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COSTS LESS THAN

a month
S p a y s  accumulated

CASH BENEFITS |
For Accidental toss o f Life, Limb/ 
or  Sight up t o ................... . . . . . . . .

/  ACCIDENT
V  BENEFITS
For Accident Disability, policy pays, 
up to $100 a month for as long as 
24 months, or up to ,

✓  SICKNESS 
T  BENEFITS i
For Sickness Disability, policy pays. J 
for as long as 3  months, a monthly ' 
income up t o . . .  . .

^  HOSPITAL
V  EXPENSES <
Policy pays for “hospitalization”  from # 
either sickness or accident, includ
ing room at $5.00 per day, to over , ,

PROTECTION!
NO M EDICAL  E X A M I N A T I O N  R E Q U I R E D !Cash for almost every emergency! Benefits that are big enough 

to be worthwhile . . . yet, this extra-liberal “ Gold Seal”  
Policy, issued by old-line LEGAL RESERVE Service Life In
surance Company actually costs less than Si per month. 
Here is the protection you need, and should have, at a price 
you CAN afford. It is an extra-liberal policy that provides 
QUICK CASH to pay doctor bills, hospital bills, for medicines, 
for loss of time and other pressing demands for cash that 
Invariably come'when sickness or accident strikes.

No red tape! Fast Service! Policy issued BY 
MAIL at big savings to men and women, 
ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent for 10 Days* 
FREE Examination. Write for it today. No 
cost. No obligation. No salesman will call. 
Use coupon below. Do it today! Provide for 
tomorrow!

DON’T TAKE CHANCES! Act Today! 
Tomorrow May Be Too Late! 1

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska 

SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal 
“ Gold Seal”  Sl-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days* Free 
Inspection.
NAME.................... ...................... .................... .........

Here is a policy that pays, as specified, for ANY and ALL acci
dents, ALL the common sicknesses, even for minor injuries; 
and pays disability benefits from the very first day. NO wait
ing period. NO, this is not the usual “ limited”  policy. There 
are NO trick clauses! NO jokers! NO red tape! You don’t have 
to pay to see this policy. Just send us your name, age and 
“name o f  beneficiary and we’ll send you the policy for 10 
DAYS’ FREE INSPECTION. No cost. No obligation. No sales
man will call. ADDRESS

CITYThe SERVICE
493-1 SERVICE LIFE 

BUILDING

LIFE INSURANCE CO.
Omaha 2f Nebraska

STATE.

BENEFICIARY

M E E D
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COM PLETE

COWBOY
WILD WESTERN STORIES

Volum e 5  ^  W inter, 1945  Ninnlier ©

AQTIQN-PACKED BOOK-LENGTH HOVEL
(First Magazine Publication)

GUNSLICK FROM C E R R O ...... By Joseph Reardon 10
Ed Brady's reputation as a gunhand Was a damning thing when 
the Sheriff of Cocheiopa Valley found him at the scene of a 
particularly brutal murder. Because, while Ed was a gunslick, 
those who spread the story around had carefully neglected to 
add that his guns were always on the side of law and order, 
and that he'd never smoked down a man unless that hombre 
drew first. So now, instead of the peaceful life Ed hoped for when 
he bought his ranch, there was nothing but a continuation of his 
past, bullet-marked trail, and a price on his head to boot!

FEATURE
SPILLING LOOPS ....................... By D. C. Kerr 110

A fact article of the West.

Cover by H. W. Scott Robert W. Lowndes, Editor

COMPLETE COWBOY, published quarterly bv COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 Appleton Street. 
Holyoke. Mass. Editorial and executive offices at 241 Church St., N. I .  13. New York. Entered as second 
class matter at the Post Office at Holyoke, Mass. “ The Cerro Lobo,’ copyright 1?>41 by Phoenix Press. 
For advertising rates, write to Double Action Group, 241 Church St., N. Y. 13, New York. Single copy 
15c; yearly subscription 60c. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self addressed stamped envelop to in
sure return if not accepted, and while reasonable care will be exercised in handling them, they are sub* 
mitted at author’s risk. Printed In the U. S. A.
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twatS right; b il l .
I G E T INTO  AN 
L INDUSTRY THAT'S 
I  YO UN&  AND 
?  GROWING- /

I'LL ALWAVS B6 
i. A  FAILURE IF 
3 I STICK TO M Y  
| PRESENT JOB

t h e y 'l l  s e n d  a  s a m p l e
LESSO N  FREE SO  I C A N  SES 
WHETHER I LIKE THEIR 
C O U R S E .  I'VE GOT ~  

NOTHING TO LOSE /| § j| f|

LOOK AT TH IS - -  RADIO IS ' 
SURE GROWING FAST -  -  A NO 

THE NATIONAL RADIO 
Z g l f s  INSTITUTE SAYS THEY 

\ TRAIN MEN FOR RADIO 
I l f ' S .  M  RIGHT AT HOME *
14 - r )  i n  s p a r e  t i m e  a

MARY'S R IG H T--TO  1 
MAKE MORE M ONEY 
I'VE GOT TO  S E T  1 

INTO A FIELD 
y * K 3 ? \  w i t h  m o r e  
I g r  \  o p p o r t u n it y -  I'LL MAIL THE 

COUPON TONIGHT

" th an k s , iv e  b e e n  !
. STUDYING ONLY A V  

* FEW MONTHS. THATS 
ilO  EXTRA THIS WEEK 
JUST IN SPARE TIME ,

YES, IVE GOT A 
GOOD FULL T1PAE 1 
RADIO JOB NOW 
AND OUR FUTURE 

/g j j i i v  LOOKS 
BRIGHT

r YOU- SURE 
KNOW RADIO. 
MINE NEVER 

SOUNDED j 
l BETTER 1

CH JILL, I'M SO 
OLAD YOU SENT 
FOR THAT FREE 
LESSON. YOU'VE 
GONE AHEAD 
SO  FAST / a ®

How a  FREE LESSON ~
Started Beit on the way to J Jr *

s u c c e s s t u M P t o w

LEARNING RADIO THIS WAY IS 
GREAT. I LL ENROLL NOW. SO O N  
I'LL BE TRAINED TO MAKE GOOD 
M O N E Y  FIXING RADIOS — OR TO 
TAKE A  G O O D  J O B  
IN A  BROADCASTING 
S T A T I O N - -O R  IN 
A V IA T IO N , S H IP ,
POLICE O R  G O V E R N - ,

M E N T  R A D IO  T V  ,

I want to give every man who’s interested in 
Radio, either j professionally or as a hobby, 
a copy of inf Lesson, “ Getting Acquainted 
With Receiver Servicing” — absolutely FREE! 
It's a valuable lesson. Study it— keep it—use 
it—without obligation! Arid with it I'll send 
my 64-page, illustrated book. “ W in'Rich Re
wards in Radio,”  FREE. It describes many 
fascinating jobs in Radio, tells how N.H.I. 
trains you ..at home in spare time, 'how you 
?et practical experience with SIX KITS OF 
RADIO PARTS I  send.
Phis "sample”  Lesson Will show yon why the 
sasy-to-grasp lessons of the N.R.I. Course

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 a Week 
EXTRA in Spare Time

As soon as you enroll for my Course I start 
sending you EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS 
that help show you how to earn $5 to $10 a 
week EXTRA in spare time while still 
learning.

Mail Coupon for Free Lesson and Book 
The opportunity now offered beginners to get 
started in Radio may never be repeated. So • 
take the first step at once. Get my FREE 
Lesson and 64-page, illustrated book. No

find out how practical it  is to
TRAIN AT HOME FOR 

kGOOD RADIO JOBS
You Get
& Big Kits 
©f Radio Peris
By the time you conduct 60 sots of Experi
ments with Radio Parts I  supply —  make 
hundreds of measurements and adjustments 
—  you’ll have valuable PR ACTICAL experi
ence. The superheterodyne circuit shown here 
is just one of the units you build. It will 
bring in local and distant stations.

lave paved the way to good pay for hundreds 
jf other men, I  will send it to you without 
jbligatioii . . . MAIL THE COUPON!

Future Looks BrlgJjt for Well-Trained 
Radio Technicians, Operators

Many good pay opportunities are ahead for 
capable, well-trained Radio Technicians and 
Operators. The Radio Repair Business i3 
Dooming. Profits are large and prospects are 
jriglit. Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and 
Police Radio, Loudspeaker Systems and Radio 
Vianui'ucturers all. give good jobs to trained 
-'adio men. And think of the NEW jobs that 
Television, Electronics, and Frequency Modu
lation will open up in the future!

My Radio Course Includes 
Television • Electronics 
Frequency Modulation

obligation. Just inniI coupon in an envelope or 
paste it on a penny postal.—  J. E, Smith, 
President, Bept. 5CA2 Nation?! Radio Insti
tute, Washington 9, D. C,

OUR 31 ST YEAR OF TRAINING  
MEM FOR SUCCESS I M  RADIO
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Reed Miss Montemurro’s Letter:
“ W ords cannot express my feel

ings to the U. S. School of 
Music. B efore I took your Course 
I didn’ t know one note o f  music. 
Then three months later I start
ed to p lay fo r  dances. I have 
ibeen invited to many parties 
and made people very happy 
with my music. They enjoy my 
playing so much. I never saw 
anything like this Course before. 
It  ha s*a  clear and -careful ex
planation in every lesson. I t ’S 
easy and very interesting.

“ I am happy and proud of 
this beautifu l C ourse.”

Truly yours, 
Mias Rosie Montemurro

Three months after taking your course
I  STARTED TO H A Y FOR DANCES

Before ! took if i didn't 
know a note ©I music"

says Miss Rosie Montemurro of Vancouver, B. C., Canada

TH E Setter above is typic-al o f  the 
m any w e have received from the 

more than 750,000 people who have 
taken our courses , . , expressing
appreciation for the way w-e have 
helped make their musical dreams 
com e true.

Yes, literally thousands o f  people., 
who -didn’ t know one note from  an
other before, are now playing their 
favorite instruments . . . thanks to 
this amazingly simple way to learn 
music right at home, in spare time, 
fo r  as little as Tc a day.

Here’s Why the famous IT. S. 'School

o f Music “ Print and Picture”  method 
o f instruction is so successful. . . . 
You learn to play by playing . . . -and 
you have loads o f fun doing it. No long- 
winded, difficult explanations . . , 
no tiresome exercises . . .  no trick 
numbers or “ Play-by-ear m ethods.”  
You learn to play -real tunes by ac
tual notes from  the very beginning.

And it’s all so clear . . .  so easv to 
understand. First the simple printed 
instructions tell you how to do some
thing. Then a picture shows you 
how to do it. Then you do it your
self and hear how it sounds. You just 
can ’t go w rong!

I f  you want to play, mail the coupon 
below asking for  our F R E E  “ Print 
a n d  P icture”
Sample and I l
lustrated Book
let. Check off 
the instrument 
you wish to 
play. But don’t 
wait . . . act 
today. V , S.
School o f  Mu
s i c ,  1 2  3 3 
B r u n s w i  c k 
B ldg ., N e w  
York 10, N. Y .

N O T I C E
Please don't confuse 
the IT. S. School of 
Music method with 
any system of teach
ing music “ by ear’ ’ 
or by trick charts. 
Our method teaches 
you to play by ac
tual notes — not by 
any trick or number 
system.

See how easy if is!
"My tounfry ’tis of thee, sweef land of liberty"

Look at the diagram. The first note on the music is "C .“  
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate “ C”  on 
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike the 
notea as indicated and you’ll be playing the melody of that 
famous patriotic hymn, “ America.”  Easy as A -B-C , isn’ t it?

S U C C E SSFU  L 4 7IM YE A  R
U. s. School of Music, 1233 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N, Y. *
I  am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument * 
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet. “ How to ■ 
Learn Music at Home,”  and Free Print and Picture Sample. R
Piano Plain Accordion Trombone Clarinet
Guitar Saxophone Flute Mandolin
Hawaiian Trumpet, Cornet Piccolo Practical

Guitar Reed Organ Modern Finger
Violin Tenor Banjo Elementary Control
Piano Accordion Ukulele Harmony

Have you
Name ..........................................................................  Instrument? ..........

{Please print)

Address

NOTE: If under 16 years of age, parent must sign coupon. 

SAVE 2c— ST IC K  COUPON ON PEN NY P0$TCA™D*"
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— JUST LOOK INTO
motors auto repair manual

INSTRUCTIONS

Are You LOSING MONEY(on Work You Can’t Handle? 
-LOSING TIME on Hard-to-Bo Jobs?

SEE HOW THIS AMAZING MANIMLIS*
2 EXTRA MBTBI TOOt SHOP!

T-.no m atteb  how  tou gh
1 6  JOQ LIMPS IN You Can Co ANY Basic Repair 

loll on ANY Gar Built Since 19351

4 -  COLLECT A NEAT PROFIT- 
ON A JOB YOU THOUGHT YOU 
WERE "TOOBUSY TO HAN0LE"

No need to keep on los
ing money on jobs you, 
just don’t have time, or 
enough hands, to do! It’s 
like adding “ 2 mechanics’ ’ 
to your shop when you put 
MoToR’s AUTO REPAIR 
MANUAL on the job!

With this book on hand 
you can repair anything 
from carburetor to rear end 
— more quickly and easily! 
Just look up make, model, 
and job in the quick index 
in this great book—and go 
to work! Clear, illustrated 
instructions lead you step 
by step.

To make such an amaz
ing book possible, engineer- 
editors of MoToR Maga
zine collected and “ broke 
down”  150 official factory 
shop manuals f o r  you.  
spotted all vital repair in
formation you need, dove
tailed it all into ONE 
handy, easy-to-understand 
book.
No Other Manual Like It!

This BIG book — 764 
pages. SVz x 11 inches, 
bound in sturdy fabric — 
brings you nearly 200,000 
service, repair, adjustment, 
replacement, tune-up facts 
on every car built- from 
1985 to 1942. More than 
1,000 cut-away photos, dia
grams, drawings show you 
exactly’ WHAT to do. HOW

Same F R E E  7 -Day Offer 
Applies on MoToR’s

truck repair manual
r r t w r <; n i l  t y p e s  G a s o l in e  E n -etaes- Diesels, Kesselmans, Fuel 

Systems, Governors, Lubrication,
I g n i t i o n  S y s te m s , S t a r t e r s ,  G e n e r 
a t o r s .  C l u t c h e s  , . T r a n s m is s io n s ,  
A x le s  T o r q u e  D iv id e r s ,  T r a n s f e r  
C a s e s ,  B r a k e s !  S t e e r in g , e t c .  C h e c k  
b o x  in  c o u p o n  a t  r ig h t .

Published by 
MoToR, The 
Leading Au- 
t o m a t  i v e 
B u s i n e s s  
Magaz i ne .MoToR’ s 
m a nu a ls a s 
s u r e  h i g h  
stand a rd s o f 
repa ir work.

to do It! Used by U. S. 
Arm y, trade, techn ical 
schools, thousands of auto 
servicemen.

The PARTIAL Table of 
Contents shown here can 
only give you an idea of 
all the thousands of jobs 
this book covers/Hundreds 
of “ war-timely’ 1 pointers on 
maximum mileage and per
formance with minimum 
fuel consum ption. Pull 
wheel alignment data to 
prevent tire waste and wear.

SEND NO MONEY
Just mail coupon below— 
without money! When post
man brings book, pay him 
nothing. First make it 
show you what it’s got! 
Actually try it out on a 
few extra-tough jobs. See 
for yourself how its quick 
index, easy instructions, 
and clear pictures can save 
ycu tim e, trouble and 
money-how the book can 
pay for itself the first few 
days you use it!

Unless you agree this is 
the greatest time and wovk- 
saver you've ever seen — 
return book in 7 days and 
pay nothing. Mail coupon to
day ! MoToR Book Dept., 
Desk 104C, 572 Madison Av
enue, New York 22, N. Y.

Nearly 200,000 Service anti Re
pair Fact ion  AH These Makes:

Nash
OEdsmobile 
Overland 
Packard 
Pierce Arrow 
Plymouth 
Pontiac 
Reo
S tu deb a k er 
Terraplane 
Willys

50 pages of carburetor 
illustrations, covering

Dodge
Ford
Graham
Hudson
Hunmohile

Lincoln
Lincoln

Zephyr
Mercury

American
Bantam 

Auburn 
Austin 
Buick 
Cadillac 
Chevrolet 
Chrysler 
Cord 
Crosley 
De Soto

764 pages; 
text, charts, 
all models.

Over 500 charts, tables covering 
important specifications, clearances, 
measurements, arranged in handy 
form, including: Tune-up Chart;
Valve Measurements; Compression 
Pressure; Torque Wrench Beading; 
Starting Motor; Engine Clearance; 
Main & Rod Bearing Journal D i
mensions; Generator; Clutch & Brake 
Specifications; Front End Measure
ments, etc.

Detailed, pictured instructions on 
Engines; Electric, Fuel, Cooling, 
Lubricating Systems; Transmissions, 
Wheels; Front Ends; Universals; 
Hear Ends, etc., ete.

/If FREE 7-D AY
OFFER

□
M oT oR  B ook D ept., D esk K M C , 5 7 2  iWadison A v e ., N ew  Y o r k 2 2 , N. Y.

Rush to me at once: (Check box opposite book you want). 
MoToR’ s AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. If O.K. I  will remit $1 in 
7 days, and $1 monthly for 4 months, plus 35c delivery charge 

with final payment ($5.35 in all). Otherwise I will return bock post
paid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $7 cash with order).
|— j MoToR’s TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL (Described at left). I f  
—  O.K. I  will remit $2 in 7 days, and $2 monthly for 3 months, 
plus 35c delivery charges with final payment ($8.35 in all). Other* 
wise I will return book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $11 
cash with order).

Print Name .......................................................... •.............. Age................

Print Address ..........................................•......................  ..................
Zone No.

City ........................................ •............................................  (if any)..

State .............. ................................. Occupation ..
1 money order, or postal note.) Same 7 -day return-refund privilege.
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KSiJHSAv 
[SO S  H iv e ,  purf rS0(J8Lj;NE','ERHps1 . PLATE I TRO.UM-WS« BECA««uE LOSES HiS 

• FALSE t e e t h ^
I K e'e plto vou  < « >  "/

r n i T  tu i i» r~  H L  S

TIGHT-ORA/ocosr
Here's new amazing mouth com fort without risking: a single cent . . . enjoy that feeling o f 
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundred* o f users who 
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will 
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably 
eat foods you have been deprived o f such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner 
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no east, 
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

N O T  A  P O W D E R  O R  P A S T E  C row n  plate  reliner u  «a.y ♦» «,«.
jllon 't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROW N KKLINKll. in a Jiffy 
femur plate fits like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned healing to burn your mouth. Just 
uuiueeea CROW N from tube and put your teeth hack In. They'll fit as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognized 
^authority In dental field. A  patent has been applied for CROW N RKLINKR to protect you from imitators. After 
you reline your plate with CROW N , take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN 
CtKLlNKK. CROW N K ELIN E R  U guaranteed . .  . It s harmless. NOT A  I ’OW U KR OR P A STE ! DOKK NOT 
HDRN OR IlliU T A T K . If not satisfied, even after 4 months, rgiurn partly used tube for fu ll refund . CROWN 
4s * scientific discovery that you use without fuss or bother, ju st squeeze It out o f the tube onto the plate and

frt a Jiffy your plate w ill again feel as tight and comfortable as It did  .when It was new. Order today and 
njoy this new oral comfort right away. ,

HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER! 1W HAT USERS
TELL US — READ! _  f
J. Clements of Algonan writes: 
"M y plates were no had they 
rutiled when I talked. Now 1 
ran eat steaks, torn on the 
rob .”  K. W . W . or Virginia 
writes: " I  have found Crown 
Kellner all you claim for It 
and more.”  . . . Many more 
attest to same excellent re
sults. Reline your plates with 
CROW N. It's tasteless. Has 
that natural pink color. Order 
a tube of CROW N KKLIN Kit 
today . . . enough to luxt a 
year.

CROW N offers you • two-way protection for your plate*. Order CROWN 
KKLINKtt and receive r ltK K  with your order CROWN DK N TAL 1*1,ATK 
CLKANKlt. The D K N TA L I 'LA TK  CLKANKU la easy to use and restores 
that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ- 
free. CROW N CLKANKR eliminates without brushing footli that collect In 
plate corners and cresice*. Helps protect plates because no brushing Is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching Is avoided. Y ou will enjoy 
the feeling that your breath Is sweet ami is not "false-teeth  offensive". Order 
today and get your CROW N CLKANKR FKKK with the CROW N DKNTAL 
I’ LATK ItKLINKR . . . remember you don 't risk a single cent. You must Im 
2flltyf sutistied, or your money back. ^

SEND NOIMONEY,
_. -A*.— 'i:
Trv It for 4 month* and than return It for a' 
full refund i f  not satisfied. Order at once and 
we will Include FREE with your order a tube 
o f  CROW N D EN TAL PLATE CLEANER. 
You 'll be delighted with both . .  . and the 
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth 

ifeel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and 
address. Pay'postman one dollar for combina
tion plus postage, o r  send cash and we pay 
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.] 

At Your Druggist or Order Direct 
a f i a o a a a a H i i a a a i B c a s s i s t i a N a a s

Crown Plastic Co., Dept.3403 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave. 

Detroit 4. Mich.

CROWN PLASTIC CO., DEPT. 3403 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave.. De*roit 4. Mich.

Send y ou r  w on d erfu l C row n D ental P la te  R c ltn er  and 
In clu d e  the FREE C row n Dental C leaner. I w il l pay 
postm an  o n e  d o lla r  p lu s  a p prox im a te ly  2 4 c  p o sta g e  on  
arrival. I f  I  am  n o t  sa tis fie d  a fter  4  m on th s , I  m a y  
retu rn  p a rtly  u sed  tu be  fo r  fu ll  refund .
<□ I am  e n c lo s in g  o n e  d o lla r  in  fu ll  p a y m en t sa m e  

g u a ra n tee .)

C R O W N  P LA T E  R E L IN E R

8
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MEN!
G IVE ME a skinny, pspless, second- 

rate body—and I'll cram it SO lull 
of handsome, bulging new muscle that 
your friends will grow ^ug-eyed! . . .
I'll wake up that sleeping energy of yours 
and make it hum like a high-powered 
motor! Man, you'll feel and look dif
ferent! You'll begin to LIVE!

tePMe Make YOU a HEW MAH 
IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY!

You wouldn't believe it, but I  myself used to be a 97-lb, 
weakling. Fellows called me "Skinny.’ ' Girls snickered and made 
ftm of me behind my back. I was a flop. THEN I discovered my 
marvelous new muscle-building system— "Dynamic Tension.”  And 
it turned me into such a complete specimen of MANHOOD that 
today I  hold the title "TH E WORLD’ S MOST PERFECTLY DE
VELOPED MAN.”

That’ s how I traded in my "bag of bones" for a barrel of mus
cle! And I  felt so much better, so much on top of the world in my 
big, new, husky body, that I  decided to devote my whole life to 
helping other fellowa chango themselves into "perfectly developed 
men.”

What Is "Dynamic Tension"?
How Does It W ork?

When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, strap
ping fellow smiling back at you— then you'll be astounded at how 
short a time it takes “ Dynamic Tension’ ’ to GET RESULTS!

"Dynamic Tension”  is the easy, NATURAL method you can 
practice in the privacy of your own room—JUST 15 MINUTES 
EACH DAY—while your scrawny shoulder muscles begin to swell, 
ripple . . . those spindly arms and legs of yours bulge . . .
and your whole body starts to feel "a liv e /' full of zip and go!

One Postage Stamp  
May Change Your Whole Life!

As I ’ ve pictuNsd up above, I ’m steadily building broad- 
shouldered. dynamic MEN— day by day— the country over.

2.000,000 fellows, young and old, have already gambled a post
age stamp to ask for my FREE book. They wanted to read and see 
for themselves how I ’ m .building up scrawny bodies, and how I ’m 
paring down fat. flabby ones—how I'm turning them into 
breath-taking human dynamos of real MANPOWER.

Take just a few seconds NOW to fill In and mail the 
coupon at right, and you will receive at once my FREE 
book— "Everlasting Healtli and Strength”  that PROVES 
with actual snap-shots what "Dynamic Tension”  has done for others 
—what, it can do for YOU! Address: CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 43. 
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.

CH ARLES  ATLAS, Dep*. 43,
115 Eosf 23d S f „  New  York  10, N. Y.

I wfirifc the proof that your system  o f "Dynam ic 
T ension " w ill make a New Man o f me—give
me a healthy, husky body and 
opmoni. Send me your free 
Health arid Strength.**

b ig  muscular devel- 
book, * ‘Everlasting

(Please print or w rite plainly)

Address

City
,Q  Check here i f  under 16 for Booklet A

F R E E
Mail the coupon below 
right now for my 
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'Tou're coming with us, Brady," said the masked man, as his two aides
covered the room.

$
Ed Brady had nine notches on 
his gun, but they were all lor 
outlaws who'd drawn against 
him first. But now that Ed wanted 
to settle down, he found his repu
tation as a gunslick had preceded 
him, and that the depradations of 
lobos in Cochetopa Valley, where 
he was making his new home, 
were being laid at Brady's doorl

CHAPTER I

T ALL men stood laughing and 
drinking at the bar; men who, 
by their talk and manner were 

old and trusted friends.
From the heart of the group the 

brick-colored head of Ed Brady pro
truded, poking its way between the 
tops of his friends’ high sombreros.

“This round is on me, boys,” he was 
calling.

“ Nothing doing, me b u c k i n g  
beauty,” shouted Jim Donlan. “Your

11
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money’s no good tonight. This is 
your party, but we’re paying the bills. 
Ain’t I right boys?”

Cries of “ Right,” “ You said it,” and 
“ Rope him if he gets fractious,” 
drowned out Brady’s attempts to pay 
his share.

“Your share of the evenin’s enter
tainment is to make a speech,” went 
on Donlan.

“ I ain’t no good at speechifying,” 
protested Brady.

The little group took up Donlan’s 
idea, and shouts of “ Speech” were 
dinning in Brady’s ears.

Color flowed into his face and neck, 
making them almost match his red 
thatch. He held up his hands for 
silence, then said, “All right; if you 
want a speech, here it is. I got me my 
ranch on the Cochetopa because I 
want to settle down in peace, but I’m 
agonna miss you boys sompin’ awful 
every minute of the time.”

“Is that all?” asked Donlan.
“Ain’t that enough? It’s the first 

speech I ever made.”
“ Naw,” snorted his friend dis

gustedly. “ That’s only the beginning 
of a speech. It might do if we was 
all cold sober, but remember we been 
celebratin’ for nigh on to three hours. 
You’ll have to do better’n that.” 

“ Gentlemen, allow me.”
A curious figure had pushed his 

way forward and stood between 
Brady and Donlan. He was about 
half the height of the others, but 
twice as large around. He was built 
in the form of a short, squat beer keg. 
A week’s growth covered his jowls 
and chin with a heavy layer of brist- 
tle, and his clothes could have been 
much cleaner without attracting un
due attention. A quick glance would 
dismiss him as a beery derelict, but 
closer observation, especially of his 
sharp, humorous eyes, would indicate 
there was more to this man than ap
peared on the surface.

“ It’s the Judge,” said Donan, using 
the only name by which the disreput
able looking old man was known. 
“ What is it, Judge?”

“Ahem!” The Judge cleared his 
throat judicially. “ I heard you call
ing upon my friend Ed Brady for a 
speech. I ’m sure he would rather

face a dozen owl-hooters than have to 
make a speech. Ed is a man of action, 
not words. On the other hand, not 
being much good at action, words are~ 
what I excel at. Therefore, gentle
men, if you will allow me, I shall 
make the speech instead of Brady.”

Ed gave him a grateful pat on the 
back. “Thanks, Judge,” he said. “ I’m 
mighty grateful to you.”

“You shall soon have a chance of 
proving it,” said the Judge. “But now 
get me something to stand on. I can’t 
speak from ’way down here.”

In a minute they had him standing 
on a chair and were awaiting his 
words.

T HE Judge looked over the crowd 
then over the bar. Standing 

within arm’s reach was a drink which 
someone had momentarily left. The 
old man calmly reached out his hand, 
took the glass, and with one quick 
jerk of his head tossed it down his 
throat. Then he wiped his sleeve 
across his mouth and began.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “ tonight we 
lose one of Cerro’s finest citizens. 
There are some who would say thgit 
Ed Brady has not always walked tne 
straight and narrow path, that there 
have been slight deviations in his 
conduct at which we should look with 
suspicion. And I answer that if the 
law had been honest in Cerro, it 
wouldn’t have been necessary for Ed 
to take it into his own hands.

I have heard my friend called a 
killer. Gentlemen—the men Ed Brady 
has killed all deserved to be killed, 
every gosh-blasted one of them. They 
had been robbing the poor and dis
tressed, the widows and orphans who 
had no man to fight for them.

“ But Ed Brady fought for them— 
and won for them. And what did he 
profit from his noble deeds? Was 
he exalted as a hero? Only by us 
who knew him well, and by the poor 
and weak whom he so nobly helped. 
The rich and mighty conspired to 
destroy him. They labeled him a 
notorious gunman and spread that 
reputation throughout the Southwest.

“Now Ed Brady is leaving us. He 
will be missed. But he will live on
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at Cerro, for the lessons he taught 
here will not soon be forgotten,

“As for myself”—the Judge paused 
—“ this is as good a time as any to 
tell you my future plans. I have 
grown tired of the fleshpots of Cerro 
and seek a peaceful and quiet life. 
Therefore I shall ride with Ed Brady 
to the Cochetopa country and there 
take up my abode and be his friend 
and counsellor.”

The rotund little man stepped down 
amid cheers and roars of approval.

“You sure got a silver tongue, 
Judge,” said Donlan. But the Judge 
was already at the bar awaiting the 
next round.

Ed Brady pushed his way toward 
him.

“What’s this talk about you riding 
with me?” he asked.

The Judge looked up with innocent 
eyes. “Just that, Ed. I want to get 
away from Cerro—and from all bars. 
They’re too much temptation for me. 
I want to make a try at becoming a 
man again.”

Ed snorted. “ You’d find a bottle if 
it was hid a hundred miles out on the 
desert and covered by fifty feet of 
drifting sand. And as soon as you’d 
found it, you’d finish every last drop 
and lick the cork and then go hell
bent for trouble. And I ’d have to go 
chasing all through the Cochetopa 
hills looking for you to get you out 
of whatever mess you got yourself 
into. No,” he f i n i s h e d  flatly. 
“Nothing doing. You stay here.”

“ You been good to me, Ed.” The 
Judge’s voice was pleading. “ You got 
me out of plenty of scrapes and saved 
me from becoming a . complete wash
out. Just this one last favor is all 
I’ll ever ask. - It’ll put me on my feet 
again.”

B EADY felt the tug of this old 
man’s , desires at his heart 

strings, but he had known the Judge 
for many years, if he was to have 
peace and quiet at his new home, 
there could be no room there for this 
liquor-ridden guzzler.

“ Sorry, Judge,” he replied firmly, 
"but that’s about the only favor I 
can’t do for you.”

The Judge did not answer, for he

was looking past Brady intently— 
looking with something akin to 
horror in his eyes.

Ed Brady saw the look and wheeled 
quickly, hand clawing for gun as he 
turned, but before he got completely 
around he felt cold steel pressing 
into his side.

“ Drop yore hand,” said a raucous 
voice.

Ed dropped his hand and com
pleted his turn to get a look at the 
newcomers.

There were three of them. Two had 
thrown their guns on Ed’s friends, 
the third had his hogleg pressed to 
Ed’s ribs. All wore their necker
chiefs up over their faces and, though 
it was impossible to tell who they 
were, it was simple to see that they 
were not Cerro stock. Outside gun
nies, come to town to. do a job.

Ed’s voice was soft and smooth 
when he spoke.

“ I think you’re making a mistake, 
boys,” he said. “This is a private 
party, and we don’t hanker for no 
gun play.”

The man who had him covered 
laughed hoarsely! “This ain’t no mis
take. There ain’t many guys fit yore 
description. Six foot two, red curly 
hair, blue eyes, about two hunnert 
pounds. Yore the lobo we want, all 
right. Yore name is Ed Brady, ain’t 
it?”

“That,” said Ed, stalling for time, 
for from the corner of his eye he had 
seen a surreptitious movement of the 
Judge’s hand, “ depends on what you 
want Ed Brady for.”

Again the raucous laugh from the 
gunman.

“ Why, we got a present for him 
and we want to be sure that he gets 
it,” he sneered. Then his voice turned 
hard, “ Come on, Brady. Quit stallin’. 
Yore cbmin’ with us. Get movin’.”

The gun pressed harder into Ed’s 
ribs.

Faced by the open guns of the 
other two, his friends stood helpless, 
swearing to themselves.

©NLY the Judge had been ignored 
by the gunmen. He packed no 

gun himself, arid his insignificant ap
pearance made him seem harmless.
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But Ed had been right when he 
thought he saw a movement of the 
Judge’s arm. That arm had reached 
over to the bar and, as though from 
long habit, the hand had closed 
around the long neck of an almost 
full bottle of rye.

Ed Brady was just saying, “All 
right, boys, no use shooting the place 
up. I’m Ed Brady,” when the Judge’s 
hand, holding that bottle, moved. 
This was no surreptitious move but 
a wide, full swing. The arm heaved 
with all the power in the Judge’s old 
frame, and the bottle went flying 
through the air toward the center arc 
light, the only source of illumination 
at the bar.

For a fraction of a second the man 
who had Brady covered allowed his 
glance to be attracted to that dark ob
ject hurtling through the air. That 
fraction of a second was enough, for 
Ed’s left hand pushed the gun out 
of his ribs, and his right lashed out at 
his opponent’s face. His fist exploded 
on something that seemed to crack.

At the same moment there was a 
crash of glass as bottle met light and 
complete darkness enveloped the 
room.

Pandemonium broke loose. Red and 
orange streaks of flame cut through 
the darkness, but there were not 
many shots, for Ed’s friends feared 
to use their guns because of the pos
sibility of hitting one of their own 
crew.

The invading gunnies were not so 
particular and shot at random. But 
they no longer had the advantage of 
having the drop on the boys. In the 
dark they were at a disadvantage, for 
they were outnumbered and would be 
rounded up or cut down one at a 
time.

They knew that to stay would 
prove fatal, so they chose flight, mak
ing a break for the swinging bat-wing 
door and gaining their horses before 
the boys could get out from behind 
the bar and the tables which they had 
pulled over to use as breastworks.

The boys heard their horses go 
galloping up the street, and Ed 
Brady called out, “Anybody hurt by 
their fire?”

“Jest a little nick here,” answered

Jim Donlan. “ Nothing serious. Any
body else hit?”

Voices answered back and forth in 
the darkness, but it was plain that the 
only real damage done was the des
truction of the light. That was soon 
repaired, and the boys went to con
gratulate the Judge for his quick 
thinking and accurate aim.

They found him with a long and 
mournful face.

“What’s the matter, Judge?”  asked 
Ed anxiously. “ You been hit?”

The Judge shook his head sorrow
fully.

“ No, not that,” he replied. “ Some
thing much worse.”

“Worse? What is it?” they de
manded.

“The bottle,” the Judge sadly re
plied. “ The bottle I threw at the 
light.”

“ What about the bottle?”
“ It was practically a full quart,” the 

Judge explained, “and good rye,,too. 
Mount Vernon. That’s the first time 
I had a full bottle of Mount Vernon 
in my hands in years. They been 
feeding me rotgut and hogwash at 
the bar. And when I finally get my 
hands on a full bottle of Mount Ver
non, what do I do with it? I throw 
it away! I broke it! Boys, I am in
consolable.”

Amid hilarious laughter, the boys 
decided that the Judge’s great sacri
fice should not have been in vain. 
They got a fresh bottle of Mount 
Vernon from the bar and lifted the 
rolypoly old man over to one of the 
tables, where they sat him down with 
the bottle and a glass before him.

“This is for me?” he faltered. “All 
for me?”

“All for you,” they replied.
He picked up the glass and tossed 

it away.
“ Glasses!” he snorted. “A  pre

historic way of drinking. No civilized 
man would deprive himself of the 
cool heavenly gurgle as the nectar 
drains from the neck of the bottle 
into his waiting parched throat.”

“Drink it however you want,” 
laughed Brady. “ You’ve earned it, 
and more.”

But instead of taking the huge 
gulp they had expected him to, the
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Judge slapped the cork back into the 
bottle and said, “ If you don’t mind, 
I won’t drink it right now. I want 
to look at it for a while first.” 

“Anything you say, Judge,” they 
answered. “ It’s your party.”

They left him at the table fondling 
the bottle lovingly, and went back to 
the bar to have another round for 
themselves.

IM DONLAN spoke the thought 
that was in many minds.

“Ed, I know you got your mind 
made up to go, but I’m thinking it 
would be much safer for you to stay 
on in Cerro for a while.”

Brady didn’t even answer. He just 
shook his head.

“Those three hombres are the least 
of it, Ed,” insisted his friend. “A l
though if they suspect what trail 
you’re riding tonight, it would be a 
cinch for them to drygulch you. But 
what are you going to do after you 
reach the Cochetopa country? Here 
you got us to back you up. There 
you’ll be alone. And with the reputa
tion you got, every killing in the 
country will be plastered on to you. 
You can’t buck a thing like that alone, 
boy:’̂

Brady put his hand on Donlan’s 
shoulder.

“ Can’t you understand, Jim?” he 
asked. “It’s just that reputation I 
want to get away from. I’ll never 
lose it staying here in Cerro.”

The Judge rejoined them at the 
bar, carrying his bottle. It was still 
full.

“ I met Ma Hanks this morning,” he 
said. “ She had just returned from 
the Cochetopa valley. She had some
thing interesting to say about it.” 

“What was it?” asked Ed, inter
ested.

“ She said that the White Rider was 
on the move again.”

“The White Rider?”
“ Sure. It’s some kind of ghost. It 

only rides at midnight. Supposed to 
be the spirit of some old witch that 
got murdered; and every time it rides 
it means trouble for the valley—a 
sure sign of bad trouble.”

“ Bunk!” retorted Ed Brady. “ Ma 
Hanks is a swell gal and she bakes

the finest pies in Cerro, but she’s still 
nothing but a superstitious old lady 
when it comes to listening to and 
passing on ghost stories. No, boys, 
I ’ve made up my mind, and neither 
drygulchers, nor a cold reception, nor 
imaginary White Riders will stop me. 
I ’m leaving for the Cochetopa and”— 
he pulled out his watch—“ if I expect 
to reach there by morning like I 
figger to, I’d better be leaving right 
now.”

They knew Brady well enough to 
realize that once he was fully deter
mined on a course, there was little 
hope of changing him, so they made 
the best of the matter.

They had a final round of drinks 
on the house, then helped him saddle 
his horse and filled the friendly star- 
filled night with their good-bye 
shouts as he cantered down the trail.

“There,”  said Jim Donlan, as the 
sound of Brady’s hoof beats retreated 
into the distant darkness, “goes one, 
of the finest men on earth. I only 
hope he ain’t making a mistake by 
leaving, because if he is I ’ll blame 
myself for not stopping him.”

“Amen,” said the Judge. Then as 
an afterthought, “Swell chance we’d 
have of stopping him, even if we 
wanted to.”

* * tit *5*

TWO miles outside of Cerro, the 
three masked men pulled in their 

sweating horses and listened keenly 
to see if pursuit had started.

“ No one coming,” said one.
“ They know they couldn’t follow 

our trail at night,” said another, “so 
they’re savin’ their time.”

The third man pulled his necker
chief down from his face, exposing a 
cruel mouth with jagged teeth. His 
jaw seemed to slope sideways at an 
impossible angle. He was obviously 
the leader of the group.

“ I ain’t worried about them,” he 
said. “ I’m worried about what Kel- 
ton will say when he finds we fum
bled the job.”

“He don’t ever have to find out,” 
put in the first gunny. “ Why can’t 
we ride back to Cerro soon as it gets 
light and finish it o ff? ”.
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“ Be too dangerous,” protested the 
second man.

“No the kid is right,” said the 
leader. “ It won’t be dangerous be
cause nobody saw our faces, so no
body’ll know us. And Kelton didn’t 
say we gotta kill him tonight. He just 
said he don’t want that lobo to ever 
reach the Cochetopa hills. So to- 
morrer will do just as good. We can 
ride a bit off the trail now and get 
some sleep.”

A little more discussion and that 
plan was decided upon. As they were 
hobbling the horses, the jagged
toothed leader said, “ One thing I 
want you guys to remember—I get 
first whack at that gunslick from 
Cerro; no man can crack my jaw and 
get away with it.”

“Aw right,” grinned the gunny 
called the Kid. “But he didn’t do 
much harm to your looks, ’cause you 
were just about as ugly as any one 
man could be already.” Then as he 
saw the target of his amusement 
flush an angry red, he added, “ Don’t 
get sore. I was just foolin’ . Let’s get 
some shuteye.”

The three rolled themselves in 
their blankets and were soon asleep.

Less than half an hour later Ed 
Brady, the very man they were gun
ning for, rode down the trail they 
had just left, on the way to his new 
home.

CHAPTER II

THROUGH the night Ed Brady 
rode, partly through dry, sandy, 
mesquite-studded badlands, but 

mainly through green valley country. 
A bright moon rode with him and 
sent the shadows of fleecy clouds 
scurrying over the valley floor.

The odor of sweet grass filled his 
lungs, and he reveled in the beauty 
of his surroundings.

He kept his horse at a steady pace 
until almost dawn, when they came 
to a small stream flowing from the 
Cochetopa hills, which stood out 
darkly but softly in the distance.

Ed watered his horse and drank 
from the cold, refreshing stream him
self. Then he looked toward the hills 
with pleasure in his eyes and heart.

Shortly after complete sunup, a 
large ranch house appeared nestling 
at the foot of a distant hill.

“ I’ll hit for there,” thought Brady, 
“and get directions to my own lay
out.” It was a large, prosperous look
ing house, and on pulling up Ed 
called a loud hello but received no 
answer.

The front door stood ajar. He 
knocked loudly, averse to pass a 
strange threshold without an invita
tion, but still received no reply.

“ Seems funny,” he thought. “ Peo
ple don’t just go off and leave the 
door wide open, not even in peaceful 
country like this. Maybe the folks 
hereabouts are honest, but you never 
can tell who might come ariding 
down the trail. Besides, an open 
door like this is too inviting to field 
mice and other such unenjoyable 
visitors. Something mighty queer 
here.”

He knocked loudly again, and once 
more called out at the top of his 
voice, but silence was the only re
ward of his efforts.

He pondered on whether or not to 
ride on, but finally decided to look 
into the house. Pushing the doo& 
completely open, he entered.

The doorway opened into a large, 
comfortably furnished room. A quick 
glance showed him that it was empty, 
but in a disorderly condition. Chairs 
were toppled over, and a large potted 
plant lay in pieces on the floor.

“Phew,” Ed whistled. “Been some 
rough and tumble fighting going on 
here, and from the look of the moist 
earth in that busted plant pot, it 
didn’t happen more than twelve hours 
ago.

He pushed his way through a door 
to the right which led him into a 
kitchen. Beyond this was a well 
stocked pantry. Both were empty.

Back through the large front room 
and to the rear of the house he went. 
No one in the rear ro m. Between the 
front and rear rooms .d sweeping in 
a broad, graceful curve toward the 
front of the house was a staircase 
leading to the second floor.

ED felt uncomfortable. He wanted 
to investigate t h o s e  upper
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rooms, but, he thought, “ People got 
a right to leave their house for a 
while without me poking my nose 
into their bedrooms.”

Just the same, the feeling persisted 
that this was not merely a case of the 
owner having gone out for a few 
minutes. “Nearest place he could have 
gone is more’n twenty miles away. 
No, there’s something funny here— 
awful funny—and I ought to find out 
what it is.”

At that moment he saw something 
which removed all doubt and indeci
sion from his mind. It was a smudge 
that stood out on the white scrubbed 
steps.

Ed leaned over and examined it, 
then touched it. It was dark brown, 
almost black, and gave beneath his 
finger as a congealing liquid might.

“That’s blood or I’m a tenderfoot,” 
thought Ed, and with no further 
hesitation dashed up the steps. There 
was no question of where to go, once 
the top was reached. There were 
three doors opening off a hall, but 
one of these doors had been torn from 
its hinges and hung broken and sag
ging.

The sight inside the room was not 
a'^pWfly one. On the floor, with half 
his head shot away and his life’s 
blood in a pool around him, was a tall, 
completely dressed man. On the bed, 
clothed in nightdress and kimono, lay 
the- body of a woman with graying 
hair. Her appearance had not been 
harmed by bullets, except for a look 
of terror in her still open eyes, but 
she was just as dead as the man, as 
a wide circle of blood over her heart 
testified,

Ed Brady looked about him, and 
fun/ filled his mind.

“ I came to Cochetopa for peace,” 
he said, “but there can’t be any peace 
in a country where they murder 
women. Even the wolves in Cerro 
never shot females,” '

Then he forced himself to be calm 
and try to figure out what had hap
pened.

He examined the broken door and 
found bullet holes  ̂ through it. On 
some the wood was splintered in
ward, on others outward. He picked 
up the gun which lay near the hand

of the murdered man and found its 
magazine empty.

“ Seems like they came in some time 
last night,” he thought, “just afore 
the old man was ready for bed. His 
wife, if that is his wife, was upstairs 
already, but hadn’t got in bed yet, 
for the sheets ain’t even pulled down.

“They must have put at least one 
bullet in him downstairs, but he 
fought them'off and dashed up here. 
That accounts for the condition of 
the room downstairs and the blood on 
the steps.

“Then he barricaded himself in here 
with his wife, and when they tried to 
break in he shot through the door. 
But he only had six bullets in his 
gun, an no more where he could reach 
them, so when they were all gone, the 
ones ou^ide broke the door down and 
came in.

“They finished him off right in 
front of his wife—must be a dozen 
holes in his pore carcass—and then, 
because she recognized them, or they 
feared that she might have, they put 
a bullet through her heart.

“ From the moistness of the earth 
in the busted bowl and the dryness 
of the blood and the stiffness of the 
bodies, I’d calc’late they been dead 
anywhere between ten and twelve 
hours, making the time of the killing 
between eight and ten o’clock last 
night.

“Yeah,” he said, “ that’s about what 
happened. And I guess it’s up to me 
to find the sheriff or whoever might 
be in charge around these parts and 
let him know about it. But first I’m 
agonna look around some and see if 
I can pick up any signs of the skulk
ing murderers.”

But close examination of the house 
showed him little and told him no 
more of the gruesome story than he 
already knew or had guessed.

#  OUTSIDE the house, however, 
was a different matter. There 

was nothing in the immediate vicinity 
except the open door to indicate any
thing untoward, but as he enlarged 
the circle of examination, he found a 
clump of trees and bushes about two 
hundred feet behind the house which 
caught his experienced eye. Several 
of the twigs were broken from the
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saplings, as though someone had tied 
some horses there and then later had 
hurriedly torn them away.

He got down on his knees and ex
amined the earth. It was tamped down 
by both horses’ hoofs and human feet. 
Scattered around were the remains of 
about a dozen hand-rolled cigarettes.

“ Humm,” he thought. “They got 
here early and waited till the old lady 
went upstairs. Then they closed in 
on him. Probably gunnies from the 
neighborhood, from their desire to get 
to the old man when he was alone. 
And pretty low ones, too,” he added, 
remembering the silver-haired lady 
on the bed. “ Well,” he thought, “ I 
guess that’s all I can do around here 
now. Time to hunt up the sheriff.”

He was brushing his knees as he 
pulled himself upright, when a voice 
cut sharply through the thoughts 
which had so deeply engaged him.

The voice was deep and forceful 
and the words it said were, “ Reach 
for the sky, stranger, and reach 
mighty fast.”

Ed spun around and found himself 
looking up the muzzle of a long Win
chester, held in the hands of a pow
erfully built man with graying 
temples. Clustered near him were five 
or six young fellows, some with their 
hands on their guns expectantly, the 
others looking as though they hoped 
Ed would give them cause to draw 
theirs.

Brady put his hands high over his 
head, but he could see that these were 
not the type of men who had tried to 
blow him apart the night before in 
Cerro. These men were unmasked and 
looked like clean, upright citizens.

“The reception is starting,” he 
thought. “These are some of my new 
neighbors, and from the looks of 
things they don’t cotton to me none.”

“Take his gun,” said the man with 
the Winchester, in a voice of au
thority, and one of the younger men 
closed in and lifted Ed’s Colt from 
his holster.

“All right. You can drop your hands 
now, and tell us just who you are 
and what you’re doing in these parts.”

“ Well, mister,” said Ed Brady, 
“ first I want to say I don’t like your 
tone, or your actions, and I don’t care

if you are six to one and have the 
drop on me. I’ll take you singly or all 
at once and teach you better manners, 
but that’ll have to wait a while, be
cause I got some important business 
to attend to right now. And if it 
answers one of your questions, all 
right. What I’m doing in these parts 
right now is looking for the sheriff.”

“You was looking into that clump 
of bushes when we came on you,” 
said the old man. “ Expecting to find 
the sheriff in there?” he added sar
castically.

“ Naw.” Ed Brady had decided it 
would serve no useful purpose to al
low himself to be provoked to anger, 
“ I was just looking to see if I could 
find the trail of the varmints that 
killed the old man and lady back in 
the ranch house.”

His words drew a prompt reaction 
from the men.

“ Ed—Steve,” their leader called. 
“ You two stay here and keep this 
lobo covered while I take a look-see 
inside.”

The two designated stayed; the 
others dashed rapidly for the house.

MN about ten minutes they re
turned, and there was a set saugse^ 

ness about their jaws which Ed Brady 
well understood. They felt exactly as 
he had when he had seen that terri
fied stare in the dead eyes of the 
gray-haired lady.

“Little Pancho was right,” the old 
man explained to the two men who 
had remained, “There was shooting 
out here just like he said—plenty of 
it. Tom Morgan and his wife are both 
dead, and it looks like the killer didn't 
even have sense enough to light a 
shuck out of here.” He turned to Ed. 
“ C’mon, you,” and his voice was harsh 
and full of hatred now. “ Get on your 
horse and come with us.”

“ Now, hold on, boys,” he said. “ I 
didn’t have nothing to do with that. 
I was just going after the sheriff to 
report it to him.”

“Yeah? Well, you can make your 
report right now, young feller.” And 
the old man turned his vest out to 
show a large, well shined star which 
read: Sheriff—Cochetopa C o u n t y .  
“ I’m Walt Toler, sheriff in these
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parts, and unless you can give one 
helluva good excuse for being here, 
I’m arresting you for the murder of 
Tom and Mary Morgan. Start talk
ing, buckaroo. Who are you and 
where you heading for?”

Ed thought rapidly. If he exposed 
his identity, it would only add to 
their belief that he was the killer. He 
decided to attempt to keep that to 
himself, for the time being, at least.

“ Who I am and where I ’m going 
ain’t the important thing. What’s im
portant is that this killing was done 
early last night and I got here less 
than an hour ago. You can check that 
easy enough if you back track over 
my trail.”

“ How do you know when the 
shootin’ came o ff if you wasn’t here?” 
cut in the sheriff sharply, confident 
that he had trapped his man.

“ Because the blood was almost all 
congealed already, and the earth in 
the busted plant was just beginning 
to dry up,” explained Ed. “ If it had 
been busted longer than twelve hours, 
it would have been much dryer, and 
if it had been much less than that, the 
blood wouldn’t have been so stiff.” 

“ He’s right about that,” agreed one 
posse.

“ Sure he's right about that,” said 
the sheriff, “but he ain’t telling us 
nothing we didn’t know already. Lit
tle Pancho said it was about nine 
o’clock when he heard the shots. That 
don’t prove that this lobo didn’t do 
it. How do we know he ain’t been 
here since last night?”

“Because I wasn’t within fifty 
miles of here last night.”

“ Oh, no? Well, where were you?” 
Ed Brady shut his jaw tight. To 

tell where he had been would be to 
expose his identity, and that would 
be harmful rather than helpful.

“ Well,” prodded the sheriff, “ where 
were you at nine o’clock last night?” 

“ That ain’t important,”  insisted 
Brady. “ What’s important is that the 
murderers, and I figure there was at 
least three of them from the mauling 
their horses gave the earth here, are 
making thir getaway while you’re 
wasting your time with me. Here, 
look”—he pointed to the marks and 
cigarette butts he had discovered—

“ here’s where they tied their horses 
and waited.”

The sheriff’s voice was cold as he 
answered, “ I’ll be the one to decide 
what’s important, stranger. And I’ll 
decide if I’m wasting my time. And 
so long as you won’t tell us where 
you were last night, I’m taking you 
in with us. Come on; get on your 
horse.”

Just then one of the posse cried 
excitedly, “ I knew I saw that gunny 
before, and I’ve been teasing my 
brain for the answer. And I got it. 
That’s Ed Brady, from up Cerro way, 
and one of the toughest gunpokes in 
the Southwest territory!”

Sheriff Toler looked up sharply.
“ Is that true? Are you Ed Brady?”
“ It’s true about me being Brady, 

but it’s a lie about me being a tough 
gunpoke.”

The sheriff nodded grimly. “ We’ve 
heard of you, Brady, and what we’ve 
heard hasn’t had any good in it. I 
was a mite doubtful before, but now 
I reckon we got the right man.”

Several of the posse pulled the 
sheriff aside and spoke to him in a 
low voice. He shook his head.

“ No, boys,” he said, “ I can’t say I ’m 
out of sympathy with your idea, but 
I can’t tolerate no lynching. This is 
a matter for the law to tend to, and 
that's how it’s agoin’ to be done.”

“Yeah, Walt,” said one of his men. 
“You’re right about that most times. 
But this is a different kind of case. 
He killed Mrs Morgan, too, and in 
cold blood. There’s only one way to 
handle a thing like that.” And he 
touched his rope meaningfully.

Brady’s tongue was cleaving to the 
top of his mouth—not from fear, but 
from the horror of the thought that 
these men all believed him guilty.

He raked his captors with a rapid 
glance, and what he saw was not en
couraging. Their eyes were cold, and 
their chins were set in a way that 
promised that they would not submit 
easily to the sheriff’s insistence ppon 
a legal trial.

Ed knew well what to expect from 
such men, once their anger was raised 
to a fever pitch. They would act first, 
and consider the matter afterward.

The killing of a man in fair fight
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might arouse some antagonism, even 
create a feud, but such an event would 
wend its legal way, with the accused 

.killer going free on bail pending his 
trial. A holdup or stage robbery 
would land its perpetrator'in jail for 
a while, without creating undue ex
citement. But there were three crimes 
which called for a rapid and extreme 
penalty. They were horse stealing, 
cattle rustling, and the harming of a 
good woman.

Having lived all his life among 
these traditions, Ed Brady knew ex
actly what was going on in the minds 
of the other men, for he felt the same 
way about the murderers himself. 
But understanding their feelings 
didn’t make him feel any better about 
the possibility of dangling from the 
end of a rope. Yet he knew it would 
be practically impossible to 'con
vince these men of his innocence 
while they were in their present 
frame of mind.

It would also be foolish of him to 
expect ever to arrive in Cochetopa 
alive if he went with them, for they 
would not hesitate to gang up on the 
sheriff if he continued to oppose 
them, and hold him a helpless prison
er until after they had finished doing 
what they considered to be their duty. 
Once the lynching was accomplished, 
the sheriff would be released. He 
might or might not bring charges 
against his subordinates, depending 
on how strongly he felt about the 
matter. But his actions would bring 
very little sola.ce to Ed Brady, who 
would be swinging from some cotton
wood limb, very completely unaware 
whether his lynchers were punished 
or not.

“ No,” thought Ed. “There’s only 
one way for me. I’ve got to get away 
from here, fast.”

He looked around for some pos
sible means of escape, but saw that 
his captors v/ere closing in on him, 
and that they were between him and 
his horse.

He threw his shoulders back and 
waited. Had the boys convinced 
Sheriff Toler? Or had he been able 
to overrule them for the time being?

The sheriff’s first words eased his 
mind for a moment. “Get on your

horse, Brady,” he said. “W e’re tak
ing you into town.”

They walked him to his horse in 
silence, and one held his bridle.

The sheriff ordered, “ Get yore 
rope, Slim, and tie his hands behind 
him. We don’t -want no breaks on the 
way in.”

Slim went for his rope, while the 
others remained standing around 
Brady.

“This,” thought Ed, “ is about the 
toughest pickle I was ever in, in my 
whole life, and it looks like pretty 
soon it’s going to be tougher, unless 
I can do something about it pronto.”

CHAPTER III

ED BRADY’S mind worked rap
idly. If he waited until his 
hands were tied, escape would 

become just so much more difficult. 
If he waited until his captors got 
onto their own horses, which were 
tied at the front of the house, pursuit 
would be made easier. He realized 
there was not a second to spare.

The time to act with even the 
slightest hope of success was that 
very moment, when he had free use 
of hands and feet and the others were- 
unmounted and would be taken by 
surprise. Of course, there would be 
bullets to dodge, but he would have 
to take his chance on that.

Luck was with him in that the 
sheriff had left his rifle inside, w’hich 
meant that if Ed could get the jump 
on them he could be out of pistol 
range in a few minutes.

His feet hung forward, and with a 
sudden movement his spurs raked 
back into the tender flanks of his 
mount. At the same moment, he made 
a grab and pulled the reins from the 
hands of the man who had been hold
ing them loosely and unsuspectingly.

The horse reared up, helping to 
pull the reins free, then was o ff with 
a spring, as though he had been shot 
from a cannon.

Straight for the clump of trees Ed 
headed, to put'them between him and 
the posse’s bullets when they should 
recover from surprise enough to draw 
their guns.

What he had hoped for happened.



The men did not rush for their horses 
immediately. Instead, they emptied 
their guns after him. Only one bullet 
found its way through the bushes 
toward him, and that merely tore its 
way through the generous sleeve of 
his flaming red shirt.

By then, Brady had cleared the 
small thicket and was out on open 
ground. By the time the posse had 
reloaded their weapons he was out 
of range and heading for the hills.

They threw a few more futile shots 
after him, then made a concerted rush 
for their horses, for his attempt at 
escape convinced them all the more 
firmly of his guilt.

Ed had known his would be their 
reaction. He knew, too, that if he 
were caught, the sheriff could no 
more hold them in check than he 
could stop a forest fire single-handed.

Ed Brady was riding for his life, 
and he knew it!

The element of surprise had 
worked in his favor, but there was 
one factor which would be against 
him. His horse had been traveling all 
night at a good pace and was not 
nearly as fresh as the horses of his 
pursuers.
~'Siven a long chase over level 
ground, and they would surely over
take him in time. A hasty look over 
his shoulder confirmed this suspi
cion. It was for this reason that he 
had shot off the main trail and aimed 
for the wooded hills. The hills were 
closer now, but it was questionable if 
he could reach their protection before 
the posse got withing accurate gun 
range.

H E URGED his horse to a burst 
of speed, but he could sense 

that this spurt would not be a long 
one. Overtired at the start of the 
race, it was impossible to hope for 
the horse to keep up the killing pace 
for any length of time. Bullets were 
falling near him as the posse came 
closer, and the danger was increasing 
with every moment.

He took one more calculating 
glance at the riders behind him, then 
at the trees ahead, and cried out, 
“W e’re going to make it, old paint— 
we’re going to make it!”
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A few more beats of those flying 
hoofs and they were within the dark, 
cool, protecting shadows of the big 
trees.

Swiftly he wheeled to his left, went 
in a few hundred feet, turned, and 
shot off at another angle, keeping the 
paint facing uphill all the while. He 
heard his pursuers shouting as they 
entered the shadows and continued 
on, fearing they might hear him, 
though he knew how difficult it was 
to trace sound in this place where 
the vastness of the hillside and the 
presence of the trees sent out decep
tive echoes and reverberations.

They could follow the trail he left 
but they could not follow it as quick
ly as he had made it. They would 
have to dismount and circle half a 
dozen times, and all the while he 
would be gaining on them.

Fifteen minutes of riding brought 
him to a stream. “This finishes it,” 
he told the horse happily. “Weil go 
along the stream bed, and if they 
ever pick up our trial again, it won’t 
be my fault.”

No matter how careful a rider may 
be, he cannot avoid leaving his mark 
on the trail he takes, whether it be 
the hoof prints of his horse, a stone 
dislodged, a flurry of dead leaves, 
newly disturbed and upturned, or a 
twig snapped by his passing. But no 
one can follow hoof prints in a stony 
stream bed; the only chance in such 
a case is to follow the stream, both 
up and down, on both its sides, to see 
where the horseman left it to take to 
solid ground again.

And if the leavetaking is done 
where hard rock touches the shore, 
the trail is almost impossible to find.

For several hours Ed picked his 
way carefully, until he felt sure that 
he was safe from pursuit; then, the 
excitement of the chase having worn 
down, he felt a deep gnawing in his 
stomach, and realized that he had not 
eaten since he had left Cerro.

“ It was. only last night,” he re
flected, “but it seems like a year, and 
my stomach feels that way too."

They had remained in the stream 
until it had faded into nothingness 
and had continued far uphill beyond 
that point. The trees were less dense
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now, but seemed larger and taller, 
and the ground had become level.

“Top of one of the hills,” thought 
Ed. “This would be a good place to 
take a look to see where I’m at.”

HE SELECTED a tree with fair
ly low branches and, standing 

on his saddle, jumped and made con
tact with the lowest branch.

Pulling himself upward was no 
easy job, for his spurs kept getting 
entangled in the heavy foliage, but 
finally he reached a point high 
enough to survey the surrounding 
country.

Far below to the east, and stretch
ing as far as he could see, was the 
lush valley through which he had 
come the night before. He looked ex
pectantly, hoping to see the sheriff 
and his men riding across the valley 
and back to town, but no amount of 
sharp looking could bring them into 
view, for they were still beating the 
hillside forest looking for a clue to 
his whereabouts. The men of Coche- 
topa didn’t give up easily.

Both north and south of his loca
tion new hills rose precipitously, 
seemingly out of the top of the one 
he had ascended. But to the west his 
view was clear. He saw a broad pla
teau, and about three or four miles 
off, more hills. The hill he was on 
seemed the crotch between the two 
surrounding hills and the only open
ing onto that level plateau.

It was a beautiful and colorful 
view, but at the moment Ed Brady 
was interested in neither color nor 
beauty. For, set cozily near one end 
of the level grazing ground, was a 
house, and from its chimney puffs of 
smoke were rising. Smoke meant a 
fire, fire meant food, and food was 
the thing that was uppermost in his 
mind at the moment.

He carefully took his bearings, then 
hastilj' descended from his observa
tion post and proceeded with his 
journey.

In about half an hour he had hit 
the treeless clearing and the house 
was in plain view. His native caution 
prevented him from making a dash 
for it. Instead, he stayed within the 
shadow of the trees, skirting the

clearing until he was at the point 
nearest the house, and all the while 
keeping his eye on it to see if any
thing suspicious occurred.

Some cattle were grazing nearby, 
and he cautiously approached them 
to find the brand of the ranch he was 
making for.

His mouth dropped with surprise 
when there, boldly branded on the 
flanks of the animals, was a star with 
a tail.

“ The Shooting Star!” he said. “ My
own spread!”

New doubts assailed him. He had 
not expected to find anyone at his 
ranch. The smoke showed that some
one was there.

He pondered for a few moments on 
the course he should take, and de
cided finally that he would take a 
chance on the ranch house. But he 
did not ride directly to it. Instead he 
tied his horse to one of the trees and 
proceeded toward the house afoot. As 
soon as he hit the clearing, he 
descended on all fours, and proceeded 
along at a snail’s pace.

No use making his presence known 
too soon and inviting trouble, if the 
people in the house should prove hos
tile to him. __

Time seemed endless as he crawled 
along, but after what seemed like 
endless hours of crawling through 
the rich, tall grass, he found himself 
near the rear of the house. No move
ment had come from it; to all intents 
and purposes it seemed deserted, ex
cept for the wisps of smoke which 
continued to float from its chimney.

Slowly he rose and quietly made 
his way to a window. He peeked in, 
careful to remove his hat first, and 
to conceal as much of his body as he 
could.

The room was empty!

HE MOVED cautiously around 
the rear, past the back entrance 

to a window at the other side of the 
house, and repeated the performance.

This, he saw, was the kitchen, and 
the odor of bacon came strongly to 
his nostrils through the open win
dow. Sitting on a chair with his back 
to the window was a man whose form 
was vaguely familiar. He was look
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ing at something which he had ap
parently placed on the table, just out 
of arm’s reach. The object he was 
looking at so fondly was a square, 
long-necked bottle of Mount Vernon 
whiskey, and that squat, round form, 
Ed was sure, could belong to no other 
than the Judge.

A  wave of gratefulness swept over 
Ed Brady. He had expected to find 
enemies waiting, and instead had 
foung his loyal friend.

“Judge!” he shouted through the 
open window, and the little round 
man almost rolled off his chair with 
surprise.

In a moment Ed was inside and 
gladly pounding the Judge on the 
shoulder.

“ Why you so late?” asked the 
Judge sternly. “ I been waiting here 
for you since soon after dawn, and 
it’s nigh on to noon now.”

He seemed to have deliberately for
gotten that Ed had forbidden him to 
come here, and Ed was so happy to 
see him that he did not make an issue 
of it. Instead, he said, “Food! Is 
there any food in the house, Judge? 
I feel as hollow as a rifle barrel. I 
gotta eat before I can talk.”

" i  '"got- some coffee heating, and 
I ’ll have you a mess of bacon and 
eggs to start on before you can get 
yourself washed up and freshened,” 
replied the Judge, and began to skim 
around the kitchen like a bug on a 
hot stove.

He had not exaggerated, for by 
the time Ed had washed the dirt and 
dust of his journey off his hands and 
face, a great platter of bacon and 
eggs and a steaming cup of coffee 
were waiting for him.

The Judge had meanwhile opened 
some tins and was heating more food. 
“ Loo*ks like you been on a diet, the 
way you’re eating,” he commented.

“ Yeah, a forced one,” Ed agreed.
“ Something wrong?” asked the 

Judge anxiously. “ I didn’t hear any 
horse when you came up, and I notice 
that your gun’s missing.” He nodded 
toward Ed’s empty holster.

“Wrong is a poor word for it,” said 
Ed. “ It’s bad—-plumb bad. But be
fore I tell you about it, tell me how 
you got here—and why.”

The Judge sat down. “Look, Ed,” 
he said. “ You gotta promise me one 
thing. You gotta promise me you 
won’t drive me away. I couldn’t talk 
to you at the bar last night—the boys 
would have laughed at me—but, Ed, I 
made a resolution. I swore that if I 
could come out here with you, I’d lay 
o ff the liquor. I don’t want to be a 
loW-down guzzlin’ bum no more, Ed. I 
want to be a man again. I couldn’t 
never do it in Cerro, but here I can— 
I know I can.” There were almost 
tears in the old man’s eyes as he went 
on. “ You’ve been good to me, Ed. 
You’re the only one didn’t push me 
around and make jokes about me.

“You could help me, son. I’d be 
stronger if I was near you. And I 
can help you, too. You’ll need some
one around here to do the cooking 
and help you on the range. Please, 
Ed, you’ll let me stay on, won’t you?” 

“ Gosh, Judge, I didn’t know it 
meant so much to you,” Ed replied. 
“ But I don’t hold out much hope for 
your reform. When I first looked in 
the window, you had that bottle right 
in front of you and was looking at it 
like it was your Sunday gal.”

THE Judge hopped up, dashed 
across the room, brought the 

bottle back and set it in front of Ed.
“ Yeah,” he replied. “ I was looking 

at it, all right. But now you look at 
it. What do you see? Not a drop 
gone—not a single drop! Now what 
do you think of that?”

Ed whistled, and looked at the 
Judge with new respect. “You got 
more will power than I gave you 
credit for.”

“ Then I can stay?”
“Wel-1”—Ed hesitated—“ I guess I 

wouldn’t have to worry about you 
none if your will power held out, but 
there’s other reasons now why it 
wouldn’t be none too safe for you— 
or for me either, for that matter.”

“ I knew it—I knew it,” moaned the 
Judge miserably. “ Every time I get 
a chance to straighten out, something 
has to happen. It’s enough to drive a 
man to drink. What’s the matter this 
time?”

“ First tell me,” asked Ed, “how did 
you get here? Did you have to ride
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through a gap in the hills back yon
der?” He pointed to the way he had 
come himself.

“Ho.” The Judge shook his head. “ I 
came in through the west over a clear 
trail. It was easy to find. I asked an 
old Indian I met down in the valley 
below which was the Shooting Star, 
and he gave me Jhe directions. Wasn’t 
no trouble finding it at all. You must 
have stayed in the valley instead of 
taking the left fork, to have landed 
up behind those hills.”

“ I sure wish I had met that Indian 
and got off that trail before I ever 
hit that valley. Then I wouldn’t have 
the sheriff and his posse on my tail 
right now.”

“The sheriff?” The Judge jumped 
to attention. “What’d you do to run 
a foul of the law this time?”

“ Nothing, Judge, nothing at all. I 
just happened to stumble on a double 
murder a few minutes before the 
sheriff rode up, so they thought I 
had done it.”

“Being there don’t make you guil
ty,” protested the Judge.

“No, that’s what I told them,” said 
Ed. “ But those men were mad. You’d 
be, too, if you saw the nice old lady 
who was shot. And when they dis
covered I was Ed Brady from Cerro, 
that cinched it for them. They’re 
looking for me with a rope, Judge.” 

“That reputation of yours,” moaned 
the Judge. “That’s just what I was 
afraid of. They’ll pin everything on 
you, if they can. But tell me the 
whole story.”

TgOD TOLD him briefly of the 
.H i  events since their parting, of his 
capture and escape. When he had 
finished, the Judge sat in silence for 
a moment, then asked, “ Well, what. 
do you plan to do now?”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to 
figure out,” said Ed. “ I can’t just go 
on living here as though nothing' had 
happened, because sooner or later 
they’re going to find out Ed Brady, 
the man the’re looking for, is living 
at the Shooting Star, and the whole 
town will ride out to get me.”

“You’re right about that,” agreed 
the Judge.

“And I can’t just run off, because

I’ll have a murder rap hanging over 
me wherever I go. I don’t mind being 
accused of killing those thieving jas
pers back in Cerro, because there it 
was them or me, and I was shooting 
in self-defense. And if the lawman 
there happened to side in with them, 
he only got what was coming to him. 
But I ain’t go no intention of hiding 
out and being chased from pillar to 
post all over the Southwest on the 
belief that I would kill a helpless old 
lady. No, Judge, I can’t run away 
from that.”

“Well, if you can’t stay, and you 
can’t go, I don’t see what there is for 
you to do,” said the Judge, puzzled.

“ Seems only one thing left,” an
swered Ed slowly, weighing the 
words as he spoke. “ I got to give 
myself up and convince them that 
I ’m not guilty.”

“What!” the Judge exploded. “ Give 
yourself up? Ed Brady, you’re plumb 
crazy. They’d hang you up before 
you could convince them of any
thing.”

Ed shook his head stubbornly.
“Just the same,” he insisted, “ that’s 

the only thing left for me to do. It’ll 
be up to me to convince thenj^ JUsasg 
prove I was in Cerro when"ftie mur
ders were committed, if they’ll only 
give me time to prove it.”

“ I still say you’re as crazy as a 
steer that’s et loco weed. But the 
first thing you ought to do is turn in 
and get some sleep. You ain’t slept 
since day before yesterday, and 
there’ll be time to go riding in to the 
sheriff after you wake up.”

Ed looked at him thoughtfully. 
“ Guess you’re right about that,” lie 
agreed. “ I need some rest bad. If 
you’ll bring in my horse—he’s tied 
over in the trees there—-I’ll hit the 
hay for a few hours.”

The Judge agreed. He went for the 
horse, unsaddled him, and set him 
loose in the corral.. When he returned 
to the house, Brady was already 
sleeping heavily. The Judge took 
his precious bottle and, standing on 
a chair, pushed it far back on a high 
shelf, saying, “ Get thee behind me, 
Satan. There’s man’s work to do, and 
no time for temptation!”
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CHAPTER IV

B RADY’S exhaustion was much 
greater than he had thought, 
for he slept completely around 

the clock and did not waken until the 
morning of the next day.

The Judge had a hearty breakfast 
waiting.

While they ate, Ed said, “Yester
day seems like a nightmare. Did it 
really happen, or was it just a bad 
dream?”

“ If it was a dream, you had it be
fore you went to sleep,” answered 
the old man soberly. “But now that 
you’re rested, maybe you’ll see how 
foolish you’d be to go riding into 
town.”

“ No.” Ed shook his head. “ I don’t 
see that. It’s the only course that’s 
open.”

“Blast it,” said the Judge. “ I was 
afraid you would take that stand. I 
tell you it’s foolhardy, dangerous and 
rash, and the same thing as putting 
your neck in a noose. You could hide 
out for just a little while till the ex
citement blows over, and then try to 
clear yourself. They won’t be so 

-liable to -rush you to the nearest tree 
a mouth from now.”

“Hiding would be taken as a sign 
of guilt,” protested Ed. “ I’m going 
in now.”

“Well,” said the Judge, “ I knew it 
was a waste of time to talk to you, 
but I had to try to save your skin. 
And here”—he handed Ed his own 
gun—“better have this just in case 
you have to make them stand still 
while you’re explaining to them.” 

Ed grinned and took the gun. 
“ Cheer up, old-timer,” he smiled. 

“You’re as fussy as a lady whose 
daughter is going out sparking with 
a beau for the first time. Don’t 
worry; I’ll be able to take care of 
myself.” But he experienced renewed 
strength, just the same, as he fitted 
the Judge’s gun snugly into his own 
empty holster.

He left the Judge talking and mum
bling to himself, and quit the Shoot
ing Star by the western trail.

The path was narrow, but well de
fined. It picked its way between the

hilltops, and opened onto the broad 
valley.

Ed Brady rode carefully, for he had 
no desire to be captured before he 
reached the sheriff. He counted on 
obtaining a fair hearing by virtue of 
the fact that he was giving himself 
up. To enter the sheriff’s office with 
a gun poked into his back would ne
gate his journey and put him in the 
same position he had been in at the 
Morgan ranch. And he certainly had 
been in at the Morgan ranch. And he 
certainly had no desire to come to 
the point where he would have to 
shoot it out with someone trying to 
capture him, for that would only add 
another charge to the one he was 
trying to wipe out.

That is why, when he heard the 
pounding of a horse’s hoofs behind 
him, he pulled hastily off the path 
and into the trees.

But a rapid glance told him he had 
nothing to fear from this encounter, 
for what was approaching him at a 
mad pace was not a horseman, but a 
horse and buckboard, and it was 
driven by a girl.

“ She shore is hell bent for leather,” 
thought Ed. “ ’Tain’t safe on a trail 
like this. If one of them wheels hits 
one of them big boulders, the buck- 
board is agonna turn end up and 
smash itself and her to littre pieces.”

The buckboard was abreast of his 
position now, and his quick glance 
noted two things. First, that the girl 
seemed remarkably beautiful; second, 
that she was not urging the horse to 
its dangerous pace, but was instead 
doing everything in her power to pull 
it in. Apparently the animal had 
been severely frightened by some
thing and was completely out of con
trol.

Ed didn’t even stop to think. He 
pulled his paint around and gave 
chase to the buckboard.

VERTAKING it was a simple 
matter, for his horse was not 

encumbered by a heavy wagon as was 
the other. But he knew he could do 
no good behind the frightened ani
mal ; it was necessary for him to pull 
ahead or at least alongside it in order 
to head it off.
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Therein lay the difficulty, for the 
trail at that point was barely wide 
enough to give free passage for the 
buckboard.

A hundred feet ahead he saw that 
the trail widened by a few feet. He 
had just time enough to call out, 
“Hold him in tight, miss,” before the 
wider portion was reached.

He pulled the paint around to the 
side, and by the merest flick of his 
spurs made his desire known. The 
paint responded as though it had read 
his thoughts. It widened its stride 
and spurted with all its strength to 
pass the buckboard before the trail 
should narrow down again, for to be 
caught alongside that cumbersome, 
heavy vehicle would surely result in 
a serious spill for its rider and possi
bly great damage to the paint.

The spurt 'was successful, and he 
gained the horse’s head. Down the 
trail a way, he could see a narrowing 
in the path which would surely mean 
disaster. There was no time for him 
to get in front of the madly fleeing 
horse; he must bring it to a halt be
fore that narrow portion was reached.

He pulled his left foot across the 
saddle and stood precariously bal
anced on his right stirrup; then, after 
one quick glance to calculate the dis
tance, he leaped.

As his body hurtled through the 
air, he realized that the runaway 
horse had seen the leap and had be
come more frightened and veered to 
the right, pulling almost out of Ed’s 
reach—almost but not completely.

He had figured to land on the run
away’s back; while still in mid-air he 
realized that this would not be possi
ble. But he was able to reach the 
reins with one clawing hand, and as 
he went down to earth he got a good 
hold on them.

The reins pulled him along as he 
heaved and tugged at them. If he 
could pull the horse’s head back far 
enough, he knew it would stop its 
wild race with fear. He also knew 
that if he let the reins go, he would 
be crushed by those heavy wheels 
which were rumbling along just a 
few feet behind him.

The horse was struggling to go on, 
but Ed’s sheer weight, plus his ma

nipulation of the feins, was too much 
for the wild-eyed animal. Prancing 
and shivering, it came to a dead stop, 
barely fifty feet from the dangerous 
section of the trail.

THE girl had jumped down imme
diately and was helping Ed to his 

feet. He was dust laden and dirty 
from dragging on the ground, and 
there was a large rent in his flaming 
red shirt.

As he brushed himself off, the girl 
said, in a small, frightened voice: 

“ You—you m i g h t  have been 
killed!”

Ed laughed. “That would have been 
a good joke on some of the boys in 
Cochetopa. They’re figgering on 
quite a different kind of passing 
away ceremony.”

“ I don’t know what you mean, but 
I do know you risked your life to 
save me, and I’m very grateful to 
you.”

“ It wasn’t anything.” “W e better 
try to calm down your horse; he’s 
still trembling with fear.”

He went to the horse’s head and 
began patting and soothing him, 
meanwhile speaking friendly words 
in a soft voice. From his Ievi«i-p<fcket 
he took a few lumps of sugar which 
he habitually carried and coaxed the 
horse to munch them.

In a short while the tired, wild
eyed beast had gotten over his fright 
and was docilely awaiting further 
orders.

“He’ll be all right now,” said Ed. 
“ What happened to him?”

“He’s newly broke,” the girl re
plied. “This is the first time he’s 
been hitched to the wagon, so he was 
a little nervous. Then back on that 
bit of prairie section we passed 
through, he seemed to step into what 
looked like a gopher hole and pulled 
up on his haunches. And the gopher 
picked just that time to jump out of 
his hole and scurry between Jupiter’s 
feet. I guess the gopher was just as 
frightened as the horse, but that 
didn’t help any. Jupiter’s one idea 
was to get away from there fast, and 
nothing I could do would stop him. 
If you hadn’t happened along—” 

Ed’s discomfort increased as she
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started, on that subject again, and in 
embarrassment he cut into her words. 
“ Well, miss, I guess I better be get
ting on. I got a kind of date in 
Cochetopa.”

“That’s where I’m going, too,” she 
said, “would you like to ride with
me?”

“ Shore would,” he answered with 
alacrity. “Just wait a shake while I 
gather in my paint. He stepped off 
the trail onto the hill after I jumped.”

He walked a few steps up the hill
side, whistling a few bars with which 
the paint was familiar.

There was a clatter of hoofbeats 
as the horse answered his call, and in 
a moment it waas waiting for him, 
showing hardly any signs of its hard 
run.

“ This narrow trail runs right into 
the wide valley a little ahead,” the 
girl told him. “ W e’ll be able to ride 
side by side there, but I guess you’ll 
have to ride ahead through this part.”

Ed nodded his agreement and pre
ceded the buckboard until they 
reached the broad valley. Then he 
waited and continued alongside the 
smiling girl, who seemed to have 
•completely recovered from her ex
periences-^

“ I’ve never seen you in these parts. 
You new here?”

“ Yep,” said Ed. “Just got in yes
terday.”

“ Oh,” she replied. Then, hopefully, 
it seemed, “ Aiming to stay?”

“ Depends on the reception I get in 
Cochetopa. You live hereabouts?”

“ Just down the trail, about four 
miles from where we met. I ’m from 
the Diamond O.”

SHE looked at him as though she 
expected this information to 

affect him in some manner; when it 
did not, she went on. “My name is 
Susan Wells.” Then she looked at 
him expectantly again.

“ Thank you, ma’am. My name is 
Ed Brady and I ’m the new owner of 
the Shooting Star. Looks like we’re 
gonna be neighbors.”

“ I’m glad of that,” she answered 
with a friendly smile, “but doesn’t— 
doesn’t my name mean anything to 
you?”

“Why, no, ma’am, exceptin’ that it 
sounds awful pretty.” Ed felt himself 
blushing as he said it. “Live with 
your folks at the Diamond O?”

The smile left her face, and she 
shook her curly head slowly.

“No,” she answered. “ I have no 
folks. My dad died a while back, and 
I’m running the ranch.”

“ I’m sorry,” said Ed. “ I shore seem 
to be saying the wrong things. You 
better talk for a while.”

“That’s all right,” she assured him. 
Then, after a slight pause, “ I’m glad 
we met before you heard about me. It 
gives us a chance to be friendly for a 
little while, anyway.”

“Why, ma’am—” he began. 
“Everybody calls me Susan,” she 

interrupted.
“All right, Susan. But I can’t im

agine anything anyone could say that 
would make me feel less friendly. 
You talk like you was a notorious 
owl-hooter or something.”

She made no reply.
“Would it be asking too much for 

you to tell me what lies I’m going to 
hear about you?”

She gave him a dazzling smile. 
“Thanks, Ed, for putting it that way. 
But you’ll hear soon enough. Then 
you can make up your mind if the 
stories are lies.”

“ It strikes me, ma’am—uh, Susan, I 
mean—that we two are in something 
of the same boat. There’s some mighty 
big whoppers making the rounds 
about me, too That’s what I ’m riding 
to Cochetopa for. I ’m aiming to put 
a stop to them. And if I do, then I ’ll 
be back at the Shooting Star and be 
one of your best neighbors.”

“And if you don’t?” There was a 
hint of anxiety in her tone.

He shrugged. “ Then I don’t imaging 
I’ll go anywhere much.”

Her forehead wrinkled in thought 
for a moment; then she broke out, “ I 
remember! Ed Brady is the Cerro 
gunny who killed the Morgans! Well, 
I don’t believe it. No one who saw 
you could believe you would kill a 
helpless old lady.”

“ I hope the sheriff’ll feel that way,” 
said Brady. “ He didn’t yesterday. He 
was sure I was the killer.”

“ But half the town is out in posses
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looking for you,” she said in alarm. 
“They’re combing the hills with a 
fine-tooth comb. And they’ve got or
ders to shoot to kill.”

He sighed. “That’s what I was 
afraid of.”

“Well, don’t you worry.” She had 
changed from a frightened girl to a 
protective woman. “You just ride in 
alongside of me and no one will even 
give you a second glance. I’ll drive 
right by the sheriff’s office, and I 
bet we get there without being 
stopped once.”

“ It’s awful nice of you to say that, 
ma’am, but I don’t see no call for you 
to take my troubles on your 
shoulders. From what you say, you 
got plenty of troubles of your own, 
without adding to them.”

“ But it’s no trouble to me,” she 
insisted. “ Not that I wouldn’t want to 
do it even if it were, but it just hap
pens that it’s not. All we do is keep 
riding together, just the way we are. 
It’s only a little way more to town, 
and chances are we won’t meet a soul. 
But if we do, they’ll think you’re 
one of my ranch hands riding into 
town with me to help pick up sup
plies, Oh—oh—” The last ejaculation 

■was wrung from her by the sight of 
a horseman waiting for her down the 
trail.

“ That’s A1 Ruffer,” she hastily con
fided to Ed Brady. “Just sit quiet if 
he stops us. He’ll be more interested
in me than in you.”

M  S they drew up alongside the 
JT‘.\ horseman, he he’ d out his hand 
and stopped Susan’s horse. Ed noted 
that he was. big and raw-boned, with 
plenty of power in his muscles. “ Good 
rough and tumble fighter,” he 
tli ought.

“ Hello, Sue,” Ruffer called to the 
girl. “ Where you been keepin’ your
self?”

Ed had stopped his horse and stood 
waiting a bit away, as a respectful 
ranch hand might while his boss was 
conducting some personal business. 
But he heard the voice and words 
plainly and he did not like the tone. 
“ Too possessive,” he thought. “ Like 
he owns her, or intends to.”

He didn’t stop to ask himself why

he should resent the fact that this 
girl, whom he had met for the first 
time less than half an hour before, 
might have an attachment for some 
other man. All he knew was that he 
did resent it, and strongly. “Not a 
swaggering bully like Ruffer, any
way,” he thought.

“You used to call me when you was 
coming into town, Sue,” A1 was say
ing. “How come you don’t do that 
no more?”

“ Maybe it’s because I didn’t like 
the way you acted when I did call 
you, Al,” she replied.

“Lovers’ quarrel,” muttered Ed to 
himself, and felt hopelessly miserable 
all of a sudden.

Ruffer’s tone changed from one of 
possessive affability to annoyance.

“There’s plenty of gals hereabouts 
wouldn’t feel that way. You can’t af
ford to be so gosh blamed picky, Sue 
—not the way things are now.”

Ed could see her face flaming with 
anger. Hot words seemed ready to 
burst from her lips. Then the color 
drained from her cheeks, leaving her 
pale and frightened-looking again.

“ Please, Al,” she said, and her 
voice was tired and had a beaten  ̂
sound, “ I ’ve got to get inte-^own 
now.”

But Ruffer was loath to let up. 
“Maybe the reason you ain’t called 
on me lately is because you got a new 
ranny to ride with you.” And he 
threw a hate-filled glance at Ed 
Brady.

“That has nothing to do with it, 
Al,” insisted Susan hastily. “This is 
the first time he’s riding with me.”

“ Weil, let it be the last,” snapped 
Ruffer, as though giving orders to a 
subordinate. “ You!” he shouted to 
Brady. And when Ed turned around 
to face him, he ordered, “You’re not 
to ride with Miss Wells any more! 
Understand?”

More than anything else at that 
moment, Ed wanted to sink his solid 
fist into the big man’s midriff and 
hear him grunt.

At the same time he remembered 
his mission. His one important task 
was to reach the sheriff’s office. A 
fight now might ruin everything. It 
would draw a crowd from the town,
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and, once recognized, his chance for 
giving himself up peacefully would 
go by the boards.

He made his answer to Ruffer 
sound as meek as he could. “Yessir,” 
he said. “ I understand.”

Ruffer was not the sort of man 
who knew enough to let a good thing 
alone. He pulled his horse alongside 
Brady’s and stuck a huge hand under 
Ed’s face. “And if you ever forget it, 
you’ll meet up with this,” he said, 
waving the fist menacingly.

Ed tightened his jaw and held his 
words in by the sheer physical ef
fort o f refusing to let them pass 
through his tight, set lips. “ I’ll re
member what you said,” he grated.

Ruffer, satisfied with his outward 
subservience, rode back to Susan and 
addressed her. “ I ’m sorry you have 
to leave, but I’ll be seeing you out 
at your ranch real soon.” And with 
a wave of his hat, he dashed off.

SUSAN clucked to her horse and 
continued toward town. Brady 

rode alongside her. Both were silent. 
Finally Ed could contain himself no 
longer. He burst out with: “That
Ruffer—is he—” But he could not 
say the words.

what, Ed?”
“ Is he—I mean, do you—are you— 

oh, gosh, I don’t know how to say it !” 
“Are you trying to ask whether Al 

Ruffer means anything to me?” she 
helped him out.

“ Yes,” he nodded miserably. “ I 
know it’s none of my business, but 
that’s what I wanted to find out.” 

“ Well, it really is none of your 
business, but there’s no secret about 
it.”

His heart seemed to drop two feet 
farther down.

“Everybody else knows, so there’s 
no reason why you shouldn’t. Al Ruf
fer means nothing to me, nothing at 
all!”

He wanted to shout for joy, but re
strained himself.

“ But the way he spoke,” he said, 
“ it sounded as if—•”

“ Yes, I know,” she replied. “Al has 
been talking that way for a long 
time. He’s determined to marry me, 
regardless of how I feel about it. I

could handle that part of it, but un
fortunately I owe him a sort of debt, 
so I can’t just send him packing.” 

“ I’m at your service, Susan, if 
there’s anything I can do to help 
you. I know maybe I didn’t sound 
very brave letting Ruffer speak to 
me like that, but I promise—”

“ Ed Brady, you must think women 
are as foolish as you men. Did you 
think I couldn’t see what you were 
thinking while he was bullying you? 
Sitting tight the way you did was 
probably one of the bravest acts of 
your life. It took will power; it took 
courage. To have spoiled your larger 
plan by fighting with him then would 
have been foolish and childish, but 
that’s what ninety-nine out of a hun
dred men would have done, just the 
same. By refusing to allow yourself 
to be provoked, you showed yourself 
to be one man in a hundred, Ed 
Brady, and I’m proud of you.”

“Gosh,” he stuttered. “You shore 
got an observing eye and a clear 
brain.”

“ Thanks,” she answered, “but I ’d 
like it better if you said I had pretty 
eyes instead of observing ones.” 

“Oh,” Ed faltered. “ Did I say the 
wrong thing again? I didn’t mean 
your eyes wasn’t nice. As a matter of 
fact, they’re about the most beautiful 
eyes I ever did see, but—” His face 
and neck were red again. “Please, 
Miss Susan, I feel as if I ’m making a 
fool out of myself, but you’ll have to 
excuse me, because I ain’t spent much 
time in the company of girls like you 
and I ain’t got any experience in how 
to talk to them.”

“ Well, for a novice, you’re doing 
all right.” And she laughed, showing 
two rows of pearly, even white teeth. 
“ In less than half an hour you’ve com
plimented me on my name, my eyes, 
my observation and my brain.”

“ I wasn’t meaning to be forward.” 
“ Of course you weren’t. And that’s 

why I feel very flattered and liked 
to hear you say those things. And I 
like you, too, Ed Brady. I hope you 
can settle your trouble with the 
sheriff. And from what I’ve seen of 
you, I’m sure you will.”

He seemed to be riding on a cloud 
instead of on his old reliable paint.
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“ There,” she said, pointing, “ is the 
sheriff’s office, and it looks as if 
you’re lucky. No one in there but 
Sheriff Toler himself, so you’ll have 
time to talk to him. Good-bye, neigh
bor, and good luck.” And with a flick 
of her reins she was off, leaving him 
to stare after her in a happy daze.

CHAPTER V

SO ENTRANCED had Ed been 
with the girl, he barely noticed 
that they had entered the town. 

Cochetopa was the county seat of 
Cochetopa County and the largest 
town in the hills that bore the same 
name. It looked like countless other 
towns in the Southwest, with its one 
main street, its mountainous back
ground and low frame and adobe 
buildings.

Only the bank was three stories 
high and made of brick. Two stories 
was the limit of height for all other 
structures. Three or four dusty side 
streets ran off the main street, going 
nowhere in particular.

Cochetopa had gone through its 
lawless days when the man with the 
best draw was the accepted master of 
the town until a better shot came 
along.

That period had ended with the 
coming of Sheriff Toler who, with 
the upright citizens behind him, had 
driven out gun rule and put in law 
and order.

The town seemed exceptionally 
quiet. “ My luck,” thought Ed. 
“ They’re all out hunting for me—• 
that’s why I can walk in here without 
running into any of them.”

He had decided on how to ap
proach the sheriff. He would walk in 
and present his gun to show that his 
intentions w e r e  peaceful. Toler 
couldn’t refuse to let him have his 
say then.

He was lifting his gun from his 
holster, and it had already cleared 
leather, when Toler looked up and 
saw him in the doorway. The 
sheriff’s face went taut, and his 
hands went up over his head. There 
was a bitter look in his eyes.

“ I should have known better than 
to leave the door open with a cold

blooded killer like you about, Brady. 
Well, go ahead and shoot; I deserve 
whatever I get for being so plumb 
careless.”

Ed threw back his head and 
laughed. “ I ain’t meaning to shoot no 
one, Sheriff,” he said.

“ No? You got yore gun out to use 
it for a toothpick, I suppose!” He 
kept his hands up.

“ Put your hands down, man,” said 
Ed. “The reason my gun is out is be
cause I was agonna give it to you to 
show my peaceful intentions.”

The sheriff dropped his hands 
slowly. “You mean you didn’t come 
to kill? Then what do you want?”

“ I want a chance to talk to you. I 
didn’t kill the Morgans, and I want 
you to give me a chance to prove it.”

“ You mean you want me to side 
with you—to take your part?”

“ No, no, nothing like that. An in
nocent man don’t need to try to cor
rupt the law. I just want a chance to 
prove my innocence. What do you 
say?”

“Just what is it you want me to 
do?” the sheriff asked.

Not a thing but listen-to my story. 
Then check up on it. If it’s true, it’ll 
prove I’m innocent. I f it wasn’t, I ’d 
be an awful fool to come riding in 
like this.”

“ It sounds sensible to me,” said 
Toler. “ I’m never afraid to admit if 
I make a mistake. So pull up a chair 
and start talking. But first, point that 
gun somewhere else.”

“ Oh, the gun.” Ed laughed. “ I ’d 
forgot all about it. Here, you take it. 
I f I can convince you of my story, 
you give it back, together. with the 
one you took from me yesterday. 
Okay?”

“ Okay by me,” agreed Toler, as he 
swept the Colt into a drawer o f his 
desk. “ Now let’s have your story. 
What are you doing in this country 
when your normal hangout is Cerro? 
You gotta admit when a killing 
comes off, and a strange gunny with 
a rep like yours who ain’t got no 
business in the territory is found on 
the premises, it looks mighty sus
picious.”

“ Shore it does,” agreed Ed, who 
had built himself a cigarette and was



puffing at it thoughtfully. “ That’s 
why I didn’t blame your boys. They 
are a good bunch, and they had 
plenty of cause to be mad. I was 
plenty burned up about it myself.

“The only things they and you 
didn’t know is that my reputation is 
a phony one for one thing, and I did 
have business in their neighborhood 
for another.

“About my business—this will ex
plain that.” He threw a bill of sale 
across the desk.

TOLER picked it up and read it.
It was all ship-shape and legal 

and had been notarized in Cerro and 
a big red seal pasted on.

“ So you’re the new owner of the 
Shooting Star,” said Toler. “ Well, 
that does make a little difference, 
but not very much. It explains why 
you were here, but it doesn’t prove 
you didn’t do it.”

“ I’ll come to that,” Ed went on 
smoothly, returning the bill of sale 
to his pocket. “ But first I want to 
tell you about that reputation. The 
reason I left Cerro and tried to locate 
here was to get away from that rep. 
Ihn not a shooting lobo—that is, un- 
1 ess "TPS' farced to be.

“ Yeah, there was shooting in Cerro, 
all right, but I never drew a gun on 
a man unless he drew first.”

The sheriff raised his eyebrows a 
little quizzically. “ There’s nine 
notches on the gun I took from you 
yesterday,” he reminded Ed. “That’s 
a heap of men to kill if each one got 
first crack at the draw. You must 
have been awful lucky!”

“They were more like buzzards 
than men, and luck had nothing to do 
with it. I was just a mite faster than 
they were, and that mite told the 
story.”

“ But," the sheriff began, “you 
want me to believe—”

“ No,” Ed cut in. “ I don’t want you 
to believe anything. I just want you 
to check on what I say. That’ll be 
easy enough for you. You can get 
to Cerro an debacle in two days with
out even sweating your horse, so you 
shouldn’t have any trouble.”

“ But even if your story is true, that
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doesn’t give you an out on the Mor
gan killing,” the sheriff persisted.

“No, but it makes the people less 
sure that I’m the killer. But I got 
an out on the killing, too, like I told 
you yesterday. What time did you 
figger the Morgans were shot?” 

“Well,” Toler replied, “ little Pan- 
cho, a Mexican younker, was roaming 
around in the hills near the house 
when he heard guns popping. He 
figured it was about an hour after 
sundown, which would bring it to 
around nine o’clock. And the things 
you pointed out—the blood, and the 
earth in the pot—point to about the 
same time. And when Doc looked at 
the bodies he agreed on that hour.” 

“ Okay,” said Ed. “ Now what would 
you say if you found at least a dozen 
men who could tell you that at nine 
o’clock that night I was celebrating 
my leaving with the boys at a bar in 
Cerro, more than fifty miles away 
from the Morgan ranch!”

“ If that can be proved, Fd be the 
first to say you’re not guilty.” 

“There’s my case. Sheriff,” said Ed. 
“And it won’t be hard to prove, be
cause it wasn’t till almost eleven 
o’clock that three gunslicks tried to 
bust up the party. So everybody who 
was there will remember. It was after 
that that I left and rode here.”

Toler was plainly puzzled. “ I must 
admit, Brady, that your story sounds 
convincing, and the fact that you 
came in voluntarily is even more so. 
But still, I ain’t got nothing but your 
word to go on, until I can check up 
on your story. Suppose you stay here 
in our jail until I send a man to 
Cerro—”

“You mean you want to arrest me 
for the Morgan murders anyway?” 
asked Ed.

“No, I wouldn’t call it that. Pro
tective custody would be a better 
name for it. You know how the boys 
are—hot-headed. Wouldn’t do no 
good for one of them to take a shot 
at you before we clear you, would 
it? And it wouldn’t be for more than 
two days at the outside, like you said 
yourself.”

“Well-11”—Ed was hesitant — “ I 
ain’t never been in cold storage be
fore, but if it’s only until a rider can
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get to Cerro and back, I guess it’ll 
be all right.”

“Fine,” approved Toler, slapping 
his desk heartily. “And I don’t mind 
saying, son, that your willingness to 
cooperate this way makes me pretty 
sure you’re telling the truth. It would 
take more foolishness than I give you 
credit for, for a man to lie or bluff 
his way into jail. Come on; I ’ll show 
you to your cell, and send a man off 
to Cerro pronto.”

THEY stood up, and the sheriff 
was leading the way to the back 

part of his office, which had two 
cells and served as a jail, when the 
front door opened and & group of 
dusty, weary looking men entered.

“ No luck, Sheriff,” called the lead
er of the group, who was one of the 
men in the posse which had captured 
Ed the day before. “ We combed the 
whole north range and there wasn’t a 
sign of him.”

Then, as he recognized Brady, his 
jaw dropped and his eyes popped, 
and he stood staring for one breath
less second.

Then he let out a great shout. “ You 
got him!” He turned to his men. 
“Toler’s got Brady. Go round up 
the boys and tell them we got the 
killer!”

His men dashed for the door wild
ly, and in a second were scattering in 
all directions, shouting, “We got the 
killer at the jail house.”

Walt Toler shook his head sadly. 
“You hadn’t ought to’ve done that, 

Syd,” he said.
“W e’re going to have him, Walt, 

and the devil himself won’t be able 
to stop us,” his young deputy
averred.

Toler walked deliberately to the 
front door, turned the key in the 
lock, and then removed it from the 
door and put it in his pocket.

“That won’t help none,” said Syd. 
“They’ll bust the door in, and you 
know it.”

The sheriff remained calm. He 
went to his drawer and took out two 
guns—Ed’s own, and the one he had 
just given up. He walked over to 
Ed and put them in his hands. 

“Here, Brady,” he said. “ But I’m

asking you not to use them unless 
you have to.”

Young Syd Bean watched these 
proceedings with wide eyes.

“You’re arming a killer!” he said 
in a tone of amazement.

“Look, Syd,” said Toler in a weary 
but patient tone. “You got to under
stand this. If I was plumb shore 
Brady was the Morgan killer, even if 
I had seen him do it with my own 
eyes, I wouldn’t give him up to a 
mob. Every man has got a right to 
a fair trial. That’s what our law says. 
And if I let you and the boys break 
that law, then you’d be just as much 
killers as he is, and, by grab, I ’d see 
every one of you swing.

“The law ain’t something that you 
can obey when you feel like it and 
break whenever you get in the mood 
to. The law says that a man must be 
given a fair chance to prove his in
nocence, and while I represent the 
law in these parts I aim to see that 
every man gets that chance. Do you 
get my point, Syd?”

“Yeah,” said Ssyd defiantly. “ I 
understand it, but that don’t mean I 
agree with it. This lobo didn’t give 
the Morgans a chance; why should>- 
we give him any?” __

“That’s where the value of the law 
comes in, Syd,” said the older man 
gently. “Because personally I don’t 
believe Brady had anything to do 
with the Morgan killing. How do 
you imagine you and the boys would 
feel if we got proof in a day or so 
that Brady was more than fifty miles 
from here when the killing took 
place?”

This was a situation young Syd 
Bean was unprepared for.

“You mean you really think he’s 
innocent?”

“ I do,” said Toler, shaking his head 
soberly. “And I was just about to 
check on his story when you sent the 
boys out to rouse a mob.”

“Aw, you’re just saying that to 
save his neck. You’d say anything to 
prevent a hanging.”

“You know me better than that, 
Syd.” Toler was still calm and cool. 
“Have you ever known me to lie to 
you? Have you ever known me to 
side with a killer? Do you think I’d
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have given him his guns back if I 
wasn’t pretty sure he wouldn’t plug 
us both in the back?”

“N-no,” Syd faltered. “But gosh, 
this puts us in an awful hole. The 
mob’s collecting outside now. I can 
hear them pounding at the front 
door. What are we going to do?”

“ I ’m going to stay here with Brady, 
while you go out and try to quiet 
them down. I know it’s pretty hard 
to talk sense to a crowd when they’ve 
got lynching on the brain, but that’s 
w’hat you’ll have to do. If you can 
get a couple of the boys on your side 
right at the start, you may be able to 
influence the crowd, especially if you 
start right now, before it gets too big. 
What do you say? Willing to try?”

“ I don’t see any other way,” an
swered Syd. “ Come on; open the 
door for me and let me out.”

n|POLER took the key from his 
M. pocket and opened the door just 

wide enough to let Syd Bean slide 
through, then hastily closed and 
locked it again.

“Whew,” said Ed Brady, wiping 
his head with his handkerchief. “ I 
thought, for a minute, back in the be
ginning there, that he was going to 
throw his gun on both of us.”

He walked over and took Toler by 
the hand. “ I want you to know. 
Sheriff, no matter what happens, I 
think you’re one square hombre. And 
I won’t forget it.”

“ ’Tain’t nothing personal about it, 
Brady,” denied the sheriff. “ I ’m just 
doing my duty under the law, and 
when the day comes that I can’t do 
that duty, I’ll be taking money under 
false pretenses. I’d rather turn in my 
star first.”

“Yeah,” agreed Brady. “But just 
the same, it would make it lots easier 
and safer for you to turn me over. 
That’s what Syd Bean would do if he 
was sheriff.”

“No, I don’t think he would, Brady. 
Syd’s really a good sound boy once 
he gets over his hotheadedness. And 
as for taking the safe and easy way, 
them as is looking for that path 
should never run for sheriff, ’cause 
there ain’t nothing safe or easy in 
that job nohow.”

The sound of the crowd had be
come louder, and Toler suggested, 
“ Let's get near the windows and see 
how Syd is making out. Maybe he’ll 
be able to convince them to go 
home.” But the look in his eyes plain
ly said that this was a hope he did 
not have much confidence in.

Through the open window they 
could hear Syd Bean haranguing the 
mob.

“ But I tell you, we got to give him 
a chance to prove it,” he was shout
ing.

A deep voice from the crowd 
answered, “ So you’re backing the 
killer against us, hey, Syd?”

“ But we want to make sure that he 
is the killer,” Syd answered.

And again the deep voice carried 
over the others of the crowd, this 
time saying, “W e’re sure, and when 
we get our hands on him we’ll make 
him admit it before we swing him.”

“ Now listen, fellers,” Syd started 
again, arid went into a long, convinc
ing argument about the law and 
about hanging a man who might be 
proved innocent; but each time he 
stopped for breath the man with the 
deep, sonorous voice would put in his 
say, spoiling the whole effect of 
Syd’s argument.

“That hyena with the deep voice,” 
Toler explained to Ed Brady, “ is 
Lew Kelton. Got a lot of influence 
around here. Big ranch owner. He 
seems set on a lynching. If the feel
ing gets any worse, I’m agonna have 
to take steps.”

The feeling did get worse. Slowly 
it mounted under Kelton’s urging 
and heckling, and, despite Syd’s 
pleading and arguments, until finally 
the boy was swept o ff the steps of 
the office and the leaders of the mob 
began pounding on the door in 
earnest.

A moment later several rocks came 
crashing through the window.

Sheriff Toler shook his head. 
“They’re getting out of hand. I’ll 
have to stop them now or there won’t 
be no stopping them. I’m going out. 
Lock the door after me.”

He went to the door with a gun in 
each hand and swung it open. The 
crowd began a rush to press their 
way forward, but found those two
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forty-fives pressed into the leaders’ 
bellies.

“ Step back a mite, boys,” said old 
Walt coolly. “ I want to talk to you.” 
And he suited the action to the word 
by pressing forward, guns held firm.

The crowd gave way slightly be
fore him; just enough for Ed to 
swing the door closed and lock it.

HIpOLER looked over the heads of 
J1- the crowd until he spotted Kel- 
ton, who was standing fairly well 
back.

He held up his hand for silence; 
and when the mob had quieted down 
a little, he pointed to Kelton. “ You,” 
he called out, and his voice carried to 
every shouting man, though it was 
calm and without excitement. “You, 
Lew Kelton!”

The crowd turned to look at Kel
ton to see why he was being singled 
out, and grew almost completely 
quiet. It was a good psychological 
trick for gaining their attention.

“ What do you want, Sheriff?” 
asked Kelton, his deep voice clear.

“You want to lynch my prisoner. Is 
that right?” Toler asked.

“ Well,” Kelton drawled, “ I ain’t 
partial to the word lynch. I like 
hanging better. And that seems to be 
the feeling of the crowd, ain’t it, 
boys?”

The mob let out a roar of approval.
“ Why, Kelton?” And the sheriff’s 

voice, though still soft, had a sharp
ness that easily cut through the 
shouting. The question exploded like 
a gunshot.

“W hy?” Kelton seemed puzzled. “ I 
don’t know what you mean.”

“ Why do you want to lynch Ed 
Brady, Kelton?” The words lashed 
out like a whip, and Kelton began to 
show signs of feeling uncomfortable.

“ Why pick on me?” he asked. 
“The whole crowd wants to lynch— 
hang him because he murdered old 
Mr and Mrs Morgan in cold blood.”

The mention o f the murder of 
the old couple seemed to flame the 
anger of the crowd anew.

The sheriff let them shout for a 
few minutes to get the anger out of 
their systems; then he said slowly 
but sharply, cutting each word clear

so that it could sink in, “ I do not 
think Ed Brady killed the Morgans. 
I have reason to believe that he was 
in Cerro at the time of the killing. I 
shall know for sure within a.day or 
two. Meanwhile I ask you to leave 
here quietly.”

There was silence for a few sec
onds, then a low hum of voices as the 
men discussed Toler’s request with 
one another.

Over the buzz Toler could hear 
Kelton’s voice, which boomed even 
when he whispered.

“He’s stalling to gain time,” Kelton 
was saying. “ If we leave now, he’ll 
take Brady to some hideaway to keep 
us from getting him. Toler knows 
just as well as we do that that lobo 
is as guilty as hell. He wasn’t no 
more in Cerro at the killing time than 
I was.”

Walt Toler’s heart sank. If enough 
men sided with Kelton, they would 
rush the office, and that would mean 
useless bloodshed, for the sheriff was 
resolved not to give up his prisoner 
without a fight.

More and more men seemed to be 
swaying toward Kelton’s point of 
view, when a lone horseman clattered 
down the street and pulled up in the 
midst of the crowd.

He had a clean-shaven face with 
sideburns, such as lawyers and judges 
affected, and wore a black alpaca suit, 
freshly pressed, and a newly laun
dered white shirt with a little black 
shoestring bow tie. A broad black hat 
topped o ff the outfit.

He was short and fat, but he had 
an air of dignity about him which 
commanded respect.

“ Pardon me, boys,” the stranger 
called in a well modulated and im
pressive voice. “ But would you mind 
directing me to your sheriff? I ’m a 
visitor from Cerro, and I should like 
to pay my respects to him.”

“ Cerro?” “You from Cerro?” the 
calls rang out. “ Now we can check 
on Brady.” “ Hey, Sheriff, this hom- 
bre’s from Cerro.”

The Judge, for this strange vision 
of cleanliness and dignity was in
deed he, made his way toward Toler, 
the crowd pressing at his heels.

“ Howdy, Sheriff.” He extended his
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hand affably. “ I am the Judge from 
Cerro and I have come to pay my 
respects.”

To himself he was saying, “That’s 
no lie. Everybody knows me as the 
Judge. Can I help it if these boys be
lieve I actually am a judge instead of 
only having it as a nickname?”

TOLER grasped his hand warmly 
and said, “ Come inside, Judge. I 

want to talk to you,” and began to 
turn to the door.

But the crowd shouted in protest. 
“Ask him now. We want to hear what 
he says.”

Toler shook his head in resigna
tion.

“All right,” he agreed. “ I guess 
you’re entitled to know.”

“Just what is the problem?” asked 
the Judge in his finest judicial man
ner.

“It’s about the whereabouts of a 
certain party at a certain time,” an
swered Toler. “ Would you mind an
swering a few questions, publicly?” 

“ I shall be happy to render any 
assistance at my command,” said the 
Judge with a flowery gesture.

“All right,” said the sheriff. “Now 
first, when did you leave Cerro?” 

“ Early yesterday morning.”
“ Then you were there night before 

last?”
“ I was.”

'' “ Good. Now, do you know a gunny 
named Ed Brady?”

“ Gunny?” The Judge’s eyebrows 
went up. “ I know a very estimable 
young man by that name, but I 
would not designate him as a gunny. 
True, he has been forced to make use 
of firearms at times, but always on 
the side of justice and righteous
ness.”

“Stow the gab,” cried the crowd. 
“ Get to the point.”

“Now tell us this,” Toler asked. 
“Was Brady in Cerro night before 
last at nine o’clock?”

“He was indeed,” said the Judge 
flatly. “ I remember it clearly be
cause I had some—uh—private busi
ness that took me to the bar, and 
Brady and his friends were there 
throwing a party in honor of his 
leavetaking. He left shortly after

eleven to head for your delightful 
valley.”

Toler heaved a sigh of relief, and 
the crowd began to fidget uneasily.

“ One more thing. Brady told me 
something else I want to check on, 
just to see if his story is true all the 
way. He said something happened 
while he was celebrating at the bar. 
Do you remember anything special?”

“ Indeed I do,” replied the Judge. 
“ Three masked gunslicks came in and 
tried to take Brady, but with my 
help they were foiled in the attempt.”

“ It checks, boys,” called Walt to 
the crowd. “ Every bit of it checks. 
Now get on home and we’ll forget 
all about your nonsense.”

And ignoring the remains of the 
once dangerous mob, Toler turned to 
the door.

“ I would like to see my young 
friend, if you could direct me to 
him,” said the Judge.

“He’s right in here,” replied the 
sheriff, knocking on the door and 
calling for Ed to open up. “And your 
coming along when you did saved 
him from a mighty dangerous situa
tion.”

“ My, my,” said the Judge in mock 
surprise. “ How fortunate I just 
happened by.”

The door swung open and Toler 
entered.

“Got a friend of yours here to see 
you, Brady,” he said as the Judge 
followed him in.

A look of incredulity spread over 
Ed’s face as he saw the Judge’s get- 
up.

“ Judge,” he gasped. “Judge!”
“Yes, my young friend, it’s the 

Judge. Had you not better pull in 
your eyes? They bid fair to pop out 
of your head.”

“But the clothes—the hat—the 
shave!” Ed gasped. “ You look so 
different. Why, I ain’t never seen 
you with a shave or a clean shirt in 
all the time I ’ve know you!”

Toler asked suspiciously, “You 
mean he ain’t what he says?”

“Allow me to explain. I am 
known as the Judge, but I have not 
practiced at that profession for many 
years. I have only recently reclaimed 
myself from among those souls who
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think more of their thirst than of 
their honor. But every word I told 
you out there was the truth, judge or 
no judge.”

Toler was scratching his head and 
grinning. “ I believe it was. And 
just to show you how much I believe 
it, Brady, I ’m letting you go, pro
viding I can find you at the Shooting 
Star if I want you. And I’ll double 
check on your story by sending Syd 
Bean to question the boys over at 
Cerro.”

“ Thanks, Sheriff.” Ed gripped his 
hand. “ I won’t forget this. And you 
can count on me to help find the real 
killers of the Morgans.”

“Looks like I ’ll be needing help, 
all right,” said Toler, leading them to 
the door.

CHAPTER VI

THOUGH the mob had dispersed 
when they left the sheriff’s of
fice, there were still a good 

many men hanging about in the street.
Among them was the man known 

as Lew Kelton. Kelton seemed to 
have been waiting for them, for when 
Ed and the Judge came out, be left 
the group he was talking with and 
sidled over to them.

He ws large and broad and would 
have been a handsome man if it had 
not been for his two incisor teeth, 
which protruded from his mouth and 
had earned for him the name of Fang 
Tooth from his intimates.

He approached with hand extended, 
saying, “ Howdy, strangers; welcome 
to Cochetopa.”

Ed Brady had no trouble recogniz
ing the booming voice which had 
urged the crowd into a lynching 
hysteria. Yet now the man was all 
smiles and friendliness.

“ Different breed from Ruffer,” 
thought Ed. “And more dangerous, 
because he’s smart enough to mask 
his real feelings.”

He took the proffered hand, and 
had his own wrung with what he 
thought was unnecessary vigor. 
“ Wants to impress me with his 
strength,” he thought, and squeezed 
the paw in his hand while he pumped 
it up and down, until Kelton hastily 
withdrew it.

“Thanks for the welcome,” said 
Ed. “But you didn’t seem to feel that 
way half an hour ago.”

Kelton waved the remark aside air
ily. “ Think nothing of that, man,” he 
boomed. “ Half an hour ago everyone 
in town was convinced that you were 
a dangerous killer. Naturally you re
ceived a cool reception.”

“And now?” asked Ed.
“ Well, now most people think may

be they made a mistake,” Kelton 
answered.

“ Maybe?”
“ Sure.” And Kelton’s voice was 

booming so that everyone on the 
street heard him. “ Of course, some 
of them are sure it was all a mistake, 
but some still feel a little suspicious. 
Remember, they know about your 
reputation in Cerro, and after all, you 
was discovered on the Morgan ranch 
right after the killing. Naturally, 
there’s folks who still ain’t sure what 
to think.”

“He’s trying to plant suspicion in 
the minds of all these people,” Ed 
thought, and he felt a glow of anger 
rising in him against this loud-voiced 
man. But Kelton was talking on.

“As for me, I always say give a 
man a chance to prove himself before 
you judge him. And by the way, my 
name is Lew Kelton. I. own a lot of 
ranch land hereabouts. The Bar K, 
which lies alongside of your Shoot
ing Star on the east, is one of mine. 
So we’re really to be neighbors.”

Ed grunted a noncommittal reply. 
He wanted to get away from Kelton, 
for there was something about the 
veiled hypocrisy of the big man that 
told him that too much time in his 
company would bring about a show
down.

“Well,” he said, “ it’s nice to know 
you. and I hope that next time I see 
you, you won’t be hollering for my 
neck. I have to be getting on. Gotta 
stock up on supplies for the Star.” 

“Before you do that, I’d like to talk 
to you about your ranch,” Kelton said. 
“ If it ain’t too personal a question, 
what did you pay for it?”

“ It’s no secret,” Brady replied, “so 
I don’t see why I shouldn’t tell you, 
even if it ain’t exactly your business. 
I paid three thousand in cash and an
other ten in notes.”
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Kelton shook his head. “ In a man
ner of speaking it is my business, 
because I was interested in that ranch.
I was ready to make old man Tebbets 
an offer for it, but he could never 
be found. He didn’t live at the ranch 
house for almost a year before he left. 
Too bad, too, because I was prepared 
to offer him a better price than he got 
for it. But”—he slapped Ed on the 
back heartily—“his loss is your gain. 
“ I’ll take over the notes and give you 
five thousand cash, for immediate 
possession. You make two thousand 
clear on the deal. We can go down to 
the bank and settle it right now.”

HE HAD Ed’s arm in his and be
gan moving down the street 

toward the bank building, with the 
Judge trailing alongside.

Ed pulled his arm free and faced
Kelton. “ No go, Kelton; I’m not sell-* „  » mg.

“Not selling!” There was real sur
prise in the rancher’s face and voice. 
“You mean you won’t take a two 
thousand dollar profit on a three 
thousand dollar investment?” And as 
Ed nodded his head, “But why not?” 

“ Because,” Brady told him, “ I 
didn’t buy the Shooting Star for an 
investment or for speculation. I 
bought it because I wanted a place to 
live and work, and after having seen 
it, I like it and want to live there.” 

“Well, I’ll be hanged for a hoss 
thief,” ejaculated Kelton. “ Here I 
was figgering you for a plain honest 
waddy, and all the while you’re bait
ing me on. You .know how to hold 
on for a rise in price as well as a 
blasted banker. But all right—I want 
that ranch, so I ’ll offer seven thou
sand !”

Ed ignored the long speech and 
merely replied, “Not selling.”

“ Ten thousand!”
Ed Brady was becoming more and 

more exasperated. “Listen, Kelton,” 
he said, “and get me straight. This 
ain’t no auction. The Shooting Star 
is my ranch and my homeland I ain’t 
selling if you offer a hundred thou
sand. I’m aiming to keep it and live 
there.”

The incredulity on Kelton’s face 
deepened. “But you could get plenty

of other ranches, better ranches, big- 
gr ranches, just on the profit I’m of
fering.”

“ So could you,” Ed replied. “ I f it’s 
worth that much to you, I reckon it’s 
worth at least that much to me. I’m 
staying.” And he turned to leave.

But Kelton would have none of 
that. “ Looky here, Brady,” he said, 
and his voice still boomed, but it had 
a sharp edge to it. “ You may be a 
big man in Cerro, but you’re in 
Cochetopa now, and this is my stamp
ing ground. And I usually get my 
way around here.”

“ I noticed that,” Ed answered cool
ly, “when you almost convinced the 
crowd to string me up. But you didn’t 
get your way about that, Kelton, and 
you ain’t going to get your way about 
the Shooting Star either.”

Kelton’s lips were bared and his 
fang teeth stuck out, giving him a 
wolfish appearance.

“ I’ll have my way in the end, 
Brady, and you’ll be sorry you bucked 
me.

“ Come on, Judge.” Ed turned to his 
companion. “This blustering is fair 
turning my stomach.”

Kelton seemed to throw discretion 
to the winds. He put a restraining 
hand on Brady’s shoulder and almost 
shouted, “ There’s still plenty of ropes 
in Cochetopa anxious to get around 
your neck, Brady.”

“And you’ll see that one of them 
gets there, I suppose?”

“ You’re damn tootin’, I will. And 
before very long, too.”

THE Judge felt he had to put in 
a word. “ This person”—he nod

ded toward Kelton—“ has neither 
respect for good manners, nor hos
pitality, nor the legal technicalities 
of business. So I would suggest”— 
and here he dropped all his dignity 
—“ I suggest you slug him, Ed old 
boy—knock some brains into that rat
tling thing he calls a head.”

Kelton’s arm was still clutching 
Ed’s shoulder. Ed tried to take it off, 
saying, “Better cool off, Kelton, be
fore starting something you may not 
be able to finish.”

But Kelton’s hand seemed to have 
frozen to the shoulder and, instead of
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releasing it, he proceeded to shake Ed 
vigorously. He was much heavier 
than the young redhead, though not 
quite so tall.

“Take your hand off, Kelton.” 
Brady warned, but instead of obey
ing, Kelton in his wrath shook harder.

Then something happened. A great 
light seemed to explode and shatter 
into a million bits of stardust right 
before his eyes. His head reeled and 
his hands dropped. He stood dazedly 
shaking himself for a moment, then 
said in a surprised voice:

“You hit me!”
“Yeah,” Ed agreed. “Just an easy 

tap to teach you to keep your paws 
o ff me.”

“You hit me!” Kelton screeched, 
full of the ignominy of it. “ You hit 
me!”

His face was as red as Brady’s 
flaming hair, and he waved his arms 
wildly.

Ed stood quietly, waiting for the 
next move.

Choking with fury, the heavy man 
shouted, “ No man can hit Lew Kelton 
and live to brag about it.”  And with 
arms flailing he came rushing at Ed.

That was the beginning of what 
residents spoke of in awed tones, 
long after, as “ the fight.”

Ed Brady stepped nimbly aside as 
Kelton rushed him, and planted a 
solid jab on the heavier man’s jaw 
as he passed. This infuriated Kelton 
all the more, and again he rushed, 
trying to get his bearish arms around 
Ed’s more slender frame.

Ed was slender, but with firmness 
of a steel spring. Tough as the 
leather of his saddle, he was also ex
tremely fast and agile in his move
ments. He had the advantage of 
speed over Kelton, but his adversary 
was not slow by any means, he out
weighed Ed by a good twenty-five 
pounds, and there was not an ounce 
of fat on his huge, broad frame. An- 
outdoor life had toughened him, as 
it had Ed Brady.

Three times Kelton made his 
rushes, and three times he found him
self clutching nothing but air, and 
with a sting from one of Ed’s blows 
where it had connected in passing.

Then he slowed down and paused

for a moment. This fight, he realized, 
would call for different tactics. Ob
viously Ed could not easily be rushed 
off his feet. He beat down his fury 
and planned his strategy anew.

Ed, on his part, realized that he 
was in for a hard fight. When he 
let his left fist go, somebody usually 
dropped. Yet Kelton had taken four 
of these blows and had shaken them 
off with little apparent effect on 
himself.

In fighting under rules, Ed could 
have won easily on the strength of 
his superior speed and leg work, but 
this was a different kind of fight. 
There were no rules here, with one 
exception: the fighters would not use 
their guns: everything else went.

THE crowd had formed a wide 
circle around the combatants. 

Kelton stalked Ed around the ring, 
not rushing blindly, but forcing the 
fight on the lighter man. Ed con
tinued to move backward, but every 
time Kelton came within range, Ed’s 
fist would dart out and faultlessly 
find a landing place. Blood was 
gushing from Kelton’s nose and lips 
before the affair was five minutes 
old, but still he kept boring in, aim
ing to get his arms around Ed.

Then, whether Brady tripped acci
dentally or was deliberately tripped 
by the boot of someone in the crowd, 
he never knew. All he knew was 
that he was down and Kelton was 
rushing at him with his heavy boot 
set to kick.

“Here's where I kick your brains 
out,” he grated, and had he kicked 
then instead of waiting to gloat for 
a second his prophecy might have 
come true, for at that moment Ed was 
defenseless. But that second’s delay 
made all the difference. Ed had the 
time to squirm aside, and when the 
blow landed, instead of being full on 
the temple, as Kelton had planned 
it to be, it was a grazing blow which 
ripped into Brady’s cheek and chin 
and glanced off without completely 
stunning him.

It shook him considerably, how
ever, and hurt with a raw, aching 
pain. But almost by instinct, Ed 
reached his feet before Kelton could
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kick again, and then in a surprise 
move threw himself into a clinch with 
Kelton. His opponent tried to free 
himself in every way he knew, in 
order to administer the final touches 
of the beating while Ed was groggy, 
but the lighter man kept his arms 
tied up until he had shaken his head 
clear. Then he pushed away, and in 
the pushing released a swing that 
connected mightily with Kelton’s 
already puffed up nose.

Again the chase began, but now 
both men were bleeding freely. Ed’s 
footwork was not what it had been, 
for the kick in the head had taken its 
toll, but still he managed to keep 
out of arm’s reach of Kelton, while 
inflicting terrible damage with his 
whip-like left.

Despite the terrific pounding he 
had received, Kelton continued to 
bore in with unrelenting energy. 
Brady could not help but admire his 
stamina.

Then, in a surprise move, Kelton 
leaped. Clear o ff his feet he went 
in a cat-like jump which could hardly 
be expected from a man of his size 
and weight. Ed met the leap with 
both fists, but did not have time to 
retreat before it, and at last Kelton 
had what he had been striving for— 
his arms wrapped around Ed’s body.

But here again he was doomed to 
disappointment. He had thought 
that by such tactics he could use his 
superior weight to crush the resis
tance from his more slender foe. But 
you can’t break a steel spring by 
pressing it. It just jumps back 
harder. And that is precisely what 
Kelton found, for by a deft twist of 
his body, Ed sent the larger man 
hurtling through the air to land on 
his back ten feet away.

Kelton was on his feet again al
most immediately. He seemed pos
sessed by a fury which could not 
acknowledge defeat. One eye was 
completely closed, the other puffing 
up, his nose bleeding profusely and 
his lips slashed and puffed, but still 
he fought on relentlessly, seemingly 
as strong as when he started. Ed, on 
the other hand, though hit much less 
often, was bleeding profusely from 
his cut and raw cheek, and felt that

he was weakening perceptibly.
He decided to stop his defensive 

tactics and go on the offensive, for 
he knew that he had to finish this 
fight soon or go down to defeat. In
stead of retreating before Kelton’s 
advance, he stood his ground and 
traded blow for blow, pushing the 
surprised Kelton, who had begun 
thinking of him as a “runaway” 
fighter, backward.

Left and right, the blows went 
home—to jaw, to eye, to stomach— 
and these were blows not even Kelton 
could pass off lightly. Soon the 
heavy man was puffing and panting, 
but unfortunately'for Ed, so was he.

OW Kelton dove into a clinch, 
and by use of weight and force, 

wrestled Brady to the ground. They 
rolled over and over on the ground, 
their free flowing blood mingling 
and darkening the arena; each trying 
to remain on top—each trying to get 
in a decisive blow.

At one time Kelton’s clawing fin
gers found Ed’s eyes and began goug
ing, and only a sharp quick blow on 
the point of the chin from Brady 
saved that young man’s eyesight.

But Ed was weakening fast and he 
knew it. That kick in the head had 
done something to him, and he was 
unable to shake o ff its effects. He 
tried to get off the ground and on to 
his feet again, feeling that he would 
have a better chance to keep away 
from Kelton’s pounding that way. He 
could not accomplish this until he 
was able to get to the top of the 
heap, and then when he did manage 
it, he found to his dismay that his 
legs were wobbly and would hardly 
hold him.

Kelton had risen too, and stood 
with his head tilted askew so as to 
be able to see through the slit of one 
eye which still remained open. He 
could see Ed wavering, and a roar of 
triumph rose in his throat as he ad
vanced to the kill, And none too 
soon, for in a few minutes more his 
remaining eye would be completely 
closed and he would be at the mercy 
of Brady.

But now he still had sight and 
Brady was obviously out on his feet.
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He advanced gloatingly, slowly, de
liberately. “Now I got you, Brady,” 
he gritted through blood-soaked 
teeth.

Ed pulled himself together. Just 
one more good punch, he prayed si
lently, just one more.

Kelton advanced, disdainful of 
anything Brady might do, and left 
himself wide open for the tremen
dous roundhouse swing which Ed 
brought up and around from his 
knees with every ounce of the re
maining force in his body. It was per
fectly timed, and exploded like a ton 
of dynamite on Kelton’s jaw, with 
the force of a mallet on the head of 
a steer.

A dazed expression appeared on 
the heavy man’s face, and his one 
open eyelid quivered; then he fell 
face forward onto the ground and 
was still.

A shout arose from the crowd, and 
willing hands, with the Judge’s most 
prominent among them, helped Ed to 
a place where he could wash up. 
Though some might still distrust 
him, they could not help but admire 
the valiant fight he had fought.

A  few men went forward and 
dragged the inanimate hulk of Kelton 
away.

An hour later Brady, cleaned and 
washed and showing no ill effects 
from the fight except a long plaster 
where his cheek had been slit open, 
was walking down toward the general 
store with the Judge, to stock up on 
provisions for the Shooting Star.

CHAPTER VII
DON'T like it, Ed,” the 

|g| Judge was saying. “Things 
-SSL are stacked against you 

here.”
“ I don’t know, Judge. The sheriff 

is a square guy and he seems right 
friendly.”

“ Yes, but he’s only one man, and 
Kelton has a flock of jaspers working 
for him who’re tough hombres. You 
sure do have a habit of accumulating 
enemies, though I must admit you 
pick ones a man can be proud of.”

Ed grinned. “That Kelton nearly 
had me. If he hadn’t opened up for 
that last punch, you’d still be trying

to bring me to.”
“But Kelton ain’t the only one we 

got to worry about around here,” the 
Judge persisted. “ Remember the 
three jaspers that dragged him away? 
No, you wouldn’t. You wasn’t seeing 
so good yourself then. But I did. I 
got a good look at them. And I ’ll 
swear on a case of Mount Vernon 
they was the same jaspers as stuck 
us up that night in Cerro.”

“You absolutely sure of that, 
Judge? How could you tell? They 
were wearing masks then.”

“ Yeah, but the masks didn’t cover 
the floppy ears of one of them. He 
was standing right in front of me, 
and I noticed how they flapped like 
fans. And the other one had heavy 
eyebrows that met in the middle. And 
the third was as slight as a boy. That 
description fits the men who took 
Kelton away like a glove. I’d take 
my oath on it.”

Ed Brady was thoughtful and si
lent for a moment. Then, “You see 
what it means if you’re right, Judge? 
It means Kelton sent them to Cerro 
to get me.”

The Judge pumped his head vigor
ously.

“Yep—it means just that and more. 
It means that he’s got some reason 
for wanting to get you out of the 
way. That’s why he tried to get you 
strung up. And it also means, after 
the beating you gave him, he’s going 
to hate you all the more. He’s never 
going to let up until he does get 
you.”

“ Well,”  asked Ed, “what should we 
do about it?”

“Under ordinary conditions I ’d say 
stay and fight it out. But we ain’t 
here under ordinary conditions. 
You’re here because you wanted to 
get away from fighting and gunplay, 
and I feel the same way about it. 
Also, we’re strangers in a town 
where Kelton is powerful. So under 
those circumstances, I say—” He 
hesitated.

“Yes?” Ed urged him gently.
“Well, I hate to say it, Ed, but I 

think the best thing would be to sell 
the Shooting Star and move on. W e 
can locate somewhere else where it’s 
really peaceful.”
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Ed shook his head mildly. “That’s 
just what JCelton wants,” he said. “ If 
we left now* he’d be the winner.”

“ Better for him tabe the winner and 
you to stay alive for a while,” re
torted the Judge.

“ No!” This time Ed was decisive. 
“Kelton wants to run me out for 
some reason. He was even willing to 
pay me big money for the ranch to 
get me to leave. I ’m staying, at least 
until I find out what’s in back of it 
all.”

“ It’s your funeral,” replied the 
Judge, with a shrug of his shoulders.

“But you don’t have to stay, 
Judge,” Ed added. “You can ramble 
if you don’t think it’s safe.”

“Me leave you when you’re in 
danger?” replied the Judge in a hurt 
tone. “No, no, my boy, you need some
one to look after you, and that some
one is me!”

“ Okay, Judge,” grinned Ed. “ Let’s 
forget all about it, then. Here’s the 
store. W e’ll stock up for a long stay.”

THE store carried everything from 
saddles and Winchesters to tooth

picks and sardines.
The owner was a wiry looking lit

tle Irishman with bristly cheeks 
named Tim O’Shea. He greeted them 
cordially.

“Ain’t you the young feller that 
just give Lew Kelton the beating of 
his life?” he asked, addressing him
self to Ed.

“Well, I’m the feller that fought 
him,” admitted Brady modestly, “but 
he handed me something of a beating, 
too.”

“ Bosh,” sneered the storekeeper. 
“ One of his men tripped you, and 
when you were down he kicked you 
in the head. I saw it. If it wasn’t for 
that, he wouldn’t have lai<J a hand 
on you. Boy, that’s some left hook 
you got. Best I ever seed, I reckon. I 
shut up the shop and came arunning 
to watch. And I ’m mighty glad”—he 
lowered his voice—“ that someone 
finally gave Kelton what’s coming to 
him.”

“ Isn’t he liked around here?” asked 
the Judge, wanting to get as much 
information as he could about their 
enemy.

“Well, yes and no. There’s some 
that look up to him because he’s 
about the richest man around—rich
est in money antf richest in land. 
Then there’s others that’s afeared of 
him, for he’s a hard man who crush
es, once he gets someone in his power. 
Then there’s a few has had the guts 
to stand up to him, but he’s beaten 
them all in turn and usually ends up 
by owning their spreads. Last one to 
fight him was old Jefferson Wells, 
and with him gone his gal Susan is 
keeping up the fight.”

Ed’s ears went up.
“ You mean Susan Wells of the 

Diamond O?” he asked.
“ That’s the one. Neighbor of yours. 

Kelton’s pushing her. I don’t know 
what for, but I know they’s bad blood 
between them.”

“ Now,” said Ed to the Judge, “ I 
know I’m staying here. No power on 
earth could drag me away.”

They bought a bag of beans and a 
sack of flour and a dozen other items 
the Judge selected, then made their 
way to their horses. The day was al
most finished, and dusk had already 
fallen as they left Cochetopa without 
further incident and took the trail to 
the Shooting Star.

ED THRILLED to the beauty of 
the country as the stars began 

to twinkle and the softly rounded 
hills stood out against a majestic full 
moon.

Ed turned to the Judge. “ Do you 
feel it the way I do?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” replied the Judge. “ That 
feeling of power and strength and 
bigness, and at the same time the 
touch of softness and beauty—it gets 
in your blood.”

Ed nodded in agreement. “ I wish 
I could put words to work the way 
you do, Judge; but even if I can’t 
explain it, I feel it. It’s open and 
free, and I’d rather live here and be 
poor than the richest man wearing 
store clothes in some tight big city.” 

The Judge just nodded his agree
ment as they cantered on into the 
silvery night.

Suddenly the Judge pulled in 
sharply and grabbed at Brady’s 
sleeve.
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“Look!” he whispered hoarsely, 
pointing off into the distance.

A figure had emerged and seemed 
to be floating across the range. Full 
in the moonlight, it seemed covered 
with a whitish cloak from head to 
foot.

The Judge’s teeth were chattering.
“ If that ain’t a ghost,”  he said, “ it’s 

as close as I ever want to get to one. 
Floating along that way!”

“Nonsense,” said his companion. 
“ It’s not floating—it’s riding a horse. 
But the horse is black, so you don’t 
see it.”

“ What of it?” the Judge insisted. 
“ If the rider can be a ghost, why 
can’t the horse?”

“So there really is a White Rider,” 
Ed mused. “ I thought it was just an 
old wives’ tale.”

“Ed”'—the Judge’s voice was plead- 
ing—“ let’s get out of here. Let’s go 
back to Cerro, where ghosts don’t 
ride at night.”

“ Curious, all right,” Ed hadn’t 
even heard the Judge. “ It’s some
thing else for us to look into. We’ll 
have to catch that White Rider, 
Judge. I’ll bet it would be able to 
explain lots of things.”

“ Catch it?” There was horror in 
the Judge’s voice. “ Catch it? I’m go
ing to do everything in my power to 
keep it from catching me. I don’t 
want no truck with ghosts!”

Ed smiled at his fat companion.
“You’re as bad as a kid that’s 

scared by ghost stories. When we 
catch up with that thing, we’ll have 
time to decide if it’s man or spirit. 
And I’ll lay big odds that there’s a 
man under that white cloak.”

The apparition was far in the dis
tance, and heading for the timber 
across the range. Soon it was out of 
sight. The Judge heaved a sigh of 
relief.

“Maybe you’re right, Ed,” he said, 
“but I was scared by a ghost when I 
was a little shaver and I never got 
over it. So if you want to go ghost 
chasing, go right ahead, but count me 
out.”

They jogged onward and were soon 
at the bypath which led to the Shoot
ing Star.

“ It’s agonna feel good to sleep in

my own house,” said Ed in anticipa
tion.

“ It’d feel still better if the house 
was a coupla hundred miles from 
here,” answered the Judge.

A S THEY were about to dismount, 
Ed grabbed his companion’s 

arm and said loudly, “Let’s ride the 
horses right to the corral.”

"But—” The Judge began to argue, 
for they were as near to the corral as 
they could get.

“ Come on, Judge, right over here.” 
And the Judge followed, shrugging 
his shoulders, for Brady had already 
ridden behind a small tool shed 
which was in the opposite direction 
from the corral.

When he caught up with his part
ner, he tried to explain. “ The corral 
ain’t this way. It’s over there where 
we was before.”

“ I know,” Ed said. “ But there’s 
something more there, too. I saw it 
moving in the darkness.”

“An ambush!”
“Looks like drygulchers, all right,” 

Ed agreed. “ We come near to riding 
right smack into them. And they’re 
covering the entrance to the house, 
it looks like to me.”

“ Boy, oh boy,” grumbled the 
Judge. “ There is no place like Co- 
chetopa for peace and quiet.”

“ Quit grumbling and start think
ing,” said Ed. “ We got to find out 
how many there are and figger how 
to get rid of them.”

“ We could tear right into them, 
pushing bullets ahead of us.”

“ No,” said Ed wisely. “ They 
wouldn’t be out in the open. They’ll 
have cover of some kind. And we 
don’t even know where they’re spot
ted. Even the one I saw may have 
moved. So we’d be shooting blind, 
while our gunfire would give away 
our position. That’s just what they 
would want.”

‘Then what are we going to do?” 
“Wait a minute—let me think.”
“ I got it,” he said a moment later. 

“They’re looking for us to come from 
the front. If we can make a big circle 
and get to the back of the house, we 
can creep up on them from their rear
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and surprise them, like they was try
ing to surprise us.”

“Anything you say,” agreed the 
Judge taking out his gun.

“ But,” Ed went on, “we’ll have to 
work fast, because they’ll get suspi
cious soon. They heard us ride over 
here, and they may come looking for 
us.”

The Judge nodded his agreement 
and they were off. They circled wide
ly, using the shelter of every pos
sible shadow, and soon had gained 
the rear of the house.

“ It all depends,” Ed whispered, “ on 
whether they posted a man at the 
back or not.”

But Ed’s assumption that the rear 
would be left unguarded was correct, 
for they encountered no one who 
might give the alarm as to their com
ing.

“W e’ll separate now,” Ed whis- 
peredi “ You circle the house from the 
right, and I’ll take it from the left. 
W e’ll try to get them between our 
cross-fire.”

“ Right.” The Judge was eager for 
action.

“And be careful,” Ed warned. 
“ Good luck.”

THE few yards from the rear to 
the front of the house took them 

longer than the long circle had, for 
they used every possible caution not 
to warn the drygulchers of their ad
vance.

The Judge, after wriggling his way 
inch by inch, found himself near the 
front, with a big rain barrel, that just 
seemed made to order for protection, 
looming up in front of him. He 
crouched behind it and waited for a 
sign from Ed.

Ed, on his side of the house, had 
reached the front, and was trying to 
pierce through the gloom with his 
bright eyes.

The moon brightened the land 
where its rays fell, but unfortunately 
its light came from behind the house, 
throwing the front into utter dark
ness.

The brightness of the surrounding 
terrain helped to blind him in the 
shadows. But, he thought, the dry
gulchers will have that same trouble.

They won’t be able to see us any 
better than we can see them.

He decided to crawl a little further 
to the front and inched his way 
around. Slowly, with painstaking 
care, he squirmed along, feeling every 
bit of the ground ahead of him with 
outstretched hand before moving on 
to it.

About ten feet in, his hand went 
out exploring, and touched something 
that moved. The slight feel he had of 
it told him it was a shoe! There was 
another man lying prone directly 
ahead of him.

A low whisper came out of the 
darkness. “ That you, Speed?”

Ed grunted a reply which he hoped 
would pass muster, then held his 
breath, waiting.

But apparently the dryguicher was 
satisfied that it was his comrade, 
Speed, for he made no further move.

Brady continued to advance slowly, 
making sure his hat was covering his 
face and his red hair.

Soon he was abreast of the other 
man, who turned and whispered, 
“What did you find out? Where’d 
they go?”

Ed pressed his gun firmly into the 
drygulcher’s ribs. “ One yelp and 
you’re a corpse,” he whispered. He 
could feel the man’s body sag with 
fear in the darkness. He reached over 
and took the gun from quivering fin
gers.

“How many more are there?” he 
demanded, his lips close to his vic
tim’s ear.

No answer.
“How many?” And he accompanied 

the demand with pressure of his gun.
“Two.”
“Where are they placed?”
“Over there.”  The fear-stricken 

gunny nodded toward the shadows to 
the side.

“Who sent you?” Ed demanded to 
know. .

No answer.
Again the pressure of the gun, the 

repeated demand.
“ I can’t tell you. I ’ll be killed sure 

if I talk.”
“And you’ll be killed sure if you 

don’t, only sooner. You ain’t got
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much choice. Who sent you?” he in
sisted inexorably.

His captive was becoming hyster
ical with fear, and his voice mounted 
shrilly.

“ I can’t tell you—I can’t.”
His voice was heard, for from the 

distance came the low call: “ Is that 
you, Kid?”

“Answer him!” ordered Ed Brady, 
but fear had made his victim speech
less.

“ K id!” the other voice called. “ If 
that’s you, better sing out, ’cause in 
a minute I’m gonna let fly.”

But still the Kid gulped and pant
ed without a word passing his lips.

Ed took the warning and nimbly 
wriggled around so that the Kid’s 
body acted as a breastworks for him.

None too soon, for a spurt of shots 
cut through the darkness and cut 
across the grass tops in the very 
place he had been lying a moment 
before.

THE shot did more than all Ed’s 
threats had been able to accom

plish. It galvanized the terror- 
stricken Kid into action—and sound.

With a fearful shriek he jumped 
to his feet, before Ed could grab at 
him. The thought of lying there and 
intercepting bullets meant for Brady 
had been more than he could stand; 
but rising when he did, he accom
plished exactly that purpose, for his 
form, darker than the surrounding 
darkness, gave his fellow drygulcher 
something to draw a bead on.

Another flash and Ed could hear 
the disgusting little “pung” as the 
hot, speed-driven little leaden pellet 
entered firm but yielding human 
flesh.

The Kid’s shriek turned to a muf
fled groan, as he sank back to earth.

The Judge had seen the two shots, 
and had the spot they came from cov
ered, but withheld his fire, for he 
had no way of knowing who it was 
that had shot. He was taking no 
chances of plugging Ed Brady by 
mistake.

Ed recognized the difficulty and 
came to a quick decision. “ After 
them. Judge,” he shouted. “We got 
one, and there’s two more."

His voice called forth another shot, 
and once more he felt the body of 
the Kid jerk and quiver as it stopped 
the bullet. But another shot answered 
that, and, looking closely at the point 
from which it had come, Ed was sure 
he could make out the short, squat 
figure of the Judge.

As he looked, two guns blazed in 
that direction from different points, 
and he saw the Judge collapse in the 
darkness.

His own smoke stick went to work, 
but the attackers had apparently de
cided that discretion was the better 
part of valor, for he could hear their 
footsteps running rapidly.

He emptied his own gun and the 
Kid’s after the retreating sounds, but 
the darkness covered them well, and 
in a moment he heard two horses gal
loping away.

He jumped up and ran to the pros
trate form of the Judge, but when he 
got there he found that it wasn’t the 
Judge at all, but the empty rain bar
rel which had been overturned.

FROM around the corner of the 
house walked the Judge, without 

a mark on him, saying, “Well, we 
drove them off, all right.”

Ed Brady let out a big breath. 
“ Judge, you old buzzard, I was sure 
I saw you fall. I thought you were 
done for.”

“Oh, that!” The Judge pointed to 
the barrel. “ I was behind that, think
ing how lucky I was to have such 
good cover, when those bullets came 
zinging by and went whist, right 
through the barrel and almost spit in 
my eye. I took it for granted the 
barrel was full of water that would 
stop the bullets, but when I found it 
was empty, I jumped around the cor
ner fast. I accidentally dumped the 
barrel over while I was jumping. 
Who was hurt? I heard someone 
scream like he was hit!”

“One of the bullets meant for me 
got one of their own men, I think 
bad. C’mon, let’s see if there’s time 
to get any information out of him.” 

They found the Kid where he had 
fallen. He was unconscious, and his 
breathing was hardly discernible, but 
there was still life in him.
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They quickly carried him into the 
house and, after getting some light, 
laid him across the kitchen table and 
examined his wounds. One bullet had 
torn away part of his throat—the 
other had entered his chest slightly 
above the heart.

“Not a chance of saving him,” said 
Ed Brady. “ Either one of the shots 
is bad enough to be fatal.”

The Kid’s eyes fluttered open for a 
moment, and he saw the two men 
working over him.

“ No use,” he mumbled. “ I ’m done.” 
“Looks that way, Kid,” agreed Ed. 

“And so long as you don’t have to 
worry now about them getting you, 
you can tell us who sent you.” 

“You’re a—square—guy,” panted 
the Kid. “You coulda — shot—'me 
down—cold—out there.”

“ I don’t kill unless I have to,” said 
Ed.

“ Square—guy,” repeated the Kid. 
“ I’ll—talk for a square—guy. It was 
—it—’’ He shuddered and coughed, 
and a bloody foam settled on his lips 
as he fell back. The Kid was dead!

“Damn!” said Ed Brady. “Another 
minute and we’d know the truth 
about this business. Not that I don’t 
know who was behind the drygulch- 
ing. If Lew Kelton didn’t send those 
gunnies, I ’ll-—I’ll eat my hat.”

“ You’re prob’ly right,” agreed the 
Judge. “ Cause the Kid was one of the 
gang that tried to get you in Cerro 
and who helped Kelton after the 
fight. Still, I would have liked to 
have had it from him straight, in
stead of having to guess at it.

“What are we going to do with the 
corpse?” added the Judge.

“ I Agger we better leave it till 
morning; then one of us can ride in 
and report it to the sheriff.”

“And sleep down here with that 
thing?”

“ Oh, I forgot, Judge. You don’t 
like ghosts and corpses. Well, there’s 
rooms upstairs, ain’t there? We could 
sleep up there.”

“ I guess so,” replied the Judge, 
“but I ain’t never investigated. Let’s 
go see what’s there.”

ED CARRIED the lamp and pre
ceded-the Judge up. There were

three rooms on the second floor. Ed 
looked into the first and called out in 
surprise:

“You sure you ain’t been up here, 
Judge?”

“ That’s right," said his companion. 
“ I ain’t set foot on those stairs be
fore. W hy?”

“Because,” Ed replied thoughtful
ly, “somebody has been living up 
here, and not very long ago, at that.” 

“ Maybe it was the old guy Jrou 
bought the place from.”

“No, he hadn’t lived here for almost 
a year. And besides, this room has 
been used not more than two-three 
days ago. Look—you can tell by these 
quirley butts. They’re not dried up at 
all yet. And the dust on that table. 
There’s the marks that were made by 
a bottle and some glasses, and they 
ain’t dusted over yet. And look at 
that plate of beans. Looks like some
one was living here and was scared 
away when you rode up the other 
day.”

“ Maybe, maybe”—the Judge fal
tered—“ this is where that White 
Rider-ghost lives.”

Ed laughed. “Well, if that ghost 
eats beans, I don’t guess we have to 
worry about him much.”

But the Judge’s worries v/ere not 
quieted.

That did not interfere with his 
wizardry with a skillet, however, and 
after they had unpacked and tended 
to their horses, the Judge proved he 
had not been guilty of idle boasting 
when he had called himself a fine 
cook.

They ate heartily despite the pres
ence of the Kid’s body, which they 
had moved into a side room.

When they had finished, the Judge 
said, “Look, Ed, I want to show you 
something,” and produced the still 
full bottle of Mount Vernon.

“ Swell,” encouraged Brady. He 
could have done with a drink him
self after his hectic day, but he 
pushed the desire aside so as not to 
make things harder for the Judge. 
“ Swell. You sure got will power, and 
I’m proud of you.”

The Judge glowed at the praise as 
might a small schoolboy who had just 
received a gold star from his teacher.



44 ★  ★  ★  Complete Cowboy

CHAPTER V III

THERE was much to be done 
about the Shooting Star. The 
house itself needed cleaning up 

and fixing; the fences needed mend
ing; the wood pile replenishing; and 
most of all the stock that remained 
had been running wild and needed, to 
be rounded up, if only for a count.

But Ed Brady felt that until cer
tain questions were cleared up, it 
would be a waste of time to busy 
himself with these routine tasks.

Over the breakfast table he and the 
Judge discussed a course of action. 
First, they decided they would try to 
get information. What was Kelton’s 
reason for persecuting them; why 
had the Morgans been killed, and by 
whom; where did Susan Wells fit 
into the picture—and at the thought 
of her something inside Ed Brady 
tingled—and just what was her rela
tionship to A1 Ruffer?

They decided that the Judge 
should ride into town to inform Sher
iff Toler about the killing of the Kid 
while Ed rode over to the Diamond 
O to see if Susan could throw .some 
light on the subject.

The Diamond O ranch house lay 
at the far end of its pasture land, so 
it was a five or six mile ride.

Instead of following the trail, he 
decided to cut across his own land, 
then through the woods.

Part way through the tree-clothed 
hillside, he pulled up short, feeling 
sure he had seen a gray form flit be
hind a tree ahead of him.

His gun was out, and he called, 
“ Come out of there with your hands 
up or I shoot.”

From the corner of his eye he was 
figuring on the best way for him to 
jump, in the event that a bullet 
should come singing from behind that 
big tree.

But instead, a bedraggled little fig
ure in a hat which was almost as 
large as the rest of him put together 
stepped out, hands high over his 
head.

“Well, if it ain’t a younker,” ex
claimed Ed, for the lad could be 
hardly more than ten years old. 
“ Okay, son, drop your hands. But tell

me, what’re you doing here and who 
are you?”

“Me Pancho,” answered the boy.
Pancho. Ed’s mind flew to the sher

iff’s story of little Pancho, who had 
informed him of the shooting at the 
Morgans’.

“Ho, so you’re little Pancho. And 
what are you doing in these parts?”

“ Me live over there.” The boy 
pointed vaguely to the west.

“ I didn’t know anybody lived over 
that way,” said Ed.

“ Yes.” Pancho shook his head vio
lently. “Me live with Mamma, an’ six 
little brudder an’ sister.”

“ And what’re you doing out here?” 
Ed asked.

“ Me work. Look, I show you.”  Out 
from behind the tree he brought a 
basket which was more than half 
filled with mushrooms. “Me pick 
mushrooms—take Cochetopa—sell for 
money.”

“ Well, well. You’re a little young 
to be working, aren’t you? You 
ought to be in school.”

“No, me oldest boy; man in family 
—since my papa get killed.”

Ed drew the story from him. This 
Mexican family had owned a small 
piece of land at the other side of the 
town, but when the father had been 
the innocent bystander in a shooting 
fray, they lost their means of support 
and their land. The mother had re
ceived permission from Mr. Wells to 
use one of the Diamond O’s line 
houses, and she had herded her little 
brood into its bare one room interior.

When Pancho found that he could 
sell the mushrooms that grew in the 
forest, he made a practice of bringing 
them into town, and received in re
turn enough money to keep the fam
ily’s bodies and souls together.

THROUGH the whole story ran 
the boy’s glowing praise for Su

san Wells and her father for allow
ing them to use the shack. “ Or else 
we have no roof,” was the way the 
lad put it.

“ But what happened to Mr. 
Wells?” asked Ed.

“They say bad things, but me no 
believe,” little Pancho replied.

“What kind of bad things?”
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The boy was reluctant to answer, 
and Ed felt very self-conscious about 
pumping him, but his common sense 
told him that with Susan turning 
aside questions, the only way to get 
the information he would need to 
protect both her and himself was to 
get the answers wherever he could.

So he insisted and persisted, 
wheedling the boy along and drawing 
him out until he had a fairly com
plete story.

It seemed that about a month be
fore the banker in Cochetopa had 
been killed by a cold-blooded bullet 
in the back. There had been no need 
for the killing, for he had been un
armed. It was a particularly brazen 
murder.

Old Jeff Wells had had a long
standing feud with the banker over 
some mortgage transaction and was 
on bad terms with him. He had been 
in town at the time of the killing, 
and some claimed to have seen him 
coming out of the bank with his gun 
smoking.

But when a posse went to collect 
him, he had completely disappeared.

About a week later a story came 
out of New Mexico that an old man 
who said his name was Jefferson 
Wells had been killed in a saloon 
brawl and had asked that his family 
in Cochetopa be notified.

The town had been upset by the 
crudeness and the cold-bloodedness 
of the killing and, without old Jeff 
to vent their anger on, had taken it 
out on Susan.

She had been practically ostracized 
since that murder, and none of the 
respectable families invited her to 
their homes any more.

He threw Pancho a gold piece 
which made the boy’s eyes pop and 
sent him scurrying home to share his 
joy with his mother.

BRADY proceeded through the 
woods and emerged at the end 

of the Diamond O pasture land. The 
house was visible in the distance, and 
he headed straight for it.

Down where he figured the road 
would be there was a moving cloud 
of dust that told of another horse
man approaching the house.

Their paths converged about a 
hundred yards from the house, and 
Ed saw that it was A1 Ruffer. He 
attempted to avoid him, but Ruffer 
stopped his horse across Ed’s tracks 
and forced him to pull in.

“ Oh, it’s you again, is it?”
“Yeah,” said Ed briefly and quick

ly. “ It’s me.”
“Where you headin’ ?” It was the 

tone of a slave-owner to his slave.
“To the house.” Ed remained un

perturbed.
“What for?”
“To see Miss Wells.”
“What about?”
“Personal business.”
“Personal business! Didn’t I tell 

you to keep away from that girl?” 
Ed scratched his head as though 

trying to remember. “ Yes,” he finally 
drawled. “ I believe you did say some
thing like that. But”—his tone was 
still meek—“ I’m kind of absent- 
minded, so would you mind repeating 
it, please, sir?”

Ruffer glared. Was this ranny pull
ing his leg? He couldn’t be sure, so 
he said in his most bullying tones, 
“All right, lobo. Now get this and get 
it good, because I ain’t gonna repeat 
it. You keep away from Miss Wells. 
No ridin’ with her and no talkin’ 
with her except on ranch business, 
and mighty little of that. You got 
that?”

“Yes, sir,” said Ed. “Is that all to 
your orders, sir?”

“Yes, that’s all, except turn your 
horse around and get goin’ where 
you came from.”

“Thank you, Mr. Ruffer,” said Ed. 
“ I just wanted to be sure of what 
you wanted,” he continued in the 
same mild tone. “But I ’m afraid I 
can’t oblige you, because I intend to 
see Miss Wells just as often as she’ll 
see me!”

“ Why, you—” Ruffer began shout
ing, but Ed cut him off. “ Shh, Mr. 
Ruffer. You’ve already disturbed the 
lady. Look, she’s coming out to see 
what all the noise is about.”

Susan had indeed been attracted by 
Ruffer’s loud voice and came to the 
door to see the cause of it.

Instead of calming the angry man, 
Ed’s quifst tone had only served to
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anger him further, and he was quiv
ering with rage as he began shouting 
again.

But once more Ed cut into his ti
rade with: “Now, no use getting up
set in front of the lady, Ruffer, but 
I promise you that next time we meet 
alone I ’m going to push that ugly 
nose of yours in. Now I’m going ip 
to see Miss Wells, so I’d suggest that 
you go for a ride for a few hours and 
cool off.”

He started to pass by Ruffer’s 
horse, but Ruffer was wild and would 
have none of it.

He swung a blow at Ed, but his 
anger had the better of his control 
and the blow went wild. Ed tried to 
ride away, for he had no desire to get 
into a fight in Susan’s presence, but 
Ruffer was after him. Seeing there 
was no way out of it, Ed let go a 
right hand.

It caught Ruffer on the nose as Ed 
had promised it would, and the shock 
and surprise of it were so great that 
the bully tumbled sideways from his 
horse. The horse, taking fright, ran 
off, dragging Ruffer by one stirrup.

Ed watched anxiously, for if Ruf
fer were not able to extricate his foot 
from that stirrup Ed knew he would 
have to chase after the horse to save 
the bully from being pounded to 
death.

But his fears were unnecessary, for 
Ruffer was able to kick free before 
he had received too much damage. He 
stood up, hobbled about a bit, testing 
his legs, then, after throwing a 
glance of hatred at Ed, painfully 
made his way in search of his horse.

ED BRADY knew he had made an
other implacable enemy. He 

could imagine what the Judge would 
say about this little venture. But it 
was too late to do anything about it. 
He had done all he could to avoid 
the quarrel.

He shrugged his shoulders and 
made his way to the house, where 
Susan, who had witnessed the finale 
of the affair, was still waiting.

“ I’m powerful sorry, Miss Susan, 
ma’am,” he said as soon as he had 
dismounted. “ I tried my best not to 
get into a fight.”

“Why, Ed, he hit you first. I saw 
it. You have nothing to apologize for. 
Besides” — and her eyes twinkled— 
“A1 has a way of being pretty pro
voking at tiroes. Maybe this will do 
him some good.”

She walked over and shook his 
hand. “And now welcome to the Dia
mond O. I’m glad you came. Come 
inside and I’ll get you a cool drink 
after your dusty ride.” And she led 
him indoors.

Brady was overjoyed at her cor
diality. And her lack of concern over 
Ruffer’s fate told him more than her 
words that he had nothing to worry 
about on that score.

The house was comfortable and 
cozy as only a woman can make a 
house, and as Ed sat sipping a long 
cool drink in those delightful sur
roundings, with Susan, her lips and 
cheeks red and her eyes sparkling, 
sitting opposite him, he was clearly 
conscious of what he wanted.

He wanted this girl opposite him 
always.

They spoke of many things, but 
whenever Ed asked about Kelton or 
her father, she managed to avoid giv
ing direct answers, and swung the 
conversation into different channels.

Ed felt self-conscious and shy, and 
yet he also felt as if he had known 
this girl all his life, and that all this 
talk was somehow a repetition of 
talks he had had with her before at 
some vague time in some vague place. 
Yet he knew he had met her only 
once before in his whole life—yester
day.

He mentioned the fact that he 
didn’t feel as though they were stran
gers at all, and she reddened a bit 
more and said, as though making a 
sacred confession, “ I ’m glad you said 
that, Ed, because—well, because I 
feel the same way about you, and it 
would have been awful if it had been 
one-sided, wouldn’t it?” Then, before 
he could answer, she jumped up and 
grabbed his glass, calling, “ Wait 
here; I ’ll get you another drink,” and 
ran into the kitchen, leaving him very 
flustered and very happy.

He was pulled out of his blissful 
reverie by the sound of hoofs pound
ing ;down the road.
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“More trouble,” he sighed. “A1 
Ruffer has probably thought up a 
good answer and is coming to give it 
to me.” And he examined his gun to 
make sure its cylinder was full.

But as the rider came closer he 
could see that it was not Ruffer but 
the squat figure of the Judge. This 
did not lift his feeling of uneasiness. 
The Judge must be bearing news to 
come tearing along this way, and 
news at this time would probably be 
bad.

He wasn’t far wrong in his assump
tion. When the Judge had pulled up, 
he gave his message.

“There’s a bunch of men been out 
to the ranch looking for you, Ed, and 
Kelton was leading the pack. They 
got together right after I reported 
the Kid’s killing.”

“Vigilantes?” Ed asked.
“No, these hombres looked like re

spectable citizens. But with Kelton at 
their head, I wouldn’t trust them."

“ I wouldn’t trust a drove of angels 
with Kelton leading them,” agreed 
Ed. “ Where are they now?”

“ I told them I didn’t know where 
you were or when you’d be back, and 
they redo across the range to look 
for you,”

“ 'W ell,”  Ed sighed, “ I guess I 
might as well find out what they’re 
after.”

He found Susan and said goodbye; 
their handclasp was firm and under
standing.

Then he joined the Judge, and they 
rode down the trail together.

CHAPTER IX

THT Î AR across the range, near the 
EM  south end where the smooth 

valley floor had been torn from 
its regularity untold years before and 
had been massed into two grassless, 
granite-sided hills with a narrow aper
ture between them, known as the can
yon, Ed and the Judge saw Kelton and 
his group of riders massed. There 
were perhaps a dozen of them.

“Humph,” grunted Ed. “Respec
table is right. There ain’t a ranny 
among the lot. Every one of them 
boys is a ranch owner.”

“How can you tell?” asked the

Judge. “You haven’t been here long 
enough to know them.”

“Just one look can tell you. Look 
at their middles. See the fat? Well, 
did you ever see a fat cowboy? No 
sir. They work too hard ever to get 
fat. They don’t put on that middle 
roll until they get their own ranches 
and get rich enough to hire the 
skinny men to do the work for them.”

They were close enough now to 
see the men clearly, and Kelton’s face 
stood out from the others. It was 
puffed and bleary looking and showed 
the signs of the terrific beating it 
had absorbed.

The well padded, prosperously 
dressed men were riding to meet 
them. No gunnies here, no riffraff, 
no vigilantes. These men represented 
the wealth of the valley. Their main 
interest was in running their ranches 
on a profitable basis; the fights and 
gunplay they usually left to their 
subordinates. Kelton, although of 
cruder character, was still one of 
them, if not the largest landowner in 
the valley, and he did not seem a mis
fit with this crew.

They met on the valley floor, and 
one of the ranchers rode a few steps 
ahead of the others and spoke. “Are 
you Ed Brady?” he asked.

“That’s me,” Ed returned. “And 
this is my friend, the Cerro Judge.”

“ I,” said the rancher, “am Shep 
Turner, president of the Cochetopa 
Ranchers Association, and these 
men,”—he pointed behind him—“are 
members of our organization. W e’ve 
been looking for you.”

“ So I understand,” said Brady. He 
knew that he would soon be at odds 
with these men, and he felt a little 
sorry about it, for most of them, and 
Turner especially, were not men 
whom it was easy to dislike. They 
wer'! the type of men, instead, with 
whom Ed would have been glad to be 
friendly. But traveling with Kelton 
as they were, Ed knew that there 
could be no friendship between them.

“Brady,”  said Turner, “ I want you 
to understand there’s nothing per
sonal in anything I ’m going to say. 
But our boys had a meeting this 
morning, and we decided that you 
were not welcome to our valley.”
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Ed sat rigid for a moment. “And 
what am I supposed to do about it?” 
he at,ked.

“W e are willing to buy your ranch 
as a group or if you prefer, one of our 
members is willing to buy it individ
ually and guarantee you a handsome 
profit on your investment.”

“And then what?”
“And then you go back to Cerro 

or wherever else you may want to go, 
just so long as it’s not in the Coche- 
topa valley.”

“ I see,” Ed nodded. “That’s just 
what Kelton wanted. Now, Mr. 
Turner, please tell me, what’ll hap
pen if I don’t do what you want me 
to?”

“ W ell”—Turner was choosing his 
words carefully—“ I’m not threaten
ing you, Brady, but there are certain 
things we control in these parts. For 
instance, if you should want to bor
row money or discount notes at the 
bank to hold you over till you sell 
your beef, you’d have to get the O.K. 
of the bank’s board of directors. The 
board has six members. Five are also 
members of the Ranchers’ Associa
tion.

“The only way to ship beef out of 
the valley is on the spur railroad, 
and we had that railroad built and we 
control it.

“ If you want to buy feed for win
ter, the only feed supply in Coche- 
topa belongs to one of our members.

“ If—”
“ That’s enough,” called Ed. “ I un

derstand. You ain’t threatening me, 
but if I don’t go peaceful you’ll 
freeze me out. You’d fix it so I 
couldn’t move a head of stock or a 
pound of feed. Okay. I get the 
idea.”

IRNER nodded, as though sur
prised at Ed’s attitude. He had 

expected a quick flare-up.
“And now tell me, Mr. Turner, why 

do you want to get rid of me so bad?”
“Well, Brady, our aim is to keep 

the valley clean. W e’ve been having 
some trouble here lately, more than 
enough, and we just don’t want any 
more.”

“And you feel I’d make trouble?”
“Yes, we do. You’ve only been in

town a few days, but we had heard 
plen.y of stories of your shooting af
fairs in Cerro before you came. Then 
on your first day here, old Morgan 
and his wife were killed. I’m not say
ing you killed them,” he added hast
ily. “ Walt Toler is pretty sure you 
didn’t, as a matter of fact—but still 
it’s a nasty coincidence. Then we 
find that the Kid has been killed out 
at the Shooting Star.”

He shook his head sadly. “ It seems 
like, Brady, you’re one of those men 
that trouble follows around, and we 
want it to follow you out of the val
ley.”

“ Is that all?” asked Ed.
“ That’s all,” said Shep Turner.
The other men had sat quietly on 

their horses. Only Kelton’s face 
showed a gloating look beneath its 
pufTmess. The others had serious 
faces, for they could not fail to be im
pressed by the civil and upstanding 
appearance and manner of Brady.

“ Well, gentlemen,”  said Ed, ad
dressing the whole group, “ I want to 
thank you for putting it to me in this 
open and honest way. From my ex
perience with one of your members” 
—-and he looked hard at Kelton—“ I 
was looking for a bullet in the back 
instead of a face to face talk.

“ But,” he went on, “ I think you got 
things a little bit twisted. Like Mr. 
Turner said, you already had trouble 
in this valley before I came. I didn’t 
bring it. From what I’ve heard, your 
banker was killed a little while back, 
and Mr. Jeff Wells was driven out 
of the valley and killed too. But 
that didn’t stop the killings, because 
the Morgans were killed the same 
way the banker was—and remember, 
that happened before I came here, not 
after. On top of all that, I under
stand that practically every ranch 
owner hereabouts has been losing 
stock to rustlers regularly. Is that 
right?”

“Yes,” agreed Turner. “W e have. 
And those are the things I meant 
when I said we had enough trouble 
already. We want a clear field to 
find Morgan’s killers and root out the 
rustlers without worrying very much 
about what trouble you’ll be up to.”

“ But, gentlemen”—Ed continued to
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speak in a quiet, unexcited tone — 
“you forget one thing. I have al
ready been involved in your troubles. 
Yessir. I ’ve been accused of the Mor
gan killing, and though I’ve been 
cleared in the sheriff’s eyes, you 
gentlemen still bring it up, showing 
that you’re still not sure of my in
nocence. On top of this, three dry- 
gulchers, who I have reason to believe 
were working for one of your mem
bers, were waiting for me in the dark 
last night. The Kid was one of them. 
He was killed by the bullets of his 
pals. So you see, gentlemen, I ’ve got 
an interest in your, troubles, because 
they have been forced upon me.

“ That being the case, you wouldn’t 
want me to pull up stakes until I at 
least find out who hired those gun
nies, would you?”

“ I ’m sorry, Brady,” returned Turn
er, “but we would. It’s to avoid any 
more killing which would surely fol
low your activities that we want you 
to go !”

E D’s face changed. Hard muscles 
around his jaw stood out, and 

his chin became more square and 
jutted forward. His voice too seemed 
different, having an icy quality about 
it as he said, “All right, boys. I see 
where you stand. You’d rather pro
tect the murderers and rustlers than 
have me find out who they are.” He 
held up his hand and silenced them 
as they began protesting.

“No use quibbling about it. That’s 
exactly what it amounts to. Well, 
now let me tell you where I stand. 
I ’m staying in Cochetopa valley, and 
what’s more, I’m going to find out 
what’s behind all these killings.

“You think you can freeze me out? 
Then you don’t know Ed Brady. Stop 
my credit? Yes, you could, but 1 
ain’t asked for none yet, and I don’t 
intend to. Prevent me from ship
ping? I don’t aim to do none for the 
first year. Stop my feed? I won’t 
need none afore winter, and I’ll have 
the answer to this puzzle long before 
then.

“ But, boys,” he went on with his 
caustic voice, “even if I needed credit 
and feed and cattle cars tomorrow, I 
still wouldn’t leave. No sir! I’ve

taken on a job and I ’m going to see 
it through, and there’s no one in this 
valley can make me quit until I’m 
satisfied with the answer.

“And if anyone tries to stop me”— 
and he stared directly at Kelton, who 
wasn’t gloating any more—“ I promise 
that it will go hard with him.”

He waited a moment for the words 
to sink in, then concluded, “ Good 
day, gentlemen,” whirled his horse 
and headed back with the Judge at 
his side.

“W hew!” said the Judge. “You 
certainly told them off.”

“ I tried to make myself clear.” 
“ They got it clear, all right, all 

right. But will they take it that 
way? That’s the question. Those 
boys hold a lot o f  power around here, 
and Kelton seems to have them work
ing on nis side. They’re going to 
make it hard for you, Ed.”

“ Yeah, I know, Judge. W e’re in 
a tough spot. But it’s not the first 
time. W e’ll pull through it all right. 
Unless you want to clear out and hit 
the trail back to Cerro.”

“And leave you here to face that 
mob alone? Ed Brady, I ought to 
plug you for even suggesting it.” 

“All right, Judge. Don’t get ex
cited. I was only thinking it would 
be a shame if you got hurt in a fight 
that ain’t no fight o f yours.”

“A fight of yours is a fight of mine 
and I ’m not running out on it,” 
averred the older man, “even if there 
are ghosts running around loose.” 

“ Don’t worry about the ghosts,” 
Ed laughed. “ I’ll protect you from 
them. It’s the bullets you’ll have to 
watch out for.”

CHAPTER X

E D BRADY and the Judge 
proceeded to put in a week of 
such intensive work that 

every night at dark they fell ex
hausted into their bunks, but the ef
fects of the work were plainly vis
ible: the Shooting Star took on a 
changed appearance.

A coat of white paint over its ex
terior made its sides glisten in the 
sunlight, and new colored shingles on 
its roof made it bright and cheery.
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Every room inside was scrubbed 
from top to bottom with strong soap 
and water and plenty of elbow grease, 
until even the floors sparkled.

The dirt and dust of a year was 
scraped and washed, and the Judge 
showed an unexpected talent in 
tossing together some material he 
found in the attic and making it into 
attractive curtains.

Two full days were spent cutting 
and trimming fence posts, then an
other three or four in digging new 
holes for them and mending the 
fences.

The corral also required mending, 
and new wire seemed to be needed 
everywhere.

At the beginning of the second 
week they built pens to hold the 
calves, then decided that they must 
round up whatever stock there was on 
the ranch so that they might at least 
count heads and know where tb :y 
stood.

Since it had been neglected for that 
long, it was possible that they would 
find a large number of unbranded 
yearlings; on the other hand, as the 
Judge remarked, “With varmints like 
Kelton about and rustlers running 
loose i the valley, I’ll be surprised 
if wa find any more cattle than they 
overlooked, Those hombres ain’t the 
kind to Set stock graze on an unpro
tected ra ich.”

Nevertheless they agreed to find 
out, and set off into the hills, where 
the stock, if any had been left, would 
be grazing.

“Even if we don’t find mcre’n a 
handful i won’t feel bad,” said Ed as 
they rod-,. “ When I bought the place, 
the old man warned me that it might 
be cleaned before I got here. I just 
paid for the land and the house. Any 
stock vvi! be like finding money.”

They had reached the hillside and 
were beginning to climb when they 
turned to look at the ranch, and Ed’s 
heart pounded a little at the beauty 
of it. He shook his head a little and 
said, ‘She sure is a pretty sight.”

“ I never did see prettier layout,” 
agreed the Judge. “ Nestling down 
there in a green bowl with purple 
sides, sparkling and shining in the 
sunshine, and that big bright blue sky

hanging over her; yes, boy, she’s a 
beautiful sight.”

“And she’s mine,” said Ed deter
minedly, as though he had just re
membered that there were some who 
would deprive him of the right of 
ownership of this peaceful bit of land. 
“ She’s mine and I’ll fight for her.” 

The Judge nodded. “ I ’m with you 
on that, Ed. And she’s well worth 
fighting for, too.”

THEY laid their plans for the 
roundup. It would be difficult 

and none too complete, with only the 
two of them working at it, for it was 
still midsummer, and the cattle, if 
there were any, would resist the at
tempt to be driven down the hills. In 
the fall they would wander down of 
their own accord, but in hot summer 
days the hills were much more to 
their liking.

Therefore they planned to take 
separate paths and ride as far up as 
the Shooting Star line went, then 
beat their way down, covering only 
a limited amount of territory each 
time, but clearing it as thoroughly as 
possible. At the bottom, they would 
pen whatever stock they had driven 
before them in the newly built pens 
and then begin again.

After i count, they would release 
the two years olds and hold the calves 
and yearlings for branding, which 
would be the next step on their pro
gram.

They proceeded as they had 
planned, beating the land between 
them, and were amazed, a few hours 
later, upon reaching their valley floor, 
to find that they had bagged more 
than thirty head in their first opera
tion.

“ Phew,” whistled Ed. “That’s 
more than I expected to find alto
gether. ■ Judge, it looks like the 
rustlers have neglected the Shooting 
Star!”

“ Maybe they figured there was no 
need to rush it, with the place open 
for them at any time.”  the Judge sug
gested.

“ Either that, or—” Ed hesitated. 
“ Or what?” his partner asked.
“Oh, nothing. Just some wild 

guessing. Time’ll tell if it’s right.
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But now let’s go and see how many 
more we can round up.”

For four days in a row they con
tinued combing the hills. Not all of 
their tries were as productive as the 
first had been, but each brought in 
something.

At the end of four days they de
cided that though there was doubt
less more stock in the hills, the num
ber must be inconsequential. They 
made their count, and found a total 
of five hundred and forty head, in
cluding the spring born calves! Five 
hundred and forty head, when Ed 
had expected between twenty and 
thirty at the outside!

“ ’Tain’t only a beautiful spread 
now, Ed,” said the Judge. “ It’s a 
well stocked one, too. With all that 
stock, you’ll have to be hiring help to 
care for them, come cooler weather.”

Ed was a little dazed by his un
expected good fortune.

“ Gosh, Judge,” he said, “ I can 
hardly believe it. The stock alone is 
worth far more than I paid for the 
whole layout. I’ll be able to pay off 
the notes by just selling the two year 
olds!”

“ If they let you ship ’em,” re
minded the Judge.

Ed Brady nodded, remembering the 
threat that hung over his head.

“I ’ve been thinking, Judge,” he 
said, “about what you said t’other 
day. I f  the reason the rustlers didn’t 
disturb the Shooting Star cattle was 
really that they figured they were 
here for the taking any time, that 
might explain why they were so anx
ious for me to sell out or get out.”

“ Uh huh,” the Judge agreed. “ That 
fits in.”

“But if that’s true,” Ed went on, 
“ then the finger points straight at 
Kelton.”

“No question about that in my 
mind.”

“ Gosh, if I only had some way of 
proving it.”

“ W e’ll have to find a w*ay pretty 
soon,” the Judge reminded him. 
“ Things have been too quiet ’round 
here for the last two weeks. I got a 
feeling in my bones that something’s 
going to break. And unless we can

prove what we suspicion, we’ll get the 
dirty end of the break.”

“ Well, we got things pretty well 
set here at the ranch now,” said Ed. 
“So we can sit down and plan our 
next moves in the morning. Seems to 
me like the first thing we’ll have to 
do is to ride into town to see what’s 
been going on during the last two 
weeks. Maybe there’s been a few 
more killings.”

“Don’t you believe it,” replied the 
Judge. “Things have been quiet 
hereabouts.”

“How do you know?”
“ Because if there had been any 

trouble, they’d have rid out after us, 
first crack out of the box,” answered 
the older man decisively.

“Guess you’re right, at that,” Ed 
agreed. “Well, we can figger our 
plans in the morning. I’m going to 
get some sleep now.”

THEY had been asleep hardly an 
hour when the sound of a horse

man galloping across the range had 
them both out of bed and on their 
feet.

Ed Brady rushed to the window, 
rifle in hand, to be ready for any 
eventuality, but the rider’s intentions 
were peaceful, as his words showed.

“ There’s rustlers driving a herd 
down by the canyon,” he shouted, and 
did not even stop, but rode on, ap
parent! j  to warn the other ranchmen.

Ed had his levis and boots on and 
the Judge was almost completely 
dressed, too, when a sudden sus
picion crossed Brady’s mind.

He stopped for a second, then said 
hastily, “Look, Judge, this may be 
just what we were expecting. Maybe 
this is just a way of getting us out 
of the house for a while. I wouldn’t 
put it beyond them to try to burn us 
out while we were gone.”

“ Cripes, yes,” agreed the Judge. 
“That would be just Kelton’s style. 
What’ll we do about it?”

“I ’ll go down to the canyon and see 
what I find,” replied Ed. “You stay 
here and keep a gun handy until I 
get back.”

“Right,” said the Judge, and before 
there was time for further talk,
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Brady was at the corral, saddling his 
horse.

He urged the animal into wakeful
ness, and the green carpet of the val
ley floor began to fly beneath its feet.

“ Maybe,” he thought as he rode, 
“ this is the real thing. Leastways 
I’m gonna act like it is until I find 
out different.”

A cheerful prospect seemed to open 
up before him, for the fact that he 
had been called on to be a part of a 
rustling posse showed that he had 
been accepted by the other ranchers.

And if they worked together and 
were able to catch the rustlers — 
well, Ed Brady was pretty sure that 
when th-i rustlers were caught they 
would be pretty close to the killers, 
too.

The moon had not yet risen, but 
the sky was so full of stars that they 
seemed to be pushing each other out 
of the way. They gave a cool, dim
light which made the forms of things 
discernible without throwing them 
into bold relief.

Ed coud see the sharp rising can
yon walk and its center cleft in the 
distance, and the night b r e e z e  
brought the lowing of a herd to his 
ears.

He slowed down from his headlong 
gallop to a trot and looked and lis
tened carefully.

“ No use riding kerplunk into the 
middle of them,” he thought. “ I bet
ter wait for the other boys to come 
so that we can surround them. If I 
rush in, they may run off, and then 
we still won’t know who they are.”

He advanced very slowly until the 
herd was clearly visible. The cattle 
were bunched near the canyon mouth 
and seemed to be browsing.

Ed could not make out anyone who 
seemed to be driving them. He 
watched for a while, and then he was 
sure.

“ That stock is alone!” he thought. 
“There ain’t anyone with it.”

His earlier suspicion flashed into 
his mini again. “ It may not be rus
tled stock at all,” he thought. “ It 
may be part of my own herd that 
someone bunched down here, just to 
get me away from the house.”

He thought deeply for a moment.

then decided. “ I’m going to take a 
look at that herd.”

He pushed his horse forward and 
soon was in the midst of it, bending 
over and examining brands.

He was right about there being no 
one with the cattle, but it was a bad 
guess that this might be part of his 
own stock. For as he examined them 
he realized that, though a few of his 
own steers were present, practically 
every othei brand in the valley was 
also represented.

In the distance he could make out 
the rapid tattoo of horses’ hoofs, 
beating in from several directions at 
once.

“Well,” he thought, “at least it 
wasn’t just a trick to get me away 
from the house. Whoever it was 
roused us out, has called the others, 
too.”

HE POPE out to meet the com
ing riders and, lifting his hat. 

was about to give a loud hallo, to di
rect them to the spot, when his hat 
jerked in his hand. While he was 
still looking at it in surprise, the de
layed crack of a Winchester reached 
his ears. The hat showed a bullet 
hole clean through the brim.

For a second he was puzzled; then 
realization came to him. “They see 
me here with the beef, so naturally 
they think I ’m one of the rustlers. 
Maybe I better get out of bullet 
range until they’ve calmed down 
some.”

He headed for the canyon mouth, 
where the rocks and shadows would 
conceal him, but just as he reached 
it, he pulled his horse around and, 
instead of going into the canyon, be
gan to skirt it rapidly.

For another thought had hit him: 
the full realization of what he had 
fallen into. “What a fool I am,” he 
thought. “ I should have known as 
soon as I found the herd alone. It 
ain’t by accident that I was mistook 
for a rustler. That’s what the whole 
plan is. By getting me down here 
first, the others find me alone with 
the beef and try to hang the rustling 
on me. And before I can prove any
thing, they string me up. Kelton’s 
been at work once again.”
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Still in the shadows, he was able 
to see the two other riders converge 
near the canyon mouth and wait.

Ed nodded. “ Yep,” he told his 
horse. “The idea would be to catch 
me skulking in the canyon. If I had 
gone in there my goose would be 
cooked, for I’d have no choice but to 
run when they started shooting, and 
that would make me look as guilty 
as hell. It was a good frameup, all 
right, and I almost walked right into 
it.”

He was still close enough to the 
rocks to remain unseen, but had in
creased his distance from the herd 
and the ranchers. Looking back, he 
could distinguish about five figures, 
now waiting.

“Guess it’s about time for me to 
put in my appearance,” he thought. 
“ ’Twould look mighty suspicious if 
I didn’t show up at all.”

He had reached the section where 
the hillside which formed the side of 
the canyon wall dwindled into the flat 
plain, so he edged his horse out into 
the open and gave him his head.

In a few moments he had pulled 
up in the midst of the waiting ranch
ers. He recognized old Shep Turner 
and also Lew Kelton. Several of the 
other Association men made up the 
posse.

“What luck?” Brady called as he 
rode in.

“They got away,” Turner answered 
disgustedly. ‘But at least we got 
our beef back.”

“ How is it,”  gritted Kelton, “that 
you come riding in from the west 
trail when your ranch is straight 
down the valley?”

“ Oh,” Ed explained nonchalantly, 
“ I didn’t want to ride straight into a 
mess of rustlers, so I decided to 
cross-cut, and come in from the side. 
No use making an open target of my
self, is there, Kelton?”

Kelton muttered something indis
tinguishable and withdrew.

“ What do we do now?” asked Ed.
Turner scratched his head in per

plexity. “ I dunno. Seems to me as 
if the rustlers would be fools to hang 
around, but just before you rode up, 
Kelton was pushing for us to scour

the canyon. Said he was sure we’d 
find something there.”

“Well, why not?” asked Ed, grin
ning. “W e might find some signs. 
But what made Kelton so sure?” 

“ He claims there was someone here 
when he rode up who headed for the 
canyon mouth when he fired.”

“ Oho,” said Ed, looking hard at 
Kelton, who seemed to shrivel at the 
look. “ I thought I heard a shot. So 
it was Kelton who fired it?”

“ Yes,” said Turner, “and he was 
hoping he might have clipped the 
rustler. If he did, there’s a chance 
we might find him in the canyon.”

“ So Kelton was the first one here, 
huh?” Ed asked.

“ Yep,” agreed Turner.
“ Sure he wasn’t with the beef all 

the while?”

TURNER was about to answer 
when Kelton came up, snarling. 

Hatred distorted his face which, 
though almost healed, still showed 
signs of his run-in with Ed.

“ What’re you trying to do, Brady?” 
he demanded. “ Make me out to be 
one of the rustlers?”

“ Oh, I dunno,” Ed replied calmly. 
“ I’m just asking questions. If you 
boys had rid up and found me with 
the beef, you’d be mighty suspicious 
about it, wouldn’t you?”

“ That's different.”
“ Oh, not so different. Why doesn’t 

the same thing fit you?”
“ Would I warn the others if I was 

rustling the beef myself?” snarled 
Kelton, now on the defensive.

“Oh, so it was you who gave the 
warning!” Ed’s smile became wider. 
“ That fits in all around.”

Turner was looking on, perplexed. 
“What’s all this about?” he asked.

“Nothing at all,” replied Ed airily. 
“ Just checking on some suspicions, 
that’s all.”

He would have liked to have exposed 
Kelton’s trick then and there, but 
that would have required him to ad
mit that he had been alone with the 
stock when Kelton rode up and fired. 
Kelton would have liked that, he 
knew, for then the big rancher would 
have been able to point out that hav
ing ridden away and returned when
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the others were present was cause for 
suspicion.

Ed decided to say nothing more of 
the incident, but he racked it up care
fully in his memory. Another score 
to settle with Lew Xelton when the 
proper time arrived. He switched the 
subject back to the canyon.

“ How about trying to find the trail 
of the rustler who went through?” 
he asked.

But Kelton, who had been so an
xious for the search when he had ex
pected to find Ed Brady inside the 
canyon, now opposed it.

“ It’s too late now,” he said gruffly. 
“ Whoever it was has had time to ride 
to Mexico while you stood here 
jawing.”

“Not if you winged him,” insisted 
Ed. “A man can’t ride far writh a 
bullet in him.”

Kelton continued to argue against 
it, but the harder he argued the mere 
persistent Ed became.

Finally Shep Turner came into the 
discussion on Ed’s side.

“Don’t see what we got to lose by 
looking, Lew,” he said. “So long as 
we’re out here, we may as well be as 
thorough as we can.”

Kelton, seeing he would be out
voted, gave in, but not gracefully. 
“ It ain’t becoming,” he muttered, “ to 
see you being led around by the nose 
by a killer like Brady.”

Turner’s voice was sharp as he an
swered, “ Nobody ain’t leading me by 
the nose or by anything else, Lew! 
W e’re looking for the trail of the 
rustlers, and not having personal ar
guments about it. Come on!” And 
he headed for the canyon mouth, the 
group following at his heels.

ED BRADY grinned with satis
faction. Turner’s manner and 

action showed that, though he and 
his association might be working- 
hand in hand with Kelton, it was not 
because the big rancher dominated 
t h e m  completely. T h e  thought 
cheered Ed. It meant that if he could 
prove his suspicions of Kelton, Turn
er and his crowd would join forces 
with him, instead of becoming his 
enemy’s ally.

Insid'e the cleft in the rock, the

walls rose precipitously. The stars 
winked down coldly. Ed had the 
feeling that this was how things 
would look and feel if he were at the 
bottom of a deep well.

The horses picked their way care
fully, for the narrow path was filled 
with rocks which could easily cause 
a serious fall.

About a hundred yards in, the trail 
curved sharply at right angles and 
seemed to head into the bowels of 
the mountains.

“Look,” called Turner in amaze
ment, “ it’s widened out into a broad 
green valley floor!”

He was right.
No longer were the sides sheer 

granite closing in, but instead they 
broadened out and seemed grass- 
covered. The rocks were gone from 
underfoot, and a green carpet had 
taken their place.

Ed jumped from his horse and got 
down on his hands and knees to ex
amine the ground. “There’s been 
plenty of beef run through here, all 
right,” he announced, standing up 
after his examination. “And the last 
lot went through not too long ago. 
You can still see their marks.”

Exclamations of surprise came 
from all the riders, for this solved the 
problem of their disappearing cattle.

Although their herds had been 
steadily diminishing, no one had been 
able to figure how the stock had been 
removed from the valley. They had 
known of the canyon, of course, but 
to them it had always seemed a rocky 
cleft through which it would be im
possible to drive stock. Now they 
found that that only applied to its 
entrance. Once around the turn, that 
rocky, forbidding canyon turned into 
a soft, inviting valley.

“ This is on your land, Brady,”  Kel- 
ton’s voice cracked sharply in the 
night. “ Do you mean to tell us you 
didn’t know about it?”

“Nary an inkling,” answered Ed. 
“But it seems to me that you boys 
who’ve been living in the valley so 
long might have known about it.” 
Once again he was speaking not to 
the group, but directly to Kelton.

“No.” Turner’s reply saved Kelton 
from having to lie again. “We always
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thought of this section as dry, rocky 
badlands.”

“ I did, too, up till now,”  said Ed. 
“But this has sure undeceived me. If 
the darkness ain’t fooling my eyes, I 
got miles and miles of good summer 
grazing grounds that I never knew I 
owned. And if Mr. Kelton”—and he 
grinned at the big rancher—“hadn’t 
brought us down here tonight and 
suggested looking for the rustler, I 
still wouldn’t know about it. I think 
I owe a vote of thanks to Mr. Kel
ton.”

K ELTON was squirming in his 
saddle and cursing himself and 

Ed Brady and the world in general, 
under his breath, for he knew that 
Brady’s words were the truth.

He, Kelton, and he alone was really 
responsible for this disclosure.

“ I,”  he said coldly, “am going to 
ride -ahead and see where this leads 
to.” And he started down the valley.

“Wait up,” cried Ed. “ I’m with 
you!”  He vaulted back into his sad
dle and was off after Kelton.

“ I don’t hanker for his company 
none,” he whispered to his horse, “but 
I just don’t trust that hombre off by 
himself. Let him alone for ten min
utes and he’ll be planning some new 
devilment.”

“Hi—” Turner called after them. 
“W e’ll be at the mouth of the can
yon, separating the different brands. 
Come back soon and pick out yours.” 

Turner and the rest of the posse 
wheeled and made their way around 
the horseshoe bend whence they had 
come, while Kelton thundered down 
the fertile valley with Ed Brady at 
his heels.

The ranchman seemed to be think
ing deeply, and when Ed caught up 
with him, he reined in his horse and 
sat looking at the younger man.

Brady sat waiting expectantly. He 
was ready for whatever might come, 
be it a fight with fists or guns, or even 
an argument. He was surprised when 
Kelton spoke in a gentle voice which 
was meant to be persuasive.

“Look here, Brady. I ’ve got a prop
osition for you!”

“Let’s have it,” said Ed guardedly.

“W e’ve been fighting since you got 
here,” Kelton went on.

“ Not we,” Ed cut in. “ You. I’ve 
just been trying to protect myself. 
I haven’t started to fight yet.”

“All right,” Kelton waved an im
patient hand. “I ’ve been fighting 
since you got here, if you prefer it 
that way. Well, suppose I admit I 
was wrong?”

Ed looked at him in surprise.
“ I don’t understand what you 

mean,” he said.
“A man can make a mistake, can’t 

he?” demanded Kelton. “ Suppose I 
was against you from the start be
cause of stories I heard about you be
fore you came. I could change my 
mind, couldn’t I?”

“Yeah,” Ed drawled. “You could— 
but did you?”

“ I ain’t saying I did—completely 
But I am saying that where before I 
didn’t believe there was room for 
both of us in the same valley, now I 
think there’s room aplenty.”

“You mean you want to call off the 
fight?” asked Brady.

“ That’s right,” replied Kelton 
heartily. “And more than that, I 
want to be a good neighbor,, to you.”

Ed whistled thoughtfully.
“Yes,” Kelton went on. “You can 

do yourself good by being friendly. 
I ’ll get you into the Association, and 
between us, we can have a good thing 
here.”

“ Kind of partners, like, you mean?” 
Ed queried.

“ Yeah, kind of,” Kelton agreed.

D GRINNED. “There’s an old 
saying that if you can’t whip a 

man, the next best thing is to join 
him. That how you’re figgering?”

Kelton smiled ruefully. “ It don’t 
sound so pretty, the way you put it, 
but that’s the general idea. What do 
you say?”

“ Well, I’ll tell you, Kelton,” Ed re
plied deliberately. “ I’m willing to 
have peace between us. I don’t think 
I’d want to be any kind of partner 
to you, but I am willing to be a good 
neighbor. But”—and here his voice 
became cold and sharp — “ there’s a 
few things I must find out first.”

“What things?” asked Kelton.
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“First — who has been doing the 
rustling in the valley?’’

He paused as though expecting Kel- 
ton to supply the answer. When there 
was none forthcoming, he went on, 
“ Second—who sent those drygulchers 
out to the Shooting Star to plug me?” 

Again a pause—again no answer. 
“ Third—who killed the Morgans?” 
Kelton said nothing.
The two men sat staring at each 

other, understanding each other per
fectly. Then Ed went on, “ I’m gon
na get the answers to those three 
questions, Kelton. And I’ll be glad 
to be a good neighbor to you after I 
get them—if the answers don’t get 
you strung up on the nearest tree!” 

Kelton wheeled his horse. “ All 
right, Brady,” he said. “You’re asking 
for war. And when it comes, remem
ber, you asked for it !”

He dug his spurs sharply into his 
animal and rode to join the posse, 
leaving Ed alone.

Ed Brady shook his head. “ If I 
wasn’t sure before, I would be now,” 
he said, speaking softly into the 
night. “ Only the guilty man wouldn’t 
want those questions answered.”

He cantered back to the opening of 
the canyon to help in separating the 
stock, but while he worked, he kept 
an eye on Kelton; he would not have 
put it above that worthy to allow his 
gun to go off “accidentally.”

But Kelton kept to his own busi
ness, dividing his cattle from the 
herd.

Ed found about a doaen head with 
the Shooting Star brand on them. 
When the others had also isolated 
their brands into separate groups, 
they began their homeward trek, 
driving their cattle before them.

As he neared the ranch, Ed 
thought, “ The Judge and me ought to 
ride through the canyon, come day
break, and see just what’s in there, 
and where it leads to.”

He pushed the cattle on, down near 
the main herd, and left them to drift 
for themselves.

SNSIDE the house, the Judge was 
waiting impatiently.

He heaved a sigh of relief when

Ed entered, saying, “After you left, 
I felt sure the whole thing was a 
trap.”

Ed nodded. “ It was meant to be,” 
he agreed, then went on to tell the 
whole story.

“ It was supposed to trap me,” he 
finished, “ but instead Kelton got 
caught in his own net. He was so 
sure that I was hiding right in the 
mouth of that canyon that he got 
brash about it, and showed himself 
up.”

The Judge looked at Ed somberly 
for a moment, then said, “ You know, 
Ed, if we don’t pin that hombre down 
mighty soon, he’s going to get. you 
one way or t’other.”

Ed nodded his understanding and 
agreement.

“That being the case,”  the Judge 
went on, “wouldn’t it be plain self- 
defense if you took the law into your 
own hands and finished him off be
fore he got the chance to do it to 
you ?”

“ No,” said Ed shortly. “ That would 
be cold-blooded killing.”

“Rut in Cerro—” the Judge pro
tested.

“In Cerro,” Ed cut in, “ every one 
of those jaspers drew first. I ’ve never 
thrown a gun on any man without 
him drawing first, and I ain’t gonna 
let Kelton spoil my record. I don’t 
use a gun to hunt men with. I use it 
for defense.”

The Judge shrugged his shoulders 
hopelessly.

“It’s your funeral,” he said. “ But 
as for me, when I see signs of a 
mountain lion about my stock, I 
don’t wait until he gets to the calves 
before shooting him. Knowing the 
nature of the beast, I can’t go far 
wrong by figgering he’s getting ready 
for a kill. By getting him first, I 
save the calf.”

“ I know,” Ed admitted. “And I 
ain’t saying you’re wrong. It’s just 
that I ain’t built that way.” Then, 
to change the subject, he asked, 
“ Anything happen here while I was 
gone?”

“Nothing,” answered the fat little 
Judge, “ excepting that A1 Ruffer 
rode by. I thought first he was com
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ing in, but he didn’t. He rode right 
by.”

“Just as well he did,” said Ed. 
“ He’s another lobo we’ll have to set
tle with in our own good time.”

IN THE new morning’s sunlight, 
the canyon was even more of a 

surprise.
The broad green spread extended 

for about two or three miles before 
it again narrowed down into a rocky 
gorge. This gorge, though narrow, 
was wide enough to pass cattle 
through in single file.

The two men proceeded through 
it cautiously, for once in it there 
was no retreat, and the thought had 
entered Ed Brady’s mind that ‘a 
boulder, pushed down from above, 
would do a good job of crushing any 
horse and rider caught below.

They kept a sharp eye on the can
yon rear, but saw no sign of anyone 
who should not have been there.

Ed grinned. “ Bet if Kelton knew 
we were in here now, he wouldn’t 
let a chance like that go awasting.” 

The narrow trail wound round and 
round and at last came out through 
a break in what seemed to be a sheer 
cliff.

The two men rode further in an 
attempt to find out just where they 
were. In the distance they saw some 
smoke and made for it.

As they drew closer, they could 
make out the dim outlines of many 
buildings.

“ It’s a town,” said Ed, “and a fair 
good-sized one at that.”

This was confirmed as they drew 
closer.

A  man was lounging outside a 
store, and they reined in their horses.

“ What town is this, stranger?” 
asked Ed.

“ Bighorn,” was the reply.
“Ain’t this where the railroad 

junction is?” asked Ed.
“Right,” said the stranger. “ This is 

where most of the beef from this 
state is shipped from.”

“ How far is it to the town of Co
chetopa?” Ed wanted to know.

“ W ell”—the stranger took his 
weight from the hitching rail he had 
been leaning on and pointed with his

hands—“them hills over there are the 
rear end of the Cochetopa moun
tains. The Cochetopa valley is on the 
other side of them, and the town’s 
about mid-way up the valley, ’Tain’t 
more’n eight or ten miles as the crow 
flies, but we can’t fly over the moun
tains, so we have to go around them. 
You circle down around yonder hill” 
—he indicated with his pointing fin
ger—“ and you’ll hit a narrow trail 
that winds its way through. About 
twenty miles in you’ll come to a lit
tle spur railroad. That’ll lead you 
right into the valley.”

“Thanks, stranger,” said Ed. “ How 
long should it take?”

“ Oh, you won’t make it today,” the 
stranger replied. “ You’ll have to 
make camp about mid-day, but you’ll 
get there tomorrow noon with fast 
riding.”

Thej^ thanked him again and rode 
off. Once alone, the Judge’s excite
ment bubbled over.

“Do you realize what this means, 
Ed?” he cried. “ That canyon would 
save the whole valley a two-day trip 
to Bighorn. It cuts right through 
the mountain!”

Ed nodded. “ It’ll cut the cost of 
shipping beef in half,” he said. “As 
soon as we settle up our score, we’ll 
smooth out the rocky bottom so all 
the ranchers can use it.”

“You mean,” asked the Judge in 
amazement, “you’d throw it open to 
them coyotes after the way they 
treated you?”

“ Shore,” Ed replied. “ I ain’t got 
nothing against them. They acted 
like they did because they think I’m 
a gun-shooting, murdering lobo. As 
soon as they find out their error, 
they’ll change their tune.”

THEY MADE their way back to 
the narrow opening in the hills 

and retraced their steps.
“ What,” said Ed, pointing, “do you 

suppose that could be?”
The Judge followed the direction 

of Ed’s finger and saw an out-jutting 
ledge, far up on the canyon wall.

“ Looks like an outcropping of the 
rock,” he replied. He squinted. “And 
there seems to be something up there 
—something shiny.”
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“ Yep, that’s what I thought,” said 
Ed, dropping from his saddle. “ I’m 
going to find out what it is.”

He looked about carefully, choos
ing the most likely place for the 
ascent. None seemed easy, for the 
wall was almost sheer in places. He 
finally made his decision and began. 
For the first hundred feet or so he 
found footholds and handgrips, but 
then he reached that part of the can
yon side which from below had 
looked as sheer and smooth as pol
ished glass.

Ed was gratified to find that there 
were small veins running crosswise 
through this surface which he would 
be able to use as the rungs of a lad
der.

To the Judge down below, it 
seemed as though Brady were walk
ing up that smooth surface as a fly 
walks up a mirror, and he rubbed 
his eyes in disbelief.

Carefully and surely Ed continued 
his climb until he had reached the 
level of the outcropping. Here he 
found himself on a narrow ledge 

.which led as surely as a path to that 
wider, larger ledge which was what 
had attracted his attention from be
low.

Reaching his goal, he looked about 
him. The height gave him a clear 
view, down to the entrance of the 
canyon. Behind him was the opening 
of what seemed to be a cave.

With one hand on his gun, he made 
his way carefully in, and waited un
til his eyes became accustomed to 
the dimmer light.

On the floor were several bankets; 
and a tree trunk, cut into stumpy 
lengths, had provided four seats. Ex
cept for these, the cave was empty.

Ed returned to the ledge and 
looked about for the shiny substance 
that had caught his eye. A small bit 
of metal lay near the edge, catching 
the sun’s rays and throwing them off 
again. It was this tiny piece of tin 
which had exposed the almost per
fect hideout.

Carefully Ed made his way down 
the cliff side to where the Judge 
awaited him with popping eyes.

“ I knew,” exclaimed the fat little 
man, “ that you could do lots of

things, Ed Brady, but I never sus
pected that you could crawl like a 
fly !”

Ed laughed and explained about 
the veins that acted as a ladder. 
“That’s what makes it a perfect hide
out,” he added. “ Nobody from down 
here would ever suspect that it could 
be reached, yet when you start up, 
it’s really very easy.”

ETURNING through the broad 
grassy portion of the divide, 

they saw that cattle were grazing on 
its slopes.

They took time out to ride up the 
hillside to investigate and discovered 
that they were steers of varied 
brands.

“ It’ll take a few days for us to 
run these out and get them returned 
to their proper owners,” Ed re
marked.

“ Why not invite the other ranch
ers over to clean out their own 
stock?” inquired the Judge.

“Good idea,” replied Ed. “Suppose 
you do that when we get back.”

“ Sure thing,” answered his roly- 
poly companion. “ But what are you 
planning on for this afternoon?”

“ I”—Ed had a determined look in 
his eye—“ am planning on taking a 
ride over to the Diamond O.”

The Judge smiled.
“ Having seen Susan Wells, I can’t 

say that I blame you.”
“ Oh, it’s not a social visit,”  said 

Ed hastily.
“Of course not,” agreed the Judge, 

his eyes twinkling. “ It’s purely busi
ness. And you’ll get no pleasure 
whatsoever from it.”

Ed Brady’s face was a bit red. “ I 
don’t say I won’t enjoy talking to 
Susan—Miss Wells,” he replied. “ But 
the reason I want to talk to her is 
to find out what she knows about 
Kelton. From what I can see and 
hear, she’s been fighting him longer 
than we have. That means that in 
our fight with Kelton, she’s on our 
side. And when you’re in a fight like 
this, you have to use all the allies 
you can.”

“Specially when they got eyes and 
hair like Susan Wells,” added the 
Judge playfully.
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“ Now, looky here, Judge—” Ed be
gan, but the Judge cut him off with 
a laugh. “Don’t get het up about it, 
son,” he advised. “ I’m only teasing. 
And there ain’t nothing wrong in 
liking a fine gal like Susan. If I 
was you, I’d be proud of it instead 
of getting all red in the face and 
denying it. She’s one gal in a mil
lion. So you go and do your business 
out there and I ’ll attend to this end.” 

Ed was silent a moment, as though 
thinking; then he asked, “ Did you 
notice, Judge, how she sits on her 
horse—like she was part of it!”

“ Oh, my gosh,” groaned the Judge. 
“ First he denies any interest in the 
gal, and now I’m agonna have to 
listen to all her fine points. Don’t 
waste your time telling me how won
derful she is, son. Tell it to her. 
She’ll appreciate it.”

THEIR good humor was quickly 
dissipated when, on approach

ing the canyon mouth, they saw a 
horseman stationed there.

“ Looks like Ruffer,” said the 
Judge. Then, in a warning tone, he 
added, “ Probably looking for trou
ble. Don’t let him get the drop on 
you.”

“ Not he,” said Ed scornfully. “ Not 
when he’s outnumbered two to one. 
He hasn’t got that kind of guts. He’s 
only brash when he thinks he 
has the upper hand.”

Ruffer, for the Judge’s vision had 
not erred and it was he, rode to 
meet them. There was a sly look on 
his face.

Brady did not wait for Ruffer to 
speak. He had decided that with peo
ple of this type the best method of 
defense was offense.

He rode over to the intruder and 
demanded sharply, “What are you 
doing on my land?”

The big rawboned bully’s face 
dropped at this unexpected approach. 
“Your land?” he repeated.

“Yes, my land,” replied Ed, still 
hard-voiced. “Didn’t you know this 
canyon was on my land? Or maybe 
you’ve been using it so much you 
got to thinking of it as your own?” 

Buffer’s mouth was opening and

closing like a fish’s, but no sounds 
came out.

“ Well, out with it!” Ed demanded. 
“ What are you doing here, and what 
do you want?”

With an obvious effort, Ruffer 
got control of himself.

“ I came to do you a favor,” he 
said, expecting to be asked what 
favor.

But again Ed Brady surprised him 
by answering, “ I don’t want any, 
thanks. Good-bye.”

He waited for his unwelcome visit
or to leave, but Ruffer made no move 
to do so.

“ You ain’t in a position to refuse 
this favor,” he insisted.

“ Get rolling, Ruffer,” was the only 
answer he received.

In desperation he blurted, “ I know 
you was with that rustled herd last 
night. I’m offering to keep the in
formation to myself.”

For the first time Ed evinced in
terest. “ Who else knows?” he asked, 
trying to look guilty.

“ Nobody but me—yet,” replied 
Ruffer.

“ How did you find out about it?” 
asked Ed, as though all the starch 
and fight had gone out of him.

As he became meeker, Ruffer be
came bolder.

“Because I saw you,” he said.
“ And you won’t tell?” asked Ed 

anxiously.
“Not if you do what I ask.”
“And what do you want me to do?”
The Judge had to turn around to 

hide a grin at Ed’s acting. On the 
surface he appeared thoroughly 
frightened, but the Judge knew he 
was merely attempting to draw Ruf
fer out in order to find out what 
was behind his actions.

The sly, bullying look had reap
peared on Ruffer’s face, and his voice 
took on its old bulldozing quality 
as he answered, “ You’ve got to clear 
out of the Cochetopa hills.”

“How soon?” Ed’s voice was hum
ble.

“Pronto!”
“ What if I don’t?”
“ Then I’ll tell the ranchers what I 

know and you’ll go out anyway—at 
the end of their guns—if they don’t
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string you up first.”
Ruffer now spoke like a man who 

held the winning cards in his hand 
and knew it.

Ed’s next words took some of the 
smugness o ff his face and out of his 
voice.

“ Get down off your horse,” said 
Brady.

“ What for?”
“ Because”—and no one would have 

recognized in this hard, flinty voice 
the humble tones of a moment be
fore—“I’m going to give you the 
worst beating you ever got in your 
life.”

All Ruffer’s braggadocio was gone.
“ I—I —I don’t understand,” he stut

tered.
“All right, I ’ll explain,” said Ed.
“First—you’re lying. You didn’t 

see me at the canyon last night be
cause you weren’t there. The Judge 
saw' you riding by my ranch house 
from the other direction.

“ Second—if you were there when 
I got there, then you must have been 
there with that herd yourself.

“But that ain’t why I’m agonna 
knock your ears off. I’m just tired 
of being bullied and threatened, and 
it’s time to put a stop to it. Now 
get down, and we’ll see how tough 
you are, Mr A1 Ruffer.”

THE BULLY’S face had drained 
white and his teeth seemed to 

be chattering as he answered, “ It 
ain’t fair. There’s two of you against 
me.”

“ Pshaw,” said Ed. “This is gonna 
be a fair fight. The Judge won’t 
have no part of it. He can hold our 
guns, that’s all. Come on, hop down.” 

And suiting the action to the word, 
Ed jumped from his own animal and 
began to undo his gun belt.

The bully thought quickly. He 
could spur his horse and probably 
make a getaway, but if he did, he 
must forever keep running from 
Brady. And if the story ever got out 
that he had run away from a fair 
fight, life would be impossible for 
him in the valley.

Yet he had no desire to match 
blows with the long, lean cowboy. 
He had had one experience with Ed’s

fists which he still remembered, and 
he had seen what had happened to 
Kelton.

There was only one way out. He 
must kill both Brady and the Judge 
so that he need not fight, nor suf
fer the consequences of his coward
ice.

Quickly he made his decision. He 
got down from his horse on the far 
side, and as he stepped out from 
behind the animal, his gun was out 
and ready. Two bullets would do the 
trick quickly. If his part in the kill
ing were ever discovered, and he 
hoped it would never be, he could 
claim self-defense. After all, there 
were two of them against him. He 
must be sure to take their guns out 
of their holsters and put them in 
their hands before he left their dead 
bodies. Then it would look as if they 
had drawn first. All these thoughts 
flashed through Ruffer’s mind as he 
took the two steps from behind his 
horse.

Then his mouth dropped open and 
his knees wobbled a little, for fac
ing him were Ed and the Judge, and 
both of them had their Colts point
ing at his middle.

“ I figgered you’d pull a gun, Ruf
fer,” came Ed’s cool voice. “ Drop 
it !”

The command snapped out like a 
bullwhip, and the gun dropped from 
the bully’s nerveless fingers.

“Don’t shoot,” he whimpered. “ I 
didn’t mean nothing by it.”

“ Don’t worry,” replied Brady in 
disgust. “ We wasn’t aiming to use 
your methods. Get his gun, Judge.”

The little man retrieved Ruffer’s 
bpgleg from where it had fallen.

“And here’s mine,” said Ed, hand
ing it to him, belt and all. “And now, 
Ruffer, come on and fight.”

Ruffer seemed paralyzed with fear. 
He put up his fists automatically as 
Ed circled around him, but he had 
no heart in it.

Ed feinted with his left, intending 
to draw down Ruffer’s guard and let 
go with his right, but before he had 
finished his move, the bully took a 
hasty step backward and, tripping on 
his spurs, went down in a heap.

Ed stood aside, waiting for him to
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arise, but Ruffer remained on the 
ground, cowering in fear.

“ Get up!” Ed demanded. “ Get up 
and fight.”

But Ruffer made no move to do so.

THE JUDGE’S voice was scorn
ful. “ Well, by the good lord 

Harry!” he ejaculated. “ If that ain’t 
the vilest spectacle I ever did see. 
He’s worse to look at than the ugli
est horned toad. And I made the 
mistake of thinking he was a man.” 

“Give me my gun belt,” said Ed. 
And as he restrapped it about his 
waist, he added, his tone filled with 
disgust, “ I reckon I would feel right 
sinful if I hit a man as scared as 
he is. It would be like smacking a 
helpless baby. Come on, Judge, let’s 
get out of here before the sight of 
him makes me sick.”

“ Right you are,” the Judge agreed. 
“ I feel my stummick turning al
ready.”

They mounted and looked down at 
Ruffer, who was still groveling on 
the ground. In his terror he calcu
lated on all men acting as he would 
himself act under like circumstances. 
I f the situation were reversed, he 
knew that he would use a bullet to 
put an end to his helpless enemy, so 
as he squirmed he expected that at 
any moment there would come the 
crash of a gun that would wipe out 
his life. The thought only added to 
his terror.

He was slobbering as he whined, 
“ Don’t shoot, Brady. Don’t shoot.” 

With revulsion in his eyes, Ed an
swered, “ Don’t worry about it, you 
yaller polecat. I won’t shoot. But I’m 
taking your gun out a ways to make 
sure that you don’t. Our backs would 
make a swell target for you. And in 
the future keep off of my land."

CHAPTER XI
m  T  THE Diamond" O, Brady 

/ A  was disappointed to find no 
A K o n e  but the old Indian cook, 
Wauhela, puttering about the kitch
en.

Wauhela seemed ageless. Her face 
was so full of wrinkles that it seemed 
formless. She had been the cook at 
the Diamond O since Susan had been

born, and was accepted as a member 
of the family.

“ Come sit,” she invited Ed after 
he told her what he wanted. “Miss 
Susie be back soon.”

She brought him a tall cool drink 
and, while he was sipping it, asked 
unexpectedly, “You like Miss Susie?” 

“ Why, yes,” Ed answered, a little 
embarrassed by the suddenness of the 
question. “ I like her fine.”

“ Good.” The old lady nodded hc;r 
head in approval. “ She fine girl. But 
I afraid for her.”

“ W hy?” asked Ed, immediately 
anxious. “ Is something the matter?” 

“No man in house—bad thing,” re
plied Wauhela tersely. “ Miss Susie 
need man take care for her.”

Ed nodded. “ It must be pretty 
tough for a girl to run the whole 
ranch herself, especially when she’s 
got bad hombres like Kelton and 
Ruffer to deal with.”

“ Kelton want her to go away,” re
plied the squaw. “Ruffer want her 
to marry him. Both bad.”

“ I calculate you got them both 
pegged pretty good,” agreed Ed. “ But 
have they been making any trouble 
lately?”

A clatter of hoofs outside inter
rupted her answer, and through the 
window they could see Susan dis
mounting.

“ You take care of her,” said Wau
hela, and soundlessly stepped out of 
the room.

A moment later Susan danced in, 
her hair ruffled and her eyes and 
cheeks glowing from her ride.

When she saw Ed, she stopped 
dead still for a second, her ripe lips 
half opened; then she ran over and 
gripped his hand.

“ Welcome,” she cried. “ I was be
ginning to think you had forgotten 
all about us.”

“ Oh, no, ma’am,” denied Ed vig
orously. “ No such thing. I didn’t 
forget you for a minute. That is— 
I mean—it’s just that I ’ve been awful 
busy getting the Shooting Star in 
shape.”

“ I understand,” she said, and her 
eyes were twinkling, “Business be
fore pleasure.”

“Well, ma’am—”
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“ I thought we had agreed it was 
to be Susan—not ma’am.”

“ Yeah, that’s right. I forgot, ma’am 
—Susan. Well, I guess I better ex
plain what I came over about.”

“ It doesn’t need any explanation, 
Ed. You’re welcome any time.”

Ed flushed with pleasure, and be
came even more confused. This beau
tiful slip of a girl could get him 
more rattled than the threat of half 
a dozen six-shooters.

“ But I better explain anyway,” he 
insisted. “You see, I came over on 
a kind of business visit.”

She pouted. “And I thought you 
had finally realized that it would be 
fun to come.”

He flushed some more and stam
mered and stuttered until she took 
pity on him and said, “ Oh, don’ t 
mind my teasing, Ed. I do it be
cause I’m just as embarrassed as you 
are. Come on. Let’s sit down so we 
can talk.”

Then, after they were both seated. 
“ Now tell me what’s on your mind.”

FEELING much more at his ease, 
Ed Brady went into a long reci

tation of the things that had hap
pened since he had seen her last, 
leaving out only the last meeting 
with Ruffer.

Several times she interrupted with 
questions, and on a few occasions 
she grew a little red with anger.

“ It all fits in,” she said when he 
had finished. “ Kelton is trying to 
run this whole valley, and he’ll stop 
at nothing to gain his ends.”

“That’ s the thing I wanted to find 
out,” said Ed. “Just what do you 
know about Lew Kelton? You’ve 
known him much longer than I have.” 

“ I know that he fought my father 
the same way that he’s fighting 
you,” the girl replied, and the twin
kle in her eyes had now turned to 
a determined look.

“ W hy?” Ed asked.
“ He wanted this ranch, and he still 

wants it. He thought that once Dad 
was gone he’d have an easy time get
ting it, but I’ve disappointed him, so 
far.”

“ Good for you,” said Ed admir
ingly, “But tell me something about

it. Did your father have anything at 
all to do with the bank hold-up? If 
not, why did he run away?”

“My father never killed anyone in 
his whole life!” she declared hotly.

“Then why did he run?” Ed re
peated.

“ Because he wasn’t young any 
more. Kelton had him in a strangle
hold. and it was either run or fight. 
And he was too old to fight.”

“ I wish I had been here,” said Ed. 
“ So do I,” she said. “ But you 

weren’t, and there was no one to 
lead the fight against that beast.” 

“ I ’m awfully sorry he left,” Ed 
faltered. “ If he had stayed, he might 
still be alive.”

She gave him a quick look. “The 
report of his death came from one 
of Kelton’s men,” she said enigmatic
ally.

“ You mean he may still be alive?” 
“ There’s been no proof of his 

death!”
“ But everybody believes—”
“ Sure.” Her cheeks were reddening 

again. “Everybody believes what Kel
ton wants them to. Everybody be
lieves Dad shot a man in the back 
cold-bloodedly. But that doesn’t make 
it so.”

He went over to her and took her 
tiny shoulders in his great hands. 
“ Susan—you know something you 
haven’t told me. What is it? If we’re 
to beat Kelton, I must know every
thing there is to know.”

She shook her head sorrowfully. 
“ I have nothing else to tell you, Ed.” 

He looked into her eyes earnestly. 
“ Don’t you trust me, Susan?”

“ Don’t say things like that!” she 
pleaded. “ I’d trust you with any
thing, anywhere. If there are things 
that I don’t tell you now, it’s because 
I ’ve given my word not to. Please, 
Ed, don’t ask me any more. If I could 
tell you, I would.”

He went back to his chair slowly. 
“All right, Susan,” he said after a 
moment’s silence. “ If you can’t talk 
about it now, I won’t try to make 
you. Let’s see if you can help me 
on some of the other problems. What 
do you know about the White 
Rider?”
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“N-n-nothing at all,” Susan stam
mered.

“Look, Susan, maybe I don’t have 
to tell you this—but I want to be 
sure you know it. I’m in this fight 
with you one hundred percent, and 
any time you need my help, you just 
yell for me and I’ll come arunning.” 

“Thanks,” she answered. “ It’s good 
to know you have friends. What do 
you plan to do now?”

“ Well, I plan to go after Kelton 
instead of waiting for him to come 
after me. I ’ve got enough on him to 
hang him, if I can only get the proof 
of it. I’m going to try to get that 
proof.”

“Good luck,” she said. “And be 
careful. It would be terrible if any
thing should happen to you.”

“ I’ll be all right,” he assured her. 
“But I’m not any too happy about 
you being out here all alone.”

“ Oh, don’t worry about me,” she 
replied cheerfully. “ I can take care 
of myself all right. And I am happy 
now, knowing I’m not alone in my 
fight.”

W HEN HE reached his horse, 
the old squaw seemed to ma

terialize from nowhere. “ Good,” she 
said. “Me listen at door.” Her gut
tural tone was completely unashamed 
as she confessed to the eavesdrop
ping. “You like her—she like you 
too. You like to know more about 
Kelton, you ask in Cochetopa.” And 
before he could ask her for a further 
explanation, she had glided silently 
into the house through the back door.

Ed rode back to the Shooting Star 
in a cloud. The memory of Susan’s 
ready smile and pert little face drove 
all worries completely from his mind.

“There never was a gal like her 
before,” he told himself. “ And I ’ll 
bet there’ll never be another.”

Fortunately his horse knew the 
trail to the ranch house, or in his 
daydreaming state he might have rid
den miles out of the way without 
noticing it.

The Judge was waiting for him. 
“ The boys are coming out tomor

row morning to get their beef out 
of the canyon,” said the little fat 
man.

“ Good,” Ed replied. “Did you tell 
them where the canyon trail leads 
to?”

“ No, I didn’t. You said you wanted 
to settle up with Kelton before we 
did that.”

“ Right,” Ed agreed. “There’s time 
enough. No use telling everything 
we know yet. It might come,in handy 
later on.”

The Judge nodded his understand
ing.

“And meanwhile,” Brady went on, 
“ if the ranchers are all going to be 
in the canyon tomorrow morning, 
that’ll be a good time for me to be 
moseying around town.” He told the 
Judge about Wauhela’s suggestion. 
“ If I can get some of the towns
folk to talk, I may be able to fit 
the pieces of this puzzle together.”

“ ’Tain’t no puzzle to me,” said the 
Judge. “ Kelton is the answer to all 
the questions, as far as I’m con
cerned.”

“ Sure,” Ed agreed mildly, “but the 
puzzle is—how are we going to prove 
it?”

CHAPTER XII

M N D  BRADY had known that the 
.town of Cochetopa looked upon 

-® -«h im  with suspicion, but it took 
this visit to make him realize how 
completely the poisonous tongue of 
Kelton had isolated him from the 
community.

At the bar, when he dropped in for 
a drink, the bartender greeted his 
friendly talk with grunted monosyl
labic answers. People seemed to step 
into the doorways when he came 
along, in an effort to avoid him. 
Some looked significantly at the Colt 
which hung within easy reach of his 
right hand as though they were won
dering if he had come into town to 
use it promiscuously.

“ The fools,” gritted Ed to him
self, “ to be taken in by lies that way.” 
But a moment’s thought told him 
he was wrong. “ ’Tain’t that they’re 
fools,” he amended. “They just ain’t 
informed of the truth. The only news 
they get is what Kelton spreads 
around. They ain’t got no y?ay of 
finding out if it’s true or not. It’s
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them that spreads the lies that’s to 
blame—not the ones who believe 
them.”

Suddenly a thought struck him. 
“Walt Toler, the sheriff, seemed to 
be a pretty square hombre. Maybe 
he’ll help me.”

He hurried down to the sheriff’s 
office and found Toler poring over 
some pictures of wanted men. The 
sheriff got up and advanced with 
outstretched hand.

“ Come in, Brady. Glad to see you.” 
Ed obeyed, “ Gosh,” he remarked, 

“ those are the first friendly words 
I’ve heard all morning.”

The sheriff raised a questioning 
eyebrow.

“The people in town still seem to 
think I’m a murdering sidewinder. 
Won’t none of them have any part 
of me.”

“ Oh, that,” said Toler. “Yes—there 
have been stories going around. I’ve 
stopped them wherever I could, but 
they seem to be gaining ground.” 

“ You don’t still think I had any
thing to do with the Morgan killing, 
do you?” demanded Ed.

“ If I did,” Toler snorted, “ you 
wouldn’t be running around free. No, 
I sent Syd Bean to Cerro like I said 
I would, and he checked on your 
story. Found eight men all willing 
to ride over here to swear you were 
there when you said you were. They 
all agreed on the hold-up, too. No, 
Brady, I’m satisfied you were in Cer
ro when the Morgans were killed,” 

“Then maybe you can help me.” 
Ed’s eyes lighted up at the prospect. 
“ I think I know who’s behind all 
the killing and rustling in the val
ley. I ’m trying to get proof of it.” 

The sheriff sat up alertly.
“Let’s hear your story,” he said. 

“ I’m just as anxious to stop the 
trouble as you are.”

ED OUTLINED his ideas briefly; 
then summed them all up. 

“ The canyon was what made me 
sure. That place was used by the 
rustlers. They ran stock into it from 
all the ranches in the valley. They 
had been using the Shooting Star 
ranch house for their headquarters 
before I came. My coming put

a crimp in their activities. Isn’t it 
natural that they should try to get 
rid of me? Sure it is,” he answered 
himself. “ And who has been behind 
the attempts to get me out? Kelton, 
every time.

“He egged on the lynchers; he 
tried to buy me out—and the dry- 
gulchers that came after me were 
his men—the same ones who tried to 
kidnap me in Cerro even before I 
started for my ranch. Don’t you see, 
Sheriff, it all points the same way 
—to Kelton. Why, in the canyon he 
practically admitted it!”

“ You got any witnesses to that?” 
asked Toler quickly.

Brady shook his head despond
ently. “ I have no proof at all. That’s 
what I ’m looking for.”

“ Well, Brady, the minute you find 
any, bring it in and I’ll act on it. 
But until I have something solid to 
go on, I don’t see how I can make 
a move against Kelton. He’s a big 
man in these parts. If I could prove 
he was guilty, I wouldn’t care how 
big he was, but it’s dangerous for 
me to move against a man like that 
unless I can prove my charges. He 
could break me overnight.”

“ I know,” agreed Ed. “ I didn’t 
come in to get you to move in on 
him. I’m just moseying around try
ing to pick up information here and 
there. But nobody’ll talk to me. 
scared.”

“What do you want to find out?” 
asked Toler. “ Maybe I can help.” 

“ Well, for one thing,” said Ed 
Brady, “I "can’t figure where the 
White Rider fits into the whole 
thing, but I got a notion that he’s 
the center of it. What do you know 
about that?”

“Not a thirg, except the stories of 
a few people who claim to have seen 
it. Maybe you’re right about it hav
ing something to do with the ruckus 
here, because the first time it was 
seen was right after the bank hold
up.”

Ed looked up. “You mean when old 
Mr Wells disappeared?”

“That’s right,” agreed the sheriff. 
“ But when I heard about it I put 
it down to imagination.”

“ No, it’s not imagination,” said Ed.
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“ Because I ’ve seen it myself, and the 
Judge was with me—and neither one 
of us had had a single drink. It’s 
real, all right, and it fits in some
where, but I can’t figure where.” 

“ Sorry I can’t help you on that,” 
said the sheriff. “ What else do you 
want to know?”

“ Well, if I could make sure of 
who was living out at the Shooting 
Star before I came, that would be a 
kind o f proof, wouldn’t it?”

Toler nodded. “ It would be enough 
to justify me in questioning who
ever it was. It wouldn’t prove any
thing in itself, but it would be 
enough to get things rolling. But I 
can’t help you on that, either, be
cause I had no idea that anyone was 
making a headquarters of the Shoot
ing Star. If I had, I’d have raided 
the place.”

“That’s the worst of it,” said 
Brady. “ The only ones who know 
about it, I guess, are the ones who 
were there, and they won’t tell ’cause 
it would put their necks right into 
a noose if they did.”

“Yes,” agreed the sheriff. “ It’s go
ing to be hard to get any proof un
less they make a mistake and expose 
themselves.”

ED STOOD up and stretched his 
long, lean frame, then threw 

his chin out determinedly. “ I’m go
ing to keep trying. Thanks for try
ing to help. I ’ll keep moseying 
around, and maybe I’ll run into some
thing.”

But he had no success.
He stepped in for a bite at a little 

hash house, and the waiter-owner 
gave him a friendly hello. But a mo
ment later he asked, “ Say, ain’t you 
Ed Brady?” And when Ed admitted 
he was, the man retired behind the 
counter and came out again only to 
take Ed’s money for the food he had 
eaten.

He tried to get into conversation 
with the saddle maker with no bet
ter success, and the horseshoer acted 
as though he were deaf and dumb.

A thought of Susan Wells flashed 
into his mind. “ Poor kid,”  he 
thought. “ This silent treatment is 
what the town must be giving her

since her father lit out. It’s hard 
enough on me, but it must be ten 
times harder on her. At least I have 
the Judge to talk to. She has no one 
but old Wauhela.”

He silently vowed that in the fu
ture he would spend as much time 
as he possibly could at the Wells 
ranch, then felt a little foolish, tell
ing himself, “ Brady, you’re just look
ing for excuses to go out there.”

The morning was pretty well gone 
when he decided that further search 
for evidence was fruitless and that 
he had best return to the ranch.

“ May as well buy some vittles so 
long as I’m in town and take them 
along,” he thought, and headed for 
the general store.

Tim O’Shea, the wiry, bristly- 
chinned little owner, was waiting on 
a customer when Ed entered, but he 
hastily dropped what he was doing 
and came over to greet the new ar
rival.

Brady was surprised at his cor
diality, especially after his treatment 
by the rest of the townsfolk.

“ You wait right here, Brady,” said 
O’Shea, “and I ’ll be with you in a 
minute.” And before Ed could an
swer he had bustled back to his cus
tomer.

A few minutes later, having com
pleted that job, he hurried back to 
Ed,

“ Well, well, well,” he said. “ So 
you’re,still here. I knew you weren’t 
the kind that could be run o ff so 
easy.”

“Thanks,” said Ed. “ But the rest 
of the town doesn’t feel so cordial 
about it. They seem to wish I would 
get out.”

“Pshaw!” The little Iiishman put 
up a belittling hand. “ Think nothing 
of what they think. ’Tis Kelton’s 
buncombe they’ve been swallowing. 
As for me, any man who fights Kel- 
ton is my friend. In my opinion, Lew 
Kelton is the scourge of Cochetopa, 
and I’ve seen enough of you to know 
that you’re fighting him—and with 
more than words.”

Happy as Brady was to find some
one who did not look upon him as a 
powderkeg to be shied clear of, his
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native suspicion was not allayed at 
once.

“ Why,” he asked, “do you call Kel- 
ton the scourge o£ the valley?” 

“Because I know the coyote,” 
O’Shea answered vociferously, “and 
I ain’t a man who can be taken in 
by fine words. And what’s more, I 
know my arithmetic. In my mind two 
and two makes four, and not five or 
six or seven like Kelton would have 
you believe.”

“ How do you mean?”
The weatherbeaten old Irishman 

looked around cautiously. No one 
else was in the store.

“ ’Tis a queer thing, is it not, that 
all three men who bucked up against 
Kelton afore you arrived are gone?”

HE W AITED a moment for his 
words to sink in, then went

on:
“Yes, the banker, and Tom Mor

gan and Jeff Wells. Sure and the 
word has gone out that Wells shot 
the banker, but don’t you believe a 
bit of it. There weren’t no hard feel
ing between them two. It was Kelton 
the banker was bucking, not Wells. 
Kelton wanted to have the last say 
in the running of things, and Banker 
Ames had the same idea. So Kelton 
staged the hold-up, and killed the 
banker, and threw the blame on Jeff 
Wells -so that he had to run away 
and get himself killed, poor old man. 
And now Kelton has his way and 
runs the bank.”

“ Can you prove what you just 
said?” Ed asked excitedly.

“ Prove it? And what more proof 
do you need than just to look at the 
man? That’s proof enough for me,” 
replied the fiery little storekeeper. 

Ed sat down again dejectedly. 
“Yes—maybe for you. But it’s not 

enough for the law. I believe the 
same way you do, but we’ve got to 
be able to prove it.”

“Well, all I can say is that if Kel
ton ain’t stopped, no honest man will 
be safe,’’’ insisted O’Shea. “He got 
Ames and Wells and Morgan, and 
he’s been after you, and I guess if 
he knew what I had just been say
ing—” He drew his forefinger across 
his own throat significantly.

Ed nodded his head.
“You better be careful who hears 

you when you pop o ff that way.”
“ Oh, I don’t do it too often, but 

often enough for him to have heard 
how I feel about him already. But I 
ain’t no Wells or Morgan or Ames. 
I may be kinda old, but I still know 
how to handle myself. Look.” And 
with a quick, catlike motion he was 
down behind the big cracker barrel 
that graced the center of the store 
with the threatening end of a .45 
protruding over its top.

Ed laughed. “ That’s as good a rea
son as any for Kelton’s gunnies to 
keep away,” he said.

THE PEPPERY, likeable little 
man returned to his stool, and 

Ed questioned him in much the same 
way that he had the sheriff. The re
sults were equally unsatisfactory, 
O’Shea could add nothing to the 
knowledge Ed already had but his 
suspicions. Neither could he throw 
any light upon the purpose or iden
tity of the White Rider.

But when Ed brought up the prob
lem of who had been staying at the 
Shooting Star, he hit pay dirt— 
O’Shea turned into a gold mine of 
information.

“ Sure, sure,” he cried. “ I should 
have thought of it myself. I know 
who was there, because I sent out a 
whole wagonload of vittles for them.” 

“ Who was it?” Ed asked breath
lessly.

“ What’s important ain’t who used 
the stuff,” said O’Shea. “That was 
a coupla strange rannies I didn’t 
know. The important thing was who 
ordered it and paid for it.”

“ W ho?” Ed’s excitement was 
mounting rapidly.

“ Give you one guess!”
“Kelton?” Ed wanted to shake the 

answer out of O’Shea.
“ Nobody else but Kelton!” shouted 

the storekeeper. “And I hope the in
formation is enough to tie him to 
a tree!”

“ Whoopee!” Ed let out a shout of 
joy. “That may not be enough to 
finish him, but it sure is enough to 
start with. It’s the first concrete in
formation I ’ve been able to get, but
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it’s a good beginning. I’m going to 
get Walt Toler. You wait here!” 
And he rushed out of the store and 
up the street toward the sheriff’s of
fice.

Toler was just leaving his office, 
and Ed called out, “Hold on, Sheriff. 
I want to see you for a minute.”

The sheriff was waiting for him to 
come up when they both heard a shot.

Just one shot, but Ed felt a sinking 
feeling in his stomach. Quickly he 
turned and retraced his steps, run
ning at top speed, with Walt Toler 
following after.

His worst fears were realized.
Stretched out over the counter, 

with a widening red splotch staining 
the side of his shirt, lay Tim CfShea. 
It took but a glance to show that the 
storekeeper was mortally hurt.

“ Who did it?” Ed demanded.
O’Shea tried to point to the rear 

of the store, but there was no 
strength in his arm. Ed, however, 
was able to understand the feeble 
gesture and took a few steps to the 
open window which looked out on 
the alley behind.

The alley was empty.
He returned to O’Shea, just as 

Walt Toler came puffing in, gun out 
and ready.

They lifted Tim O’Shea and made 
him as comfortable as they could. Ed 
ripped his shirt away and bit his lip 
when he saw the big ugly wound, 
close to the heart.

“ I’m going for the doctor,” he said, 
and started to leave, but Tim’s fingers 
closed about his arm.

“No use,” the storekeeper gasped.
Brady knew he was right, much as 

he hated to admit it.
“ Did you see who fired the shot?” 

asked the sheriff.
“No,” admitted Tim. “ But it was 

my turn. Careful, Brady”—his voice 
was weakening quickly—“or you’ll be 
next.”

Then his head dropped back, his 
body jerked spasmodically and was 
quiet.

Ed took off his hat, and there was 
something in his cold, lean face 
which vowed vengeance louder than 
any words could.

A crowd had begun to gather, at
tracted by the shot.

Brady pushed through the inquisi
tive onlookers and made his way to 
the alley in the rear of the store, hop
ing to find some evidence of the mur
derer, but the most minute search 
brought forth nothing of conse
quence.

There were the prints of recent 
footsteps on the dry brown earth, but 
they could have been made by a hun
dred different pairs of feet.

And on the window frame was the 
mark where, just a few minutes be
fore, the barrel of a .45 had rested be
fore it discharged its fatal load. But 
all .45 barrels make the same mark, 
and eighty percent of the men in 
town carried ,45’s, so that added noth
ing to Ed’s knowledge.

FILLED with fury at the wanton 
killing of this harmless old man, 

Ed strode back into the store.
The sheriff was still there, and the 

crowd was larger than before. Some 
stared at Ed coldly; some looked at 
him askance; for again his presence 
had brought with it death.

Brady ignored their unfriendly 
looks and pushed through toward the 
sheriff. Midway through the crowd 
was a man w-ho did not make way for 
him.

Ed raked him with a glance; then 
his whole frame tensed.

The man had a vicious face, and 
the most prominent part of it was an 
ugly mouth filled with jagged, 
broken-off teeth. Those teeth in that 
mouth were unmistakable.

This was one of the gunslicks who 
had tried to take him in Cerro. This 
was one of the men who had made 
the drygulehing attempt at the 
Shooting Star. This was one of the 
men who carried out Kelton’s orders. 

This was the man, Ed knew in
stinctively, who had fired the shot 
which had snuffed out Tim O’Shea’s 
life !

The man, so cocky and self-assured 
when he blocked Ed’s progress, 
seemed to read the thoughts that 
were going through Brady’s mind, 
and the jagged-toothed stranger was 
quick to grasp its meaning.
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He lost all his cockiness, and with 
an apprehensive glance about him at
tempted to sidle toward the door.

But Ed Brady was too quick for 
him. His hand reached out and 
grasped the stranger’s vest.

No word had passed between them, 
but each knew that only one of them 
■would leave that scene alive.

Ed Brady’s voice rasped out, and 
its quality electrified the crowd.

“ Stand back, everybody!” he com
manded, and they obeyed. The more 
timid hastened out of doors; the 
others crowded into the corners and 
sought what shelter they could find 
•—aware of the danger, but magnetized 
by the powerful drama which they 
sensed was taking place.

In a few seconds only Ed and the 
jagged-toothed gunny occupied the 
center of the floor. The sheriff moved 
to join them. ^

Ed Brady still retained his grip on 
the other’s vest.

“That’s Snag Welsher,” said Sheriff 
Toler. “ You got something on him, 
Brady?”

“ This man,” said Ed Brady, and 
each word was like a death sentence, 
“ killed Tim O’Shea!”

“You can’t prove nothing on me!” 
screamed Welsher.

“ You see, he doesn’t deny it!” Ed 
went on. “Just claims we can’t prove 
it. Well, I think we can. I ’m willing 
to bet your gun is still hot and has 
one bullet missing!”

“Don’t hurt none to check on that,” 
said Walt Toler, and reached for 
Welsher’s gun.

But Welsher’s move was quicker 
than the sheriff’s, and his own hand 
closed over the butt of his .45. There 
was a dangerous, ominous gleam in 
his eye as the Colt cleared leather.

The sheriff took a step back and 
reached a darting hand for his own 
gun, knowing as he did so that he 
would be too late.

A shot smashed the tense silence 
in the room; then echoed and rever
berated through the small store, fill
ing everyone’s taut eardrums.

A  SURPRISED look crept over 
Walt Toler’s face, but it was 

more than matched by the look of

incredulity on the visage of Snag 
Welsher. The ugly-faced man’s gun 
dropped with a clatter; then he him
self collapsed like a sack of potatoes.

Now the sheriff could see what had 
happened when Welsher had pulled 
his gun. Ed Brady had used the 
speed he was noted for. Lacking the 
time to draw, he had pointed his own 
gun without removing it from its 
sheath, and fired. The bullet had torn 
through the holster, and then through 
Snag Welsher’s body.

The report had been from Ed’s gun 
—not Welsher’s.

In the midst of the excitement 
Brady remained cool. He reached 
down and retrieved Welsher’s gun. 
The barrel was warm to his touch. 
He threw it to Walt ff'oler.

“Here—examine it,” he said, “and 
see if I was right.”

Toler too felt the warmness of the 
barrel, sniffed it and caught the rem
nant of the still pungent acrid fumes 
of recently exploded gunpowder. He 
broke it open and dumped five bullets 
out onto his broad, calloused palm.

“This gun was fired less than ten 
minutes ago,” he decided. “ One shot! 
And the only shot fired about these 
parts at that time was the one which 
killed Tim O’Shea. So I think we’ve 
got our man. Get up, Welsher!”

But Welsher did not get up. He 
was never to get up again.

The crowd .looked at Ed Brady 
with a mixture of fear and awe. 
There was no question that Welsher 
had drawn first; that Brady’s quick 
shot had probably saved Walt Toler’s 
life as well as his own. That they had 
seen themselves, and they understood 
that Brady had had no choice.

But the fact remained that here 
was still another death. Death seemed 
to tag at Brady’s heels. To the peace- 
loving townsmen this was an un
healthy thing. Any man too closely 
associated with death was to them a 
menace, and a man to be shunned.

Slowly and unostentatiously they 
drifted out of the store, leaving 
Sheriff Toler alone with Ed Brady, 
the remains of Tim O’Shea and the 
body of his murderer, so quickly 
brought to retribution.
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Toler put out his hand and pressed 
Ed Brady’s.

“Thanks, Ed,” he said simply. “ I 
was right in his line of fire. That 
would be me lying there instead of 
him, if not for you!”

Ed grinned grimly.
“ I didn’t take the time to think 

which one of us he’d get first,” he re
plied. Then, “ That’s the second of 
Kelton’s gunnies. But it’s too slow 
this way, Sheriff. He can recruit new 
men faster than we can kill them. I ’m 
not waiting for them to strike any 
more.”

“ No?”
“No,” repeated Ed. “The longer 

we wait, the more killing they get the 
chance to do. I’m going after them 
first—instead of waiting for them to 
come after me.”

“You got any plans?” asked Walt 
Toler.

“ Yes—I got some figured out.”
“ Can I help?”
“No—this is the kind of thing that 

must be done alone. A posse would 
spoil it.”

“Well,” Toler answered, “ I got 
confidence in you, Brady. But I got
ta warn you, too. Go easy with the 
shooting. The folks are worried and 
upset by it.”

“I’ll give you my promise,” replied 
Ed, “ that I won’t start the shooting 
any more than I did today. But if it 
does start, I’m agonna be in on it !”

“ Guess I can’t ask any more than 
that,” said Toler resignedly.

CHAPTER XIII

W HEN Brady told the Judge 
what he planned to do, the 
fat little man was plainly 

perturbed.
“Now looky here, Ed,” he said. 

“Don’t get the idea that I’m scared. 
I ’ll go anywhere you say and do any
thing you think is right, but I ain’t 
anxious to mix in with any speerits.” 

“The only spirits in this neck of 
the woods,” said Ed, smiling, “are 
those in that long-necked bottle of 
yours.- Any left, by the way?”

“ Any le ft? All left!”  boasted the 
Judge, and he proudly hauled down

the full bottle of Mount Vernon for 
display.

“And you want to hear something 
good?” the Judge continued. “Ain’t I 
even got a strong desire to start on 
it any more.”

“ That’s a good sign,” said Ed. 
“Seems like you’ve cured yourself 
completely.”

“Uh huh—not yet,” replied his part
ner. “That’ll only be true when I 
got strength enough to take one 
drink and put the bottle back. I’m 
still afraid to try that one.”

“ It’ll come in time,” Brady assured 
him. “ But meanwhile, you’ve done a 
swell job. You know how I didn’t 
want you to come along with me? 
Well, I guess I owe you an apology 
for that. I ’ll tell you right here and 
now—you’re as good a partner as any 
man could wish for.”

The Judge seemed to expand with 
pleasure. “ For years I ’ve been trying 
to win the fight with the bottle, but 
I never could get up enough strength 
until you came along and gave me a 
helping hand and a helping word. So 
you can be just as proud of my suc
cess as I am.”

To switch the subject from the 
Judge’s old habits, Ed said, “But 
about this other so-called spirit, the 
White Rider. I know you don’t care 
about tackling it, but I know too that 
you’d go after it with me if I asked 
you to.”

It wasn’t a question, it was a state
ment of fact, and the Judge nodded 
his agreement.

“However,” said Ed, “ I figure to 
wait for it in the dark where we saw 
it crossing the range last time. 
There’s scarcely enough cover out 
there for one horse and man, so I 
planned to do it alone.”

The Judge drew a sigh of relief, 
then almost immediately began to 
worry. “ But, Ed, will it be safe for 
you? If it ain't a spirit, then it’s one 
of Kelton’s men, and those lobos 
shoot fast. I almost hope it is a spir
it. I never heard about a spirit shoot
ing anyone.”

“Don’t worry, Judge,” said Ed. “ It 
won’t be so easy for the Rider to 
draw a clean bead while riding and at 
night. If shooting does start, I ’ll
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have a better chance than he does, be
cause I ’ll be firing ahead of myself, 
while he has to shoot behind him
self.”

THAT evening, as soon as dusk 
had become heavy, Ed Brady 

rode the range alone and concealed 
himself among a cluster of trees al
most directly in the path which the 
White Rider had used.

Ed sat at his horse’s feet and al
lowed himself to doze, knowing he 
would be wide awake at the first 
slight sounds of an approaching 
horseman. Throughout the long night 
he sat, sleeping in snatches, but there 
was no Rider to make his appearance.

With the breaking of dawn, Brady 
made his way homeward to get a few 
solid hours of rest in his bunk, be
fore beginning his day’s chores.

The following night found him 
waiting in the same place.

This time, little more than an 
hour’s waiting brought its reward. 
The sound of a galloping horse in the 
distance reached his ears, and in a 
second he was mounted and tense, 
eyes peering into the distance, wait
ing for the Rider to take shape.

He had not long to wait.
The cool dim light of a million 

stars soon picked out a white shape 
that seemed to be drifting toward 
him.

It was the White Rider, and he was 
following the trail which would take 
him close to Ed’s place of conceal
ment!

Brady waited silently, patting his 
horse’s neck to allay its impatience. 
He had laid his plans well. To have 
exposed himself to the approach of 
the rider would have made him an 
open target. Therefore he had de
cided to wait until his adversary was 
abreast of him and then execute a 
surprise maneuver.

The Rider, sweeping along through 
the night, seemed to add to the beau
ty and serenity of the range. This 
spectral white form seemed to give 
life to the broad, silent spaces.

Ed was waiting—ready. When the 
form reached him, he dashed out, his 
horse’s head just a few feet from the 
flank of the White Rider’s animal.

“Halt!” he commanded, “and don’t 
try to draw your gun because I’ve got 
you covered.”

Brady had hardly hoped that the 
command would be obeyed, so he was 
not surprised or disappointed when 
the White Rider spurred his horse 
into a burst of speed in an effort to 
draw away.

Step for step, his own mount 
equaled the speed of the other.

The Rider was lying low over his 
horse’s neck like a jockey on a race 
horse, to cut wind resistance and also, 
perhaps, to make the smallest possi
ble target for the expected bullet 
from behind.

Brady tried to close the few inter
vening feet, but try as he would, the 
White Rider kept those few feet of 
open ground between them.

Ed was forced to unwilling admira
tion at the way the Rider handled his 
animal.

“ It’s going to be a long chase,” he 
thought ruefully, “and if my horse 
tires before his does, he’ll reach the 
hills in safety.”

In complete silence, except for the 
pounding of hoofs, the two riders 
sprinted across the range.

The wind blew through Ed Brady’s 
hair and fanned his cheeks, and he 
felt that great stimulation which 
comes with the rhythmic swing of a 
good horse speeding through the 
beauties of a star-filled night.

Slowly the hills seemed to ap
proach them, and Ed tried again to 
overtake the flying White Rider, for 
whatever was to be done must be 
done before those hills were reached.

For a moment fie thought he was 
gaining, but just for a moment. Then 
the lead horse began drawing away. 
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, but 
surely, it gained.

The few few feet between them be
came five feet, then ten, then twenty.

ED kept on doggedly, knowing 
that no horse could keep up 

that pace for long without tiring 
badly; but fate seemed to be against 
him, for there was almost a fifty-foot 
gap between them when the hills 
loomed up closely as an inviting 
shelter for the pursued Rider.



For a moment Ed Brady considered 
using his gun to halt this headlong 
flight, then vetoed the idea, remem
bering his promise to Sheriff Toler.
" “ I won’t start the shooting,” he had 

said, and he intended to keep his 
word.

He racked his brain for a course 
of action. In five minutes at the out
side, the White Rider would have 
escaped him, and he knew that that 
specter was human enough never to 
take the same trail again, thereby 
leaving itself open to pursuit.

If he had had his rope at his sad
dle, it would have been an easy job 
to have dropped it over the shoulders 
of his man, especially when they had 
been so close together. But there was 
no use thinking of that, for he did 
not have his rope with him.

He considered using his gun as a 
missile, with the possibility of hit
ting and stunning the Rider ahead of 
him, but that would leave him un
armed against an armed enemy.

He had just dismissed this thought 
as impractical when something hap
pened to the horse of the White 
Eider.

He must have stepped into a gopher 
hole, for without warning he went 
down, his head turning under and his 
body following and describing a com
plete somersault before he landed on 
his side.

As he went down the White Rider 
went sailing through the air, cutting 
a parabola against the blinking stars.

It all happened so quickly that be
fore Ed had fully realized what had 
occurred, the White Rider had risen, 
and was running rapidly toward the 
nearby wooded hill.

Ed Brady headed directly at the 
misty apparition, and when close 
enough shifted his weight carefully, 
then hurled himself through the air 
at the fleeing figure.

His arms closed around something 
solid, and they both went down with 
Brady on top.

Both he and his captive were wind
ed, and the white-sheeted Rider, ex
hausted almost to the point of in
sensibility, made no attempt to fight 
him off.
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Close examination showed that the 
white, specter-like quality of the 
Rider was obtained by the simple use 
of a sheet with slits for eye holes.

Ed Brady took one end of the sheet 
and tore at it vigorously. It ripped 
clear to the top, and Ed let out a 
cry of anguish, for there revealed to 
him, with eyes fluttering and pain- 
filled, was the face of Susan Wells!

CHAPTER XIV

USAN’S eyes closed and she 
was still.

Ed Brady became almost 
frantic. For the first time he realized 
how much this girl really meant to 
him. He knew that the results of a 
fall of the sort she had just taken 
depended entirely on luck. A “soft” 
landing might mean little more than 
a good shaking up and a temporary 
shock.

A “hard” landing might mean any
thing from concussion to a broken 
back or neck, or worse. It might even 
be — he feared to think the word — 
death.

Nearby he could hear the trickle 
of a little stream as it peacefully 
wended its way down the hillside. 
He hurried to it, and for want of a 
better container, dipped his big hat 
into it and filled it to the brim with 
the cool, fresh water.

Back with Susan, he laved her tem
ples and her face. He tested her head, 
moving it gently from side to side, 
and was relieved to find that the mo
tion was normal. No broken neck 
there.

He listened to her heart and found 
it strong and steady, and her breath
ing, though a bit hurried, seemed 
regular.

“ Seems like just a plain lady’s 
faint,” thought Ed, trying to com
fort himself and calm his worst fears.

He applied more of the cool water 
and a moment later was rewarded by 
Susan’s eyes opening.

They stared up at him in frank 
wonderment.

Then she spoke, and her voice was 
fully as surprised as her eyes, “ Ed,” 
she said. “ Ed, dear. How did you get 
here? Somebody was chasing me and



74’ ★  ★  ★  Complete Cowboy

I couldn’t get away. I was so afraid! 
But now that you’re here I ’m not 
afraid any more.”

She smiled, and Ed Brady’s heart 
felt so big that it seemed to be push
ing its way out of his body through 
his mouth.

“ I ’ll explain everything,” he said. 
“ But first let’s see if you were hurt. 
Can you stand up?”

“ I’ll try.”
His strong arm was about her as 

she got to her feet, to help if help 
was needed. But once she was up
right, she found she could stand with
out any trouble, and he heaved a 
great sigh of relief.

“Anything hurt you?” he asked, 
still a little anxious.

She tested her arms and legs and 
shoulders, moving them in every di
rection, and each motion was normal 
and without pain.

“ Condition perfect,” she said pert
ly, stretching out her arms to show 
him.

Ed swept her into his broad arms 
and held her closely, tenderly, and 
their lips sought each other’s in a 
long, deep kiss.

ED HAD recovered Susan’s horse, 
which had fortunately suffered 

no more damage from his fall than 
had his mistress.

While both horses rested and re
covered from the strain of their long, 
hard chase, Ed explained what had 
happened.

Susan laughed. “So it was you I 
was running away from! Well, I 
think I’m glad you caught up with 
me.” She smiled shyly.

Ed Brady was very happy, but he 
did not allow his new-found joy to 
interfere with his main purpose.

He gave her a reproachful look and 
said, “But, Susan, why didn’t you tell 
me that you were the White Rider? 
It would have saved so much trou
ble.”

“ Because”—her face became seri
ous—“it was part of a secret which 
wasn’t mine. Somebody’s life depend
ed on my keeping that secret—some
body whom I love very much.”

She paused, and he waited. She

seemed to be thinking deeply. Then 
she went on, “There can’t be any 
more secrets between us, can there, 
darling? No,” she answered her own 
question before he had time to an
swer. “ I trust you as much as I trust 
myself. W e are like one now. I’ll 
never keep another secret from you, 
Ed Brady.”

“ But who”—there was a touch of 
jealousy in his voice—“ is this person 
that you love so very much?”

She looked at him with frank, hon
est eyes from which all pretense and 
deceit had been removed.

“ My father!” she answered simply. 
“ Your father!” Ed felt silly repeat

ing the words, but for the life of him 
he could think of nothing else to say.

Then, recovering from his surprise, 
“But your father was killed!”

“No, no.” She shook her head. 
“That’s the story that Lew Kelton 
has passed around. Of course, I al
ways knew it wasn’t true.”

“You’re sure of that?”
“ Of course I ’m sure. I’m sure be

cause I’ve seen him. In fact, I was 
riding to see him when you took after 
me. Perhaps you will go on with me. 
I ’m sure he would like to meet you. 
He always wanted a son—and now 
he can have one.”

“ Yes, of course I ’ll go. But first 
won’t you tell me the whole story, so 
that I’ll know what it’s all about?” 

“All right—I may as well start from 
the beginning. Let’s get comforta
ble, for it will take a little while to 
tell.”

They settled themselves, and Ed 
built himself a cigarette and puffed 
contendedly as she told her story.

EFFERSON WELLS and Lew 
Kelton had not been friends. 

Wells had bucked Kelton on many 
things—the last of which was Kel- 
ton’s desire to buy the Diamond O. 
For some reason which she had not 
been able to guess at the time, Kelton 
wanted the Diamond O very badly.

Ed interrupted, “ Got any idea now 
why he wanted it?”

“ I think so,” she answered. “ I be
lieve Kelton is involved in some gigan
tic rustling scheme, and he wanted 
this whole valley property to carry
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it out on a big scale. Then he would 
have room enough to pull stock from 
all the hill ranches and have plenty 
of room to hide them while their old 
brands were being blotted. That’s 
what I believe now.”

He nodded. It fit exactly with his 
own idea. And the canyon provided 
a way to get the stock out of the 
valley without being spotted. That 
was why Kelton wanted the Shooting 
Star. It gave him the canyon and 
prevented anyone from being able to 
investigate His operations too deeply.

Susan continued her story.
Her father had suspected Kelton’s 

intentions and had openly accused 
him of crookedness. Kelton had 
vowed revenge.

The next day the banker had been 
killed while Jeff Wells was in the 
ba,nk with him alone, in practically 
the same way that Tim O’Shea had 
been murdered. The same method 
that had been used against Ed in the 
Morgan killing was used against Jef
ferson Wells. A crowd collected. 
Eynch spirit was around. The old 
man, seeing the bad spot he was in, 
had reached his horse on the run. 
Someone in the crowd had shot at 
him, and just missed him.

He had come home, told Susan 
what had happened, sworn his inno
cence, and then made for a deserted 
old cabin in the hills where he had 
been in hiding ever since.

At first he had intended to stay 
but a few days until a calmer spirit 
prevailed in the village. He hoped 
that Sheriff Toler, knowing the type 
of man he was, would institute a 
search for the real killer. Indeed 
Toler had begun to do just that.

Then Kelton’s men had spread the 
story of W ell’s death in a drunken 
barroom shooting.

It had served two purposes. The 
investigation had ceased, and it re
mained unsafe for Wells to leave his 
retreat; now the whole town believed 
him guilty, and as soon as he put in 
an appearance he would be doomed.

W ITH Jeff Wells out of the 
way, Kelton had tried to force 

Susan to sell the Diamond O, but she 
had steadfastly refused.

Her only f r i e n d ,  surprisingly 
enough, had been A1 Ruffer, who did 
care for her in his own bullying 
fashion. He had been the one buffer 
between herself and Kelton.

The town had ostracized her, treat
ing her as the daughter of a cold
blooded, self-confessed murderer, for 
they had taken Wells’s flight as evi
dence of his guilt.

The coming of Ed Brady had 
changed everything.

The attempt to frame and lynch 
him for the killing of the Morgans 
had so closely paralleled the banker’s 
killing that people were beginning to 
wonder if both had not been engi
neered by the same brain. And now 
the murder of Tim O’Shea was doing 
more to increase their doubts. All 
three killings bore such a marked 
similarity.

Ed’s arrival, too, had served to take 
up so much of Kelton’s time that he 
had not bothered Susan in weeks.

Ruf fer, sensing in Ed a serious rival 
had become petty and antagonistic 
and had been making veiled threats 
of late.

“But the White Rider?” asked Ed. 
“Where does that part fit in?”

“ Oh, that,” she replied. “ Since I ’ve 
been a child there’s been a supersti
tion about the White Rider—the 
ghost that rides when trouble’s afoot. 
I merely made use of the old wives’ 
tale, so that if anyone happened to 
see me while I was riding to see my 
father they wouldn’t get suspicious.” 

“And it was very successful, too,” 
laughed Ed. “ Even the Judge was 
sure it was a ghost. He wanted to 
leave Cochetopa on account of it.”

A few more questions, a bit more 
information exchanged, and they 
both had a clear picture of what each 
had known individually.

“You know what?” said Ed. “ I 
wouldn’t be surprised if what your 
father knows, added to what we 
know, might not be just what’s 
needed to swing Kelton from a tree.” 

She nodded. “ Dad knows a lot 
about Kelton’s operations. I tried to 
get him to tell me, but he wouldn’t 
for fear that I might act on it and get 
in trouble. But he’ll tell you.”

“How do you know he will?”
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“Because he likes you.”
“Likes me? How can that be? He’s 

never even seen me.”
“ No,” she agreed. “ But he knows 

about you just the same.”
“ Oh—I think I see. What did you 

tell him?”
She blushed, then said boldly, “ I 

told him that you were brave, and 
honest, and strong, and handsome, 
and that I loved you and was going 
to marry you.”

And she jumped nimbly on her 
horse and dashed away, laughing, 
with Ed in pursuit.

When his horse was abreast of 
hers, he asked, “When did you tell 
him all those things?”

“ Right after the first time I met 
you,” she replied.

“And what did your father have to 
say about it?”

“He said he had full confidence in 
my judgment, and if you were only 
half the man I made you out to be, 
he’d welcome you as a son.”

“ I hope,” said Ed, “he won’t be 
disappointed.”

“ He won’t,” said Susan with the 
full confidence that all girls possess 
that the man they love must be irre
sistible.

THEY rode deeper and deeper into 
the mountainside forest, pushing 

their way ever upward.
The starlight was blotted out by 

the ceiling of overhanging branches, 
but Susan never hesitated. She 
seemed as much at home here as on 
her own ranch land.

With a sure hand she guided her 
horse upon the dim and narrow trail, 
which sometimes disappeared alto
gether.

When there was room for it Ed 
rode by her side; when the space was 
insufficient he followed directly be
hind.

They had neared the top of a crest 
and were crossing an open space 
when Susan grasped his arm.

“Listen!” she said. “Did you hear 
something?”

They were still for a moment; then 
a repetition of the sound floated to 
their ears. It was the sharp crack of 
a gun!

There was horror in Susan’s eyes 
as she cried, “ It’s shooting. From the 
cabin. They’ve found Dad. Hurry!”

She pushed her horse ahead at the 
greatest speed possible, Ed staying 
close by. The shooting continued and 
came closer.

“At least they didn’t surprise him 
the way they did the Morgans,.” Ed 
thought. “ He seems to be holding 
them off. Maybe we’ll still be in 
time.”

They were, for when they reached 
the little clearing in the midst of 
which stood a log cabin, three men 
were trying to batter down the door, 
which was bolted from inside.

So intent on their purpose were 
they, and so noisy about it, that they 
had not heard Susan and Ed ap
proaching.

ED MOTIONED for the girl to 
dismount silently, and then they 

took up positions behind trees, cov
ering the doorway, but from differ
ent angles.

Ed called loudly, “ Come away from 
there with your hands up.”

The three men whirled.
One dropped to the ground to avoid 

bullets, the other two had their guns 
blazing as they turned.

They aimed at the source of the 
voice, but their bullets dug harmless
ly into the tree-trunks.

“ Wei,” said Ed, “ I don’t see as how 
I have any choice. They sure started 
it, so I’m not breaking my word to 
the sheriff.”

He carefully pointed his Colt and 
pulled the trigger. Once! Tw ice! The 
red flashes darted mercilessly toward 
the men who had fired at him.

At the same time Susan’s gun 
spoke. She was not going to stand by 
idly and see her man endangered 
without doing anything about it.

After the first volley there was no 
one standing near the door. All three 
men were down, but the one who had 
dropped of his own accord was crawl
ing away under cover of darkness.

Ed looked sharply, trying to pierce 
the night with his eyes, but could 
make out only a huddled mass on the 
ground.

The man who had crawled away
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had reached the safety of the corner 
of the cabin, but neither Ed nor 
Susan had any way of knowing this.

Using the trees for shelter, Brady 
glided over to where the girl was hid
den. “ You wait here,” he whispered. 
“ I’m going out to investigate.”

“No, no,” she protested. “ They still 
have their guns. You’ll be killed.”

“ But we have to find out about 
your father,” he insisted. “ You can 
keep me covered. If anyone fires you’ll 
be able to stop him. But for heaven’s 
sake, stay behind this tree. I don’t 
want anything to happen to you.”

“All right,” said Susan. “But be 
careful.”

Ed Brady began to crawl toward 
the cabin. Snake is more the word 
for his movements, for at no time 
did any part of his body raise more 
than an inch or two from the ground.

Inch by inch, head down but eyes 
sharp, he drew closer to the cabin. He 
heard a moaning sound coming from 
the huddled mass on the ground. Ob* 
viously at least one of the gunnies 
was still alive.

Ed’s gun was tightly gripped in his 
outstretched hand, and pointing 
directly toward the fallen men.

Lucky it was so, for suddenly from 
the ground came the flash of a gun 
which showed that Ed had been either 
seen or heard. The roar of Brady’s 
gun followed so closely that the shots 
sounded as though they had been 
fired simultaneously.

Susan, seeing the exchange, held 
her fire, for fear of hitting Ed in 
the darkness. She was driven half 
out of her senses at having to stay 
behind a tree impotently while Ed 
Brady was being shot at, and had 
just decided to make a dash for the 
cabin when something happened.

T HE man hidden behind the house 
had aimed at the flashes near the 

door and fired. Though hidden from 
the front, he was open to Susan’s 
fire, and she quickly took advantage 
of it.

A piercing shout was the reward 
for her first shot. Then she heard the 
thump of a gun falling to the ground 
and the footsteps of a man running.

A-moment later the beating of a 
horse’s hoofs sounded.

She realized that she had heard 
nothing from Ed’s location for a 
while, and anxiety overcame her 
caution.

“Ed,” she cried out, “Ed—are you 
all right?”

“All right, dear,” the words floated 
back thinly.

She dashed to the cabin. Just as 
she reached it, the door opened and 
her father, who had recognized her 
voice, stood framed in the doorway.

He carried a light which showed 
Ed Brady sitting on the doorstep, 
while at his feet lay two men 
sprawled in the grim and incongru
ous attitudes of death.

But the thing which made Susan 
Wells’s heart almost stop was a 
stream of blood which flowed freely 
from Ed Brady’s side.

“ Ed!” the girl cried with a sob in 
her throat. “You’re hurt!”

“ It’s just a scratch,” he belittled, 
but the paleness of his cheeks and 
the free flow of blood seemed to belie 
his words.

“Let’s get him inside, Dad,” said 
Susan, taking command of the situa
tion, “ and see just how bad it is.”

Ed Brady had doubtless been 
weakened considerably by the loss of 
blood, but he could still rise and 
navigate under his own steam.

Inside, Susan sat him in a chair 
and, without asking any questions, 
proceeded to rip his shirt off.

She paled when she saw the wound.
The bullet seemed to have plowed 

down the length of his arm from 
near the shoulder as far down as the 
elbow, and the blood flowed pro
fusely.

“ First thing is to stop that flow of 
blood,” said old Jefferson Wells.

He ran to a corner and returned 
with a piece of bandage and a stick, 
from which he made a tourniquet.

Susan meanwhile had been heating 
some hot water, and as soon as the 
bleeding was staunched, she cleaned 
and dressed the wound.

Then she sat down, pale and fright
ened, and said, “ Oh, Ed, just a few 
inches to the right and that bullet 
would have gone through your brain
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instead of your arm. I shudder to 
think of it.”

“Gosh now,”  said Brady, “why 
think of it that way? Why not think 
that if it had been less than a half 
inch more to the left, the bullet 
wouldn’t even have touched me?”

Then for the first time he became 
aware of the fact that Mr Jeff Wells 
was looking him over carefully.

“Howdy, sir,” Ed said. “ I am sorry 
we didn’t get acquainted under hap
pier circumstances, but those lobos 
didn’t give us much of a chance. I ’m 
Ed Brady, and I’m hoping to get your 
consent to marry Susan just as soon 
as we can clear up the mess we’re in.”

THE old man came forward. His 
face was clean-shaven and his 

mouth was wide and humorous. A 
cap of silver hair gave him an air of 
regality.

He grasped Ed’s right hand and 
pressed it firmly.

“My daughter has been telling me 
about you, Brady,” he said, “ and I 
must admit I thought her reports 
were just a mite exaggerated. But 
from what little I’ve seen of you, I 
guess maybe she was right and I was 
wrong. Anyway, I know that if you 
had arrived five minutes later, your 
future father-in-law would have been 
extinct.”

Ed was embarrassed.
“ It wasn’t my doing that we got 

here in time,” he said. “ I was just 
coming along with Susan when we 
heard the shooting.”

“ Well, there aren’t many young 
fellers would tackle three armed gun
nies single-handed—” the old man 
started.

“ Single-handed!..” Ed was indig
nant. “ It wasn’t nothing of the kind. 
Susan did most of the important 
work.”

“And there’s even less of them,” 
the old man went on, ignoring the in
terruption, “who would be modest 
about it.”

Brady tried to get away from the 
praise by changing the subject.

“ I came out to see you, sir, to find 
out if you can help me to get any 
proof against Lew Kelton. I suspect 
him of every crime from rustling to 
murder, but so far I haven’t been able 
to get any real evidence against him.

Can you help me?”
The silver-haired old man paced up 

and down the room for a moment, 
then came and faced Brady.

“ Son,” he said, “ I ’ve known some 
things about Kelton for a long time, 
and I ’ve suspected others. I’ve never 
spoken to anyone about it, because 
Kelton is a hard man who stops at 
nothing. I used to think that the saf
est course to take was to keep my 
mouth shut and say nothing—hoping 
that Kelton would keep away irOm 
me and mine. But I can see now that 
that was a mistake. I couldn’t be in 
a worse position today even if I had 
fought him openly from the start.

“ Because I didn’t take a stand, Kel
ton became stronger and stronger, un
til I didn’t have a chance. He tried 
to frame me for Banker Ames’s kill
ing; then one of his men shot at me 
from the crowd. And now they seem 
to have discovered where I was hid
ing. So it appears there’s nothing left 
for me to do but fight. I’ll tell you 
anything that will help you, if I know 
it. You ask the questions, and I ’ll 
give the answers.”

“ Good,” said Ed. “That’s what I 
had hoped for.”

CHAPTER XV

T HE INFORMATION elicited 
by Brady from Jefferson Wells 
coincided in almost every point 

with Susan’s story—but there were 
more than suspicions in the old man’s 
tale, and there were also several ad
ditional points of interest.

One of these was the fact that A1 
Ruffer was definitely a henchman 
and partner of Lew Kelton.

As proof of the statement that Kel
ton was heading large scale rustling 
operations which he had planned to 
increase to tremendous proportions, 
Wells averred that Kelton had o f
fered him, Wells, a partnership in 
the deal for the use of his land.

The old man’s refusal was the sig
nal for the beginning of his persecu
tion.

“But,”  put in Ed Brady, “ if you 
told this story publicly, Kelton would 
claim that you’re just trying to get 
out of the blame for killing Banker 
Ames by shifting it on to him.” 

“ That’s how I figured it in the be
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ginning,” agreed the older man. 
“That’s why I ran instead of fighting. 
But I can prove what I say! You see, 
there was another rancher to whom 
Kelton made the same proposition.” 

“ Now,” said Ed, “we’re getting 
somewhere. This is just what we 
need. Who is the other rancher?” 

“He’s an old friend of mine down 
at the other end of the valley. Kelton 
wanted his land, too, because that 
would give him control of the valley 
from end to end. His name is Tom 
Morgan.”

Ed’s face fell so noticeably that 
Wells asked quickly, “ What’s the 
matter? Is something wrong?”

Brady looked at Susan.
“ I never told him,” she replied in 

answer to the look. “ They were such 
good friends. I didn’t want to hurt 
Dad. But he’s got to know some time. 
Dad”—her voice was gentle—“ Tom 
Morgan is dead. He was killed on the 
very night Ed came to Cochetopa.” 

The old man seemed stricken.
Then he asked in a quavering 

voice, “ Is Mary Morgan holding up? 
She loved him so much. Life will be 
very hard for her alone.”

“She didn’t suffer at all, Dad,” 
Susan consoled him. “ She went with 
old Tom.”

Jefferson Wells looked straight 
ahead of him for a moment, then 
drew in his breath deeply and said, 
“And I thought I could run away 
from it all.”

“ Kelton has done a thorough job of 
getting rid of his opposition,” said 
Ed. “And the way matters stand now, 
we’re not much better off than when 
we started. However, one thing has 
changed, and that is that you’re not 
safe out here any more. Now that 
they know where you’re at, they’ll 
never stop until they get you.”

“ Ed’s right, Dad,” agreed Susan. 
“ We’ll have to find another place for 
you to stay.”

^H^HE old man seemed to have 
Jifaged twenty years since receiv

ing the news that his best friend and 
only witness was dead.

He threw out his hands in a 
despairing gesture.

“ What’s the difference?” he said. 
“Here or somewhere else—Kelton 
will get me in the end.”

“Why, Dad,” said Susan in a 
shocked voice, “what a thing to say. 
You’re licked already if you feel that 
way. But we’re not licked yet, are 
we. Ed?” She turned to Brady.

“ Not by a long shot!” he replied 
firmly. “And we’re not going to be, 
either. Since I’ve been in town Kel
ton has had four of his gunners killed, 
and we know for sure what he wants. 
I call that progress. There’s only one 
more step, and that’s to pin him 
down. No sir! I’m not giving up. I’m 
going to get Kelton, and pretty soon, 
at that!”

Susan was beaming.
“You see. Dad? It’s no time to start 

feeling discouraged. The real fight is 
just beginning.”

The old man pefcked up consider
ably.

“You really think we got a 
chance?” he asked.

“ Why, sure,” Ed Brady insisted. 
“And more than a good chance, at 
that. But even if we didn’t, I’d fight 
anyway. This ain’t just us; this is 
the fight of the whole valley against 
the terror of a bullying murderer. By 
not fighting, we lose anyway. So 
what do you say, Mr Wells? Will you 
stick with us?”

There was a suspicious moistness 
at the corners o f the old man’s eyes 
as he answered, “Son, I’m with you 
right to the end, and I want you to 
forget what I said before. This is no 
time for feeling old and discour
aged.”

“ Swell, Dad,” approved Susan, 
jumping up. “ And now I think we 
had better get out of here. The gun
man that got away might come back 
with reinforcements.”

As they left the cabin, she pointed 
to the forms of the two men who had 
been shot and gave Ed an inquiring 
look.

“ Strangers,” said Ed tersely,
“ Should we—just leave them like 

that?”
“The ones who sent them know 

they’re here. They’ll be taken care 
of,” he replied.

They rode down through the heavi
ly forested hillside without interrup
tion. Ed was thinking as he rode.

When they reached the open
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range, he said, “ I think the best thing 
would be for Mr Wells to come to 
the Shooting Star. Nobody will think 
of looking for him there, and even if 
they do, we’ll be ready for them.”

Susan agreed, but the old man pro
tested. His spirit returned, he wanted 
to carry the fight to the enemy.

“ Why shouldn’t I ride right into 
town and give myself up to the sher
iff?” he demanded. “When the trial 
goes on, we can break the whole story 
and blow Kelton and his gang sky 
high.”

“Because in the first place, you 
probably wouldn’t live to speak to 
the sheriff. The attack on your cabin 
shows that they’re out to get you. 
That means orders to shoot on sight. 
In the second place it’s nothing but 
your word against Kelton’s. There 
must be someone who will back up 
your statements—but if you speak 
before we find that person, Kelton 
will get rid of him sure. No, Mr 
Wells—the best thing is for you to 
lay low for a while, and the best place 
for you to do it is at the Shooting 
Star.”

It took some argument to convince 
Susan’s father, but in the end he gave 
in. They crossed the range by the 
long route, dropping Susan at the 
Diamond O; then, after a touching 
good night, Ed and Wells retraced 
their steps to the Shooting Star.

THE Judge was still up and pac
ing the floor anxiously.

“ There you are!” he cried. “ I’ve 
been sitting here lambasting myself 
for hours for letting you go alone.” 
Then, noticing Ed’s bandaged arm, 
“ I knew—I knew it. You ain’t no 
more to be trusted out alone than a 
baby. Is it bad?”

Ed knew that the sharpness of his 
tone was caused by worry, so he 
grinned and answered, “Naw—’tain’t 
nothing but a deep skin scratch.” 

“ How can it be a skin scratch if it’s 
deep?” demanded the Judge.

“ Well, I mean it didn’t cut no 
bone, nor anything like that. Just a 
nuisance, but not dangerous.”

“And is that why you’re so pale? 
You look like as if all the blood has 
been drained out of you. You come

inside and I ’ll pour you a good stiff 
drink. That’s what you need.”

Ed laughed.
“ Why, Judge,” he said, “you’re act

ing just like a hen does over her lit
tle chicks. You’re so upset you haven’t 
even noticed that we got company. 
Mr Wells, I want you to meet the 
Judge.”

The two older men exchanged 
greetings; then the Judge said, “Mr 
Wells looks almost as bad as you do, 
Ed. Go on in, both of you, and I’ll 
take care of your horses.”

A few minutes later, inside the 
house, the Judge brought down his 
cherished long-necked bottle of 
Mount Vernon, filled two brimming 
glasses and set them before Ed Brady 
and Jefferson Wells.

“And while you’re drinking,” he 
said, “ you can tell me what happened. 
You start out by trying to capture a 
ghost of a rider and then calmly come 
back with a man who was killed in 
New Mexico weeks ago. It ain’t 
respectable. So you better tell me all 
about it.”

“Pour a drink for yourself, too, 
Judge,” suggested Ed. “You look like 
you need it.”

“All right,” he agreed. “ I got to 
test myself some time.”

He brought out another tumbler 
and filled it carefully, then restored 
the cork to the bottle with a smack.

Ed related everything that had hap
pened since he had left the ranch.

Several times during the story, the 
Judge’s hand teached toward the bot
tle to refill his empty glass, but each 
time he withdrew it before it reached 
it’s goal.

When the story was finished and 
a few questions asked and answered, 
the Judge took the bottle and with a 
firm step set it back on its shelf.

Ed looked at him proudly, and the 
Judge had a light in his eyes and lift 
to his shoulders that made him seem 
like a new man.

His glance caught Ed’s, and for a 
moment they locked. In that moment, 
without speaking a word, they both 
knew that the Judge had become a 
self-respecting man again.

They fixed up a bunk for Jeff 
Wells, and turned in to get some 
much needed rest before the sun
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should bring a new day with new 
problems.

CHAPTER XVI

HE JUDGE and Ed Brady 
were astride their horses the 
next day, discussing plans for 

bringing things to a head.
They agreed on the need for posi

tive action, before Kelton should 
have a cftSnce to strike again, but just 
what that action should be was the 
point of discussion.

As they talked they saw a rider 
approaching.

“Looks like A1 Ruffer to me,” said 
Brady, squinting through the sun
light.

“He wouldn’t dare,” said the Judge, 
“not after what happened to him 
last time.”

But as the horseman came closer 
they saw that Ed was right.

Ruffer pulled in his horse in a 
cloud of dust, and his face was dis
torted with rage. The man was so 
furious that he forgot his natural 
cowardice.

He pointed an angry finger at Ed.
“ Brady,” he shouted, “you’ve gone 

too far. I’m agonna get you for this.”
Ed was honestly surprised.
“What’s eating at you now, Ruf

fer?” he asked,
“ You know what’s eating me,” Ruf

fer shouted. “ It’s Susan Wells. But 
I’m warning you, Brady, you can’t 
get away with it!”

Ed was no longer casual.
“ So long as you’ve brought Susan’s 

name into this,” he said icily, “you 
better explain just what you're talk
ing about.”

Had Ruffer been cooler he would 
have recognized that icy tone and 
known it was time to beat a hasty 
retreat, but his fury drove him be
yond the bounds of common sense.

“As if you don’t know what I 
mean,” he sneered. “ I mean Susan 
and you. Susan was my gal before 
you stuck your nose into our affairs. 
I was gonna marry her. Know what 
she says now? She says, ‘I won’t mar
ry you, A1 Ruffer, not now or ever.’ 
Then she tells me to get out of her 
house! Chasing me out of the house 
after all I’ve done for her! And it’s

your fault, Brady. But you won’t 
get away with it.”

Ed softened a little. He could un
derstand how any man would feel 
badly after being turned down by 
Susan Wells.

“ Gosh, Ruffer, I ’m sorry,” he said, 
“honest to gosh I am. But I can’t 
help it if the gal didn’t choose you. 
I don’t blame you for feeling put 
out, but you hadn’t ought to take it 
out on me—or on Susan either, for 
that matter.”

“ Oh, no?” shouted Ruffer. “That’s 
how you think, but I think different. 
She only turned me down on account 
of you, but I’m warning you again, 
Brady, you ain’t never going to get 
her.”

“That’s up to her,” said Ed shortly.
“Mebbe so—mebbe not!” replied 

Ruffer and, digging his spurs into 
his horse, dashed off.

THEY watched him growing 
smaller in the distance; then Ed 

Brady said, “ I wonder just what he 
meant by that?”

“Why, that was just one more 
threat against your life. He meant 
that he’d kill you before you had a 
chance to marry Susan,” answered 
the Judge.

Ed scratched his red head doubt
fully.

“ I sure hope you’re right,” he said 
soberly.

“ Of course I’m right,” the Judge 
replied. “ What else could he mean?” 

“ I sort of felt”—Ed hesitated— 
“that the threat might be aimed 
against Susan.”

“ That yellow bully!” The Judge’s 
tone was acid. “He wouldn’t dare. He 
knows he couldn’t escape you any
where on the face of the earth if he 
laid a finger on her!”

“ Just the same,” said Brady, “even 
a yellow curdog can be dangerous 
when he goes mad. Yes sir, Ruffer 
could be really dangerous.”

Then suddenly his face lighted up 
and his eyes began to sparkle.

“Judge,” he cried, “ I think I ’ve got 
it.”

“ Got what?” inquired the startled 
Judge.

"The way to hog-tie Kelton!”
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“ Well, don’t keep it to yourself,” 
the old man demanded. “ Let’s hear 
it.”

“Through Ruffer! Ruffer can be 
dangerous to us, all right—but he 
can also be dangerous to Kelton. He 
could be our witness against Kelton.”

“ But he’s in cahoots with Kelton!”
“ What of it? His kind will always 

give in under pressure if it’ll save his 
own skin. All we’d have to do would 
be to put the pressure on him and 
make him believe the game was up. 
He’d talk so much we’d have trouble 
stopping him.”

“ I don’t know.” The Judge was 
dubious. “ But I don’t see any other 
way, so it’s worth a try. What have 
we got to lose?”

“ Nothing at all,” said Ed exuber
antly, “and we got everything to 
gain. For the first time I feel that 
we’re getting somewhere. But,” he 
added cautiously, “we got to be care
ful of one thing—”

“ What’s that, Ed?”
“ We mustn’t get into a spot where 

we have to shoot it cut. If Ruffer 
gets killed, it won’t help us any. A 
•dead witness can’t testify.”

“ What you figger we had ought to 
do?” asked the Judge. “Just go and 
get him?”

“ No,” answered Ed, thinking ahead 
as he spoke, “ I am going to see Walt 
Toler first to let him know what I’m 
planning. You stay here to see that 
nothing happens to Jeff Wells. Soon 
as I get things arranged with the 
sheriff, we’ll get Ruffer and start 
squeezing him.”

S BRADY galloped toward 
Cochetopa, he felt lighter than 

he had for a long time. At last he 
was engaged on a definite plan of ac
tion. Ho more waiting—no more won
dering where the lightning would 
strike next. From now on he meant 
to be the lightning, and let Kelton 
beware.

He slowed his horse to a canter as 
he entered the town, and headed for 
the sheriff’s office.

He tied the horse to the hitching 
post and was about to enter when out 
marched the very man he had been 
thinking of.

The marks of his beating had worn 
off Kelton’s face, and he had a smug, 
self-satisfied look about him.

When he saw Ed Brady his lips 
drew back into a snarl and his two 
fang teeth protruded, giving him a 
wolfish appearance.

Both men surveyed each other, 
stiff-legged and alert for any move 
on the part of the other. The slight
est spark here could ignite a tremen
dous flame. The air seemed to crackle 
with charged electricity.

Ed Brady, although ready for any 
eventuality, made no move for his 
gun, for he still felt bound by his 
promise to the sheriff.

Kelton, on his part, had heard 
stories and had seen for himself 
evidence of Ed’s speed on the draw, 
and his instinct of self-preservation 
told him he would be wise to avoid 
shooting, if possible.

For a moment they were as tense 
as two animals stalking each other; 
then gradually both of them seemed 
to realize that this was not the 
moment for a showdown, and both 
relaxed slightly. Kelton’s s n a r l  
turned into a sneering grin.

“ Looking for me, Brady?” he
"Not yet, Kelton, but soon.” Ed’s 

voice carried assurance.
Kelton stiffened again, as though 

thinking that this might be the best 
moment after all, but the calm look in 
Brady’s eye and the tightness about 
his lips made him think twice.

“All right, Brady,” he said, and the 
snarl was in his booming voice again. 
“You come for me any time you have 
a mind to. I’ll be waiting for you.”

He sidestepped Ed and walked o ff 
down the street.

ED BRADY stood watching him 
for a moment, then entered the 

sheriff’s office.
“ Nice company you have,” he said. 
“As a matter of fact, he came to 

complain about you,” said Walt 
■Toler.

“ Is that it? What have I been doing 
now?”

“According to Kelton, you raided 
his Bar K ranch last night and shot 
up the place. Two of his rannies were 
killed.”
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Ed Brady looked at the sheriff with 
steady eyes.

“ Do you believe that, Walt?” he 
asked. Toler fidgeted uneasily.

“ I’m caught between two fires, Ed,” 
he said. “ Both you and Kelton are ac
cusing each other of all sorts of 
things.”

“ Out with it, Walt,” Ed demanded. 
“ Were you planning to act on Kel- 
ton’s charges?”

The sheriff grinned. He hopped to 
his feet and walked to the door, 
opened it quickly and looked out. No 
one was there.

“ Just wanted to be sure,” he said, 
“because I wouldn’t want him to hear 
what I got to say.”

“What did you promise him?” de
manded Ed insistently.

“Exactly nothing,” replied Toler, 
“but I used an awful lot of words in 
doing it. I told him I would investi
gate the whole situation. But tell me, 
Ed, what did happen at the Bar K?”

“ Nothing,” said Ed flatly. “ I wasn’t 
even near the Bar K. Two of Kelton’s 
men were killed last night, all right, 
but it wasn’t at the Bar K.”

' “ Where was it?”
Ed thought quickly. He had had no 

intention of revealing the fact that 
Jefferson Wells was alive as yet. It 
was bad enough that Kelton knew it. 
If the sheriff knew about it he might 
insist upon lodging the old man in 
jail until he could be tried.

This did not fit into Ed’s plans 
for several reasons. First, he did not 
want Susan’s father to suffer the ig
nominy of being in jail, and second, 
he did not consider the jail a safe 
place. A few of Kelton’s gunslicks 
could crash it and remove a prisoner 
any time they set their minds to it.

“ It was up in the hills,” he an
swered evasively, “miles from the Bar 
K. They came ashooting. There was 
three of them. One got away. I was 
wondering how I was going to be 
able to prove they were Kelton’s men. 
He gave it away himself, by his 
story.”

“Tell me about it, Ed,” said Toler. 
“ I ’ll have to know all the facts, if I 
don’t take any action. Else I’d be out 
on a limb for Kelton to saw off.”

“Look, Walt,”  said Ed seriously,

“ I ’m going to ask you a favor. So far 
you’ve found that you could trust 
me—ain’t that so?-”

“Yes, it’s so,” agreed the sheriff. 
“Well, I ’m going to ask you to 

trust me just a little bit longer. If I 
give you my word that Kelton’s men 
were killed while attacking me and 
my friends, won’t you just let it go 
at that for a while?”

“ Well, I aunno. For how long am 
I supposed to stay in the dark about 
what’s going on?”

“ For not more than twenty-four 
hours,” replied Ed. “That’s what I 
came to see you about. You can clear 
this whole business up if you’ll work 
with me.”

“ What’s the plan?”
“ Here it is. I’ve got evidence that 

A1 Ruffer is in cahoots with Kelton 
on a scheme to rob this whole valley 
and all the surrounding territory on 
a bigger scale than you’ll ever believe 
until I prove it to you. Kelton will 
never confess. He’d stop a bullet first. 
He’s hard. But Ruffer is a different 
kind of man. He’s squirmy and slimy, 
like all bullies. Give him top hand 
and he’s tough—kick him around a 
little and he softens up like a sponge 
in water.”

OU got both men pegged 
pretty straight,” the sheriff 

agreed. “ What do we do about it?” 
“ We work on Ruffer!” said Ed 

triumphantly. “ We scare the living 
daylights out of him. We put the 
fear of death into him, and he turns 
yellow and crawls. Then show him a 
way to save his own skin and he’ll 
give us enough facts to hang Kelton 
a dozen times over.”

The sheriff was rubbing his chin. 
“ I dunno,” he said. “ It don’t sound 

entirely legal to me.”
“ Is it illegal for you to take a man 

in f o r  questioning?” demanded 
Brady.

“ No—but—”
“ Now look here, Walt Toler,” said 

Ed. “ I ’m offering you a way to clean 
this county of a bunch of killers and 
rustlers—a way to do it fast and com
plete. I ’m ready to work with you. 
But I may as well tell you that if you 
refuse my offer, I’m going to do it
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on my own. This ain’t a matter of 
quibbling over legalities. This is a 
case of where if we don’t get the 
murderers they get us. And I don’t 
plan to wait for them to do that.”

He paused for Toler’s answer, but 
the sheriff continued to rub his chin 
doubtfully.

“All right, Sheriff. I hate to have 
to say this. You’ve treated me square 
so far, but I can see that Kelton has 
you bulldozed. He’s too powerful for 
you—too rich! Well, he’s powerful 
and rich because he’s crooked, and I 
mean to stop him. In Cerro, it was 
the same sort of thing that started 
the trouble. The law wasn’t big 
enough to stand up against a couple 
of bullies. 'When I stood up to them, 
the law took their side, and I was 
bucking the law. But in the end the 
sheriff of Cerro ended up in the 
same grave with his pals. I hope 
nothing like that happens to you, 
Toler.”

Toler’s face was taut as he an
swered :

“Maybe I deserve that, Brady, but 
it hurst just the same. You know I’m 
not throwing in with no crooks. What 
you forget is that, though to you 
Kelton is crook number one, to the 
ranchers hereabouts and to the town 
folks—and to me, too, for that matter 
—there ain’t a thing against him. 
That’s what ties my hands.

“ By all rights I ought to be in
vestigating you right now on Kel- 
ton’s charges instead of listening to 
your plans for trapping him.”

Ed’s face was calm.
“ Does that mean, Walt—” he be

gan.
Toler interrupted:
“ Now, hold on. It just means I’m 

trying to explain the spot I ’m in. But 
here’s what I ’m going to do about it. 
I’m going to take a trip to Mesa 
Springs on business starting right 
now. I’ll be back day after tomorrow. 
If you get Buffer to talk by then, 
I’ll be glad to listen to what he has 
to say.”

“ So you won’t work with me?”
“ No, but I won’t work ag’ in you, 

either. I ’m leaving you with a free 
hand for forty-eight hours. Ain’t 
that enough for you?’’

“Well, I ’d rather be working with 
the law than behind its back,” said 
Brady, “ even if it has turned its back 
purposely. But I guess I ’ll have to 
make the best of it. So long, Walt. 
Have a nice trip!” And he abruptly 
turned on his heel and left the office.

THE three men sat in a dark cor
ner talking in whispers.

“ You understand what I want?” 
asked the largest of the three—and 
even when whispering the voice 
boomed, betraying it to be Kelton’s. 

The two men nodded.
Money passed from Kelton to the 

others.
“There’ll be more when you finish 

it,” Kelton promised.
The men took the money and 

pushed it into their pockets.
“ W e’ll be back for the rest of it 

before morning,” said one.
“ Good,” said Kelton. “But remem

ber what I told you. There’s to be no 
evidence, and it’s to look as if he 
started the shooting. A case o f self- 
defense.”

“We understand—but it would be 
easier to plug him in the back.” 

“No!” Kelton was very definite. 
“Not in the back. That would start a 
whole investigation—just what I 
don’t want.”

“All right, boss,” they answered. 
“ It’ll look like he got his after throw
ing his gun first.”

Kelton nodded. “ If it isn’t that 
way,” he said, “don’t come back for 
the rest of the money.”

In a clump of trees which com
manded a view of the entrance, to 
the Diamond O, A1 Ruffer sat astride 
his horse, nervously puffing a cig
arette, and waiting. He was waiting 
for the moment when he could be as
sured of seeing Susan alone, but for 
several hours someone had been in 
the house with her. Now the last 
visitor was gone and only old 
Wauhela remained. At that moment 
the old Indian squaw went out the 
back door with a kindling bag. She 
was on her way to collect wood. Susan 
was alone. Ruffer spurred his horse.

Had Ed Brady known of Ruffer’s 
whereabouts at that moment, he
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would have saved himself a good deal 
of searching. But he had no way of 
knowing, so he covered the town look
ing for him.

Not finding him in town, Ed head
ed toward Ruffer’s ranch. As he left 
town he noticed that he was being 
followed by two men, but he did not 
give the matter much thought. He 
was too intent upon his search.

No one at Ruffer’s ranch had any 
idea where A1 could be found, either, 
so Brady decided to wait around for 
a while, hoping he would come home. 
He had a hard time concealing his 
impatience.

After several hours that seemed 
like days, his patience was exhausted.

“ I got forty-eight hours to work 
in,” he thought. “ I can’t waste them 
just sitting here. I wonder where he 
can be.”

He began to feel uneasy; then, re
membering Ruffer’s threat, he jumped 
to his feet. Suddenly he was worried 
about Susan.

Without even leaving a message, he 
jumped on his horse and was off. His 
uneasiness grew stronger as he rode.

Halfway across the range he heard 
hoofbeats behind him and, turning, 
noticed that the same two men who 
had left Cochetopa behind him were 
following him again.

This was no longer a coincidence. 
He stopped his horse, and the two 
men, instead of approaching, swung 
to the left as though they were head
ed for the hills. But soon after he 
started on his way again he noticed 
that they had straightened their 
course and were following him at a 
parallel.

His inclination was to turn and 
ride toward them—to find out who 
they were and why they were trail
ing him—but he discarded the no
tion because of the time it would 
take.

“First I gotta find out if Susan is 
ail right,” he thought. “ Then I’ll 
look into those two lobos.”

He kept his steady pace making 
a beeline for the Diamond O.

The two strangers were behind 
him, following as relentlessly as did 
his shadow.

A short distance out, he saw a fig
ure approaching him. It was on foot, 
and was running and swinging its 
arms as though calling on him to 
stop.

With dismay Ed Brady recognized 
Wauhela.

He rode up to her and swung down 
from his horse.

“ Susan—” he demanded. “ Did
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something happen to Miss Susan?”
The old Indian was panting and 

breathless, and though she tried to 
talk quickly it was a few minutes 
before her words were intelligible. 
No wonder, for she had run more 
than five miles with nothing but thin 
Indian 'sandals to protect her feet.

Ed finally got her story out.
She had been gathering kindling. 

She was near enough to hear funny 
noises from the house. It sounded 
like a struggle. She had hurried back. 
A1 Ruffer was riding away, leading 
another horse. Oh the other horse sat 
Susan Wells! Her hands were tied 
behind her. There was something 
which looked like a handkerchief tied 
around her mouth.

“ Which way did they go?” de
manded Ed.

Wauhela pointed with a trembling 
finger.

For the first time in his life Ed 
Brady experienced fear—.

He spurred his horse to its utmost, 
sparing neither the animal nor him
self.

BEHIND him his two pursuers 
smiled, and one of them said 

with an evil grin:
“He seems to be headed for the 

canyon. We couldn’t fin-d a better 
place for our business.”

The other nodded.
“Yeah,” he said, “ the fool is play

ing right into our hands. Fifteen 
minutes more and well be able to 
collect the rest of our money.”

CHAPTER XVII

E D DID not rein in as he 
reached the mouth of the can
yon, but continued his mad 

dash over the dangerous loose rocks 
and boulder-strewn bottom.

Luck, plus the surefootedness of 
his horse and his own lightness in 
the saddle, carried them through this 
potential danger spot.

Around the turn, with firm earth 
underfoot, he once more used his 
spurs, and got even greater speed in 
response.

He was far down the fertile valley
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before the two pursuing gunslicks 
had eased their horses over the rocks. 
Once inside, however, they gave 
chase with full speed.

Ahead, Brady could see the hide
away cavern, up the sheer mountain
side, and as he looked he could make 
out two figures on the ledge. The 
larger one seemed to be pulling the 
smaller one up after it.

He passed a silent prayer of 
thanks.

“Just reached it,” he thought. “He 
ain’t hac! time to do no harm to 
Susan yet.”

A few more minutes of wild riding 
brought him to a point under the 
ledge. No sign of life came from 
above.

He cupped his hands and shouted.
“ Ruffer!” he boomed. “ Come down 

or I ’m coming up after you!”
A weird mad laugh floated down 

from above, and Ruffer’s voice an
swered :

“ I told you you’d never get her, 
Brady.”

Ed wasted no time. He dashed at 
the wall and began to climb, tearing 
his fingers in his haste.

But he had not gone more than 
ten or fifteen feet when the menac
ing crack of a gun sounded and a 
lead pellet tore past him, missing by 
mere inches.

Ed dropped to the ground.
To have continued would have 

been to expose himself to Ruffer’s 
fire all the way up the wall—the 
surest way of getting hit. Brady did 
not wish to be shot, for if he were 
it would leave Susan without a pro
tector.

He picked himself up from where 
he had fallen as he dropped, turned 
and found himself looking into the 
two leering faces of the men who 
had been following him. Each of 
them held a gun in his hand, and 
both weapons were cocked and ready 
for action.

Slowly Ed lifted his hands high.
“Ain’t you going to draw, Brady?” 

sneered one.
Brady did not answer. The two 

guns were less than two feet from 
his body.

The gunners could have killed him
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there and then, but they could not 
resist the desire to play with their 
quarry, as a cat might play with a 
mouse.

“ I heard you was a crack shot, 
Brady,” said the second man. “ Come 
on—show us how good you are.”

Ed Brady knew he was close to 
death, but he did not wilt.

“ Reckon you got me, boys,” he 
said coolly. “Are you planning to do 
the job here or take me in for Kel- 
ton to finish?”

“Naw,” said the first man, “Kelton 
don’t want to show in . this at all. 
W e’re going to tend to it ourselves.”

“ Shut up, Jake.” The other gunny 
kicked the speaker. “He’s pumping 
you.”

Jake turned to his companion to 
answer, “ Let him pump,” he replied. 
“ What good’s it gonna do him? He 
ain’t gonna be able to repeat it.’

A  FLASH of lightning suddenly 
struck. It was Ed Brady’s right 

fist, and it landed with the punch 
of a mule’s kick, flush on Jake’s jaw. 
Jake went down like a felled ox.

At the same moment Ed kicked 
with all the power he could command 
at the shin of the second gunny and 
had the satisfaction of feeling his 
heavy boot go home.

There was a cracking of bone and 
a shriek of agony as the kick con
nected and its recipient began to 
jump up and down with pain. He 
seemed to forget all about using the 
gun which was waving wildly in his 
hand,

Ed bent and took the gun from 
Jake’s unconscious fingers, then, 
drawing his own, aimed carefully and 
let one bullet fly.

Unerringly the shot hit the gun in 
the hand of the second gunslick, and 
the sting and pain elicited another 
shriek as the six-shooter went spin
ning out of his reach.

Ed gathered his gun in also, and 
grinned at the way the tables had 
been turned.

A moment before he had been at 
the mercy of two armed killers. Now 
he had three guns, and his two at
tackers were helpless and unarmed. 

(Continued On Page 90)as



S en d  f o r  FREE ^ L esson  
«nd Prove to Yourself How 
Quick'  and Easy You Get 
Ahead in Radio by the NEW

SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING

Lecirri by Doing!
Use recsi Radio 

Equipment Furnished 
with year Course

Experience 
i s  t h e  b e s t  
teacher. You 
learn b y  ex
perience with 
the exclusive 
N a t i o n a l  
Shop • Method of Home 

Training—actually 
b u ild  many circu its and do experi
m ents with the b ig  kitg o f  standard 
radio parts included in your train
in g  equipment at no extra cost 4© 
y o u .

Build a superb*___
dyne receiver. Make 
tests and conduct ex
periments that show 
y o u  the why and how 
o f  electronics. Build 
an a u d io  oscillator, 
signal generators and 
o th e r  in s tru m e n ts  
with the parts and 
supplies included in  your course*.
"F. M." Means "u-urs Honey

Frequency Modulation <F. m .) ia 
here to  stay. 
Thousands o f  
F. M. licenses 
h a v e  b e e n  
granted by  the govern- 
ment F. C. C, 
a l l  o v e r  th e  
country. Learn 
W h a t t h i s  
means to  you.

Make 
:t ex- 
show 
I how 
Build
s!a£Slents

Get ready fo r  TELEVISION. 
Get your share o f  the RADIO 
SERVICE Business. Here is  a 
sensationally im proved way fo r  
you to get the righ t training—a 
thoroughly proved system  where
b y  you study in spare t im e -  
odd hours, even minutes—and 
have the advantage o f  actual 
Shop experience behind you.

This exclusive shop method o f  
hom e training com es to you right 
from  one o f  the w orld 's greatest 
vocational educational centers— 
the resident training 6hops and 
experimental laboratories o f  Na
tional Schools. I t  is  the sound* 
practical training based on ac
tual experience o f  qualified in
structors and engineers w ho have- 
prepared thousands o f  National 
graduates now  em ployed in the 
radio industry.

It is up-to-date—matches the
progress constantly being made ---. - 
in  modern radio, television and sh ip .

Be Sure in Post-War
N o w , right n o w ,  i s  

t h e  tim e t o  prepare 
f o r  SU CCESS AND 
S E C U R IT Y  in  the 
great expansion after 
t h e  w a r .  The field i s  
W ide o p e n . Trained 
men w ill get the pref
erence in  the broad
casting s ta t io n s —ia  
in d u s tr y —w ill make 
quick progress with 
email capital in  their 
ow n business. Soldiers, 
sailors and marines 
make use o f  y o u r  f r e e  
tim e to get ready fo r  
the future. Study w h i l e  

S t i l l  i n  uniform. T h o u s a n d s  © f 
m e n  in  t h e  a r m e d  f o r c e s  h a v e  
t r a in e d  a t  N a t io n a l  S c h o o l s  u n 
d e r  U .  $ .  G o v e r n m e n t  s p o n s o r *

Examine the National Shop Method 
o f  Home Training carefully. B e  c o n 
vinced. Study the lesson w e  w i l l  send 
you  FREE. N o  obligation o f  a n y  s o r t .  
F i l l  o u t  t h e  c o u p o n  and m a il  i t  t o d a y *

electronics. It is  time tested. 
National Schools has been train
ing men for higher pay and great
er opportunity fo r  m ore than a 
third o f a century. Fill out and 
m ail the coupon below  for details.
Stop Method Training Wins Goal Jobs

“ My latest offer 
was $5,800.00 as 
Radio Photo Engi
neer . . . but I ’m 
doing  w ell where I  
am  now engaged. I 
ara deeply indebted 
to  N ationa l.”  — 

Joseph Grumich, Lake Hiawatha* 
New Jersey.

“ Due to m y train
ing at National I  
w as selected to in 
struct in the labora-

See for Yourself
to  grasp the great opportunity 
today—a successful career for to 
m orrow. Get into the b ig  money, 
rapid advancement, a position o f  
importance. A BUSINESS OF 
YOUR OWN. The industry is cry
in g  for trained men everywhere. 
A rapidly expanding business— 
probably the greatest in indus
trial history—holds out the prom
ise o f  a rich future-^prosperous 
security. But to w in  it you must 
b e  ready. Weil-trained men O N L Y  
are wanted.

Sm -!.w *■ V

rf F . .
BUr BOOKS F R E E /

. Learn 'tor yourself just how  easy 
this SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING gives
you the oracticai, ciow n-ic-earfh 
experien ce  you "c a n n e v g y g e t  
from theory aiorre. - •

m

M A I L  O P P O R T U N I T Y  C O U P O N  FO R  Q U I C K  A C T I O N ;

«*? b e l i e v e  N a 
t io n a l  o f f e r s  th e  
best course to  b e  
had . . . Keep up 
the good w ork.” — 
O. K. Ivey, Wash
ington, D. C.

Read w hat hundreds o f  other 
enthusiastic students have writ
ten about National Training. 
Send ia  your coupon today.

National Schools, Dept. 3-DA
400 0  South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 3 7 , California

B (Mail in envelope or paste on penny post card)
5 Mail me FREE the two books mentioned in your ad including a 
1 sample lesson o f  your .course. I understand no salesman will can 
g on me.
8 N A M E ................ .. ...............................................................  .  . .AGE . . . . . . . .
| ADDRESS .................................................. ........................... - * ...................  • • • *
I C I T Y .................................................... ' ........................STATE . ............................

Include your zone number

I

8?



WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY?
A  booklet containing the opinions ot famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing 
to the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Ave., 
DB-3, New York, N. Y.

PIMPLES, Blackheads, Skin Irritation*
making you miserable, unhappy? Don't give up hope. Do 
this now. Send at once for Marcellus Medieated Skin 
Formula. Specially prepared by a Registered Nurse. 
Contains many active antiseptic and beneficial medicated 
ingredients properly and skillfully blended. Highly rec
ommended to relieve and soothe local skin irritations. 
Excellent for externally caused pimples. Aids In clearing 
the skin of unsightly blackheads, leaving the skin soft, velvety, 
a pleasure to touch.
E0 EE with each -order; a .ni&M recoxnxnendfed Diet, very rf>ifcK important for externally caused pipipleft, together 
with a generous =• ample of Cover Up Lotion (blemish con
cealer), a wonder powder i-.nse for oily skin, In 3 Shades— 
light, medium or dark. State shade wanted.
Complete, only § 2 .0 0  if monev is sent with order (it 
C. O. D., §2 .35). Full simple directions included. SATIS
FACTION GUARANTEED m  — - refunded.

A. M ARCH  LUS CO., Dept. D-3
*», Q. BOX 1*4?, ESS^X rTA -T '-p-’ BOSTON, WiASS.

m m *
•  t/O K £ S fGAQS -

'Hilarity at its peak! Tops Ip 
humor! Cievet new puns 
and moron jokes to pull on 
your friends. “ Cracks”  that 
w ill make you popular In 
an s' crowd. These jokes, 
ear-toons, and gags will keep 
everyone in stitches—rr.aki 
yo\i go ga-ga-ga with de
light. 128 pages. Only 25c.
5 -day m oney-back guarantee.
LARCH CO.. 4 2  V” . 1 8 , Dept. 4 Z * A ,  N.  V. 11

POEMS WANTED- ~*Foi Musical Setting* jg — “ ■

I
Mother, Home, Uove, Sacred. Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. DON'T DELAY- Send us youror any Baoject. x xju>xji* x —
Original Poem at once -  for immediate exami
nation and FREE RHYMING DICTIONARY, _

D n n T u r n o  4W W O O D S  B U IL D IN ©
R bcharo  b r o t h e r s  c h i c *©©, il l .

i

A s t h m a  M u c u s
L@@§@fsecl Firs t B e y

For Thousands of Sufferers
It choking, gasping, wheezing, recurring attacks o f  

Bronchial Asthma rob you o f sleep and energy, accept 
this liberal offer. Get Mendaco, a doctor’ s prescription, 
from your druggist; take it exactly as directed and see 
for yourself how quickly it usually helps loosen and re
move thick strangling mucus., thus promoting freer 
breathing and refreshing sleep. You be the judge. Unless 
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(Continued From Page 88)
The gunman named Jake was stum

bling to his feet and rubbing his 
pounding head.

Ed covered him with his gun. 
Pointing to Jake’s pal, Ed ordered, 
“ Tie him up.”

Jake took in the situation at a 
glance and didn’t take the time or 
trouble to argue about it.

Ed tested the rope and found it 
was sufficiently tight to prevent an 
escape.

As he finished this he noticed a 
speck in the distance, near the en
trance to the canyon.

“ Kelton?” he wondered. “ Coming 
to check up on his men—or maybe 
to meet Ruffer?”

He drew close to the wall to make 
himself as unnoticeable as possible 
and watched the speck growing 
larger, meanwhile keeping Jake cov
ered.

IN A few minutes he heaved a sigh 
of relief, for he could see that the 

approaching rider meant help and not 
more trouble. Even at a great dis
tance the incongruous, rolypoly 
figure of the Judge was unmistak
able.

The Judge drew up, panting and 
sweating.

“ I figgered I ’d find you here,” he 
puffed. “ Where’s Susan?”

Ed pointed above.
“How’d you get here?” he asked.
“ I got suspicious when you left in 

such a hurry. I looked after you and 
saw you was being followed, so I 
got my horse and trailed after you. 
I met Wauhela, and she told me, I 
figgered I was needed here more than 
at the ranch, so here I am.”

“ I’m glad, Judge.”
Just a few words, but Ed’s grati

tude showed through them.
“ I tried climbing the wall, but Ruf- 

fer’s got a gun and used it. I don’t 
see how I can get up from here. 
What I ’m going to do is get above 
the ledge and drop down. You keep 
an eye on these two jaspers and if 
you can, keep Ruffer’s attention 
down here so he won’t notice me, All 
right?”

“All right,” answefed the Judge. 
Ed got on his horse and dashed 

I (Continued On Page 92)
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(Continued From Page 90) 
away, seek ing a p lace w here he cou ld  
scale the w all w ith ou t R u ffe r  being 
able to see him.

The Judge looked about him. He 
had his gun in his hand.

Jake, surly and somewhat afraid, 
had a new gleam in his eye now that 
Ed was gone. He felt that the pos
sibility of escape was much better 
now. The Judge looked so round and 
soft it was impossible to think of him 
as hard and tough.

Jake a step in the Judge's direction. 
He waited to feel out his captor and 
see how far he could go.

He hadn’t long to wait to find out.
With his first step, the gun in the 

Judge’s hand exploded, and the bullet 
hit the earth at Jake’s feet, after 
plowing through the heel of one of 
his boots.

The gunslick quickly stepped back.
“Hey, be careful!” he yelled.
The Judge shrugged his shoulders,
“ I shore will,” he replied.
He examined their surroundings.
The spot in which they stood was 

under the ledge which protruded 
from above and therefore out. of the 
range of Ruffer’s fire.

“ Can’t keep Ruffer’s mind on us 
down here from this spot,” thought 
the Judge. Motioning to Jake with 
his gun, he said, “ C’mon over there,” 
and pointed to a spot that was ex
posed.

Jake opened his mouth as though 
to protest, then, realizing the futility 
of it, moved over.

From their new location they could 
see the side of the projecting ledge 
and could make out Ruffer’s figure 
on it, waiting to repulse any attack.

They could also see above the ledge 
to the top of the cliffside, It was to 
this spot that the Judge’s eye went 
constantly. Finally he saw what he 
had been waiting for.

Ed Brady’s head appeared cau
tiously over the side.

The Judge was galvanized into ac
tion.

“ Here- you,” he called to Jake. 
“You’re going up this wall. Get 
started.” 4

“ Nothing doing!” said Jake flatly. 
“ I’ll get shot if I start climbing up 
there.”

Complete Cowboy
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“And what do you think will Hap

pen to you if you refuse?” asked the 
Judge. “There’s only one difference. 
If you refuse, you’ll be shot sure, 
but if you go up you may not be hit. 
I’ll stay here and keep a bead on Ruf- 
fer, to make it hard for him to take 
aim. Now, go ahead.”

Still Jake made no move to start.
“All right,” said the Judge. “You’re 

asking for it,” and calmly fired again.
Jake let out a shout and clapped 

his hand to his head. It came away 
scarlet.

“ Don’t get yourself excited,” said 
the Judge. “You ain’t been hurt yet. 
I just nicked the tip of your ear to 
show you I ain’t playing. You gonna 
start climbing, or do I have to shoot 
again?”

H E LIFTED his gun again, but it 
wasn’t necessary for him to 

shoot. He had undergone a great 
transformation in Jake’s eyes. From 
a soft, round little man, who just 
couldn’t be tough, he had become the 
very reincarnation of the devil. All 
he lacked was horns. He would not 
hesitate, Jake was convinced, cold
bloodedly to place bullet after bullet 
in his hulking frame, if his orders 
were not obeyed. And Jake’s belief 
was pretty near correct, at that mo
ment.

Jake went over to the wall to begin 
climbing.

“Just one word of warning,” cau
tioned the Judge, “ in case you may 
have any ideas growing on you. If 
you give Ruffer the least hint to look 
above him, you’ll not only have him 
shooting at you, but me, too. If you 
behave, you may live to be tried for 
murder, but if you don’t, you’ll never 
leave this valley. Is that clear?” 

Jake nodded vehemently. He want
ed no arguments with this little man 
who seemed so careless with his gun. 

“All right, then—start climbing.” 
The Judge took up a position be

hind a tree that gave him a clear view 
of the ledge and at the same time af
forded a maximum of protection, and 
waited.

As soon as Ruffer caught sight of 
Jake, he leveled his gun and opened
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fire. The sound of his shot was joined 
by the crack of the Judge’s.

Tuffer’s shot, fired in haste, cut 
high above the climbing Jake, letting 
loose a little swirl of stones and 
earth which rolled downward. The 
Judge’s bullet creased the top of the 
ledge, and made Ruffer pull himself 
back quickly.

Jake let go his hold and dropped 
back to the ground. He was trem
bling.

He turned to the Judge appealing
ly-

“ Don’t make me climb up there!” 
he begged. “ He’s shooting at me.”

“Don’t cry till you’ve been hurt,” 
said the Judge unsympathetically. 
“ Start climbing.”

Once more Jake began edging his 
way upward.

Out of the corner of his eye the 
Judge could see that Ed Brady had 
tied one end of his rope to a tree at 
the top of the cliff, and had let the 
rest of it hang over the side. The 
Judge noticed fearfully that the bot
tom of the rope ended more than 
thirty feet above the ledge. Could Ed 
drop that distance and retain a sure 
footing? The ledge was narrow. To 

.miss it would mean to hurtle to the 
bottom. The Judge shuddered at the 
thought.

A shot drew his attention to the 
ledge again. Ruffer was firing at Jake 
once more.

The Judge returned the fire and 
watched carefully. If he could hit 
Ruffer’s gun and spike it, it would 
lessen Ed’s danger considerably. 
Then even if Ruffer discovered Ed 
before his descent was complete, he 
could not fire at his helpless, hang
ing body.

The Judge saw the glint of the sun 
on Ruffer’s gun, aiming at Jake, and 
fired. A puff of dust less than two 
inches away from the gun showed that 
he had missed, but it forced Ruffer 
to hold his fire for the moment.

‘WT'D BRADY, above, thanked his 
Mud stars that the top of the cliff- 
side protruded slightly. This put it 
about even with the ledge and meant 
that he could stay clear of the side 
as he slid down the rope. Had the
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side slanted outward from the top, 
he would surely have dislodged earth 
and stones in his descent and thereby 
called attention to himself.

Cautiously he slid over the edge 
and let himself down the rope, hand 
over hand. He could see Ruffer clear
ly now, peering over the edge of his 
hideout, trying to get his sights on 
Jake, without allowing himself to 
stray into the Judge’s range.

“Good old Judge,” he thought. 
"He’s sure keeping Ruffer busy.”

He had reached the bottom of the 
rope, and was almost ready to make 
his drop. He waited only for the 
rope, which under his weight was 
swinging from side to side like a slow 
pendulum, to get to a central point.

At that moment Jake took his life 
in his hands with a daring chance. He 
did not relish being shot by the 
Judge or Ruffer, but neither did he 
care for the idea of being tried for 
his crimes.

If he could furnish a major dis
traction, he figured, he might possi
bly make his getaway in the ensuing 
excitement.

So he suddenly shouted, “Look 
above you, Ruffer,” released his hold 
on the hillside and began to tumble 
downward.

Ruffer jerked his head upward and 
saw Ed.

The Judge took his gun off Jake 
and covered Ruffer.

Jake landed on the ground but the 
fall broke his neck.

Ed Brady let go the rope and 
dropped to the ledge.

All these things happened in the 
twinkling of an eye.

On the ledge, Ruffer had only time 
to get to his knees and raise his gun 
before Brady dropped.

The long fall had two big dangers, 
aside from Ruffer’s presence. First 
Ed might miss the small ledge en
tirely; second, it might not be strong 
enough to bear the weight of his drop 
from such a height.

At another time these things might 
have given Brady pause, but not now. 
Susan was inside that cavern, and 
there was no risk he would not have 
taken to reach her.

Ruffer’s gun was aimed at Ed, but
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he did not have the time to put that 
little pressure on the trigger which 
was necessary to fire it.

Ed’s figure plummeted downward, 
grazing Ruffer’s arm as it dropped 
and knocking the gun out of his 
hands.

But Ruffer, now weaponless, still 
had the advantage, for Ed was near 
the edge of the ledge and teetering in 
an attempt to regain his balance.

The bully snapped to his feet and 
dashed at Brady. One solid push 
would send him over the side.

Below, the Judge was in agony, for 
though he had the ledge covered he 
did not dare to shoot for fear of hit
ting Ed.

A S Ruffer’s rush took him to 
Brady, Ed lost his footing en

tirely and began to slide over the 
edge. He threw out his hands and 
with a grip of iron caught the arm 
of the man who was trying to heave 
him to his destruction.

Ruffer shook himself, trying to 
loose Ed’s hold. He might just as 
well have been trying to snap a steel 
band by shaking it.

He swore and shouted. He tried to 
bring his other arm around so that he 
might hit Ed and thereby loosen 
him, but the dead weight hanging 
onto him prevented.

“ If I go,” said Ed through clenched 
teeth, “you go with me.”

Ruffer was indeed being pulled 
over the side too.

He looked downward, and his cow
ardice came to the fore.

“ What should I do?” he shrieked. 
“ Grab that rock with your other 

hand,” Ed commanded.
Ruffer obeyed, and obtained suf

ficient hold to halt his sliding.
Ed was quick to take advantage of 

it. Using Ruffer’s arm as he might 
use a rope, he had sufficient pur
chase to scramble back on the ledge.

When he had a firm footing, he 
released Ruffer, and the bully, white
faced and trembling, stood quivering, 
still not over his fright.

Ed wasted no words.
His right fist came up in a tremen

dous uppercut that exploded at the 
point of A1 Ruffer’s jaw.

(Continued On Page 98)
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(Continued Prom Page 96)
Ruffer stretched out flat and 

stopped quivering.
“That’ll keep him off my neck for 

a while,” thought Ed, and dashed into 
the recess of the hidden cavern.

Lying on the floor, like a trussed 
up bale of hay, was Susan. She was 
tied hand and foot and there was a 
gag stuffed in her mouth.

But her eyes were not covered, and 
Ed could make them out in the dim
ness, glowing with pride and joy at 
the thought that no matter what the 
danger, Ed could be depended upon.

Ed hastily untied her ropes. Just 
as she got to her feet and began rub
bing her rope-chafed wrists, the 
Judge poked his head in.

“Is she all right?” he asked anx
iously.

“ I’m fine,” said Susan. “No damage 
at all except chafed wrists and a 
little skin off my knees and elbows 
from when Ruffer half pulled and 
half pushed me up that mountain 
wall.”

Both Ed and the Judge were im
mensely relieved at her words.

“What’ll we do with the polecat?” 
asked the Judge. “He’s stretched out, 
outside, as though he were enjoying 
a good nap.”

“W e ’re going to make sure nothing 
happens to him,” answered Brady. 
“He’s going to be our evidence 
against Kelton. How are you Su
san? Can you walk all right?”

“Sure I can,” she replied. “Look.” 
And she gave a demonstration.

“Good. Then we can hoist Ruffer 
down and get both him and the 
gunner I have tied up down below 
over to the Shooting Star.”

“What do you want the other coy
ote for?” asked the Judge.

“Because he admitted that Kelton 
had hired him to kill me. Just one 
more piece of evidence to add to the 
rope that will hang Kelton.”

“I wish Ruffer would wake up so 
that he could get down under his own 
steam. I don’t hanker for the job of 
easing him down. The temptation to 
drop him would be too great,” said 
the Judge.

“Maybe he’ll come to in time,” 
hazarded Ed. “Come on. Let’s go out 
and see how he’s doing,”
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Out on the ledge, they stood petri
fied for a second.

There was no sign of A1 Ruffer, 
He was gone— completely.

edge and looked over.
“There he is,” he cried, “climbing 

down.”
Ruffer was halfway down the cliff- 

side, and on hearing Ed’s voice at
tempted to jump and slide the rest of 
the way. He landed on the ground in 
a heap, one leg twisted under him.

“Don’t move, Ruffer,” called Ed, 
“’cause if you do, I’ll fill you full of 
lead.”

“I can’t move,” whined the bully. 
“My leg is broke.”

Ed and the Judge looked at each 
other. Was he telling the truth or 
not?
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“I ’ll find out,” said Ed. “You help 
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Then they mounted their own 
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CHAPTER X V III

NCE at the Shooting Star, Ed 
[Brady and the Judge made a 
quick work of seating their 

captors, and then tying them firmly 
to their chairs.

Then Ed turned to his partner and 
said, “You ride over to Shep Turner’s 
and bring him back with as many of 
his men as you can round up. Mean
while, I ’ll start our friends here 
atalking.”

“Right," said the Judge. “You get
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them talking and I’ll bring the aud
ience to listen to them. See that they 
put on a good show.” And he was 
off.

Brady turned to the gunslick who 
was Jake’s partner.

“Now, my fine lobo,” he said, “we’ll 
get down to business. What’s your 
name?”

The gunslick gave no answer. He 
was biting his lip from the pain of 
his cracked shin.

Ed looked at him critically.
“Sorry,” he said. “You may be the 

worst coyote on the range, but I 
guess I ought to ease your pain some 
before we got into the questioning. 
Susan,” he called, and the girl came 
running from the rear room where 
she had been trying to soothe her old 
father.

“ Susan, will you put up some water 
to heat and bring me some towels, 
and see if you can find some flat 
pieces of wood? I’ll try to splint up 
that leg— and Ruffer’s too, if I can.”

When the necessary implements ar
rived, Brady went to work with the 
skill and dexterity which most out
door men acquire, through the abso
lute necessity of being able to handle 
breaks, bruises and burns themselves. 
When the nearest doctor is a hundred 
miles away a man must learn to do 
his own doctoring in a pinch.

In short order the wounds of both 
injured men were dressed and tied 
tightly in splints which eased their 
pain considerably.

The gunny looked Ed in the eye 
and said, “Thanks, guy. You’re square. 
You treated me better than my boss 
would have. I wasn’t aiming to talk 
none, but I changed my mind. Ask 
me anything you want and I’ll give 
you the answers, if I know them. You 
wanted my name. O. K. My name is 
Baldy Pete.”

Ed looked at the bald head of Pete, 
which was as hairless and shiny as a 
billiard ball.

“A fitting name, Baldy.” He smiled. 
“Now tell me—ain’t it the truth that 
that man, A1 Ruffer, hired you to 
kill me?”

Ed’s back was turned to Ruffer, so
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that only Baldy could see the big 
wink Ed gave him.

“Yes,” Pete lied, “that’s the man 
gave us fifty dollars in advance, with 
two hundred to come when the job 
was done.”

Ruffer’s face went white and he 
shrieked, “It’s a lie! It’s a frame- 
up! I never saw that man before in 
my life.”

“W hy, A l”— Baldy looked deeply 
concerned— “how can you tell such 
whoppers?”

E D smiled inwardly, but let none 
of his mirth appear on his face. 

This was an ideal set-up, and if 
Baldy would play along with him he 
knew that Ruffer would break down 
in short order.

“Stop your squealing, Ruffer,” he 
said. “You’ll get your chance to 
talk soon enough. Now, Baldy, how 
about the killing of Mr and Mrs Mor
gan? W ho was behind that?”"

Baldy nodded his head toward Ruf
fer.

“He arranged the whole thing,” he 
answered tersely.

“Just what I suspected,” answered 
Brady, and Ruffer let out another 
howl of protestation.

“How long have you been in town, 
Baldy?” asked Ed.

“Nigh on to two weeks.”
“Then you wouldn’t know anything 

about the shooting of Banker Ames 
unless you heard someone talking 
about it, would you?”

The way Baldy picked up cues 
would have made him a great actor 
if he had chosen that as a profession 
instead of the one he had fallen into.

“O’ course that happened before I 
got into town, but I know who done 
it just the same!”

“W ho?”
Just one word was the answer. 
“Ruffer!”
“How do you know?”
“He told m e!” answered Baldy 

calmly.
He was in full swing now and 

seemed to be enjoying his act tre
mendously. He had immediately spot
ted Ruffer as a yellow coward, and 
he got a kick out of watching the
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fear on the bully’s face as he writhed 
and squirmed and shouted and bleat
ed while the charges against him 
mounted up.

“All right, Baldy; now one more 
question. Someone got in the alley 
behind the general store and put a 
bullet clean through little Tim  
O’Shea. Got any knowledge of it?”

“Sure.”
“W ho?”
Once more Baldy Pete nodded 

toward Ruffer.
“Him,” he said.
“How do you know?”
“I seen him do it,” was the flat re

ply-
By this time Ruffer was reduced to 

a dispirited, gihbering mass. Words 
kept pouring out of him in a hyster
ical torrent.

“ It’s a frame-up. I didn’t do it,” he 
kept shouting. “ I never saw him be
fore. It’s a pack of lies. You’re just 
trying to frame me. I’m innocent. I 
wasn’t anywhere nearby when those 
things happened. It’s a lie— it’s a lie 
— it’s a lie— it’s a lie!”

“W ell,” said Ed coolly, “I guess 
we got all the evidence we need. 
What with the kidnapping of Susan 
added to all the other things, we got 
enough evidence to hang you a dozen 
times over, Ruffer. So I don’t even 
have to ask you any questions.” And 
he turned his back and began walk
ing away.

“You can’t do this to me!” 
shrieked the bully. “You gotta give 
me a chance to clear myself. I didn’t 
do none of them killings.”

“Save it for the sheriff, A1— that 
is, if the ranchers don’t string you 
up before the sheriff gets back.”

A  new fear grasped at Ruffer.

O U  mustn’t let them,” he 
screamed. “I didn’t do them 

things. It was Kelton planned them 
all, not me. L e w  Kelton is the guilty
m an!”

“That’s what you say,” said Ed 
Brady, concealing his elation at Ruf- 
fer’s breakdown. “ But why should I 
believe you? It was you who kid
napped Susan, not Kelton. I suppose 
you’d like to lay the blame for that 
on him, too!”

Complete Cowboy
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Gunslick  From C e rro

“No, no,” screeched the bully, al
most in abject tears. “I took her. But 
I didn’t mean to hurt her none. I 
wanted to marry her. I’ve been pro
tecting her from Kelton since her 
dad ran out. I wouldn’t have hurt 
her for anything.”

“Mebbe not— mebbe so,” said Ed, 
“but kidnapping is a hanging crime 
out here anyway, so what’s the dif
ference if you get hung for kidnap
ping Susan or for killing all the 
other folk? Your neck is as good as 
stretched right now.”

“But if you don’t tell about the 
kidnapping there won’t be nothing 
against me,” pleaded Ruffer.

“Nothing!” snorted Ed Brady. 
“Nothing except the killing of the 
Morgans and the banker and O’Shea. 
Nothing but that!”

“But I didn’t !” Ruffer had reached 
the breaking point. “It was Kelton;” 

“Baldy here says it was you,” in
sisted Ed.

“I can prove it was Kelton!” cried 
Ruffer.

“How?” asked Brady alertly.
“ I know some of the boys he used; 

you can question them and find out.” 
“Better put it all down in writing,” 

said Ed, “and don’t miss none of the 
details.”

He fetched some paper and a pencil 
and untied Ruffer’s arms so that he 
could write. Ed stood close by as the 
bully frantically scribbled a full state
ment and signed it.

Ed carefully scanned the paper, 
and put it into his pocket with a 
satisfied nod. Then he re-tied Ruffer 
to his chair.

He went over to Baldy Pete and 
said, “Good work, Baldy. Now one 
more question. What would happen 
if your ropes came loose and you saw 
a chance to get away?”

“I’d be fifty miles from here by 
nightfall,” he said.

“You wouldn’t warn Kelton?” 
“Look, Brady— if I had known what 

a square guy you are I never would 
have took the job of getting you. 
And if I get out of this alive, I swear 
I’ll never even' pass through the 
Cochetopa Valley again.”

Pounds Off Hips, Etc.
No Danger

Science now shows that most fat 
people don’t have to remain over
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these thousands of peraona can now 
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H e  opened the knots of the rope 
that held B aldy Pete and then 
walked into the back room.

Pete made fast w ork of freeing 
himself and hobbled to the door. H is 
progress was slow, but by holding his 
injured leg up and hopping along on 
the other he managed to reach his 
horse.

if #  *

H a lf an hour later, Shep Tu rn e r 
sauntered up w ith eight of his men 
and the judge leading the way. 
“ Kelton’ s gang ran out on him ,”  
said the judge.

Shep T u rn e r’s eyes almost popped 
out.

“ Jefferson W e lls !” he exclaimed.
“ In  the flesh,”  said the old man.
“ B u t you were killed.”
“ Come, come, T u rn e r,” snapped the 

old man, “don’t tell me you were 
taken in by Ke lto n’ s stories, too.”

Jefferson W ells gave a hasty and 
sketchy outline of events to Shep 
Tu rn e r. A 1  R u ffe r’s signed confession 
was also exhibited.

Brady decided that this was as 
good a time as any to tell of the 
canyon trail which cut through the 
mountains and led direct to Big 
H o rn .

“ I t ’s on m y land,”  he said, “ but of 
course it ’s open for all the ranchers 
to use. I t ’ ll cut shipping costs by al
most h a lf.”

Th e  other ranchers who had been 
listening to the story let loose a 
m ighty cheer.

T u rn e r’s face was a little red. 
“ B ra d y,”  he said, “ seems to me we 
owe you something of an apology.”

I t  was E d ’s turn to feel embar
rassed, H e  held up his hand.

“ D o n ’t start any speeches, please,” 
he said. “ B u t if  I  can join the Asso
ciation and be one of the boys, I ’ll be 
m ighty happy.”

T u rn e r turned to the others.
“ W h at do you say, boys?”  he asked. 

“ Should we accept him?”
“ Y e s !”  came back in a m ighty roar.
B rady put out his hand, and T u rn e r 

shook it first, then the others each 
took a turn at pumping it.

(Continued On Page 106)
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Get Facts About 
Fistula— FREE

Importance of Avoiding 
Radical Treatment

The Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite 
C-811, 926 McGee St., Kansas City, 
Mo., has a new illustrated book that 
should be carefully read by any per
son suffering from Fistula, Plies, or 
any other rectal or colon disorder or 
associated ailments. They will be glad 
to send it to you Free. Use either a 
letter or postcard. Write today.

E N D  M I S E R Y !
DON'T LET THE 
CURSE OF DRINK
drive your loved ones to an 
early grave or spoil your 
chances for Money, Happi

ness, Health. Write to the man who 
knows how to break the whiskey spell. 
Write-tell me your problem. NEWTON, 
DA-3, P.0. Box 861, Hollywood, Calif.

Deaf Any Dice Game
Have G eld  In Your Pocket,

When There's Silver In Your H a ir
Send  me e Stamped Self-Addressed Envelope, and 
I will tell you things about DICE you never Ithew. 
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J. F. STEWART

Box 526 Houston, Texas
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Just write for Fit EE Catalog. Take advantage 
of big money savings. We repair broken 
glasses. Fill prescription.
MODERN STYLE SPECTACLES, ine.
53 Jackson Btvd., Dept. L-24, Chicago, II!.

The most interesting and helpful Booklet will 
be mailed to anyone while the supply lasts. 
I will send a free copy to anyone who writes 
for it. C. M. SIMPSON, Address DA-16, 
1840 W. 14th St., Cleveland, Ohio.
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(Continued From Page 104)
“Only one thing left to do now,” 

remarked Brady.
“What’s that?” Turner asked.
“Get Kelton!”

ED borrowed the Judge’s Colt;
then, after examining it and his 

own, he put both into his belt and, 
without another word, went for his 
horse, leaped nimbly into the saddle 
and was off.

Brady made a beeline for the Bar 
K Ranch, but he got there too late. 
Kelton had left in a hurry, ten min
utes before, he was told.

“He’s not going to leave the valley 
without taking all the money he can 
lay his hands on,” Ed reasoned. “That 
means he’ll make a stop at the bank. 
Maybe I can catch up with him 
there.”

Once more his horse’s hoofs flew 
over the green valley floor, headed 
this time for Cochetopa. Straight to 
the bank he galloped and reined in, 
in a cloud of dust.

A horse was tied to the rail out
side.

“ I’m in time,” thought Ed. “That’s 
Kelton’s horse.”

He pushed into the bank with long 
strides, both hands loosfe and ready to 
dive for his guns.

The picture that greeted him set 
him back on his heels in amazement. 
Kelton, his gun pointed at the quiver
ing teller, was stuffing a bag with 
bundles of greenbacks which had 
been set before him. Not satisfied 
with taking his own money, Kelton 
was robbing the bank as his departing 
gesture!

Hearing Ed’s footsteps, he swung 
around, and seeing Brady, blazed 
away.

Ed dropped to the floor, but as he 
did so both his guns cleared leather. 
His first two shots sped on their way 
before he hit the ground; the others 
followed in rapid succession.

The roaring of the guns filled the 
bank, and resounded throughout the 
town, bringing people arunning. 

When the first of them arrived, 
(Continued On Page 108)
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(C on tin u ed  F ron t P a g e  106) 
and it happened to be Syd Bean, 
Walt Toler’s deputy, he found Ed 
Brady on his feet again with his fore
head bloody from a bullet nick across 
the top of his scalp.

Had he dropped a fraction of a sec
ond slower, that bullet would have 
found his brain instead of giving him 
a harmless crease.

Kelton was stretched out on the 
floor with his arms and legs turned 
in incongruous positions, as dead as 
a dressed hog.

The teller, still quaking, told his 
story of the holdup.

Ed did not wait.
Once he was sure that Kelton was 

dead and that the sheriff’s office 
knew the story, he started back to the 
Shooting Star.

He whistled happily as he rode, for 
he knew that Susan was waiting for 
him there.

Complete Cowboy

TH E END

A  C om plete N ovel of 
Midnight M ystery

N. NICKLEBY DICKENS 
finds himself entangled 
In the strange case of

“ THE IS 0ARAT 00RPSI”
By T. W. FORD 

Plus

“ MURDER, SHE SAYS”
By J. J. ME AMY

“ INSIDE JOB”
By ARTHUR M ANN

and o t h e r  s t o r ie s

W ATCH FOR THE 
M ARCH  ISSUE OF

c r a c k
D E T E C T IV E

STORIES



COWBOY
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B A L L A D S

WITH WORDS AND MUSIC
Now sing a ll the famous cowboy songs, old-time songs and enjoy 
famous poems and recitations to your heart's content. These are 
original mountain ballads with words and music . . . the kind 
that our cowboys still sing out on the prairies and deep in the 
heart of Texas. They're the songs our real he-men amuse them
selves with when alone, or to fascinate, attract and lure cowgirls 
to their hearts. These songs and recitations have lived tradition
ally  with Americans and will live forever because they still hold

fascination and afford wholesome fun 
and recreation. Just the entertain
ment when good fellows get to
gether . . .  the girls will love them 
too. Be the life of the party . . . 
know the words and the music 
too.

Here you hart •
great volume which 
contains famous 
■cowboy songs and 
mountain ballads 
along with words 
and music. Imag
ine yourself, sing
ing t h e s e  when 
lights are low or 
on one of those 
hilarious parties 
w h e n  everyone 
wants to sing. You 
w i l l  b e  popular 
because you know 
them and you will 
be happier when 
you sing them.

Special
Price 50s

When good fellows 
get together, no 
matter what tune 
is the hit of the 
day, sooner or later 
they will all start 
singing " S w e e t  
Adeline" and many 
other famous tunes 
in the American 
way. This volume 
includes dozens, 
yes, hundreds of 
the s o n g s  with 
music y o u  will 
want to remember 
and want to sin? 
again. Order your 
copy while the 
limited supply is 
available at the
Special 
Price ©f

Now thrill others 
the way you have 
been thrilled with 
"The Shooting of 
D a n  McGrow," 
"The Spell of the 
Yukon," "TheFace 
on the Barroom 
F l o o r . "  "Boots, 
Boots, Boots," and 
hundreds of other 
Kipling p o e m ? ,  
along with dozens 
and dozens of fa
mous recitations . . 
now memorize these 
truly American odes 
and watch your pop
ularity increase with 
your ability to en
tertain your friends 
of sexes with 
them. Limited sup
ply available at

Price’©# 5 Q C

The price  o f  each  o f  the a b o v e  books is an am azing b a r
gain  at 50c a c o p y . O rd er  all 3 and en joy  still a further 
saving, making one book  fre e  b ecau se  the entire set o f  
3_ costs  you only^ $1.00. Rush coupon now . You take nc 
risk. If not satisfied  a fter 5 days, return fo r  full refund.

PICKWICK CO., DEPT. 903
73 W est 44«i S treet, N ew  Y ork 18. N. Y.

Send books ch eck ed  b e low  a t  o n ce  in plain w ra p p er. 
I en close  $ . . . ............................ .. (cash or  m oney ord er)

□  Send all 3 books.
Send books ch e ck e d :

□  Famous C o w b o y  Songs and Mountain Ballads 
Q Famous O ld-Tim e Songs
□  Famous Poem s and Recitations

NAME
STREET

8
S
8
B
I

CITY X ZONE .............................................  STATE ...................
2 0 additional for Canada

D li C. O. D, preferred, mark % in box, mall coupon and pay 
postman $1.00 plus 25c postage.

W  f i J  o a  S B  « i  S B  B S  K S  6 W  ^  a a
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P R A Y E R
Is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing difficult Prob
lems? Poor Health? Money Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? 
Are you Worried about jiome one dear to you? Do you ever get 
Lonely— Unhappy— Discouraged? Wouifr, *ou like to have more 
Happiness, 8uccess''and “ Good Fortune"' In Life?

If you do have any of these Problems, . or others like them, 
dear friends, then here is wonderful NEWS— NEW S of a re
markable NEW W AY Of PRAY ER that la helping thousands 
of other men and women to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whother you have always believed in PRAY ER  or not, this 
remarkable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, tool 

So don’t wait, dear friend, don’t let another minute go by I 
If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN  ANY W AY—we 
invite you to elip this Message now and mail with 3c stamp for 
FULL IN  FOR MAT ION about this remarkable NEW WAY of 
PRAY ER  that is helping so many, many others and which may 
lust as certainly and quickly help Y0U1 

You will surely bless this day—so please don't delay! Just 
clip this Message now and mall with your name, address and 
3c stamp to L IF E-STU DY  FELLO W SH IP, Box 4603, Noroton, 
Conn. This wonderful NEW Message of PRAY ER  and FAITH  
will be on the way to help you by return mall.

Moat all Playing Oarda are 
marked In making. TELL. 
AN Y CARD FROM BACK.

Send $1.00 for Key-marks for 
TE N  different popular decks with 
complete Instructions. No Gam
blers.

THE TELLURIUM CO.
Box 678-DA Wallace, Idaho

l(LtJRESSE$$325
Imagine getting 10 selected dresses for only $3.25! Top 
values. Smart in style, pattern, and material. Each 
dress pressed, cleaned, ready to wear. Assorted colors 
and materials. Sizes up to 38. Larger sizes 5 for $3.00. 
Bend 50c deposit, balance C. O. D. plus postage. Sat 
Isfaction guaranteed. Many other bargains for entire 
family.

free Cataloci
ECONOMY MAIL ORDER HOUSE

351 Grand St., Dept. DAC, New York 2, N. Y.

WANT BQ8 D LUCK FAST?
No matter what your hard luck is, unlucky in Games, Lore, Health, 
or Business, thousands say the Master Prayer brings Good Fortune 
and Protection from evil. Almost ail Christian People have faith in 
the tremendous, mighty, never-failing POWER of the Master Prayer, 
Which hae helped thousands everywhere — and I believe will help
you, too.
The Master Prayer is Inscribed Indelibly on a beautiful individually 
hand-carved Duracast Heart, a Permanent Charm for those who have 
bad luck. Write me today enclosing $1.00 and 1 will send you the 
Master Prayer Charm at once so you may change your luck. 
p i n w i t h  each order: Seal of Good Luck, reproduced to 
r c a f n E  blood red ink on Egyptian mottled Parchment.
PAX CO., Dept. FG, 126 Lexington Ave. New York 16, N. Y,

QUIT USING TOBACCO
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded. 
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.

THE NEWELL COMPANY 
140 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo.

200,800
Sctisfied

Users

B r i d a l  • p a i r *

2 1
DIAMOND RIN6S
Just to get acquainted we will send you smart, new 10K yellow gold
engagement ring or wedding ring. Romance design engagement ring 
set with flashing. Rose cut diamond solitaire in sentimental, sweet
heart mounting. Wedding- ring is deeply embossed, 10K yellow gold, 
set with 3 genuine chip Diamonds, Either ring only $5.95 oi both 
for $9.95 plus postage and 20% Federal tax. SEND NO MONEY with 
order, just name and ring size. Pay on arrival, then wear rings 10 
days on money-back guarantee. Rush order nowl

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.. Dept, 7 G8 -D8 , Jefferson , Iowa
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SPILLING
LOOPS

Fact Article

B y  II. C. K e r r

R o p i n g , or “spilling loops,” 
was the daily task of the old- 

time cowboy. In fact, the cow-coun
try waddie would have been as lost 
without his rope as the trapper would 
have been without his traps.

In the morning the cowboy roped 
his horse from the remuda. He used 
his rope to hold the horse while it 
was being saddled. In roundup time 
he used his rope for catching and 
holding calves during branding. But 
during the course of an ordinary day 
he found many other uses for his 
rope.

Ropes were used for dragging out 
bogged cattle, and for hitching to the 
chuck-wagon when an extra pull was 
needed. They were used in snaking 
firewood to the camp fire, and for 
hanging rustlers and horse thieves.

Several ropes could be tied to
gether, and used as a corral for the 
remuda, the horses quickly learning 
to stay within the enclosure. Doubled, 
the rope was often used for killing 
rattlesnakes.

In the course of his work, or “just 
for the hell of it,” the cowboy seems 
to have roped about everything in 
sight.

One cowboy told of roping a big 
lobo, or loafer, wolf. In a two-mile 
run he put almost a score of loops 
over the wolf’s head, but the wolf 
was traveling so fast that he was 
through the loop before the slack 
eould be taken up in the rope.

A t least one Arizona cowboy once 
lost a valuable saddle by “plaiting his 
catgut” over the head of one of the 
camels which Jefferson Davis, while 
Secretary of War in the Pierce cab
inet, imported, then turned loose to 
shift for themselves.

A NTELOPES w e r e  sometimes 
roped. But that was usually 

when they had been brought in on 
(Continued On Page 112)



T h e
&-STRING

MURDERS
G Y P S Y  R O S E  LEE

(The most fam ous "S t r ip  T ease ’ * 
A rtist on the sta g e  tod a y !

takes you behind-the-scenes o f Burlesque In 
telling the gaudy, gruesom e, gals-and-gags, 
mystery story o f "THE G STRING HtURDEHS.1'
A thrill-packed hilarious, peeping picture of 
Burlesque — its High Stepping Girls and its 
rowdy Larfs — its four-a-day, gaaeeka boxer 
chorus g irl sirens, pickle per
suaders. night life  and hot 
snots, w olves and dolls, cash- 
register hearts — PIUS a fsvt* 
m oving, blood-curdling* spine- 
chilling, three-corpse mystery!

300  Pages, w ith illustra
tions, of the r a c - r o w d h . . - - - s . 
most 1 urid and liijrhlv com., o • 
tent detective s r.-sn y~  
right out o f  Burlesque 
Block, 42nd St., New 
York. (Regular origi
nal price $2.00)

Practical Lessons in

HYP NOT I S M
by Dr. W *. Wesley Cook 

Teaches you by the best method o f hynotic practice. It 
“  written in plain language, and all its statements are 
absolute facts and its illustrations are actual occurrences. 
This is a big 264  page book, com plete and encyclopedic 
in. Its contents, which Include the follow ing  chapters: 
History o f  Hypnotism—Qualifications o f a Hypnotist—What 
Kind o f a Subject—Favorable and Unfavorable Influences 
—Precautions to  be Observed—How to Hypnotize—Degrees 
of Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self-Hypnotism and Auto- 
Suggestion—The H ypnotist's Secret—Hypnotism and Dis
ease-H ypnotism  in Business and Society—Hypnotism in 
the Professions—Post Hypnotism—Awakening a S u b je ct- 
Mind- Reading. Tel epa thy—Mi see 11 any. ete.
Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an SPECIAL 
exact science. There Is no restriction upon 
the acquisition o f  this knowledge. Its bless
ings and powers belong to nil w ho desire 

and are w illing  to secure them.
$<<5509

T A L E S  O F  T E R R O R
edited by BORIS KARLOFF

In this volum e the incomparable bogey man, 
Boris K arloff, has taken a busman’s holiday and 
gathered together liis favorite stories fo r  the de
lectation o f  h is fans and terror enthusiasts 
From hundreds o f  stories he has read, this 
leading exponent o f  the terrifying and macabre 
lias selected his favorites and invites you to 
“ surrender unconditionally to  the delicious ter
rors o f the Unknown.”
. The tales included in  this volum e are:

T1IB WAXWORK, by A M. Burruffe; CLAY- 
SHUTTBRED DOORS, by Helen K. Hull; THE 
JUDGE’ S HOUSE, 1: v Bram Stoker; THE 
DAMNED THING, by Am brose B ierce; THE 
TARN b y  Hugh W alpole; THE FURNISHED 
ROOM, b y  O. Henry; OUR FEATHERED 
FRIENDS, by  Philip MacDonald: FATHER MAC
CLESFIELD'S TALE, by R- ±L Benson; THE 
HOUND, by  William Ff i.ilkr.er; THE TELL-TALE 
HEART, bv Edgar Allen Poe; AMY FOSTER, by  
Joseph Conrad; THE BEAST WITH FIVE FIN
GERS, by. W illiam  F. Harvey; THE WILLOWS, 
by Algernon Blackwood; THE BECKONING FAIR 
ONE, by  Oliver Onions.

“ H ere's spine -  ch illing  nights, titillated 
nerves and goose pim ples to  you !”

$■8 0 0
only I

Greet French Short Stories
24 Mssferpseess of Passion end Love

The best French Short Stories o f all time, as 
by M. E. -Spearc. T ais superb volum e, with 
pages o f thrilling reading. giv**s ymi complete 
24  French. Romances—-cream o f  the short s 
French literature
PARTIAL CONTENTS: A Career, Antlve Maim 
fenced To Death. Pierre Mi lie; Monsieur U., P 
and; Love in Haste, Andre Obey; Soheherassaoe 
Off, Henri tie Regnier; The Venus o f  Brandi a, 
Maupassant; Man With the Goiden Brain. Aiphc 
det; The Scarlet Sphynx, Alexandre Dumas; 
Voltaire; In the Moonlight, Guy do Maupasstiiu 
ennial Venus, A lexandre. Dumas; Jealousies, 
Foutet; The Letter, Edmond Jaloux: A Kiss 
in the Night, Lydie Lacaze, etc.

A SPECIAL AT—

selected 
its 243 

■ text Of
tories of
ue: Sen- . 
mil Mar- 
the Wid- 

Guy de 
■?ise Diiii- 
JBababec, 

A  Per- 
Frederlc
$ ■ * 0 0
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HOW T O  D A N C E
Here is a simple and authoritative guide that shows 

how  you can teach yourself to  becom e a .g o o d  dancer, 
easily and quickly. The authors g ive you a ll the funda
mentals—rhythm, posture, balance, leading and follow 
ing—and then take you step by step by easily-understood 
text and illustrations, through the various routines, un
til you can confident!'/ and correctly dance the FOX 
TROT, WALTZ. RUMBA. CONGA and SAMBA. Also direc
tions for dancing the I,INDY HOP, POLKA. LAMBETH 
WALK and SPANISH WALTZ. At end o f book, there are 
“ foo t patterns”  which you can cut out and use on the 
floor w hile learning and practicing the different steps. 
HOW TO DANCE is invaluable for beginners 
o r  experienced dancers. It is  a com plete and 
comprehensive home-study course in social 
dancing.
A new, up-to-the-minute book. Special fo r 
only—

fife
“  .  . , i f  it weren’ t for the married men, we 
cou ldn 't have carried on at all and if. it weren't 
for.the chesting married women, w e would have 
made another m illion dollars.”  . . . Said one 
o f the Everleigh Sisters.

COM E INTO1 MY PARLOR
b y  C h a r le s  W a sh b u rn

This is an authentic and intimate account of 
Chicago's notorious Everleigh Club conducted 
early in the century when a whole section o f the 
Li tv was “ w ide open .”  Many furious and.

iHv-d this “ gilded palace.”
iii i. vi s  tots-j ;ti c  E verl eight 

•: i a e ~ i'nry—descri b es “ p ar- 
ves colorful -details o f  the 
ml hr.ff they changed the 

into 3 pi t of
L r m S o S  S p e c ia l  *O»0
L'l'ph.'E:'' “  Only

The

and g L

IT’S FUN TO DRAW
A com plete self-Instruction Course 

Divisions o f  Art!
Anyone who has le; ned to vrite can learn
to eb art. By r 

NNER ’

the
mysticism  that ha-5 
during the element 
pie steps, it teach us THE. BE 
draw, and then vance, into
cult subjects. For the niat-Lieed 
a source book and verltur’ - • 
mat ion. This book guides 
stroke on paper io seiun
work. Includes specific instruction, advice, 
tricks, on—Still Life, Animals, Human Fig
ure, Art Anatomy, Faces and Portraits, Let 
taring, Layouts, Cartooning, Advert i sin:, 
and Commercial Art. Illustrations, Color m  
Art, ei c . , etc. Includes .-glossary SPECIAL 
o f Art Terms, .Supplies, Types o f e  «t 
Work. Profusely illustrated with gg w v  
over 1000 SK ETCHES and P
DRAWINGS. The price is only— »

Hew Write SOCIAL LETTERS
©s? wants to  w rite letters that art* 
• refleciions o f  their own perso.iality.

sages, gn  
repHt fo al le

al
to:

and

personal but
to put warmth, character, distinction 
charm into friendly letters. Besides th 
am pies o f the le tte rs . them selves, then 
chapters on punctuation, capitalization 
other points o f  grammatical form . c . t . . . . 
One o f th e mo s t in teresting . chapters b  r  E.C l A L 
o f  the book is  that containing letters a  
o f  famous people, noteworthy fo r  n* Jfc w v  
their charm and expressiveness.

includes suggestions for writing to 
“ Your IV1A.N in the Service.”

2333 JOSCES For All Occasions
i best laugh!

a single entertaining and usefu
at parlies. ent;erta in:oieni
read them in ur >f_; Jll
chuckle  over1 tl ; \V a i’ric
under 21 set ate class if icatioidochn.-s—bus!ness <>r college ifwood and si. Jew■ ish. Nee's
—everi a spec■i >d n o f limeiverse. The liell;y’ Yaug !it tlse si;the itifinitelj -;d ■: :>r o fpeophtv-all a: here i u th'is. mu

from  all over the w orld—collected in 
iful volume. Toll these jokes 

after-dinner speeches— 
lenis o f  relaxation, or 
I. Grouped and indexed 

such as about lawyers,, 
j okes—stori es about H oi 1 y- 

'Inglish, Scottish, etc. 
and another o f  com ic 

retort, the broad satire,

pages *-ltard 
inch ok biff— -̂1,1,111.-̂ 11-- ...

;he American 
volume., -4;SO 

sver, cloth bound—8 V4 x  5 Va 
enl b ig -book . A FIND AT

$ 1 0 0

KnicfcerbocSter Pub. C o., Dept. A-57 
120 G reen w ich  S t ,  N ew  York 6 , N . Y,
Send m e the hooks T have checked below:
□  G-STRING MURDERS . , .......................................
O COME INTO MY PARLOR .....................................
□  Practical Lesson:? in HYPN OTISM .....................  . 2
n  2.100 JOKES For Ail Occasions........................
O HOW TO D A N C E ....................................................
□  TALES OF TERROR .............................................
□  IT 'S  FUN TO DRAW ..........................................
n  HOW TO WRITE LETTERS..................... ..
n  GREAT FRENCH SHORT STO R IE S............

O T enclose SB---------- in fu ll pay own
□  Send O.G. D. $--------------p lus postag;

-oo a 00 * S
OO 1
■oo Z oo  « oo s

- - 8 
,. a 

a

in



(Good Used Clothing)
.sorted materials and colors. Cleaned, 

ready-to-wear Many styles. Sizes 1.0
to 20. Larger sizes 5 for S3 .GO. Send 
50c or more for deposit, balance C.O.D. 

•••'s postage We believe you will be fully 
aiisfied. • Investment In postage will intro- 
• :'ce vou to our bargains. Tf dissatisfied p.ur- 
■'•■.org nrico refunded. Hush order now.

ARMY CLOTHES -  WORK CLOTHES 
ioil'ihv.* for men-women-children. Send for 
Tee Illustrated Catalog. SUPREME SALES 

CO., 141 Watkins St., Dept. DA, Brooklyn 
12, N Y.

THIS FIN E SU IT NO MONEY
TO P A Y !

S i BIG CASH EARNINGS TOO! without paying* one
cent—rnd big cash earnings too! Easyl Just take a few orders 

for famous Gibson Tailoring. Earn up to S I0 .00 ip a 
day and get your own suit as EXTRA bonus. Ddzegs of 
rich new fabrics in latest styles at low prices. FREE 
SAMPLES! Write today giving name, address, age, 
etc., for big complete outfit o f actual samples and de
tails o f new BONUS SUIT and ■money-making plans— 
ALL FREE! SEND NO MONEY. W. Z. GIBSON, INC. 

500 S. Throop St., Dept. R-643, Chicago 7 , 111,

F A S  T ct̂ M  I N  DI'LL GIVE 
YOU A

to .THINK-UP new, money*making ideas; help you to FIND YOUR
SELF, the REAL YOU, your right vocation. Rich, Creative Talents. 
Hidden Opportunities and Earning-Power. Folder PSYCHOLOGY 
THAT WORKS free

DR. TIBOLt, 23-DA, 185 GODFREY, PHILA. 20

AMY BO O K IN P R IN T!
Delivered at vour door. We pay postage. Standard 
authors, new books, popular editions, fiction, ref
erence, medical, mechanical, children’ s books, etc. 
—all at guaranteed savings. Send card now for
Clarkson’ s 1945 Catalog.
E BB C Write for our great Illustrated book cat- 
rsLEC alog. A short course in literature. The 
guide of 3 0 0 ,0 ' ' book lovers, FREE if you write 
NOW—TODAY!

CLARKSON PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Dept. DA-45, 1253 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, UL

SONS POEMS * 1 W A N T E D
To Be Set to Musis

•¥ Publishers need new songsi Submit one or more of your best 
j* poems for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem. 
^  PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE. FIVE STAR MTJSIC. 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 600 Beacon Bldg., Boston 8, Mass.

welders higher priced; generates 
tremendous heat to weld all met 

als. Not a toy welder that uses 
carbons, but actually uses 
standard coated rods—sizes 
1-16" and 3-32*. However, due 
to Priorities a generous supply 
of 1 - 16 " rods only are sup
plied with the welder. Guaran
teed not to bum  out. Repairs 
lenders, auto bodies, radia
tors, machinery parts, etc.

. Take Victory Model Handiweld 
, anywhere to job, operate right 

from light socket. You’ ll find 
a thousand uses for this weld-

1 around your home, garage, workshop. Also in ga
ges, factories, repair shops, tin shops! mechanics, 
venters, i>ltimbers, farmers, etc. Order a Victory 
odel”  Handiweld now. , ... . , ,
k St,$Pi a, ( f t  We’ ll rush one to you with rods, helmet,

P  b v  Fii v u C I  operating instructions, and all neces- 
iry parts with the exception o f  a large jar and a small piece of 
tension cord? these most everyone has. Pay postman only S I .95 
us a few cents postage. If not delighted return Victory Model 
nndiweld in 5 days from receipt and money paid for it will be 
funded promptly Rush your order now.
UMFY PRODUCTS, Dept. N-212, CINCINNATI 24, OHIO
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Complete Cowboy

(Continued From Page 110) 
a cattle roundup, and were trying to 
leave the herd.

Buffalo calves were roped, and 
usually proved surprisingly docile. 
But roping a grown buffalo was both 
difficult and dangerous. This usually 
had to be done on an up-hill run.

Even wild turkeys were roped, also 
bob-cats. But the cowboy who roped 
a bear usually had to either shoot or 
cut loose. A  bear could “climb down 
a rope” at an alarming rate.

Some of the early cowboys, like 
Peckerwood Pete, tried lassoing the 
smoke-stack of early railroad engines. 
The cowboy’s aim was usually true. 
But the strength of his saddle girth 
was usually insufficient for the strain 
that the engine put upon it.

Rope lengths varied from about 
twenty-five feet to about fifty feet. 
Some cowboys kept their ropes tied 
to their saddle horns. Others pre
ferred to keep their ropes free, tak
ing dallys about the saddle horn as 
needed.

Numerous names were applied to 
this piece of cowboy equipment. The 
word “lariat” is a contraction of the 
two Mexican words la reata.

Many cattle outfits furnished their 
cow-hands with ropes, about the 
only article, excepting food and 
horses, that was furnished.

One of the old-time methods of 
sobering up a drunken cowboy was 
to “spill a loop” over his head, and 
jerk him off his horse.

THE END

I Y E S !
The Red Cross 

Still Needs 
Blood Donors

Make Your 
Appointment Today!
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T H E GREAT 4  | 4 W f l 6  LD O  F O  P PORT U N ITY
PLASTICS ENGINEERS AND TECHNICIANS NEEDED 
IN NOT ONE BUT M ANY CLASSES OF INDUSTRY

#  Leaders in science and industry have long been saying, “Keep your eye on Plastics." 
But now the time for action has arrived. The future of huge possibilities has already 
begun. Developments in Plastics for hundreds of wartime uses have set the pace for 
revolutionary changes in peacetime production of thousands of products.

THIS IS YOUR 
BIG CHANCE

Today there’s a big need in vital war production for those who 
are trained in Plastics. Prom one to a hundred articles made 
of Plastics must be supplied for every man in our fighting 
forces. Start training now in Plastics Engineering, in spare 

time in your own home. Pit yourself for a responsible, well-paid position. Help 
to win Victory. And at the same time you will be preparing for even greater oppor
tunities when the war is over.
There is scarcely an industry in which these so-called “miracle materials" will not 
play an important part. After the war many old materials, methods and skills will 
be replaced. Acquire the all-important “ know how.” Be in a position to step into 
one of the key jobs.

YOUiCAN LEARN 
WHILE YOU EARN

Turn at least part of your leisure time into money. Qualify at i 
home for a larger income in an interesting career. Build 
greater security for your future in a vocation that looms large ; 
on horizon of the new industrial era. Hours you m ight1 

otherwise waste can put you well on your way toward lasting success.
It’s easy to find out about Plastics training. To get details and outline of study pre
pared by specialists, and about the school that has helped thousands to success
during the past 46 years, write * "  ~ .....................
sooner you take this easy 
step, the sooner you wall 
reach your goal and reap the 
rich rewards.

us or check and mail the coupon. Send today. The

mmGAH SSHOOL OFFERS >  
COMPLETE TRACING SERVICE 

IN MANY SUBJECTS

; ' V
STUDY TR A IN IN G  SINCE 1897 

Take This Firs! Easy Step

CHECK, CLIP AND'MAIL' l 'ON fi
You v?ho have Dot completed high 
school or have missed vocational train
ing in eollege, and who cannot spare 
time to go  away to  school, can complete 
your education in your choice o f  many 
subjects. Several o f  these are listed in 
the coupon a t right, Chad: the subject 
in  which you are  interested, fill in  your 
name and address, clip  SWid m ail the 
coupon today.

AMERICAN; SCHOOL

Ui I

<1
P i

“J

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Sept, ©34, Dress! at SSih, Chicago 37, SI!.-.
Without obligation. Please send FREE and postpaid, bulletin and details’  
oi the Subjects checked.

□P L A ST IC S EN G ’ R  D A ccountJng and 
' “  ‘ ' C .P

□Cost Accounting 
for M anufacturing 

□Bookkeeping 
□Private Secretary 
□Diesel Engineering

□ R efrig era tion
□  Architecture 

and Building
□Practical Plumbing 
□A uto m ot i ve 

Engineering 
□Aviation Drafting
□  Aviation 
□Business ‘

Management

□Surveying &: T opo
graphical Drafting 

□Sheet Metal 
Pattern Drafting 

□Electrical Engineering

□Drafting and Design’
for M en and W omen *

□R adio 
□H igh .School 
□  Air E<;-?ditIoning 
□ShiohuiJdivig 
G  M  e c h ■.* 5-? r  a 1 E n g .
L jS h o p  M  ajia g e m e t i t  

. □Toot M aking 
f  □Better Foremans!*!©

"■[Machine Shop 
Operations

Name .O ccupation ,
Address.......... ....................................................................................... Age. ,

8  Dept. ©34, Drsxel at 58th Street, Chicago 37 1  C i t y ............................................................ State
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INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

OFFER YOU LOW-COST
TECHNICAL COURSES

A ir Conditioning and 
Plumbing Schools ■
Air Conditioning 
Heating Plumbing 
Refrigeration 
Steam Fitting

Aviation School
Aeronautical Engineering 
Aircraft and Engine 

Mechanic 
Airplane Drafting 
Commercial Pilot 
Flight Engineer 
Private Pilot 
Weather Observing

Chemistry Schools
Chemical Engineering 
Chemistry, Analytical 
Chemistry, Industrial 
Chemistry, Iron and Steel 
Plastics
Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, 
Architectural and 
Mining Schools
Architecture 
Architectural Drafting 
Bridge and Bldg. Foreman 
Bridge Engineering 
Building Estimating 
Civil Engineering 
Coal Mining 
Contracting and Building 
Highway Engineering 
Lumror Dealer 
Sanitary Engineering 
Structural Drafting 
Structural Engineering

Surveying and Mapping
Electrical Schools
Electrical Drafting 
Electrical Engineering 
Electronics
Power House Electrician 
Practical Electrician 
Practical Telephony 
Radio, General 
Radio Operating 
Radio Servicing 
Telegraph Engineering
Internal Combustion 
Engines School
Automobile Technician 
Diesel —Electric 
Diesel Engines 
Gas Engines
Mechanical Schools
Foundry Work 
Heat Treatment of Metals 
Industrial Engineering 
Inventing and Patenting 
Mechanical Drafting 
Mechanical Engineering 
Mold-Loft Work 
Pattemmaking 
Reading Shop Blueprints 
Sheet Metal Drafting 
Sheet Metal Worker 
Ship Drafting 
Ship Fitting 
Shop Practice 
Tool Designing 
Welding, Gas and Electric
Railroad School
Air Brake Car Inspector 
Locomotive Engineer

S P E C I A L  
T R A I N I N G
F O R  S U C C E S S  I H  M O D E R N  

B U S I N E S S  A N D  I N D U S T R Y

Locomotive Fireman 
Railroad Section Foreman
Steam Engineering 
Schools
T3oilermaking 
Combustion Engitseering 
Engine Running- 
Marine Engines

Petroleum ReSning Plant 
Steam Electric *f
Steam Engineering
Textile School
Cotton Manufacturing 
Rayon Weaving 
Textile Designing 
Woolen Manufacturing

BUSINESS and ACADEMIC SCHOOLS
Academic Schools
Arithmetic
College Preparatory
Commercial High School
First Year College
High School
Higher Mathematics
Illustrating

Business Schools
Accounting 
Advertising 
Bookkeeping 
Business Correspondence 
Business Management 
Cert. Pub. Accounting

Commercial
Cost Accounting
Federal Tax Course
Foremanship
Salesmanship
Secretarial Stenography
Traffic Management

Civil Service Schools
City Letter Carrier 
Post Office Clerk 
Railway Postal Clerk

Language School
French
Good English Spanish

If you can road and write,
end are willing-to study;
W E CAN.TEACH Y O U !

• Specia l service a n d  
attention ore alw ays 
given rathe student who 
mssy need extra help in 
order to understand.

REASONABLE TERMS 
MAY BE ARRANGER

f " " 1
The successful man DOES today whsf the failure 
INTENDS to do tomorrow. Mail this coupon N§Wi

Special Tuition R a tes  for Members of th e  A rn :cd  Forces

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
BOX 5997, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

P lease  sen d  com p lete  in form ation  on, fo l lo w in g  s n b je r t :

<W r ite  a b o v e  T ech n ica l, B u s in ess  or G eneral E d m a iw m l 8 u b je c i  in  w hich  
y o u  a r e  in t e r e s te d .)

N am e_______________________ _ _________________________ A g e ____________ ,

H om e >5<fdress„

C ity _____________

| Present Position...

_____ S f c fe _
W ording

„ K o u r s ____ _ A M . ..
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..and she's got

Cookies
made with

Candy
R E C I P E  O H  E V E R Y  W R A P P E R

C U R TIS S  C A N D Y  C O M P A N Y  • Pfoduc p j  of Fins Foodi -  C H IC A G O  13, IL L IN O IS


