the direction of the store, 
the old squirrel rifle barked. Not one 
of the three men mistook that fam
iliar sound, because all had carried
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Andreas ,

such weapons in the early days.
“The widow,” whispered Andy, “is 

not layin’ down to anybody.”
He jumped up, bent his lean body, 

started on a dodging rim toward the 
fort.

“Whar’ yuh headin’?” cried Abso- 
raky.

Peak snarled. “Whar’ do you sup
pose? Tuh put up a fight fer tha gal, 
Malviny.” He peered into the corral, 
whispered. “Mebbe we could ride out 
of here bare-backed, hang down on 
our hosses like Injuns so they 
wouldn’t spot us. Live on the country
until we reached Deadwood. Let’s__ » go.

Absoraky groaned. “I  would ruther 
face a hundred wild' Injuns led by 
Vicente than my ol’ sweetheart, 
Betsy, but I ’m not goin’. I ’m stayin’, 
Peak. So long. I  couldn’t quit that 
boy who I  raised like a son. So long, 
ol’ friend.”

Peak snapped. “So long, nuthin’, 
you ol’ mush-rat. What would they 
say in the ol’ cavalry squadron if they 
knew an honorably discharged ser
geant had run off an’ quit two help
less women?”

“One helpless woman, sarge. That 
widder was n ever  helpless.”

C H A P T E R  I V  

Defense of the Fort

A N D Y was hidden by the rolling 
**■  haze kicked up from the corral 
by frightened horses, as he made his 
wild dash for the rear door of the 
fort. Gunmen in the brush sighted 
his lean figure as he flung himself flat 
before the door, which had been 
barred by Widow Clemons as Vicente 
launched his attack.

With a yell, they opened fire. 
Andy, carrying only a knife for de
fense, could not swing and check the 
hot fire with bullets. H is rifle was in 
the store, leaning in the corner where 
he had placed it when he first entered
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with Absoraky to greet the sergeant.
Six fast shots from the carbine 

would have driven Vicente’s men into 
cover, hurried their fire. Now, he 
thought grimly, as he squirmed be
hind a huge keg for shelter, he would 
end up here on the ground, a victim 
to men who resented the coming of 
the law to the Mad Woman.

A  man was a fool to run such risks. 
Doubtless his partner and the ser
geant, by this time, had found 
mounts, escaped toward the Black 
Hills. They were mountain rovers and 
they didn’t like crowded ranges.

The soldiers who built the post had 
provided for defense against wily
redskins. It had been the warriors’»
tricky custom to crawl up to the walls 
of an outpost, crouch on the ground 
where bullets couldn’t reach them, 
set fire to the building, tomahawk the 
occupants as they rushed forth to es
cape the flames. Veteran troopers of 
Peak’s squadron had drilled diamond
shaped port-holes above the doors, 
and high in the walls. Rifles could be 
inserted at a downward angle, and 
the low ground covered by bullets.

A  chunk of mud daubing struck 
Andy on the back. It  stung.

Then, above his head, he heard the 
roar of a gun, a deafening report. He 
looked up, saw a gun barrel jutting 
from a port-hole and spouting smoke. 
The mud, used to cork the opening 
and close out cold wind in these days 
of peace, had been knocked out. The 
crash of the gun, spinning hot lead 
into the brush down by the creek, 
momentarily silenced hostile fire.

In  that short pace, the back door 
opened, and the slim arms of Malviny 
guided the reeling Andy Hudson into 
the store. He was half blinded by dust 
and smoke, deafened by the gunfire.

The place was choked with the 
fumes of black powder. He saw Wid
ow Clemons standing on a stool 
which had been placed under the 
port-hole. She was handling Andy’s 
carbine.
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“I ’ve run outa ammunition!” she 
cried. “You young spriggins, can’t 
you find some spares?”

Andy, blissful in the soothing arms 
of Malviny, roused sharply, rushed 
around the counter. Peak ordered a 
box of ammunition each spring for 
Andy’s pet carbine. It  came up the 
trail with the first bull team heading 
for the Black Hills. It  was here now, 
ready for the defense of the old fort 
on the Mad Woman.

Malviny, spurred on by her mother, 
was scurrying around the room. With 
the front sight of the squirrel rifle 
she knocked the mud daubing from 
the port-holes.

Andy smashed open the ammuni
tion box with the axe Vicente had 
thrown at him. He passed a half dozen 
brass shells up to the eager widow. 
But in her hurry, and unfamiliar with 
this new type of gun, she jammed a 
cartridge.

“They’re coming out of the brush!” 
she cried to Andy. “Here, take this 
fool gun! I  can ram a load quicker 
into the squirrel rifle.”

Andy shouted as he jumped up on 
the stool. “Tell yore gal to lay flat 
on the floor!”

He was fearful of Malviny’s safety 
as bullets were entering through the 
rear window and snapping into the 
adobe plaster.

“My gal don’t lay on no floor!” 
barked Widow Clemons. “She’ll re
load fer me.”

Andy jerked out his bowie, dug the 
jammed shell from his rifle, fed car
tridges into the magazine. He peered 
from his port-hole. Behind him, he 
heard the rasp of a ramrod as Mal
viny loaded the squirrel gun, while 
her valiant old mother rolled kegs 
against the doors to bar out Vicente’s 
men.

Andy saw them coming up the 
steep slope that ran from the store 
to the river brush. A  slope clear of 
rocks, because of the buffalo herds 
that in the old days had bedded there.
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Vicente led, shouting his battle cry 
that he would have rum.

Andy slanted his carbine when the 
skirmish line was not fifty horse 
jumps away. His first bullet, fired for 
range, kicked up dust in front of V i
cente. The man veered like a startled 
rabbit. Andy, hurrying to check the 
attack, losing his first target, swung 
his front sight, picked up the man 
next to Vicente, pressed the hair trig
ger. He felt the slap of the carbine 
stock against his braced shoulder, 
grinned through the powder grime as 
he saw Vicente’s man fling up his 
arms and fall fiat on his face, as 
though he had tripped over a rock. 
But he hadn’t tripped.

“He’ll not get up,” growled Andy, 
“until they pick him up, feet first.” 

Checked by the fall of their com
rade, Vicente’s crew swung around, 
retreated to their camp in the brush. 
They had hoped to capture the store, 
and its suspected stock of rum by a 
bold charge. They hadn’t believed 
Andy would come so swiftly.

Now they retreated to plot at lei
sure, this warfare against two women 
and one lone man.

Andy ripped open another paper 
box of cartridges, laid the shining 
shells out in a line on a shelf beneath 
his port-hole. The widow had com
pleted her job of barricading the 
doors with the kegs.

The mountaineer, swinging to in
spect the store, anxious for the girl, 
Malviny, shook his head. “Ma’am,” he 
protested, “those kegs are filled with 
gun powder. I f  they set fire to the 
wooden doors, they’ll blow us up.” 

“They’ll never get near enough,” 
the widow said grimly.

But Andy, familiar with tricks 
picked up from the Indians by rovers 
like Vicente, shook his head. They 
might resort to fire arrows, blazing 
shafts fired from buffalo bows. The 
arrows would drive into soft pine 
wood and allow fire to catch from the 
pine sap.
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Vicente had sworn to burn out this 
place, and such a plan would be heavy 
on the man’s mind.

Fire was often the means of de
fense and attack on the frontier. In
dians burned rival tribes’ grass to 
drive away game, and thus starve 
their enemies when winter came. 
They slipped into sleeping camps and 
set fire to the leather-covered lodges.

This old fort, with a portion of its 
walls built of sun-dried pine logs, 
would flare up like a tinder box. Andy 
and the women would be forced into 
the open, an easy prey.

“I f  I  could tell ’em,” Andy said, 
“that there’s no rum in this place—”

The widow growled. “But we don’t 
know. It  may be hidden here—■”

“I f  yore settler friends hear this 
shootin’ they’ll come to help us.”

“They’re scattered out. Hod Rug- 
gins lives nearest. But he’ll never 
help us or call for help. Not since I  
told him to keep his bold eyes off 
Malviny.”

' T ’H IS  was the end, Andy believed. 
A Grimly he set himself to wage a 

finish fight. He would retain two 
shells in his hot gun at the end. Mal
viny and the widow would not be 
captured alive by human wolves like 
Vicente and his men.

There was no spare supply of water 
in the store. I f  fire started, then they 
must stay here watching the red 
flames roar around the walls of Fort 
Defiance, count the moments until 
death.

Andy said grimly to the widow. 
“They may not have the front door 
covered, ma’am. I f  you could slip out 
with the girl—”

The widow smiled. She wasn’t so 
brusk now.

“The first bullets come from that 
direction,” she said. “That’s why I  
knew Hod Ruggins wouldn’t help us. 
He’s out there slappin’ lead at us 
with his cap and ball gun.”

And Hod had opened the attack on
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the men in the corral gateway. Andy 
dug the leaden ball, which had al
most killed him, from his pouch, 
compared it with the newer type of 
ammunition designed for his carbine.

“What you doin’?” the widow de
manded.

He told her, that since the Vicente 
gunmen were silent, a man must do 
something to keep his thoughts off 
other things.

“Such as—” she asked.
“The last two slugs, ma’am. What 

we always saved for ourselves in the 
old days.**

Courage briefly deserted this strong 
old woman as she looked toward her 
daughter. Tears came into her eyes.

“The last bullet,” she whispered.
She stood beside Andy now. And 

her dim eyes passed over the mis
shapen slug in the palm of his hand. 
From a fold in her skirt she drew a 
similar missle.

“I ’m not surprised,” she whispered.
“Surprised?”
She placed the bullet beside the one 

that lay on Andy’s palm. They 
matched.

“Hod Ruggins,” she explained. “I  
believed he arranged that stampede 
on the trail and got my husband out 
where he could kill him. He wanted 
to run that train. And he’s still try- 
in’.”

“There’s a hundred cap and ball 
pistols in Wyomin’, ma’am. Because 
these bullets match, it’s no proof Hod 
killed the capt’in.”

“No proof, but a dead sartainty,” 
she whispered. “And,” she looked 
again toward Malviny, busily cut
ting muslin up into patches for the 
muzzle loading squirrel rifle, “too 
late now. Hod will try to save the gal. 
But us two—” she shrugged.

“He won’t get her,” Andy said.
“Shake on that,” said the widow.
Then a man stepped from the 

brush. H is shaggy red hair gleamed 
under the sun. He held up his hand 
in the sign of peace. It  was Ruggins.
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“Send the girl out here,” he 
shouted, “and we’ll call this off! Oth
erwise—”

Malviny could hear that hoarse de
mand in the silence that had followed 
the sharp gun battle. She dropped 
work of fashioning rifle patches. She 
looked first at Andy then at her 
mother. Then she moved swiftly, de
terminedly, toward the rear door.

“Malviny!” the widow cried. 
“Where you goin’?”

The girl, savagely clearing the door 
of its powder keg barricade, swung 
around. Tears glistened in her eyes.

“I ’m no coward to stay here,” she 
said, “and let you two die, I ’ll go out 
to Ruggins. It ’s what I  should do.”

Andy leaped from his perch by the 
port-hole, and reached Malviny as the 
gallant girl cleared the doorway. The 
widow, cast aside by her daughter, 
rushed in a second time, pleading 
with her daughter to stay and die, 
rather than submit to Hod Ruggins.

“It ’s you two!” wept Malviny, 
struggling in Andy’s arms. “I  would 
do anything to save you—two—”

In the struggle, the bar fell from 
its slot. The door swung open. The 
three were outlined there. Hod Rug
gins yelled in triumph, started on a 
run toward the doorway.

The leaping forms of Vicente’s men 
appeared in the brush. They were not 
interested in Hod’s love affair. They 
thought of the rum he had promised 
them.

“Get the rum!” shouted Vicente.
They dared not fire, fearing a low 

bullet would drop this wild redhead 
who alone knew where the rum was 
hidden.

So Ruggins reached a spot twenty 
feet from the rear of the store. He 
flung up his pistol as Andy Hudson 
leaped out on the beaten ground. 
Andy carried no gun. Ruggins 
grinned, seeing in this lean man, the 
last obstacle between himself and the 
desirable Malviny.

Andy bent at the knees, swept his
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bowie from its holster. The blade 
flashed through the air as Ruggins 
fired. A  huge ball cut the point of 
Andy’s uplifted right arm at the 
shoulder, knocked him flat. As he lay 
there, he heard the shrill scream of 
the girl, felt the soft touch of her 
body as she brushed aside her mother 
and rushed forth to offer her slim 
grace as a living shield between Andy 
and the guns of Blacky Vicente.

O U G G IN S  was out of the fight. He 
A\. jay there with the blade of Andy’s 
bowie driven deeply into his hairy 
throat.

A gun blazed, as the widow stood 
above her daughter, defending the 
girl and Andy with the latter’s car
bine.

Vicente’s men, laughing, taking 
their time at this killing, dropped 
into the brush. But they had barely 
reached cover when a line of fire 
came racing through the dried brush 
in the teeth of a brisk wind from the 
mountains. Above the crackle of 
flames, Andy, even in his pain, heard 
the high-pitched “Wagh” of Abso- 
raky, and the sharp bark of the ser
geant’s carbine.

The old frontiersmen, lacking suf
ficient weapons, had resorted to In
dian tactics, slipped down into the 
valley, set fire to the dry brush. They 
hoped to uncover the foe to bullets 
from the fort.

The widow dropped Andy’s car
bine. She rushed back to the door of 
the fort.

Even as Andy sat up groggily sup
ported by Malviny’s arms, something 
trundled past him. Then another. He 
heard the widow’s voice above the 
crackle of leaping flames.

“Kegs for you hellions! But not 
rum! G u n pow der!”

Quick-witted, she had started roll
ing round kegs of powder down the 
slope toward the blazing brush.

Vicente cried furiously to his men 
to hold their ground, stop the kegs,
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then rush the locoed old woman. He 
was brave enough to offer an example. 
He came forth on the run, seeking to 
seize the first keg before it rolled 
into the fire. But he fell over a sage
brush. And while he lay flat on the 
ground, the keg reached the fire.

It  exploded with a mighty roar. V i
cente’s men were in flight. Black 
smoke hid the hole in the ground 
where their leader had fallen. An
other keg reached fire, blew up in a 
shattering flash of red and green. 
Then a third.

“That’s enough,” quoth Widow 
Clemons, wiping off her spectacles on 
the tattered hem of her linsey-woolsy 
gown. “I  can’t afford to waste no more 
merchandise.”

A  half hour later, the first of the 
settlers, alarmed by the sounds of 
battle, clustered around the powder- 
marked occupants of the store. Hod 
Ruggins lay under a canvas wagon 
sheet, and a frontier jury had met and 
gravely thanked Andy for sending 
Hod over the B ig Divide. The youth 
lay quietly on a bunk on the floor 
while anxious Malviny ministered to 
him. A  broken shoulder was worth 
that to Andy.

Two grimy old men entered. They 
were singing like boys who whistle

for courage going through a ceme
tery after dark. Both were filled to 
the guards with rich rum. It  required 
more than natural courage to face the 
widow, more courage than it had re
quired to set fire to Blacky Vicente’s 
camp.

“You’ll never change,” Widow 
Clemons said grimly to old Absoraky. 
“You’ll never change, Bill. You could 
always smell a jug or a keg a mile 
away. But just the same, Bill, I —I  
always was fond of you,” and the 
widow’s eyes softened.

Absoraky grinned. “Betsy,” he 
drawled, “I ’ve took on my last drink. 
A  dang big one. Me an’ you are old. 
We’ll settle here an’ ride herd on our 
two kids, an’ watch ’em make a home 
in the buffalo grass.”

The widow smiled, turned to Peak. 
“Yo’re an honest man. You filled yore 
contract. You stayed until you had 
found the rum Ruggins stole to bribe 
Vicente.”

“I  didn’t find it,” he explained. 
“Ruggins hid it in a hole in the cor
ral. The ponies, stampedin’ around, 
dug up his cache. And now if you’ll 
pass me that axe, I ’ll go out an’ bust 
in the heads.”

“Save one keg,” the widow laughed, 
“for a weddin’ dance.”
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$2,500.00 for a single 
silver dollar. Mrs. G. 

F. Adams, o f  Ohio, re
ceived $740.00 for some 
old coins. I paid W. F. 
Wilharm, Pennsylvania, 

$13,500.00 for his rare 
coins. I paid J.T. Neville, 

o f  North Dakota, $200.00 
for a $10 bill he picked up 

in circulation. I also paid 
$1,000.00 to Mr. J. E. Brownlee, o f Georgia, for  one old coin. 
In the last thirty - six years I have paid hundreds o f  others 
handsome premiums for old bills and coins.

All Kinds of Old Coins, Medals, 
Bills, and Stamps Wanted

$1.00 to $1,000 paid for certain old cents, nickels, dimes, quarters* 
etc. Right now I will pay $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head nickels 
(not buffalo), $100.00 for 1894 dimes, “ S ”  Mint, $8.00 for  1853 
quarters (noarrow s), $10.00 for 1866 quarters (no motto), $200.00 
each for 1884 and 1885 Silver Trade Dollars, etc., etc.

B ig  C a s h  P r e m iu m s  fo r  H u n d re d s  o f 
C o in s  N ow  C ir c u la t in g

There are literally thousands o f  old coins and bills that I want 
at once for which I will pay ing  cash premiums. Many o f  these 
coins are now passing from  hand to hand in circulation. Today 
or tomorrow— a valuable coin may come into your possession. 
Watch your change. KNOW W HAT TO LOOK FOR.

There are single pennies that sell for  $100.00. There are nick
els worth many dollars— dimes, quarters, half dollars and dol
lars on which big cash premiums are paid. Each year a fortune 
is offered by collectors for rare coins and stamps for their col
lections. THE PRICES PAID ARE AMAZING.
U l M H t T  R A M  COIN CO M P A N Y I N U .S .  A . ESTABLISHED S S  YE A R S.

I t .  M A X  M E H L  Iv.........
283 Mi ' l l !  Rui ldinc )  • TO U T W O R T H ,  1 T X 4 S .

Some old stamps bring 
big premiums. An old 10c 
stamp, found in an old 
basket, was recently sold 
for $10,000.00. There may 
be valuable stamps on 
some of your old letters. 
It will pay you to know 
how to recognize them.
• L E T  M E S E N D  Y O U  M Y  BIG 
IL L U S T R A T E D  C O IN  F O L D E R !  
U S E the CO U P O N  Below! 
ft W i l l  O p e n  Y o u r  E y e e l
Send the coupon below 
and 4 cents for my Large 
Illustrated Coin and 
Stamp Folder and fur- 
therparticulars. WRITE 
TODAY for this eye 
opening, valuable wealth 
o f information cm  the 
profits that have been 
made from old money. 
No obligation on your 
part. You have nothing 
to lose — everything to 
gain. It may mean much 
profit to you. Copr. tssr.

James House of Mobile, 
Ala. .received $50 from roe 
for a 1913 Liberty Head 

Nickel (not Buffalo).

I will pay $100.00 for an 
16M " S '1 Mint Dime la 

good condition.

I paid Mra. D ow ty .of 
Texas, $400.00 for juat one 

Half Dollar.

F I L L  O U T  A N D  M A I L  N O W !
AND G E T LARGE COIN FOLDER

B . M AX M EH L, 2S3 Mehl Bldg.
FORT WORTH, TEXAS

Dear Mr. Mehl: — Please send me your Largre 
Illustrated Coin and Stamp Folder and further 
particulars, for which I enclose 4 cents.

NAME_____________________________________

ADDRESS_________________________________

cm r_ _STATE_

114 Please mention Dell M en’s Group when answering advertisements



A Money-Making Opportunity
fo r  Men o f Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

A n  In v e n t i o n  E x p e c t e d  t o  R e p l a c e  
A  M u l t i -M il l io n -D o l l a r  I n d u s t r y

Costly Work Formerly 
“Sent Out” by Business Men 
Now Done by Themselves 

at a Fraction o f the Expense
T h is  is a ca ll fo r  m e n  everyw h ere  to  h a n d le  
ex c lu s iv e  a g e n c y  fo r  o n e  o f  th e  m o s t  
u n iq u e  b u s in e ss  in v e n t io n s  o f  th e  d a y .

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today 
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into 
many millions—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few 
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the 
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to 
fortune, and sent the buggy and tnc phonograph into the discard. So 
arc great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor 
from one industry to another.
N«u> another change is taking place. A n  o ld  established industry— an integral 
and im portant part o f  the nation ’s structure— in which  m illions o f  dollars change hands 
every year— is in thousands o f  cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven
tion w h ich  docs the w ork betrer— more reliably— A N D  A T  A  C OST OFTE N  A S LO W  
AS 2 %  O F  W H A T  IS O R D IN A R IL Y  P A ID ! It has not required very tong for men 
w h o  have taken ov er  the rights to  this valuable invention to do a remarkable business, 
and sh ow  earnings w h ich  in these times arc alm ost unheard oi for  the average man.

EARNINGS
O n e  m an  in  C a li fo r n ia  earn ed  o v e r  $ 1 ,6 0 0  p er  m o n th  fo r  th ree  
m o n th s — c lo s e  t o  $ 5 ,0 0 0  in  90  days* t im e . A n o th e r  w r ite s  from  
D e la w a re — - '‘S in ce  I h a v e  been  o p e r a t in g  ( ju s t  a l i t t le  less th an  
a m o n th  o f  a ctu a l s e l l in g )  a n d  n o t  th e  fu ll  d a y  a t  th a t , becau se 
1 h a v e  been  g e t t in g  o rg a n iz e d  and  h a d  t o  spen d  a t le a s t  h a l f  th e  
d a y  in  th e  o f f ic e ;  c o u n t in g  w h a t  I h a v e  s o ld  o u t r ig h t  and on  
tr ia l , I h a v e  m ad e ju st  a l i t t le  in ex cess  o f  o n e  th o u sa n d  d o lla r s  
p ro fit  f o r  o n e  m o n t h . "  A  G e o r g ia  m an  m a d e  $ 8 0 2 .5 0  h is  first 
t w o  w e e k s . A  C o n n e c t ic u t  m an  w r ite s  h e  h as m ad e $ 5 5 -0 0  in  a 
s in g le  d a y ’s  t im e . T e x a s  m an  n ets  o v e r  $ 3 0 0  in  less  th a n  a 
w e e k ’s t im e . S pace  d o c s  n o t  p e rm it  m e n t io n in g  h ere  m o r e  th a n  
th ese fe w  ra n a o m  ca ses . H o w e v e r ,  th e y  are su ffic ien t t o  in d i 
c a te  th a t  th e  w o r t h w h ile  fu tu re  in th is  bu sin ess  is  c o u p le d  w it h  
im m e d ia te  ea rn in g s  f o r  th e  r ig h t  k in d  o f  m a n . O n e  m an  w i t h  us 
has a lrea d y  m ad e o v e r  a th o u sa n d  sales o n  w h ic h  h is  e a rn in g s  
ran  fr o m  $ 5  t o  $ 60  p er  sa le  and m o re . A  g rea t  d e a l o f  th is  b u s i
ness w a s  rep ea t  b u s in ess. Y e t  he h a d  n ev er  d o n e  a n y th in g  l ik e  
th is  b e fo r e  c o m in g  w i t h  us. T h a t  is th e  k in d  o f  o p p o r t u n i t y  
th is  b u sin ess  o ffe rs . T h e  fa c t  th a t  th is  b u sin ess  h a s  a ttra cte d  t o  
it  su ch  bu sin ess  m en  as fo rm e r  b a n k e rs , e x e c u t iv e s  o f  bu sin esses  
— m en  w h o  d em an d  o n ly  th e  h ig h e s t  ty p e  o f  o p p o r t u n i t y  and 
in co m e — g iv e s  a fa ir ly  g o o d  p ic tu re  o f  th e  k in d  o f  bu s in ess  th is  
is . O u r  d o o r  is o p e n , h o w e v e r ,  t o  th e  y o u n g  m an  l o o k i n g  f o r  
th e  r ig h t  fie ld  in  w h ic h  t o  m a k e  h is  start and d e v e lo p  h is  fu tu re .

Not a “ Gadget” —

Not a “ Knick-Knack” —
but a valuable, proved device which 
has been sold successfully by busi
ness novices as welt as seasoned 
veterans.

M ake no mistake— this is n o novelty— no flimsy creation 
w hich the inventor hopes t o  put on the market. You 
probably have seen nothing like it  yet— perhaps never 
dreamea o f  the existence o f  such a  device— yet it has already 
been used b y  corporations o f  outstanding prominence— by 
dealers o f  great corporations— b y  their branches— by d o c 
tors, newspapers, publishers— schools— hospitals, e tc ., e tc ., 
and by thousands o f  small business men. You d on 't have to  
convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light 
his office instead o f  a gas lam p. N o r  d o  you  have to sell 
the same business man the idea that some d ay  he may need 
som ething like this invention. The need is already there—  
the m oney is  usually being spent right at that very 
moment — and the desirability o f  saving the greatest 
part o f  this expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savings 
You Can Show

Y ou  w alk  in to  an office and put dow n  before your prospect 
a letter from  a sales organization show ing that they did 
work in their ow n  office for $11 w h ich  formerly could have 
cost them over $200. A  building supply corporation pays 
our man $70, whereas the b ill could have been for $1,600! 
Ad  autom obile dealer pays our representative $15, whereas 
the expense could have been over $1,000- A  department 
store has expense o f  $8 8 .6 0 ,  possible cost i f  done outside 
the business W in g  w ell over $2,000. A nd so on. W e could 
not possib ly list a ll cases here. These are just a few  o f  
the m any actual cases w h ich  w e place in your hands to 
w ork w ith . Practically every line o f  business and every 
lection o f  the country is represented by these field reports 
which  hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving 
opportunities w h ich  hardly any business man can fad to 
understand.

Profits Typical of 
the Young, Growing Industry

C oiftg  in to  ch i, b u s in c , i ,  o o t  like ictiing something 
offered in every grocery, drug or department store. For 
instance, when you  take a $7.50 order, as much as $5-83 
may be your share. On $1,500 worth o f  business, your 
share may be $1,167.00. The very least you  get as your 
part o f  every dollar's worth o f  business you do is 67 cents 
—on  ten d ollar's worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars' worth 
$67.00— in other words cw o  thirds o f  every order you get 
is yours. N ot on ly  on the first order— but on repeat orders 
— and you have the opportunity o f  earning an even larger 
percentage.

This Business Has 
Nothing to Do With 

House to House Canvassing
N or d o  you have t o  k n ow  anything about high-pressure 
selling. "Selling" is unnecessary in  the ordinary sense o f  
the word. Instead o f  hamm ering aw ay at the custom er 
and trying t o  " f o r c e "  a sale, y ou  m ake a dignified, 
business-like c a ll, leave the installation— whatever size 
the customer says he w il l accept— at ou r  risk , let the 
customer sell h im self after the device is in and w ork in g  
This does aw ay w ith  the need for  pressure on the cus
tom er— it elim inates the handicap o f  trying t o  ge t t ';e  
money before the customer has really convinced himself 
100% . You sim ply tell w hat you  offer, sh ow in g  proo f o f  
success in that custom er's particular line o f  business. 
Then leave the invention  w ithou t a do lla r  dow n . It 
starts w ork in g  at o n ce. In a few  short days, the installa
tion has actually produced enough cash m oney t o  pay for 
the deal, w ith  profits above the investment com ing in at 
the same time. Y ou  then call ba ck , co lle ct your m oney. 
N oth ing  is s o  convincing  as o ur offer to  let results speak 
for themselves w ithou t risk to  the custom er! W hile others 
fail to get even a hearing, our men arc m aking sales 
running into the hundreds. T h ey  have received the atten
tion o f  the largest firms in the country , and sold to the 
smallcM bm ioC H Q  b v  thr thousand

No Money Need Be Risked
in  trying this business ou t. Y ou  can measure the possi
bilities and not be Out a dollar. I f  you art looking for a 
business that is mot ovenrewdrd—a business th at ts just 
com in g  in to  its own— on  the upgrade, instead o f  the 
downgrade— a business that offers the buyer relief from 
a burdensome, but unavoidable expense— a business that 
has a prospect practically in  every office, store, o r  factory 
in to  w h ich  you  can set fo o t— regardless o f  size— that is a 
recess try but docs not have any price cuttin g  to  contend 
w ith  as o th er  necessities d o — that because you  control 
the sales in exclusive territory is your ow n  business— 
shat pays mart on somt individual salts than many men make 
in a wnk and sometimes in a month's time— i f  such a business 
look s as i f  it  is  w orth  investigating, get in touch with us 
at once for the rights in  your territory— d o n 't  delay—  
because the chances are that i f  y ou  d o  w air, som eone else 
w il l have w ritten to  us in  the meantime— and i f  i f  ruro* 
out that you  were the better m an— w e'd both  be sorry. 
So for convenience, use the coupon below— but send it right 
aw ay—o r  w ire i f  you  w ish . But d o  it  n o w . AdJrut

F. E. A R M S T R O N G . President 
D ept. I04 0 -B , M o b ile , A la .

A .  —  , _______________________________________

. D l l  O i l  FOR EXCLUSIVE T
I n U O n  TERRITORY PROPOSITION 1
| F. E. ARM STRONG, Pres., Dept. 4040-Q M ob:!e, Ala, I  -

Without obligation to  me, send me full inf or- -
j j mation on your proposition. J

■ Name ........... .. ............ ................................... .... j
Strtrt or Route ..................................... , ..I Boa No ...............................................    |

I c“’ .................................   IStott . . .. ........



"YES, SIR, in any bunch o f  expert shots—Camels 
are the favorite cigarette,” says Ransford Triggs, 
one o f the foremost marksmen in America. 
"Marksmen know that it takes steady nerves 
to make high scores. And the fact that Camels 
don’t frazzle my nerves goes over big with me. 
That comes from a man who smokes plenty of 
Camels every day, too.”

' Camel pays millions 
more for COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS! Camels 
are a matchless blend 

of finer. MORE 

EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS 
—  Turkish and Domestic.

And millions of other people — 
the most loyal group of^smokers 
in the world — put their "O. K." 
on Camels too—making Camels 

the largest-selling cigarette 
in America

TAKING X-RAYS is a deli
cate job and a tiring one 
too. But as Miss Myrtle 
Sawler, X-ray technician, 
says: "When I’m tired,a 
Camel quickly refreshes 
me. I get a 'lift' with a
Camel.”*

FRANK E A M O N , New
York ambulance driver, 
says: "I smoke a good 
manyCamels.They don’t 
jangle my nerves. And 
without healthy nerves 
I’d never be able to hoid 
down this job.”
C op y rig h t. 1987, R . J . R eyn old s T ob ace . C om pan y. W in ston -S a lem , N .C .
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