


Rotating Forest Fire. Lamp Naughty Nuclies Glass Transfers 



Be a wholesale manufacturer. Let 
the storckeef>e•·s sell ,,our product. 
f'ra�cr an<t Rarick lined up 580 
dealers their /frst two weeks in b14si· 
ness a11d had a11 011tput of 180 
pounds a day. 

ean be cne 

o! a •;ountry
wldc Chaht 

:)rnducing- Vi· 
ta-Seaid - tJ;� 

nne, �!:\ndnrd !'l:'r.• 
t;,,l::.tl Ct•andctl' • 

l.-'\to CblPSt knO'\".''l 
cvcrywhc-t'C as t�t, 

most delicious of Po· 
tato Chlps and at t:tle 

snme: thue. famous Cor 
lb!healthglvlngqualit.l�co 

due t'> oui' unique methofl 
of m::t.r.4C\.i n-..: excess &rrease 

ar.d rct.ain�u:; th.o 9 vttal . 
minerals so RSicntlat to coocl 

be:>ltb. I'll Start YOU 
in the Potato. Chip Business 

i'm Talking 
to Men and \Yomen who want to own 
a pcn:n<lneut lnt.-�iness that e�m pay 

Big Daily Profits from the Start 
Without Overhead Expense 

Think of it! You bur potatoes at 2c a 

pound and sell them as potato chips 

at 35c a pound 

That's 'vhat I c;Jll a business. Just 

write to me and I'll give you without 

obligation, the amazing facts about the 

sweetest, sonndc�t business proposition 

you e\·et· dreamrd of. 

and show you bow you can "coin money" 
right in your own kitchen 

NOT lung ago it took :t lot oi munC)' to brea.k into the Potat'l 
Cl.ip busithJ�;;. Nuw. you cat< <i:u-t with �o >m•;tll an inYect· 
mcnt you'll be s.1rprised aacl "raring to go." You don·t 

nc�d a store ot· iactm·y. Stat·t ri;::ht in your own kitchen anrl 
y,·ow. l\Jy compact, cflkieut. Vitn-�eald M.1chiliC rcpresenta 
years of engineering experiC'm·c. This mnchint! dlh 'ts high· 
�peed slicer nnd oil extractor. is nil you nee<! to tnnl out de
licious, golden hrown Uta-Scald cili!>S which are the rage of the 
Century. No wonder they sell lil,c hot cakes wlh:re1·er intro
duced. 'Vhen �-uu get your Vita-Scald e4uipment. you are reac13· 
to sta rt makin� money the very fin'<t day. I ·ur>!IIY yon \vit;, 
e;·erythln� necessary including beautiful, embossed 'i ta-Sea\cl 
trademarKed bflgs and free Mlvertising material. But I do not 
stop at that. I :1l�o furnish pm a. book of in�u·uctinns telling 
exactly how to !:tart and build a business which will produc• 
profits to satisfy any man's ambition. 

Experience Not Needed 
Here·a a bue!ness where selling is no problem. You. don't need 

to create a demand for Potato Chips. Millions of pounds arft 
sold anti eaten daily. All you ha,·e to do is mnke the kind of 
chip I will show you how to make. nnd the orders will tlock in. 

Tltis is where the Vita-Scald secret comes in. WhPn 1 di�CO"· 
ercd bow to make a gr«.>.aseless. mineralized Pot;tto CJ.i!). I ren)
lutionized the Potato Chip busine<:s and ;;tarted to b•J:lrl a natic'l· 
wide chain of small home-factories, a II making and selling the 
same famous Vita-Scald brand of chin«. When l start you in 
business. I give you full rights to the use of the nationally known 
Viht-Senld trademark. .Just think what it mean:. to produce � 
famous brand of food instead of a nameless prnduct! Alr-:Jarly 
hundreds of Vita-Scald manufacturers are clen.ninf' up big prof\�.;� 
-but the surface Is hardly scratched. There's room for lhousa.nd.i! 
It t.-tkes lots of chips to supply the appetites o! America·s m!l
lion.�! 

Few people realize what a. big proflt margin there Is in makln� 
Potato Chips. Only $!!.50 invested in raw materials brings bac!.: 
$10.00 it> cash at wholesale. Profit;; mll in dav in and day out. 
There's no limit to the volume you can do nor t.he territory yo11 
C'an CO\'er-but "start small and grow big" is !lll' n.otto. Who 
knows but some day you may be the Potato Chip Kin• of you:: 
:>tate? 

Don't Buy Anything - Just Write Me Today! 
It yon think you want a. part In this big-profit indus

try, let's get down to business. I don•t expect you to 
jump in blind. I want ron to make a thorough lnvcsti
.ration. Put it up to me to e�;plain and prove every 
!l e! .. lil. nut for heaven's sake. clon"t hang back through 
fear I'm goin2: to ask you to put up a lot of money. 
You'll be astounded at the liberal propo�ition I have to 
make yon. Just send me your name and address on 

a. card and say, "Show me." I'll then �ive y�1 tb• 
Sf'.cret of making �reaseless. mineralized Potato Chip& 
and eYery bit of mfommtion I have gathered tlurin;; 
years of experience in this line. There's no cost or obli
gation. yet this may pro\·e to be the most lm�rtant 
step you ba.,·e ever taken to insure a future free from 
money worries. Address your letter Ol' CRrd persoo.all-r 
to me: 

George H. Hardt 620 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. E-291, Chicago, Ill. 
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TRAINING FOR lt'-010 IS E"SY AND I;M 
GETTING -'LONG FAST•· 

c."" G''t 
o"' t,O 

Oct INSTAlliNG 'ovo fpt-4 THERE·!. NO END TO THE l(l!f 
GOOD JOBS FOil THE 

TR-'INED RADIO MAN 

HERE'S PRQOF 
THAT MY TRAI�ING PAYS 

·�� 
"'When I had com-

���stq�:<��h\�f�� 
tn3 Hconse 11..1\ Ratllo 
J:roatlcast Operator 
a n d fmmt>tliutcly 
JolnA<l the !ltuiT or 
WMPC. where I am 
now Chlet OJJerator:• 
-lTOLLI S ll'. Jf! YES. 85 Mlldisoo 
St . . Lapeer, Jt1icb. 

$10 
to $25 

a Week 
In Spare 

Tlmo 

"'1 am rnaldn;: from 
$10 to S2!'i a wtor>k Jn 
flPftt'r. time wlttlo still 
l1oldtnr my r�ulnr 
:k•U a.s a roachlnl�o:t. 
J owe roy succ� to 
N'. B. 1."-WM. F. 
RUPP. 203 W. ll'rnnt 
St. . West Consbo· 
bockeu, PL 

ra·: . . 1 $3.500 a Year t · � � In ··� · I �- �� � .; Own Business 

��� �tt*Vi:J;;� 1 became R&\t:.o 
Editor of tbe 

Blltfalo C<>urler. Late< t 
start•d a fudlo oervtce busln�" ot my own, and have 
averaged oYer $3,500 a. year. •• 
T. J. TEI...AAK. 657 Broa.d• 
W&J. Bu1bJo. N. Y. 

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week 
Radio brDadcastin� stations employ engineers. ooontors, station 
managers and pay up to $5,000 a :rear. Fixing Radlo sets Ln 
�a�d� ���:.'a�ysm::�fac!��2rs toa:Jo�e:.�:·r�r��c��� ���. s��� 
$75 a week. Many Radio Experts open toll or part time Radio 
sales and repRir ... mtlnesses. Radio manufacturers and jollbera 
employ testers, iDSI>ecton;, foremen. engineers. d("r'ffcemen. and 
pay up to $P,OOO a year. Automobtle, police, ariatfon, commercial 
Radio, loudspeaker sntems are newer Held! offering good oppor
tunities now and for the future. Television promiBes to open 
tnaQ.Y good jobs soon. Mt>n I trained have 'ood jobs In these 
brancheo of Radio. Read bow they got their jobs. Mall coupon. 

Many Make $5, $1�t.$15 a Week Extra in Spare 
Time while Learninc 

The dAY you enroll I !tart sending �tra. )Ioney Job Sheets: 
ft.il0\9 you how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout 1our training 
I send plans and directions that made good spare time money
$20() to $500-for hundreds, while learning. 1 ttend you sp('cfal 
Radlo CQUlpment to conduct experiments and build r.lrculh. t'JJIS 
50450 metl1od of training makeR learning at home lntere!l'fln�t, la•cfnatfng. practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN. PRO
FESSIONAL. ALI�WAVE. ALL-PURPOSE RADIO SET S&R-
����G wf���T�=T•n� ��!:\!> y��u n;�•,JI�tm':"�� �ft";; 
cradu.&tlon. Find Out What Radio Offers You 
Act Today. Mall the coupon now for '�lcll Rewards tn Radio.,. 
It's free to any fello\9 Ol'N 16 ypars old. It r>otnts ont Radio's spa.re time and full time opportuntth•s and thosa coming 1n Tele-

;:�01��tt��lftfr�!:�e�YI �r�11�1!1. 1l!tJ���h:rdth�e;�11��in:OOan"'J earning. Find out what Radio otrf'rs YOU I HAIL COUPON in 
an ci'J:,clope, or paste on a postcard-NOW I 

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9AC9 
National Radio Institute, Washtncton, D- C. 

J. E. SMITH. Presld811t 
National I! ad io I nstltute 

Established 1914 
Tho mao wJ;n has dl .. 
rcrt,ed lhl• horne study 
tralntn� or more men 
for R�tdiD than any 
other man in A.ruori.ca.. 

J. E. SMITH. Pnsiclent, Dept. 9A09 
National Radio ln•tltute, \\·nshlngton, D. C. 

Dear Mr. Smith: Without ohli�ating me, send "Rlt'h Rewards In Radio."" 
whktl points out the opportunities 1n Radio &Ild explain" your 50450 method 
ot tralnlnc mm aL bomo to become Radio Expert,;. (Pl<ase write pla.lnfy.) 

NAME ... ......... .......... .......................... ...... .. ..... AGE .••••••• 

ADDRESS .•.•...••••.••...•.••..•........•................. . . . . . . ...•...•.....•• 

I • I • • • CITY ••.••..•..•... . . . ........•. .•....•••........ .... . . . . . . . .  STATE.......... I 
• ................................ d 



Bring Happlheu this C�istmas 
with a gift of jewelry. It's 1imple 
-here's how you do it. Put a dol· 
lor bill In on envelope with your 
nome, address and the number of 
article wonted. Tell Ul your age 
(must be over 20) occupation, om• 
player and o few simple facts 
about yourself. Information helcl 
strictly confldentiol-no direct lri· 
quirie5 mode. Upon arrival of 
your order, we will open o 10 
month Charge Account for yo" 
and aend selection for approval 
ond your free gift . • .  this $2.95 7 pc. Silverplate SALAD SET. If 
not satisfied, return merchandi50 
and your dollar will be refunded 
lmmetliately. If •atisfied, poy the 
bolonce in 10 •moll monthly pay• 
ments. Sepd Coupon todoy. 

l. W. SWEET, 
Dopt.n9A1670 Broadway, New York City 

Gentlemen: Enclosed ftnd $1 - ••nd lor Q'p· 
provo I and free trial No. with SALAD 
SET Free. If not sothfled, I will return orlicles 
and you will refund my dollar. 

Nome ···-··•······· ................. _ ... _ •..• _ ___ _ 

Address -·····-.......................... ............ _ ••. ......._. 

Town _ ......................................... Slate ....... _,_ ... _ 
S� INiel note with coupon Qivin' •1•, OCI:U/III!
no.t, employ_e r Utd • few 1-=.t• about yoututl. 0111' fREE Ol!or oaplres Jon. 30, 1939. 



By P. H. Graham 
This is a true story. I know 
this man personally. I know of 
the folks he has helped with 
his money-making plans. I 
know of widows with children 
to support who thank him for 
their cash income. I know of 
men who lost their jobs, but 
are now making more money 
than ever before. I can tell you 
of men and women who live 
better because of the oppor
tunity this man gives them to 
add to their earnings. Yes, I 
know of literally hundreds of 
folks to whom this man's idea 
of doing business has been a 
God-send 

Do You Need Money? 
Perhaps you, too, are in urgent 
need 'of money to meet press
ing biTh;. You may have some 
spare time you want to turn 
into cash. Then you will want 
to write this man at once. 
There will be no obligation on 
your part. Costs you nothing. 
He will write and tell you 
about a wonderful opportunity 
he has for you and how others 
who were hard pressed have 
found relief with his common
sense plans. 
He is President of a large, 
million - dollar manufacturing 
company. He does business in 
every section of the country
in your very locality. He 
started a few years ago with 
an idea. It was this: He said, 
"I'll help worthy people who 
are in need of money. My 
proven business building plans 
shall be given to the dese� 
so they, too, can ha"'le money. ' 
He prospered. His business 
became most tremendoualy sue- . 

ALBERT MILLS 

cessful. And today is still 
growing. 

Would Earnings Up to $40 
in a Week Help You? 

Right now he needs 800 men 
and women in all parts of the 
country. He w.ants someone in 
your locality to . handle the 
business there. To everyone 
who accepts his offer he guar
antees a fair, square deal and 
an amazing opportunity to 
make money in a pleasant, dig
nified business. Everything 
you need is sent to you. You 
don't risk a penny of your 
m o n e y .  He 

in a week for your spare time 
either in the daytime or eve
nings. If you decide to con
tinue with the business you can 
devote full or spare time the 
year 'round and enjoy big 
cash earnings. Your earnings 
will be in proportion to the 
time you can devote. I know 
of other people who have 
made anywhere from $40.QO to 
$100.00 in a week. 

Your Earnings Can Start 
at Once 

I sincerely ask you to fill oUt 
and mail the coupon. You 
don't obligate yourself or risk 
any money. You will receive 
complete details by mail. Then 
you can decide if you want to 
start right away and have the 
money you need coming in at 
once. It will certainly pay you 
to give this offer a trial. Bet� 
ter sit down and wri.te your 
name and address on the cou
pon or a penny pastcard and 
mail to this man at once . . J¥st 
address Albert Mills, 9211 
Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, 
Ohio, and say, "Send me your 
free proposition." 

takes care of 
that. You don't 
n e e d experi
ence. He tells 
you the few 
things you need 
to do in simple, 
plain language. 
Just say you 
are willing to give his plan a 
fair trial. I'll 
be surprised if 
you don't make 
up to ;s5.00 

a::;:�·u-z.zz:� 
I ALBERT MILLS, President I � 9211 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati. Ohio : � Yes, I want to make money. Without cost or i ! obligation, s�d me full details of the wonder- 1 � tul opportunity now open in my locality. i i:!_ I : 

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

I ADDRESS • • •• •• •• •• • ••• • • •• ••• • • . ••• ••••.•••• ""'·. 
J I ..

.. . .
... (i;� "Pri�t ·�;"Writ� ·p���·)· ... . . .. . I i � 

im&MUH.,!IIIIHft!IIIIIMIIrtUIUIIIIItiiiiiiiUIIUIIIIUUMliii111 .. Utlll lllllll\!.llltfllftliiiiiiiHIIIN ..... IHUIIUHIIUUM�ftllllllll 



Exercise 

Leb of fun and woft· 
ftrlul for reduelne waist 

and hlpsl 
The Bonnmo 

COMPANION 
EXERCISER 

d iatributed bv 
BLEIER & BROWN 

1270 iixth AVOAUO, 
lldlo cr:r: �

.
•w York. 

• 

lS 

REDUCE 
Take Inches off your hips and waistline! 
Keep physically fit! 
HeiJI avoid and correct eonf!tipation and 

sluggiflhness! 

FUN if you do it, the 
Way! 

With circulation stiMu
lated. and abdominal 
muscfet frt�ed of cumb&r
some flt, diteMive organs 
will be able to function 

better. 

Companion 
It !en't "work" when you exerciae with ;pour room-mate. 
yOUr a'irl friend or your wift! Hf'te·e a aimt>le, neW 
�orciser deaigncd by the famous physical culturist. Joe 
Bonomo. that incoroOTates the best featm·e• of the rowing 
machlnt and the pulley weights. It combinea fun and 
exercise because it is made for two people to use at the 
same time. TWO people benefit from its stretcbinc, 
!imbuing, strengthening assistance. 

Only 10 minutes a day! 
It takes but little time and will help to keep you full111 
"fit a.; a fiddle. " Watch the energy, pep and vitality 
come back. Watch the new sparkle in your eyes, the 
fresh color in your· cheeks. By the end of a we•k you will count those ten minutes a day as lime well spent. 

Marvelous for Constipation! 
With the "Companion" exerciser you will get just tll11 
wai.stline "toning liP" that Is needed to keeo your 
digestive organs functioning properly. Htlp your s:JOtem 
to free itoel£ from toxic poisons! Relax your tense 
nerves and muscles! Start to really "live"! 

FREE J If you order at once we will includ•. FREE 
• of extra charge, •Peclal Exeret� ch&rt 

giving full instructions; aloo a large, illustrated Health 
chart. Shows you whai foods to eat . • .  what to do to 
get more out of life. Contains 12 rules for health ancl a 
perfect Jlgu1·e. 
Send order today! Companion Home Exerciser, COIIJ· plete with foot loops, only $1. Ready to use . . .  M 
adiu•tments. no nois�. no bother. Sent C. 0. D. plwt 
po!tage or we pay J')OStRge if $1 accompanies order. Use 
it ror 5 day• . . . If not delighted, your money back 
without question. Rush coupon today! r:--------------.., 

BLEI£R and BROWN, 
I Distributor• of Joe BoRomo Exercisw. 

Dept. �EI, 1270 Sixth Ave., Rodio City, N•w Yerk, N. Y. 

I tra�:������t::;�ma.n':F�EE H�{utOCl\�::: ii����u�:; 
I DOS\miD $1. piUR pot;tage. "�t" pas post.&ge If St !'tent. with 

order. lf not aatisfted r may return the Companion In 5 dars 

I an<J receive my $1 bark. 

J i'nme . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . .  , . . . .  , . . . . . . . . . , . ,  . . . . . • . . . • . • . . . • • • .  

I A!Sdreu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

I Clf,J ........ . .  Stat• ........... . 

L Clotl&d& and Forl!lltD Countrie-s, U.SO wttb. Grdl!r. 1 
-------- ------ � 



NOW OPENING TO HEMPHILL DIESEL TRAINED MEN 
Millions have been poured into modern mass 
production planta. New type Diesels are now 
on the market lor automotive and many uus 
never before considered practicaL NATION
WIDE DIESELIZATION IS HERE. 
Five years ago_ Hemphill Schools predicted 
leading automotive builders would enter the 
Diesel lleld. Hemphill training anticipated 
these history making advances. Shops, labora
tories and theory offered in the Day, Night, and 
Combination Home Study with later Shop 
Training Courses, have been kept up to the 
minut& . 

Never before have Hemphill Diesel Schools 
students· h11d greater opportuniti.es before 
them. Eight completely equipped practical 
training schools are located in important me.,. 
rine, automotive and industl;ial cente:s-in U.S. 
and Canada-ready and thoroughly able to 
train men lor this specialized field. 

No matter where you live, if you are interested 
in training that will qualify you lor this grow
ing, fascinating industry, send for dEitails on 
WHAT MASS PRODUCTION OF DIESEL EN
GINES MAY MEAN TO YOU. Use cou�n. no 
obligation. 

. ·.-HEmPHILb DIESEIJ< SCHDDbS · 

foe,.pfnt, 7idtut HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS (addra .. ea at left) 
I 

TO NEAREST ADDRESS / Please rush info1'!11atio:!l on how I may qv.4lify for the I 
BOSTON, 124 Brookline Ave. Dieael field, and details on your Courses. I am over 18. I NEW YORK, 31-31 Oue9n• Bh•d., Ll. City D�RO!T, 2348 W. Lahyott• Blvd. NAME AGE I CHICAGO, 2030 i..arr .. be" St. N.l:MPHIS, 449 Monroe A"•· STREET I LOS ANGEUS, 2010 San FernaodoRoad -------------------- I SEATTLE, 506 Weatlalte tlorth 

I VANCOUVEJI, B.C., 1387 Gran 'rille St. CITY STATE m-�8-t I Notw!thetandlnQ rep-taUon to the contrary, the Kenu>hiU DI•MI �boola 
.. are In no wey eaaocleted with eny other 84>ool of e-...i afiill!lll' name. .. -----------------------



Give Me 5 Hours 
And I'll GUARANTEE 

to make you a 

GOOD DANCER! 
GooCI dane.rs "fit in" with any crowd. They are 
In demaDcl. popular, interesting, sought after. 
Thelr manner ia charming, their aasuranee 
wilmlna. 

By ARTHUR MURRAY 
W orltl-Pamous Dance Authority 

GOOD cW\eers have great fun, healthful, in
vigoratini exercise that thousands of 

doctors recommend. They make friends readily, 
make valuable contacts. 

You can ea.sily become a smart, accomplished 
dancer, do the latest steps gracefulll, confi
dently, with all the swing and pep o youth! 
For learning t{) dance with the MURRAY 
MAGIC FOOT-PRINTS is so simple, yet 
thorou�h , that you can leant any of the latest a teps m (>ne evening right in your own home 
with or withot�t music en· a partner! 

Learn Quickly, Easily, at Home 
You start at the Yery beginning-all you do 

is learn ()ne sint]Jle dance step with the 
MURRAY MAGIC FOOT-PRINTS . And if 
you can follow .this popular step . . . you can 
learn the Tango, Waltz, Rumba and Fox Trot 
without the sli�htest hesitation in 5 houn. 

And you do it in the privacy of your own 
lt.ome, where there's no one to distract your 
attention, to keep you from concentrating on 
learning. You practice whenever you want to, 
at regular intervals or in spare time. No ex
l)ensive private teacher to pay. Almost before 
you realize it, you will be a fine dancer, holding 

your own anywhe1·e , 
dancing with all the 
grace, poise and as
surance of an ex
perienced dancer l 

$10.00 Com
plete Course 
NOW ONLY $1.96 
Through my amaz
ing new method I 
have taught many 

If y ou 
candothiA 
!ltep,;rou 
can tParn 
to dancf" in 6n hour•. 

thousands how to be
come smart, up-to
date dancers. They 
don't stay at home 
now, bu.t go out and 
have gr eat fun danc
ing with other finished 
dancers, knowing 
what it means to be 
genuinely popular. 

The new simplified 
method has enabled 
me to condense my 

regular $10.00 course into one volume-and 
offe1· it to you for only $Ul6! 

5 DAYS' TRIAL 
Jmt mail the coupon. M:v contp\ete eoune will be mailed 

at onee. When It comes. pay th� postn1an $1.9�. plua 
few cents carrying charges. Use the couroe 5 days. PrAc
tice the steps. Note how eaoily and quicldy you can be
come a finished, popular dancer the Arthm· Murray way. 
If. at the end of � doye, )'OU are not delighted 'f>'ith re•ulto. 
retur!1 the course and your money ·will be prcvnptlu re. Jztnded. 

That's how sw·e J am you can becnn1e & �ood dancer 
th•·ough my oimple. thorough com·.-. Clip and mall coupon 
NOW. Arthur Murray, Stl!dloo 323, 7 Eaot 43rd Street, New York City. 

r.--------------, ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 323 I 7 East 43rd Street. New York City, N. Y. J 
I �tnd nle :t"nur famnut=- rour!le for only $1.911, J"lus (at\· cents 

fk'l:;;h:!:t'. I uncler1;t&nd Uut lf nol rlellp:hted I mnr return the J 
I eoune wtihin 3 days and my money will be rdunded. I 
I .:-:ame . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I 
I Addre•s . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I 
I I 
I ��·: i!' ��- ;�·�·�;,t· ',..b��· ��i,;;.",;. �.��"';:�d . .  $·2-.oo· ��j, I 1 coul>dn &Del oalo C. 0. D . poot&,�o. _j L-- -------- --- - -



UOESN'T IT LOOK EASY? 
Yet it's from the famous "Merry Widow" Waltz! 

l®'l tru75r 1 pJ 1 0 \ � : _____,., l \ ' I D: G\ A\ B: 
t \ ' I I \ ' I ' \ ' 
I I I I 

HERE'S PROOF 
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Brings You Sensational 

LTales of the Future.! 
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STARTLING 
STORIES 

-will fill the long-felt want 

for a magazine featuring 

book-length science fiction 

novels I 
IN THE FIRST ISSUE-

THE GREATEST NOVEL OF THEM ALL! 

Advance proofs of Stanley G. Weinbaum's lonfest work. THE BLACK 
FLAME, which will appear In January STARTL NG S'l'ORIES, were sub
mitted to several science fiction authorities for an opinion. Here are their 
reports: 

OTIS ADELBERT KLINE: "Magnificent Weinbaum ma�lc. Future fiction 
at its best. Congratulations on securing first publication rights." 

EANDO BINDER: "Verne-Wells-and Weinbaum. THE BLACK FLAMlll 
weaves a fascinating spell for more than twenty Intriguing <'hapters." 
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EDl\IOND HAMILTON: "Thanks for the treat. THE BLACK FLAME Is 
science fiction's masterpiece." 

HENRY KUTTNER: "I READ BLACK FLAME LAST NIGHT STOP I'M 
REREADING IT TODAY STOP." 

FRANK B. LONG, JR.: "A dynumlc story, from tlrst page to last." 
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NORTH 

WIND 

Tlw Maslr�d 
Rider fiTed 
baclr 4t th, 41· 
l4clrers (Ch4pln 

IV) 

The Robin Hood Outlaw· Braves Storm-Swept Range in His 

Relentless Ride' for Justice ! 

By DONALD BAYNE HOB�RT 
Author of "Six-Gun Combine," "Gallows Gold," etc. 

\ 
CHAPTER I 

Ordered to Go 

''DON'T look back, Annie, .. 

The gaunt man on the 
covered wagon seat stared 

straight in front of him, facing the bit
ter wind with squ-inting lids. The 

woman beside him, dry of eye, but 
with a bleak misery etching deeper the 
lines of her wrinkled face, paid no 
heed to the mumbled words. 

She leaned far out to her left, trying 
to peer past the flapping canvas, the 
bunglesome overhang of odds and 
ends of old furniture lashed along the 
footboards of the wagon. The wind 

A BOOK-LENGTH MASKED RIDER NOVEL 
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Mystery and Death- Stalk the Prairies as 

limping across its inner curve like 
weary ghosts who can know no rest. 
The gray land, blotched with icy white 
where the wind-driven snow had 
drifted, stretched on and on into the 
limitless north. The wagon was a 
crawling blot with that tired, endless 
northland unrolling before the creak
ing wheels. 

"Don't look back, Annie!" 
"Sam, I got to. It was our home, 

where our babies were born and died, 
where the best years of our lives were 
spent, where we worked and strove 
and suffered for-nothing I" 

The core of utter bitterness was 
contained in that last hopeless word
bitterness and dumb suffering that 
could never be articulate. The gaunt 
man felt it, and his gnarled hands 
tightened on the reins until the bony 
knuckles whitened under their tan. 
For an instant his steady gaze 
wavered, the dry eyes filmed. Then 
he spat over the near wheel, straight
ened his sagging shoulders and reso
lutely faced the north. 

Another of tht dry-gulchers 
"Ain't no use of Iookin' back," he 

said in the same monotonous voice. 
"Nothin' we can do. We got to look 
ahead now." 

But the woman was still staring into 
the past, which lived for her south of 
that shifting white curtain. Her eyes 

A Bitter Feud Is Settled by the Steady 
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Cattlemen and Sheepmen Make Six-Gun War! 

sought to pierce the thickly falling 
snow, her voice took on the soft croon 
of retrospect. 

"Come spring and our flock's been 
bigger'n stronger'n it was last year," 
she said, speaking to herself rather 
than to the man on the seat beside her. 
"We had one of the nicest sheep 
ranches on t'other side of the river. 
Sam, you sure you read right what was 
writ on that p a p e r the sheriff 

wetll down (Chapter XIX) 
The man spoke, in a weary sing-song 

voice, evidently repeating w o r d s 
burned on his very brain: 

"Jest this, Annie.· 'Notice, to whom 
it may concern: All owners of both 
sheep and cattle ranches within two 
hundred miles of the Big Hills Valley 

are hereby ordered to abandon thel'r 
property at once.' " 

The old woman voiced the hopeless 
groping of tired defeat for hope that 
cannot exist. 

"You sure it said sheep ranches, too, 

Maybe 
ranches.'' 

"It said both, Annie," the man re
plied with weary impatience. "There 
jest wasn't nothin' we could do but 
pack up our things as best we could 
and git.'' 

Silence followed, broken only by 
the mournful creak of the wheels, the 
muffled jangle of harness iron, the dull 
chuck of shod hoofs. Overhead the 
sky darkened, the wind wailed a 
harsher note. The gray north grew 
more lowering. The snow curtain 
pressed closer. Tired, lonely, drably 

Courage and Flaming Irons of Wayne Morgan! 
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hopeless, the covered wagon lurched 
onward toward that forbidding land 
beyond the unseen horizon. 

At length the old woman spoke 
again, like a child requesting the re
peating of a many-times-told tale. 

"That order telling us to abandon 
our property at once was signed by 
the United States Government, Sam ? 
Why'd the Government do that ? 
Why'd they make us get out before 
spring come ? Why couldn't they let 
us stay long 'nough to shear our 
sheep ?" 

"Don't rightly know." The rancher 
shook his head. "Sheriff Alton said 
somethin' about condemning property, 
and land grants and all such-like. I 
didn't understand him any too good. 
Know he paid me five cents on the dol
lar for our ranch, and it was j ust rob
bery, that's what it was-robbery! 
Had to throw in the sheep, too, 'cause 
there were no chance of them living if 
we drove them north in this kind of 
weather." 

The couple lapsed into silence. as 
the wagon rolled slowly on through 
the snow. There was a bitter hopeless
ness in their muteness. They realized 
they were too old to start all over 
again. 

"If there was only some way we 
could have kept the ranch," sighed the 
woman finally. "Just some way!" 

"Ain't no good talkin' about it, An
nie." 

They had not traveled more than 
another mile when a horseman loomed 
out of the storm in front of them. The 
woman uttered a startled little cry as 
she saw the tall, black-clad figure on 
the big black stallion. 

The horseman held up his hand in a 
signal for them to halt and as he rode 
closer they saw that a black mask hid 
the upper'part of his face. There was 
snow on the brim of his big black som
brero and on the shoulders of the dark 
cloak that he wore. 

"Holdup!" muttered the rancher. 
"Ain't it enough that we had to give 
up our ranch without being robbed of 
what little money we still got!" De-

spair was in his voice. 
"Where yuh headin' ?" asked the 

masked man as he rode closer and 
halted his horse beside the wagon. 
"This ain't no fit weather for old folks 
like you to be travelin' in." 

"He don't talk like he wants to rob 
us, Sam," whispered the woman. "His 
voice is sort of kind-like." 

B ut the man in black heard her. His 
ears were quick. 

"I shore ain't aimin' to rob you 
folks," he said reassuringly. "Seen 
yore wagon, and wondered who would 
be out in a storm like this one. What's 
wrong ? Yuh both look like yuh've lost 
everythin' in the world." 

"We have!" the old sheep rancher 
said mournfully. "Everythin'." 

"Won't do no harm to tell him about 
it, Sam," whimpered the woman. "He 
acts friendly, even if he is wearing 
that mask." 

"Shore," urged the masked man. 
"Tell me-I'm a heap interested." 

LIKE two children confiding in an 
older person the old couple told 

the horseman their story. They told 
of their sheep ranch and five others 
like it that had received Government 
orders _to abandon their property. 

The lean, strong jaw of the masked 
man hardened as he listened, and the 
keen blue eyes that gazed through the 
holes in the mask became steely. 

The rancher and his wife talked on, 
their simple words, the hopelessness 
in their voices painting a vivid picture 
of two ruined lives, of losing every
thing that had been dear to them when 
it was too late for them to start over 
again and build anew. 

"And yuh say the cattlemen in the 
Big Hills country have got the same 
orders ?" the masked man asked seri
ously, when their story was finished. 

"Yes, but I heard tell they refuse to 
leave," answered the old man. "But 
they got big outfits, and are a heap 
better able to fight somethin' like this 
than we sheepmen are." 

"There been any trouble between 
the sheep and cattlemen ?" asked the 
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black-clad man. 
"Not up to now." The sheep 

rancher shook his head. "Course the 
sheep and cattlemen ain't been right 
friendly, but it's sheep country on one 
side of the river and cattle on the 
other, so there ain't been much trouble 
so far. Could be though if somebody 
was to start it." 

"What's yore name ?" asked the 
horseman. 

"Sam White," the old man answered 
simply. "And this is my wife, Annie." 

"Turn yore wagon around !" com
manded the black-clad man. "Yuh're 
headin' back to yore sheep ranch, and 
yuh're gonna stay there !" 

The old couple sat gazing at him in 
dazed wonder, unconscious of the bit
ing cold and the steadily falling snow. 

"Who are you ?" asked Annie White 
finally. 

"Folks call me the Masked Rider," 
answered the man in black. 

"The Masked Rider !" exclaimed old 
Sam White. "The Robin Hood outlaw 
what helps folks that needs him !" He 
looked at his wife, as though not dar
ing to hope, and yet anxious to obey 
the command of the man in black. "He 
told us to head back home, Annie." 

"Of course he did !" In the woman 
was a sudden show of spirit. "What 
are you waiting for, Sam White ? Get 
that team turned around-we're go
ing home again !" 

"But the Government and the 
sheriff-" protested her husband, 
"they give orders for us to leave !" 

"Never mind about that !" the 
Masked Rider said snappily. "I'm 
headin' for the B ig H ills country my
self, and I'm aimin' to find what this 
is all about. When the <::iovernment 
or anyone e lse drives old folks like 
you two away from their homes with
out tellin' 'em why, there's somethin' 
mighty wrong-and I'm gonna find out 
what. Don't yuh worry about that !" 

"You heard him, Sam !" said Annie 
White eagerly. "I believe he will do 
just like he said ! Hurry up, get the 
wagon turned around so we can go 
back to the ranch !" She shivered 

The Robin Hood OutlQ'AI 

and drew the shawl tighter about her 
gray head. "I'm near froze !" 

THE Masked Rider sat watching as 
the old man started the team and 

swung the big wagon around in a wide · 
circle until it was heading back in the 
direction from which it had come. 

H e  sat motionless in the saddle un
til the curtain of falling snow blotted 
the wagon from view. Then from 
somewhere close by appeared a second 
rider mounted on a gray horse. He 
was leading two other horses. His 
copper-hued face was expressionless 
as he halted his mount beside the 
black-clad man. The two pack horses 
also stopped patiently. 

"Trouble in the Big H ills country, 
Hawk," said the Masked Rider to his 
Yaqui Indian friend and companion of 
the dim trails. "Reckon we'll be 
headin' that way and see what it's all 
about." 

"We go now, Senor ?" asked Blue 
Hawk. 

"Right !" 
The two men rode south toward the 

mountains, and as the Masked Rider 
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told the Yaqui what he had learned 
from the old sheep rancher and his 
wife they knew that soon they might 
be battling for the right of the down
trodden and the oppressed, as was ever 
the mission of the black-clad outlaw 
and Blue Hawk. 

CHAPTER I I  

Heading for tht Box-Canyon 

OMBER gray clouds filled 
the vast expanse of sky 
like the billowing waves 

.of a dark, stormy sea. 
The north wind wailed 
eerily through the can-

. \ , yons and gulches, sobbing 
�- like a lost soul as it  drove 

the swiftly falling snowflakes before 
it. A mantle of fleecy white was 
spread over the mountain range that 
extended from east to north and 
formed the backbone of the Big Hills 
region. 

Beyond the mountains to the south 
and to the west were the rolling hills. 
The wooded sections and the Rat lands 
of the cattle country were all buried 
beneath eight inches of snow. 

Here the waddies of "Breeze" 
Crane's Circle C spread, Gage Brack
ton's Bar B outfit, and the six smaller 
ranches rode warily, their guns always 
handy as they went about their daily 
tasks. Their gaze constantly searched 
the country about them, with the sul
len caution of men who knew that any 
carelessness might mean death. 

They were not gunmen, j ust cow
boys who knew their jobs and handled 
them to the best of their ability. B ut 
they could fight when occasion de
manded, and their tempers were grow
ing shorter and shorter. The fires of 
bitter hatred burned in their hearts 
against whoever had insti gated this 
grim, insidious war against them and 
their bosses. And the mystery of it 
fed the flames. 

The fiery, middle-aged owner of the 
Bar B expressed his opinion of the 
general situation in no uncertain 

terms, for Gage Brackton waa never 
a man to mince words. 

"It was bad enough when we got 
them orders from the Government to 
give up our ranches-which we ain't 
doin' until we learn what it's all 
about," he had declared. "And fightin' 
a bunch of killers when . .  yuh know who 
yuh're up against is plumb hell. But 
when yuh're goin' for a pack of dry
gulchin' pole cats that ain't men 
enough to come out in the open it's 
jest plain hell with trimmin's." 

His own men and the waddies of the 
other spreads agreed with Brackton 
as did the other ranch owners. It  was 
the uncertainty of the situation that 
worried all of them. Within the past 
week two men had died, shot out of 
their saddles by the rifle bullet of a 
hidden marksman, and each time it had 
happened the cowboy who had been 
ki lled had been riding alone. Who 
was responsible ? WhEtt was the ob
j ect ? 

No man wanted to give up and l eave, 
no matter how hard they seemed to 
be forced. For it was a nice land, a 
pleasant land. To the waddies of the 
two big spreads and the other smaller 
ranches the Big Hills Valley was the 
most important bit of land in that part 
of the Northwest cattle country. It 
was a tract fifty miles square, bordered 
on one side by the mountains, on an
other by badlands and the rest of it 
hemmed in by the Black River that 
Rowed down from the towering cliffs 
in the east and rambled on to the 
south. 

For the past five days it had been 
bitter cold weather and the river was 
frozen solid, a sheet of thick ice from 
one bank to the other for mi les. 

Cattlemen looked across the river 
with suspicion every time they drew 
near its banks on their side of the 
stream. For across that broad expanse 
of gleaming ice was sheep country, 
miles and miles of it, and since the be
ginning of the West sheep ranchers 
and cattlemen had been enemies. All 
during spring, summer and fall the 
wide river had separated the sheep and 
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cattleland, but now the frozen water 
made it far too easy for either faction 
to cross the river and enter enemy 
territory. 

THE Government notices had or
dered the sheepmen to abandon 

their rancheS, and that might mean 
they would start driving their flocks 
across the river over the ice. They 
could cross the cattle country, head 
into the mountains and with the com
ing of spring take over ricl:J grazing 
land beyond the Big Hills. If they 
did, it would mean that the cattlemen 
would have to drive their herds a long 
way before they could again settle, 
if they, too, were forced to obey the 
Government order to give up their 
ranches. 

This morning it had been snowing 
steadily ever since daybreak. And 
there was every sign of the storm turn
ing into a raging blizzard before the 
day was over. 

Down in a small hollow near the 
river ten warmly clad waddies from 
the Bar B spread cursed and shouted 
as they drove a herd of cattle through 
the snow. As they worked, the con
stant sense of hidden danger lingered 
in their minds and made them quick
tempered. 

"Get them critters movin' !" shouted 
the slender young "Chuck" Russell, 
foreman o'f the Bar B. "We ain't got 
all day to fool around with this herd !" 

"We'd get more work done if yuh 
didn't give so many orders, Chuck,'' 
snapped a small, wiry man with a 
heavy scowl at his foreman. "There 
ain't no need of yuh ridin' us all of the 
time." 

"Still lookin' for trouble, Norton?" 
growled Russell, glaring at the com
plainer. "Mebbe yuh ain't satisfied 
with bein' segundo of this spread and 
would l ike to have my job." 

"I could handle it as good as you 
do," S cott Norton said shortly. 

"Never mind about that," Chuck Rus
sell snapped back. "Get workin', men. 
There's more stock to be rounded up 
yet." He swung his horses to the left 

as a big steer decided to separate from 
the rest of the herd. "Where do yuh 
think yuh're goin' ?" he growled at the 
steer, as his well trained cow-pony 
edged the two-year-old back into the 
herd. 

The men from the Bar B outfit were 
driving the herd back to a box-canyon 
in the Big Hills, a canyon whose tow
ering, overhanging cliffs would shel
ter and protect the cattle from the 
brunt of the winter weather, and 
where there were places that were 
never covered by the snow. 

It seemed like a simple task, but it 
was a two-mile drive and the wind and 
snow made the going more and more 
difficult as the herd advanced. Twice 
in the last half hour steers had fallen 
into the dry bed of a winding creek 
that was hidden by the snow, and the 
Bar B men had been forced to pull 
them out again, working with ropes 
and horses. 

"Kinda wish I was a sheepman like 
them folks across the river," muttered 
one of the two waddies riding drag. 
"Bet they don't have no trouble with 
them woollies like we been havin' with 
these critters." 

"That's what you think !" grunted 
his riding mate, wiping the snow out 
of his face with his neckerchief. 
"Them sheep is  hard to take care of in 
winter, too. Besides them sheepmen 

. got Government orders to move out 
jest like we did on this side of the 
river." 

Had he been able to see the fifteen 
men who were working with a flock 
of sheep half a mile away he would 
have realized that he was right. The 
sheep were proving as difficult as were 
the cattle. 

The fifteen men on foot were having 
their own troubles driving the sheep 
across the thick ice of the river. Their 
flock was about as large as the cattle 
herd the Bar B men were working, 
and they would have had even less 
success in their efforts had it not been 
for the pair of well trained sheep dogs 
that were doing most of the ,real heavy 
work. 
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�E woolly creatures were hard to 
I manage. Every time the herders 

got the sheep started across the ice, 
half of them would abruptly turn back, 
heading for the shore they had just 
left. The dogs would bring them back 
into line, barking and snapping at 
their heels. 

The herders themselves were having 
trouble, for the ice was slippery and 
they were trying to move quickly in 
order to aid the dogs in keeping the 
sheep moving. At times they fell and 
got up cursing. 

"Keep 'em goin'," roared a man who 
appeared to be in charge. "Yuh heard 
our orders. Get the sheep across the 
river and into that box-canyon 'fore 
_the cattlemen can get their stock 
there !" 

"Shore we heard the orders," said 
another man. "And if yuh ask me, 
John Murdock is  crazy ! No tellin' 
what them cattlemen will do when 
they find we're runnin' sheep across 
the river into their territory.:• 

"What of it?"  demanded the 
leader. His eyes swept swiftly over 
his men. Each of them wore a heavy 
Colt in a holster. "Yuh ain't wearin' 
yore guns for ornament, are yuh ?" His 
voice was hard and filled with mean
ing. "If them cattlemen want to start 
trouble we'll finish it!" He stopped 
with a curse as he saw that part of 
the flock had turned back for a third 
time. "Head them woollies off !" he 
shouted. "Keep 'em moving!" 

As the men worked, aided by the 
two trained sheep dogs, gradually the 
sheep made their way across the 
frozen river, their sharp little feet 
slipping and sliding. Some fell and 
had to be picked up by the herders, but 
the rest of the flock kept right on 
moving. 

Bleating, woolly little animals head
ing into the Valley of the Big Hills
and with their coming bringing the 
gun-blazing fury of a sheep and cattle 
war ! 

Back in the mountains a hard-eyed 
man crouched on a ledge on the south 
aide of a pass. He shivered as the 

snow drifted down his neck despite 
the upturned collar of his sheepskin 
coat. Constantly he wiped his rifle 
with a dirty bandana as though he ex
pected to ha�e use for the weapon at 
any moment and wanted to be sure 
that it was ready. 

"Comin' !" he muttered as he peered 
down into the rolling country spread 
out beneath him. His gaze fixed on 
a spot of silver in the distance to the 
southward. "Got them sheep across 
the river-it's about time !" 

For twenty minute3 the man on the 
l edge patiently waited. Within the 
last month he had waited many times 
to deal out death with the rifle in his 
hands. And others like him were scat
tered about in these mountains; kill
ers all. 

He uttered a soft chuckle that was 
like a death's head laughing, then 
grew tense as he peered down. 

B elow him tiny figures were mov
ing through the snow. To his left a 
patch of grayish white was sprinkled 
with darker forms. The flock of 
sheep, the dogs, and the herders. To 
his right was a dark blotch. That was 
the Bar B herd being driven through 
the snow by the waddies. 

"Have to pass right under me 'fore 
they get to the box-canyon," he mut
tered. "And I'll be ready for 'em !" 
Death was in his voice, and again he 
carefully wiped off the W inchester in 
his hands. 

\ON over the snow-covered hills came 
the sheep and cattle-traveling 

at right angles to each other. As yet 
the two advancing forces were hidden 
from each other by a high hill that 
rose in the center of the valley 
through which they advanced. But it 
would not be long before they would 
come together. 

B eyond the rise they would meet, 
B rackton's Bar B waddies and the 
herders who obeyed the orders of 
John Murdock, l eader of the sheep 
ranchers of the whole section. Down 
there in the pass that formed the en
trance to Shelter Canyon they would 
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come together. Within the canyon the 
towering walls leaned outward as 
though they might tumble at any mo
ment, but it was thus they had been 
for centuries, and their very construc
tion formed shelter beneath them. 

Here the snow never lingered to any 
great extent and there was dry bunch
grass and sbelter for the stock. Here 
in this big box-canyon it was possible 
to bring the stock feed and to keep 
them fairly well protected during the 
long cold winter. 

On they came, the sheepmen and 
their flock quite a bit in the lead as 

Chuck RuJJeU 

they rounded the hill. A shout of rage 
rose from the cattlemen as they saw 
the bunch of woolly creatures moving 
across the snow. 

"Sheep !" growled Chuck Russell. 
The eyes of the young foreman were 
hard and angry. "A whole flock of 
them damn woollies-and on our side 
of the river !" 

"Mebbe they'll all go runnin' home 
if yuh say 'boo' to 'em, Chuck," 
sneered Norton, the little segundo. 

"Tell it scarey !" 
"I will !" snapped the . foreman. 

"Four of you men come with me. Rest 
of yuh keep the herd movin'. We're 
gonna try and reason with these 
sheepmen." 

"Reason with sheepmen !" scoffed 
Scott Norton. "That shore will be 
somethin' !" 

The lips of the man on the. ledge 
twisted in a grim smile as he raised 
his rifle, watching. It  was such a 
smile as might have been worn by 
some macabre skeleton dancing in a 
graveyard. 

So intent was he on the scene below 
him that he did not see the figure that 
bad appeared on a ridge trail on the 
opposite siqe of the pass. A mounted 
man, tall, broad-shouldered, clad en
tirely in black from the crown of his 
sombrero to his cowboy boots. A dark 
cape fluttered from his shoulders. Be
neath it, he wore a heavy black fleece
lined coat, short enough to enable him 
to reach, without interference, the 
guns he wore on either hip. 

The horseman, on the magnificent 
black stallion, wore a black mask 
across the upper part of his face. Rein
ing in, he sat statuelike, watching the 
drama about to begin. 

From the opposite side of the pass 
came a sound l ike that of a whip snap
ping as the man on the ledge fired, his 
sights centered on one of the tiny fig
ures below. 

A sbeepman threw up his hands and 
fell face downward in the snow as the 
bullet struck him. 

"Them waddies started it ! "  shouted 
one of the other herders, the shouted 
words reaching high above the pass. 
Instantly the fourteen men were mill
ing around wildly. "Had a drygulcher 
hid out up there on the ledge !" He 
snatched out his gun as five riders 
neared, coming from the direction of 
the Bar B herd. "I'll teach 'em !" 

�HUCK RUS SELL and the four 
'-1 men with him clawed at their 
holsters as a sudden hail of lead from 
the sheepmen greeted them. 

The sandy-haired young foreman 
shot the gun out of the hand of the 
herder who had started the trouble. 
The Bar B men were firing carefully, 
trying only to wound their foes. The 
orders of Gage Brackton had been 



24 MASKED RIDER WESTERN MAGAZINE 

strict that his men do no killing unless 
it  was n ecessary. 

The hard-eyed man on the ridge 
raisecl his rifle for a second shot. 
B ut the black-clad man on the ridge 

'trail had a Winchester i n  his hands 
now. And it  was he who fired first 
-at the killer on the ledge. 

His victim caught j ust one glimpae 
of the black-clad man on the big black 
horse, at the moment the bullet caught 
him in the chest. 

''The Masked Rider ! "  
His voice was a n  eerie wail that 

mingled with the moaning of the 
north wind. Then his lifeless form 
went hurtling out into space to drop 
to the floor o{ the canyon three hun
dred feet below. 

CHAPTER III 

HE black-clad man on the 
big stallion was a legend 

M exican border far to the 
. north. His n a m e was 

I � whispered by hard-eyed 
_,� , · hombres who lived by the 
.., rule of the gun. Plod-
ding sodbusters spoke of him as they 
worked in fertile valleys. Cattlemen 
talked of him as did waddies in the 
bunkhouses. 

The stories about him were legion, 
stories of a fighting fury who battled 
valiantly to aid the downtrodden and 
the oppressed, even though he himself 
was an outlaw, a wanderer of the owl
hoot trails. S uch was the Masked 
Rider, as he was known wherever men 
whispered his exploits - and they 
were l egion. 

Though still  young hi's past was a 
closed book. Not even B lue Hawk, 
the Yaqui Indian who was his friend 
and constant companion, knew his real 
name. That was a closely guarded se
cret of his buried life before he had 
become an outlaw who faithfully fol
lowed the best legends of Robin Hood 
of another day. 

There were times when he assumed 
the role of Wayne Morgan, a wander
ing cowboy. That part he could make 
convincing in any man's eyes, for not 
only was he an experienced cowhand, 
but a bronco buster with few equals. 

It had been his meeting with the old 
sheep rancher and his wife that had 
brought him into the Big Hills region. 
He still felt that there was something 
wrong in this part of the country and 
he wanted to know all about it. Never· 
could the Masked Rider pass by even 
mute appeals for aid, or a chance to 
lend a hand for j ustice's sake, no mat
ter what other mission might have 
been calling him. For in the mind and 
heart of the Masked R ider there was 
never any other business that called 
that could compare with the plea, 
though it might be unspoken, of the 
oppressed. 

Calmly now, he thrust his rifle back 
into the saddleboot as he saw the 
killer who had been on the opposite 
cliff go hurtling down. 

"Good shot, Senor," called a rider 
who had j ust appeared on the ridge 
trail behind him. "Knew you would 
get him." 

The Masked Rider smiled at the 
copper-hued man on the gray horse. 
Beneath a battered old Stetson the 
Yaqui's chiseled face was impassive 
as he halted his mount. His dark eyes 
scanned the terrain beneath them. 

"Trouble, Senor," B lue Hawk said. 
The Yaqui's English would have ap
peared astonishingly good to one who 
had not known he had learned in a 
mission school in his boyhood. "Too 
llUlny men with that Hock of sheep and 
they are all heavily armed." 

"Yuh're right, Hawk," the Masked 
R ider agreed. "A in't sayin' I 'm sidin' 
with either side yet, but we'll be get
tin' down in the valley where we can 
take a hand in this if need be." 

Lifting reins he rode on along the 
ridge trail,  the Yaqui following close 
behind. 

Down in tbe pass Chuck Russell and 
his four waddies were gradually con
vincing the aheepmen-with the best 
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of arguments, hot lead-that they had 
made a mistake.· Even though there 
were ten more herders than Bar B 
horsemen, the waddies were making 
every shot count. Five of the men 
from across the river had been 
wounded, though not seriously, when 
the Bar B foreman shouted: 

"You jaspers had enough?" 
Through the heat of battle the 

sheepmen could see that more cow
boys had left the herd and were rid
ing toward them at full tilt. Cattle 
had circled around the sheep, too, and 
now as they spread out they cut off 
any further possibility that the herd
ers could drive their flock into the 
box-canyon first. 

�NO use of us fightin' any 
longer," growled the leader 

of the sheepmen. "They got the cat
tle herd in there-ain't a chance of us 
gettin' the sheep into the canyon."· 
He raised his voice. "All right, hom
bre. We quit!" 

Dropping his gun back into the hol
ster, he motioned for the rest of his 
men to do likewise. 

"Git them woollies out of here!" or
dered Chuck Russell. "Drive yore 
flock back across the river where they 
belong." 

At a shouted word of command 
from one of the herders the two sheep 
dogs rounded up the flock that had be
gun to spread out, and started them 
back across the snow toward the river. 

Cursing in a steady monotone, and 
casting baleful glances at the four 
mounted men who sat in their saddles, 
keenly watching, the sheepmen fol
lowed their flock. 

"What's the idea?" demanded one 
of the sheepmen in a low tone, as he 
moved up beside his leader. "There's 
fourteen of us-and only ten of them 
waddies with the whole cattle herd. 
We woulda licked 'em if it had come 
to a show-down. And you let four 
men scare yuh!" 

"Didn't scare me none," snapped the 
leader. "I was jest obeyin' orders. 
Murdock said if we reached Shelter 

Canyon first and got the sheep set
tled there we was to down every 
waddy we met-but not to start too 
much trouble while we was out in the 
open." 

"More of John Murdock's orders I" 
growled the other man. "I said he's 
crazy, and he is! So are the rest of 
the sheep owners that listen to him!" 

"Why don't yuh tell him so?" the 
man addressed suggested drily. 

" 'Cause I ain't crazy, even if he is,'' 
was the snapped answer. "I aim to 
live yet awhile." 

The flock had rounded the hill in 
the center of the valley and were out 
of sight of the Bar B outfit working 
with the cattle. And they had just 
disappeared when, from the south· 
west, appeared a band of mounted 
men, at least twenty of them. They 
were forcing their horses through the 
snow toward the sheepmen and their 
flock. 

"More waddies comin'," the leader 
of the sheepmen cried sharply. "Good 
thing we didn't keep on fightin'. 
There's too damn many cattlemen in 
this valley!" 

The fourteen herders plodded on 
through the snow, making no attempt 
to go for their guns as the riders si
lently drew closer. Murdock's men 
had been ordered back across the river 
and they were going without further 
argument. 

The horsemen, all cold-eyed, hard
faced men, spread out fanlike on the 
south side of the moving men and 
sheep. 

"Let 'em have it!" roared a big man 
with a scar over his left eye. His gun 
leaped out of his holster as he voiced 
the command. "Down the sons!" 

His words were the signal for a 
withering blast of gunfire from every 
man with him. The leader of the sheep 
herders died with an expression of 
surprise on his fa<;e as he crumpled 
face downward in the snow. Another 
screamed out in pain as a bullet caught 
him in the chest. 

The mounted men were firing as 
ruthlessly as if they were shooting at 
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rats tr�pped in a pit. One sheepman 
tried to snatch out his gun-and the 
bullets of four men thudded into his 
body. Like an attacking wolf one of 
the sheep dogs launched himself 
through the air as he saw his master 
go down. A hail of bull ets stopped 
the dog in mid-air. And he dropped 
to the snow. 

"Gun the sheep, too ! "  yelled the big 
man with the scar . . "Every one of 'em ! 
And get that other dog, too !" 

BLOOD stained the white snow as 
the last of the sheepmen fell. 

M en who had not even been granted 
a chance to fight for their lives. And 
still the mounted men kept on firing, 
killing off the sheep by the dozen. 
B loody crimes of which only the per
petrators were aware. For they had 
atta�k�d the sheepmen fully a mile 
from· the canyon, and with the wind 
still coming from the north the sound 
of the firing had not carried to the 
waddi es of the Bar B outfit with the 
cattle. 

"Don't leave one of them sheep 
alive!" shouted the scarred man. Swift 
as his words his gun roared, and each 
time another helpless little woolly 
creature died. "Git 'em all-j est like 
we done the herders!" 

In twenty minutes the massacre was 
over. Men and dogs and sheep lay 
grotesquely dead. At a word of com
mand from the big man the twenty 
horsemen 'wheeled their mounts and 
rode back through the snow in the di
rection from which they had come. 

They had hardly disappeared in the 
distance before two riders loomed into 
view, coming from the north. The 
Masked Rider and B l ue Hawk ap
proached. They had heard the sound 
of shooting from the distance, but not 
until they drew closer did they see 
what had occurred. 

A wave of horror enveloped the 
black-clad man as h� saw the carnage. 
Steely blue eyes swept over the still  
forms sprawled out in the blood
stained snow. His face �rew hard and 
grim. 

"Killed everyone of them sheepmen, 
Hawk," he muttered, his voice hoarse. 
"Downed them without even givin' 
'em a chance to go for their guns! 
Dirty sneakin' coyotes that done this 
ain't got the ri ght to call theirselves 
men!" 

"Might be some who still l ive, 
S enor." 

The Yaqui slid out of his saddle. 
The tall. outlaw also dismounted. 

Swiftly they examined each of the 
fallen men, but well knew it was a use
less gesture. Every one of the four
teen herders bore at least two fatal 
bullet wounds in his body. And even 
as they finished their search for some 
remaining spark of l i fe the Masked 
Rider was unconsciously loosening 
the heavy Colts in his.holsters, assur
ing himself they worked freely and 
were ready for a quick draw. 

"We're trailing them killers, Hawk," 
he said tensely, as he moved toward 
his black stallion. "Figger mebbe 
they're back of some of the trouble 
hereabouts-whoever they are. And 
they better have their guns ready 
when we meet up with 'em ! "  

· 
His right foot struck against some

thing that was buried in the snow. H e  
reached down and picked it up-a 
small pointed stake that had been cut 
out of rough wood and on which the 
letters N. & W. were branded. 

For an instant the Masked Rider 
studied it, then shrugged and tossed 
it aside. There was only one thing 
that he could think of now, and that 
was the ruthless slaughter that had 
left this land of snow blood red. Hate 
raged in his heart against the fiends 
who had perpetrated this massacre. 

His blue eyes were like ice as he 
reached Midnight, his stallion, and 
swung into the saddle. Imperturb
ably the Yaqui mounted his gray 
horse, but while Blue Hawk's face was 
impassive his eyes gleamed with a 
li ght that was as bitter as that in the 
steely ones of the Masked Rider. 

It was still snowing, the white flakei 
falling on the lifeless forms as though 
Nature were hastening to cover up 
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what the hands of men had wrought. 
The storm was at their backs as the 

two riders headed south toward the 
river. They did not speak, but the 
Yaqui had drawn a rifle out of his sad
dle sheath and rode with the weapon 
in his left hand. 

Again the black-clad man touched 
the butts of the heavy Colts in his hol
sters. Into the storm the two men 
went, fighting wanderers r i d i n g 
through country swept by the chill 
north wind that moaned of death. 

CHAPTER IV 
Sortie at the Ri..-er Bank 

,�N through the storm went 
the Masked R i d e r and 

1 · , ' Blue Hawk. At first it » bad not been dHiicult for 
. I 

: · "' 1 them to read sign and 
. .. follow the trail of the ��J. horsemen who had dealt 

such ruthless death to the 
sheepmen and their flock. The cold 
had formed a crust on the snow and 
the hoofprints of the horses ahead had 
been clearly visible. But since then 
it had started snowing harder and the 
drifts, carried by the wind, quickly 
blotted out the trail. 

Now as they rode they found that 
they were approaching a thicket of 
brush and small trees close to the bank 
of the river. They were not more than 
a hundred yards away from this spot 
when the Yaqtli suddenly grew tense. 

"Careful, Senor." Blue Hawk raised 
his rifle. "Danger somewhere in 
brush!" 

The Masked Rider's eyes narrowed 
and his hands were close to his guns 
as they rode nearer to the brush along 
the river bank. He had experienced the · same sensation as had the Yaqui, that 
strange feeling that danger was immi
nent. Always he gave heed to such 
warning,, for by so doing he had many 
times saved his life. 

"Look!" shouted Blue Hawk. Has
tily he raised his rifle, dropping the 
reins on the neck of the gray. "They 
come, Senor !" 

But no warning was needed. For 
even as a band of horsemen dashed out 
of the brush the Masked Rider's guns 
were bucking and fiaming. Eight hard
faced men flung themselves forward, 
their heavy Colts barking. Appar
ently they had counted on the element 
of surprise to conquer the black-clad 
rider on the big stallion and his com
panion on the gray. If so they were 
sadly mistaken. 

Midnight's feet flashed through the 
snow as the Masked Rider urged him 
directly at the foe. And close behind 
the fighting black-clad fury came Blue 
Hawk. The Indian's rifle was blazing 
as he came on, the weapon booming. 
His aim was as true as was that of the 
Robin Hood outlaw who was mowing 
men down. 

One of the attacking riders fell as 
a bullet caught him in the heart. He 
had started to slide out of the saddle 
but his right foot caught in the stir
rup. 

His horse, frightened to panic, 
lunged away, bucking and kicking as 
it dragged its dead rider across the 
snow, hanging head downward. 

"Get him!" shouted one of the on
rushing attackers. "Down that hom
bre on the big boss! That's the 
Masked Rider!" 

He blazed away, just added din to 
the steady roaring. The Masked Rid
er's guns w e r e flaming too, as he 
made every one of the twelve shots in 
his two Colts count. The man who 
had just shouted so defiantly died with 
a bullet in his head. 

Lead whistled all around the 
Masked Rider. One bullet tore 
through the edge of his fluttering 
black cloak, another nicked the brim 
of his black sombrero. But those guns 
in his hands were still roaring, and 
another man slid out of his saddle. 

"Down them jaspers!" came the yell 
of a huH-voiced attacker. He cursed 
as he discovered th�t the reat of his 
bunch had suddenly whii'led their 
horses and were heading back for the 
thicket near the river. "Yuh yeller 
coyotes!" 
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Abruptly then he was conscious that 
the black-clad horseman was bearing 
down on him. The Masked Rider was 
so close that his foe could see his lean 
jaw, set hard beneath the mask. He 
caught the glitter of cold blue eyes, 
saw the hands hidden in black gaunt
lets ti ghten on the triggers of the 
long-barreled .45s. 

WI TH a shout of terror the 
raider fired. His bullet came so 

close to the Masked Rider that it all 
but grazed his left cheek. The gun 
in the outlaw's right hand boomed. 

A startled expression swept over 
the face of the lone attacker who had 
been deserted by his companions, as 
the bullet caught him in the heart. 
Limply he slid out of the saddle. 

The rest of the men had swiftly dis· 
mounted and sought cover as soon as 
they had reached the shelter of the 
trees and brush. Three of the orig
inal eight had died, and the five re
maining men were firing slowly and 
more. carefully now. 

The Masked Rider grunted as a bul
let hit the horn of his saddle. The 
aim of those killing devils was getting 
far too good. 

He whirled M idnight. A hasty re
treat was best now, at least until he 

was able to find some cover that would 
protect him as adequately as it did his 
foes. There was no fear in his heart. 
Fear had not inspired his move, but 
merely the cool caution of a man who 
knew how to fight and to take advan
tage of every opportunity. 

A sickening wave of horror swept 
over him as he spied the figure clad 
in white that was sprawled out in the 
snow. There was no mistaking that 
copper-hued face and the long black 
hair. Blue Hawk was lying there mo
tionless, and off to the left the Ya
qui's horse was galloping away. 

"Hawk!" groaned the Masked Rider 
brokenly. "Looks like they got yuh." 

He galloped closer, abruptly rein
ing in. The men in the brush were 
still firing steadily, even though the 
black-clad horseman was now some 
distance away. The M asked Rider 
was well aware that at any moment 
one of those bullets might strike him 
and inflict a mortal wound, but that 
did not matter now. 

Only one thought drummed through 
his brain. The Indian who so long 
had been his loyal and faithful friend 
was lying there wounded, perhaps 
dead. They might never again ride 
the long dim trails together. They 
might never again fight valiantly 
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against vicious killers who outnum
bered them four to one. 

The Masked Rider slid out of the 
saddle, boots crunching in the snow 
as he ran to the Yaqui and hastily 
picked him up in his strong arms. 
Blood was on the Yaqui's face and his 
eyes were closed. That was ·a11 the 
Masked Rider could see, all of which 
he was aware, while bullets plucked 
a� his clothing like the seeking fingers 
of death. For a moment only Blue 
Hawk roused himself a little, a�t the 
Masked Rider fired back at the attack
ers. Then the I ndian fell back in the 
snow as if gone. There was no time 
for the Masked Rider to try to even 
learn if his loyal companion's heart 
was still beating. 

He thrust his guns back into the 
holsters as he picked up Blue Hawk, 
and with Yaqui in his arms he made 
his way to the big black horse. With 
an eff art he managed to climb back 
into tlre saddle. 

"Get him now !" came a shout from 
the bush. ''Go after him, boys !" 

A mounted man came dashing out 
of the thicket as the Masked Rider 
urged Midnight into motion. Closer 
drew the hard-fa�ed pursuer, deter
mined to get within easy range before 
he fired. 

HIS gun was in his hand and there 
was a gloating leer on his cruel 

face. He knew of this black-clad 
horseman ! Who didn't ? And to 
boast that he had been the one at last 
to down the Masked Rider would give 
him prestige among those skulking 
human jackals with whom he traveled, 
that never yet had been his. Howl
ing with unholy glee he raised his 
:::olt. Close enough now ! 

But a gun had suddenly appeared 
in the Masked Rider's right hand as he 
rode pell-mell with the l imp form of 
the Yaqui draped across the saddle i n  
front o f  him. H e  turned and fired. 
And again a man di�d with a bullet in 
his heart-hi s  pursurer, with a thick, 
dirty finger on the trigger of the heavy 
Colt he had not even been able to use. 

His boast would never be uttered. For 
he had died-and the Masked Rider 
still lived. 

Faster and faster went Midnight 
through the snow, heading north to
ward the Big Hills, plowing onward 
through the storm. Once the Masked 
Rider glanced back, but there was no 
sign of his being followed by the four 
men left of the eight who had waited 
in ambush near the river. 

"Them j aspers wasn't waitfn' there 
jest 'cause they hoped Hawk and me 
would come along neither," muttered 
the man in black. 

"No, S enor," said the Yaqui weakly. 
"You right." 

The Masked Rider's heart leaped. 
Blue Hawk had regained conscious
ness ! At least Hawk was still alive, 
even though he did not know as yet 
j ust how badly the Yaqui might be 
wounded. 

"Hawk !" he exclaimed. "Yuh hurt 
bad ?" 

"Bullet j ust creased my head and 
knocked me out," the Yaqui said stol
idly. "Will be all right in a few min
utes, Senor." 

"Good !" 
Not uhtil they reached a spot at the 

foot o f  the hill that W'l_{, sheltered from 
view did the Masked �ider halt M id
night. With an effort he managed to 
climb out of the saddle with Blue 
Hawk, without shaking the Indian. 
He placed the Yaqui down in the snow 
and examined his wound. A bullet 
had c ut a gash across the top of the 
Indian's head, but his thick, dark, 
shoulder length hair had protected 
him to a certain extent. He had merely 
been knocked unconscious by the 
glancing blow of the bullet. 

The Masked Rider wiped away the 
blood with a bandanna dipped into the 
wet snow, then tied up Blue Hawk's 
head. 

"Looks almost as pretty as some of 
them colored bandeaus yuh wear to 
keep yore hair :fr()m gettin' in yore 
eyes," the outlaw said, with a grin, 
when he had finished. 

Blue Hawk merely smiled as he got 
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to his feet. These two understood 
each other. If the Yaqui realized how 
much of a shock it had been to the 
Masked R ider to find him apparently 
dead he gave no indication of it.  

"Somethin' strange goin' on around 
here, Hawk," said the Masked Rider. 
"And I'm aimin' to find out all about 
it." He swung into the saddle after 
carefully reloading his guns. "You 
wait here while I try and round up 
yore gray boss." · 

"Si, Senor," said the Yaqui. "And if 
you could find my rifle-" 

"That's so." The black-robed out
law took his own rifle out of the sad
dle boot and handed it to the Yaqui. 
"Mebbe yuh better keep this handy 
until I get back." 

Half an hour later he succeeded in 
finding Blue Hawk's gray. The horse 
had wandered into the shelter of some 
overhanging rocks and was standing 
where he was protected from the 
storm. 

FINALLY he returned to where he 
had left the Yaqui. Blue Hawk 

was still waiting when his outlaw com
panion returned. The Indian's face 
was drawn and he was shivery with 
the cold in his white cotton drill trou
sers and a shirt. His battered old hat 
had been knocked from his head and 
lost when he had been shot off his 
horse. While he usually wrapped a 
blanket around him, Indian fashion, 
to protect him from the cold, he had 
le t this tied to his saddle when he 
and the Masked Rider had so precipi
tately ridden down off the mountain 
.to enter the war between the sheep
men and cattlemen. 

"Reckon we'll head back toward the 
river and see if we can't find yore hat 
and rifle," the Masked Rider suggested 
as Blue Ha,wk swung into saddle. 
"Good thing we left them other two 
bosses we brought with us hid back in 
that cave in the mountains. It ain't 
good to work Midnight and yore,hoss 
all the time in this weather." 

It was snowing harder and the storm 
appeared to be turning into a first-

class bliuard. The wind blew ice 
flakes into their faces and down into 
their necks, and they were finding.lhe 
going decidedly uncomfortable. Ap
parently the horses did not like it any 
better than did the men, for they 
snorted continually, edging around in 
an effort to keep their backs to the 
wind. 

"If them four hombres are still hid
in' out down by the river they're 

A band of men was firing at the window• 

crazy," said the Masked Rider, and 
that was all he sai d as he and the Yaqui 
made straight for the scene of their 
late encounter. 

CHAPTER V 

The Student Trapper 
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B lue Hawk was finally able to find his 
rifle and hat, buried i n  the snow. Evi
dently he had mentally registered al
most the exact spot where had fallen 
or he would never have found them. 

"Lot of things I'd like to know 
about around here, Hawk," the Masked 
Rider said as they rode back toward 
the mountains, seeking a place where 
they could be sheltered from the 
storm. The wind had suddenly died 
down, and while the snow still fell 
silently they could hear each other 
without shouting. "Such as who was 
that jasper up on the ledge downin' 
the sheepmen with his rifle. And an
other thing-why were all those 
sheepherders and their flock and their 
dogs killed, and why were the sheep
men so heavily armed in the first 
place?" 

"If they were expecting trouble 
sheepmen would be armed, Senor," 
said Blue Hawk. "This side of river 
not sheep country. I 'm sure of that." 

"Because we seen them waddies 
workin' the cattle herd, yuh mean ? "  

"Other cattle around also," said the 
Yaqui. "Saw them when we rode along 
ridge trail." 

"That's right," the Masked Rider 
suddenly remembered. "And those 
sheepmen were headin' their flock 
back toward the river when they were 
killed. They musta been tryin' to 
start trouble a little while before that, 
all right." He frowned. "And they 
shore got it, poor devils." 

They had circled around to the 
northeast so that they were not far 
from Shelter Canyon when they 
reached the mountains. The Masked 
Rider suddenly halted M idnight and 
sat peering down into a deep ravine. 
Something down there was half buried 
in the snow ; a dark figure. 

"It is a man, Senor," said Blue Hawk 
as he slid out of saddle. "And he i s  
n o t  dead. I saw h i s  arm move." 

Ground-hitching his gray, the Ya
qui's moccasin-clad feet padded softly 
through the snow as he advanced to 
the edge of the ravine and looked 
down. The Masked Rider swung out 

o f  saddle, dropping Midnight's reins 
down in front of the stallion as the 
black-clad rider j oined the Yaqui at 
the side of the gulch. 

I t  was a sheer thirty-foot drop to 
where the motionless figure was 
sprawled out in the snow. They 
caught a glimpse of a bearded face and 
thick, shaggy gray hai.r. 

"We've got to get him out of there, 
Hawk," the outlaw said instantly. "I'll 
go down after him. You can lower 
me with my rope." 

"B etter that Blue Hawk go down, 
Senor," said the Yaqui. "Am lighter 
than you and moccasins better for 
climbing in snow than your boots." 

"Yuh're right, at that." 
The Masked Rider returned to the 

stallion and s w u n g into saddle. 
Quickly he uncoiled his rope from 
where it had hung on the kak, then 
rode M idnight closer to the edge of 
the cliff. H e  shook out the forty
foot length of rope, then snaked it 
over the edge of the gulch. The other 
end he tied to the saddle horn. 

"She reach?" he asked as he glanced 
at Blue Hawk who stood closer to the 
edge of the cliff, peering down. 

"Yes." The Yaqui nodded. "I go 
down now." 

He caught the rope with both hands 
and slid down into the gulch. The 
Masked Rider sat in the saddle wait
ing tensely as the rope grew taut, the 
weight of the Yaqui's body taking up 
the slack. 

THERE were jagged rocks down in 
the gulch and if the rope should 

break it would mean that Blue Hawk 
would be sent hurtling down-to 
death perhaps ; and certainly to grave 
injury. 

The outlaw breathed a sigh of relief 
.as the rope grew slack. Blue Hawk 
had reached the bottom of the ravine ! 

"You all right, Hawk ? "  he called 
down. 

"Si, Senor." Answering from the 
depths of that gulch made the Yaqui's 
voice sound as if he were miles away. 
"Man is still alive, but half frozen. 
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Must get him some place where it is 
warm quickly." 

"Tie the rope to him and I'll pull 
him out !" shouted the Masked Rider. 

"All right." 
For a few minutes the outlaw wait

ed, then he heard Blue Hawk's voice 
again. 

"Ready now, Senor. Take him up." 
The Masked Rider gigged Midni ght 

and as the black stallion moved away 
the rope tightened. As the horse ad
vanced the man that Blue Hawk had 
fastened to the rope was slowly 
dragged up the side of the gulch. The 
outlaw halted his mount as soon as 
the unconscious form slid over the 
lip of the ledge. Then he rode back, 
swung out of saddle and unfastened 
the rope. 

He tossed the rope back down into 
the ravine and in a few moments Blue 
Hawk appeared, climbing up over the 
side of the ravine. Midni ght had 
stood motionless when he had felt the 
rope tighten, for the stallion had been 
trained as a cow pony. 

Kneeling beside the prone figure of 
the gray bearded man he and Blue 
Hawk had rescued, the Masked Rider 
examined the still figure in the snow. 
The unconscious man, he decided, was 
a trapper. A sturdy specimen, at that, 
for he did not long remain uncon
scious. 

"Thanks for pullin' me out of 
there," the trapper mumbled, as he 
opened his eyes. "Name's J im Carew. 
Got cabin back in mountains to north. 
Kinda sleepy now." 

"Hear that, Hawk ?" the outlaw said 
sharply. "We've got to head for his 
cabin, pronto. This hombre is ner.r 
froze to death !" 

" I 'll  carry him, Senor," Blue Hawk 
offered. "You give him to me after 
I 'm in saddle." 

The Yaqui mounted and rode closer 
to the trapper. The outlaw picked up 
the man who had called himself J im 
Carew and handed him to the Indian. 
This done the Masked Rider swung 
into saddle himself.  Guided by the 
instructions of the hazily conscious 

gray-bearded man they rode with what 
haste they could in the direction of 
the oldster's cabin. 

They had not ridden more than half 
a mile when they saw it ahead of them 
-a log cabin looming dimly through 
the snow that was falling steadily. 

"That's my place," muttered Carew. 
In minutes more they reached it and 

found there also was a leanto behind 
it that would offer · shelter · for their 
horses. A fter they had carried the 
trapper into the cabin and put away 
their mounts, covering both of them 
with blankets, they busied themselves 
inside the log structure. 

There was an open fireplace in one 
corner. Blue Hawk found dry wood 
beside it and quickly built a fire. The 
crackling flames were cheerful to the 
three hal f frozen men, almost at once 
dissi pating the cabin's chill. 

Meanwhile the M a s  k e d R i d e r 
swiftly undressed Carew and rubbed 
his frozen arms, legs and face with 
snow, then wrapped him in blankets 
from his bunk. He noted, as he ad
ministered to the all but hel pless trap
per, that the old fellow's cabin was 
well equipped for a long hard winter. 
There was plenty of canned food on 
the shelves and a big five gallon stone 
j ug of water stood in one corner. 

"He'll  be all right," the Masked 
Rider said as he placed old Carew on 
his bunk. "Not as bad as I thought
jest a little frost-bit, that's all." 

"Better now." The trapper looked 
up at the man in black. "Who are yuh, 
anyhow ? Why are yuh wearin' that 
mask ? "  

"There's a reason for that," an
swered the outlaw, the faint trace of 
a smile showing beneath the mask. 
"Folks call me the Masked Rider." 

"Masked Rider, eh !" said Carew, as· 
tonishment in his eyes. "Heard of 
yuh. Yeah, I shore have. What yuh 
doin' in the Big Hills Country ?" 

"What brought me first," the 
Masked Rider said frankly, "don't 
amount to so much now. Jest passin' 
through, say, but that can wait. What 
I 'm doin' right now that I am here if> 
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tryin' to find out who's back o f  all 
the trouble around here. What I'd 
like to know is why the Government 
gave orders for all of the ranchers to 
move out ; sheepmen and cowmen 
alike, I 've been hearin'." 

"Government my foot," said Carew, 
with a scornful sniff. "You been able 
to take a good look at them notices 
that Sheriff Alton handed out to all 
the sheepherc:Iers and cattlemen ?" 

"No, I haven't," the masked man 
said. "What's wrong with 'em ?" 

"Hump ! A right plenty, I'd say. In 
the first place they are writ in pen and 
ink. Government has printin' presses 
and them fancy new-fangled typewrit
ers for things l ike that, ain't they ?" 

"Yeah. So I always thought." The 
Masked Rider nodded. 

"Me, too !" 'Said Carew, with a firm 
accent of his nodding gray beard. "In 
the second place they ain't signed by 
no official-j est says by order of the 
United States Government. If you 
was to ask me I'd say there was some
thin' mighty wrong about the notices." 

"Yuh seem to know a heap about 
what's goin' on around here for a trap
per that lives back in the mountains," 
the outlaw remarked thoughtfully. 

"Uh-huh !" Old Carew n o d d e d  
again. "Mebbe I'm a trapper but I 
ain't no hermit. I hear and see what's 
goin' on." 

The Masked Rider surveyed the old 
man speculatively. 

"How'd yuh get down in that gulch 
where we found yuh ?" he asked. 

"Was walking along through the 
storm when three riders come along 
and started to ride me down," the 
bearded man told him, indignantly. 
"I leaped back to get out of the way 
and fell into the gulch. Musta hit on 
my head when I landed- 'cause I 
di dn't know no more about it till I 
found you and that I ndian was drag
gin' me outa there." 

"Yuh recognize the hombres that 
rode yuh down ?" 

- "Nope-didn't have time." Carew 
frowned. "They come at me too fast." 

"Any reason for 'em wantin' to get 

rid of you around here ?" demanded 
the probing outlaw. 

"Ain't sayin'," the trapper said 
promptly. "Done talked too much 
already. All the same I'm grateful for 
yuh pullin' me out of that ravine and 
yuh're shore welcome to stay here 
long as yuh like." 

"Thanks. Reckon we will stay till 
the storm l ets up a little." The black
clad man removed his cloak and sheep
skin coat, but did not take off the 
mask. "Trappin' been good, Carew?" 

"Nothin' to speak o f," said the gray
beard. "Ain't got no pelts lately." 

"So I see." 

TH E  outlaw glanced around the 
cabin as he dropped on the crude 

bench that served as a chair. Blue 
Hawk was squatted on his heels close 
to the fire. The place looked pecu
liarly bare for a trapper's cabin, with 
no signs of skins whatever drying on 
the walls. 

"Don't reckon yuh'll get many till 
the weather is better. This snow 
musta shore buried yore traps." 

"The Masked Rider," muttered Ca
rew as though thinking aloud. "I've 
heard a plumb plenty about you. 
Strange kind of outlaw, huh ? A 
wanted man and yet yuh spend all yore 
time helpin' them that need yuh bad. 
Kinda picked yuh a j ob in life, didn't 
yuh ?" 

The tall, dark-haired man in the 
mask glanced at a battered book lying 
on the table. Shakespeare. "As You 
Like It." 

" 'All the world's a stage,' " he 
quoted, repeating the familiar l ine i n  
the play. " 'And all the men and wom
en merely players.' " 

"They have their exits and their en
trances,' " Carew took it up casually. 
" 'And one man in his titne plays many 
parts.' " 

The tall outlaw's eyes narrowed as 
he gazed at the bearded man on the 
bunk. A rough trapper who quoted 
Shakespeare so easily was decidedly 
unusual. 

"All right, Carew," he said snappily. 
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"Don't ki'\OW jest who and what yuh 
are, but yuh're no more df a trapper 
than I am. What's the idea?" 

"Kinda like you, hombre," said the 
man on the bunk. "And jest might be 
that you are right." He frowned. 
"But I ain't trusting yuh entirely yet. 
Yuh'll have to wait awhile before I 
tell yuh why I'm here." 

"Let it go at that. It's yore busi
ness, I reckon." The outlaw grinned 
and shrugged as he turned to the fire. 
"Figger yuh'll tell me when it comes 
time." He glanced at the Yaqui. 
"How about stirrin' us up a little 
grub?" 

CHAPTER VI 

Attack at the Ranch 

T was late afternoon be
fore the storm was finally 
over. For three hours the 
Masked Rider and Blue 
Hawk had remained in el

derly, bearded Jim Ca
rew's cabin with him. 
They had eaten a meal 

prepared by the Yaqui and talked cas
ually. 

The masked man had made no fur
ther attempt to find out just why Ca
rew was living in the cabin and pre
tending to be a trapper. He felt that 
when the other man wanted to talk he 
would do so. It would do no good 
to urge the old feUow. 

Carew's statement that there was 
something wrong with the orders, or 
rather with the supposed Government 
notices given to the ranchers, had 
given the wandering outlaw food for 
thought. If someone was handing out 
fake Government notices in order to 
drive all of the ranchers out of this 
part of the country, then the Masked 
Rider wanted to know why. 

Finally he and the Yaqui left, after 
assuring themselves that Jim Carew 
was quite comfortable. They rode back 
into the mountains to the cave where 
they had left their other two horses. 

"So now I'll head for the nearest 

ranch as Wayne Morgan," announced 
the outlaw. "Just like we decided on 
the way here. You scout around across 
the river and see what yuh can learn 
over in the sheep country, Hawk. Find 
Sam White's sheep ranch-yuh know, 
him and his old wife that we first run 
into and sent back. Make shore them 
two old people are all right. I'm right 
interested in 'em, Hawk." 

"Si, Senor," Blue Hawk promised. 
The Masked Rider swiftly changed 

his saddle and bridle from the big 
black stallion to a rangy-looking ham
herheaded roan. Then he removed his 
cloak, sombrero and black sheepskin 
coat. From one of the two packs that 
had been carried on the back of the 
extra horses he drew out a brown 
sheepskin coat and a gray Stetson and 
put them on. 

Then the mask came of£ to reveal a 
face strong and ruggedly handsome. 
The Robin Hood outlaw had disap
peared. The man who had emerged 
in his place was a typical wandering 
waddy, though far froni the type of 
man who might ever be considered a 
range tramp. 

The metamorphosed man placed the 
black mask in his pocket. But the rest 
of the trappings of the Masked Rfder 
were carefully wrapped in the saddle
ron that was fastened to the cantle of 
the saddle on the roan. And in more 
than one sense had the Masked Rider 
disappeared. So accustomed had the 
outlaw who bore both names be.come 
to the interchange of character in his 
dual role that no sooner was the black 
mask off his face than to all intents 
and purposes the Masked Rider was a 
myth ; not real. Only the man who 
stood in the Masked Rider's boots was 
real-the wandering cowboy who 
called himself Wayne Morgan. 

Moreover, he thought of himself as 
Wayne Morgan as soon as he assumed 
the part. But though he was consistent
ly two separate identities as Wayne 
Morgan and the Masked Rider, never 
did the outlaw who rode the Western 
trails, gaining for himself a name in 
that Robin Hood tradition, even him· 
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self think of his other name-the name 
to which be had been born. That name 
had been forgotten, abandoned some
where in his dim and deeply buried 
past. 

. , 

TH E  Yaqui, too, had been busy, 
transferring h is kak and bridle 

from the gray horse to a wicked-eyed 
pinto. He, however, made no attempt 
to disguise himself in any way. There 
was little chance of his being recog
nized as the man who had been riding 
with the Masked Rider when they had 
battled the attackers at the river bank. 
At a casual glance Indians looked very 
much alike, and there were- plenty of 
them in this vicinity. 

"Figger on meetin' yuh at Carew's 
cabin sometime tonight,'� said Morgan 
-as the M asked Rider now thought of 
himself-as they mounted and rode 
out of the cave. 

Behind them they left Midnight and 
the Indian's .gray horse, blanket-cov
ered and well supplied with feed and 
water. For there was a l ittle under
ground stream in the cave, and they 
had brought feed with them in one of 
the packs. Both horses were hobbled 
so they could not get away. 

"But if I don't make it until late, 
or even tomorrow," the tall, dark 
"waddie" went on, "don't worry, 
Hawk. No tellin' what rn mebbe run 
across at some of these spreads around 
here." 

"I will not worry," the Yaqui said 
placidly. "Blue Hawk knows that the 
Senor can take care q£ himself." 

They parted as they reached the 
foothills, havin g  decided it might be 
wise if they were not seen together. 
The man who now was Wayne M or
gan, wandering cowboy, rode slowly 
through the deep snow, heading 
southwest. From j:he ridge trail he 
and Blue Hawk earlier had seen the 
buildings of a ranch far in the dis
tance in that direction. 

An hour of steady riding finally 
brought him to a stretch of flat coun
try. Ahead were the buildings he had 
seen, looming far larger now and more 

impressive-looking. The ranchhouse 
was a big, rambling structure built on 
a knoll, and below the hill on either 
side of it were smaller buildings, one 
obviously a barn, another the bunk
house, and a third a harness shed . 

Haystacks were scattered all about, 
one close to the ranchhouse. Obvi
ously a hard winter was expected. 

"Right considerable spread," mut
tered M organ as he drew near. 
"Reckon the jasper that owns this out
fit must be the king pin around this 
part of the country." 

He had nearly reached the front of 
the ranchhouse when a small, wiry 
man appeared on foot. The fellow 
halted and stood waiting as he saw 
the rider on the roan approaching. 
Plainly, too, his attitude was hostile, 
for he held his hand near the gun on 
his right hip. 

"Lookin' for somebody?" he asked 
sharply as M organ halted. 

"Reckon so," Wayne Morgan nod
ded carelessly. " Boss around?" 

"Gage Brackton ? Might be. But he 
ain't hirin' no extra hands in winter." 

"Mebbe yuh better let me talk to 
Brackton hisself," said M organ. "I 
ain't lookin' for a j ob." 

"Norton ! "  roared a heavy voice as a 
s h o r t ,  s t o c k y ,  m i d d l e - a g e d  m a n  
stepped out onto the ranchhouse 
porch. "Who's that hombre ?" 

"A in't told me, Boss," called Nor
ton. He glanced at Morgan. "That's 
Brackton." 

"Figgered so." 
The outlaw playing cowboy was rid

ing closer to the porch. He reined his 
roan and looked at the ranch owner. 
"Name's Morgan," he said. "Reckon 
yuh must be the owner of this 
spread." 

"Ask him to come inside, Gage," 
said a dark-haired, middle-aged wom
an who had appeared in the open door
way. "He must be cold riding around 
in this weather." 

"All right," B rackton said ungrac
iously. "Come inside, Morgan." And 
then to the Bar B segundo : "Take his 
hoaa down to the barn, Norton." 
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MORGAN swung out of the sad
dle. The small man grabbed 

the reil)s of the roan, glaring at the 
new arrival as he started leading the 
horse toward the barn. It was obvi
ous that Scott Norton did not relish 
the job he bad just been given. 

Climbing the steps of the porch, 
Morgan ft>llowed Brackton and the 
woman into the house. He found him
self in a large and comfortable living 
room that extended across the whole 
front of the ranchhouse. A big sheet· 
iron stove in one corner was giowing, 
and the place was nicely heated. The 
furnishings were good and little 
touches spoke of women living in this 
house. 

"I'm Gage Brackton," said the ranch 
owner. "And this is my sister, Jenny." 

The dark-haired woman bowed and 
seated herself in a chair. Morgan 
stood with his hat in his hand. 

A slender, pretty girl with light 
brown hair descended the stairs from 
the second floor of the ranchouse. She 
halted in surprise as she saw the new 
arrival. 

"This is my niece, Lucy, Mr. Mor
gan," said Jenny Brackton. "Do please 
sit down." 

"Ain't shore I like makin' all this 
fuss over a stranger," Brukton said 
with a frown. "How do we know this 
here Morgan air).'t a sw for them 
sheepmen across the r-iver ?" 

"He doesn't look like a sheepman, 
Dad," said Lucy, with a smile for her 
father, that al6o included Wayne Mor
gan. 

"Miss Lucy is right," Morgan said 
quietly. "I shore ain't a sheepman I 
Jest a wanderin' waddy that happened 
to drift into this part of the country." 

"You are always SU6pecting people, 
Gage," said Jenny Brackton. She was 
a handsome woman, and apparently 
she had her brother completely cowed 
by her tpngue which possibly could 
be caustic on occasion. "If you and 
;Breeze Crane went about it right I'm 
sure you could learn who has been 
making all the trouble around here 
lately." 

Lucy Bra£/rton 

"Ain't we been tryin' ?" demanded 
Brackton. "But men keep on gittin' 
killed without us knowin' who is doin' 
it." The stacky rancher scowled. He 
looked tired and lines of worry were 
in his face. "But we'll git 'em, yuh 
can be shore of that!" 

"If I am, it is more than you are," 
said his sister Jenny with a sniff. "You 
and Breeze Crane certainly act like 
you don't know what to do next." 

"Oh, all right, Jenny," the ranch
man said resignedly. "Have it yore 
own way." He frowned and walked 
to one of the windows. "Gettin' kinda 
close in here. Guess it won't hurt if 
we have a little air." He glanced at 
his sister as though expecting her to 
protest, but she said nothing. He drew 
up the lower sash of the window and 
the ·cold air blew into the room. 
"That's better." 

A slender sandy-haired man in win
ter range clothes appeared from some
where in the back of the house. A 
good-looking young waddy, he smiled 
at Lucy Brackton. In that flash 
Morgan saw the girl's eyes go soft as 
she glanced at the man in the door
way. 

"Any special orders for tomorro�. 
Boss ?" the. sandy-haired cowboy 
asked. 
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"Oh, hello, Chuck." B r a c k  t. o n  
turned and saw him. "No, not now. I f  
there are, I ' l l  give 'em t o  y u h  in the 
mornin' . • . .  Morgan, this is my fore
man, Chuck Russel l." The rancher 
glared at his ramrod and it seemed as 
though some sort of a signal passed 
between the two men. "Morgan is a 
stranger. Claims he's j est driftin' 
through." 

"And Gage acts like he is afraid 
M r. Morgan might steal the family 
silver," said M iss Jenny. 

"Don't reckon we need worry about 
that." 

�OUGH the foreman was young, 
I he was good judge of men. He 

advanced and took Morgan's hand m 

a firm, quick grasp. 
"Howdy, Morgan." 
"Glad to meet up with yuh, Rus

sell," Wayne Morgan greeted, and he 
meant it. 

He had nei way of knowing that 
Chuck Russell had been the leader of 
the four men who had faced the herd
en; that morning and had driven them 
back toward the river, but instinc
tively he like the young foreman of 
Brackton's spread from the moment 
he first saw him. Chuck Russell 
looked as if he had a level head on his 
shoulders. 

A man who had j ust swung out of 
the saddle was hurrying up onto the 
porch of the ranchhouse. Morgan 
caught a glimpse of him through one 
of the windows that faced in that di
rection. 

The man entered the house without 
knocking, brushing the snow from his 
clothing as he came in breezily. He 
was a big, broad-shouldered man with 
a strong, handsome face. He wore a 
black moustache and as he swept off • his Stetson, Morgan saw that his hair 
was dark and thick. 

"Breeze Crane ! "  exclaimed Brack
ton. "What's the matter ? Yuh look 
like yuh got somethin' on yore mind." 

lt was true. The owner of the Cir
cle C outfit had brought a suppressed 
atmosphere of tensenHs into the � 

when .he had entered. Both M iss 
Jenny Brackton and Lucy were watch
ing the big man anxiously, waiting for 
him to speak. Brackton and Russell 
stood gazing at him. 

"I  have got somethin' on my mind," 
Crane said. H is voice was deep and 
musical. "There's been trouble in 
Shelter Canyon !" 

"This morn in' yuh mean ?" de
manded the foreman. "Had us a lit
tle run in with some jaspers with a 
flock of sheep-but ordered 'em back 
across the river." 

"No, not that," Crane said j erkily. 
"There's been trouble at the canyon 
within the last ho1,1r ! "  

"What happened, Breeze ?" de
manded Brackton tensely. 

"Was ridin' by there with some of 
my outfit about an hour ago," an
swered Crane. "We spotted some 
hombres deliberately shootin' and 
killin' yore stock." 

"Left six men guardin' that herd," 
interrupted Chuck Russell. "Where 
was they, Cran e ? "  

"Only seen four B ar B waddies 
there." The owner of the Circle C 
shook his head. "And they was fight
in'. We drove off the hombres that 
was raisin' all the hell, but there ain't 
no tellin' when they'll be comin' back 
again." He scowled and rubbed his 
closely shaven chin with a right hand 
that bore an old knife scar across the 
back. "It's them damn sbeepmen 
again, stirrin' up more trouble." 

"We better get out to the canyon, 
pronto," rasped Brackton. He looked 
about him excitedly. "Can't never 
find anything in this house. VJ'here's 
my coat and hat !"  

"Here they are, Dad." Lucy had 
picked up a battered Stetson and a 
fleece-lined coat. She held the coat 
while her father slipped into it. "Be 
careful !"  

"Always exc itement around this 
place," murmured Miss J enny. "Some
times I wish I was still back East 
teaching school." 

"I wish so, too," Brackton said un
der his breath, but only Wayne �or-
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gan heard him. 
"Who's this man ?" asked Crane, 

jerking his head at the tall stranger. 
"Name's Morgan," said the unsus

pected outlaw promptly. "Stranger 
in this part of the country." 

"Oh !" 

FOR a moment the gaze of the two 
men met and held, blue eyes peer

ing into gray, but neither learned any
thing save t h a t their wills were 
strong. The ranch owner turned away 
with a shrug of his shoulders as 
though dismissing Morgan as an un
known quantity for the time being. 

Morgan started to go with them as 
Brackton, Russell and Crane went to
ward the door. The owner of the Bar 
B glanced back over his shoulder and 
frowned as he saw the tall Morgan 
following. 

"Don't believe we'll need yore help, 
Morgan," he said shortly. "You stay 
here till we get back. Want to talk 
to yuh." 

Morgan nodded. He had not ex
pected them to be anxious to have him 
with them. He was willing enough to 
W1\it here at the ranch until they re
turned. 

Brackton flung open the front door, 
with his foreman olose behind him. 
Crane of the Circle C followed the 
other two men. The cold air blew 
across the porch as they stepped out
side. And abruptly there came the 
c:lattering of guns ! 

With an oath Brackton leaped back 

through the door, crashing against 
Russell and Crane, nearly knocking 
them oft' their feet. · Bullets thudded 
into the door as the owner of the Bar 
B hastily slammed it shut. 

"Drygulchers !" snapped Crane, his 
voice low and tense. "They hit yuh, 
Gage ?" 

"No, come close though !" 
Neither Lucy nor Miss Jenny had 

screamed, but the faces of the woman 
and the girl were white and anxious. 
They knew what a close call that had 
been. 

Morgan, standing near the open 
window, went into swift action. A 
sudden leap took him over the sill and 
out onto the snow-covered ground at 
the side of the house. His guns were 
in his hands as he edged along the side 
wall toward the front of the place. 

As he peered around the corner of 
the house he caught a glimpse of two 
men lurking behind a haystack not far 
from the front of the ranchhouse. In
stantly, Morgan's heavy guns roared. 
One dt the men went down as a bullet 
caught him. The other drygulcher 
fired back, the bullet plucking at the 
top of Wayne Morgan's right shoul
der as it sped by. 

He aimed carefully and fired for the 
third time. And the second man 
dropped, burrowing face downward in 
the snow as he died. 

Brack�on, Crane and Russell had 
flung open the front door of the ranch
house. They stepped out onto the 
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porch with their guns in their hands. 
"Nice work, Morgan !" called Brack· 

ton. "Looks like yuh got both them 
sidewinders ! "  

"They musta followed m e  here ! "  
Crane cried. "Figgered I'd warn yuh 
there was trouble at the canyon, and 
they aimed to down . us all 'fore we 
could get there ! "  The owner of the 
Circle C ran toward the fallen men. 
"Get yore bosses ! "  he called back over 
his shoulder. "I'll stop and see if we 
know these hombres. H urry up !" 

"Right !" shouted Brackton. " Come 
on, Morgan, yuh've proved yore right · 
to ride with us." 

Quickly they reached the barn and 
as swiftly Brackton and Russell had 
a pair of fast horses saddled. Morgan 
backed his roan out of a stall where 
Norton had placed it, still wearing 
saddle and bridle. 

TH E  short, wiry Norton himself 
appeared from the bunkhouse as 

they finished saddling. 
"Trouble at Shelter Canyon-; Nor

ton," Brackton snapped to his se
gundo. "You stay here and see that 
the women folks are all right." 

"Why don't yuh let Russell do 
that ?" Norton glared at the foreman. 
"That's the kind of•a j ob he'd l ike. 
Specially with M iss Lucy around." 

"Shut up, Norton !" snapped Chuck 
Russell. "Yuh heard the boss' orders. 
That goes ! You may be segundo 
around here, but I'm ramroddin' this 
spread !" 

"Shore," growled Norto.n, with a 
vicious look at the bigger man. "And 
yuh ain't lett in' nobody forget it !" 

"That'll be enough of this ! "  roared 
Brackton. "I'm tired of you two quar
relin' all of the time. If it don't stop 
I 'll fire both of yuh !" 

Norton lapsed into sullen silence and 
Chuck Russell said nothing further. 
The segundo opened the big doors of 
the ba:rn and the three men led their 
horses out into the snow. Behind them 
Norton swung the doors shut. 

Bre eze Crane came riding up, 
mounted on a big bay horse. The four 

men headed their mounts northward 
toward the mountains. 

"Jest like I thought," Crane said, as 
they rode along. "Them two jaspers 
Morgan killed was sheepmen. I've 
seen 'em workin' for John Murdock." 

"Who's John Murdock ?" asked Mor
gan. 

"The man that's stirrin' up all the 
trouble around here !" growled Crane 
angrily. 

"But we can't prove it," Brackton 
added bitterly. 

"Can't even figger what he hopes to 
gain by it," remarked Chuck Russell. 

""It's a heap better sheep country across 
the river than it is here in the Big Hills 
Valley." 

"Then why are the sheepmen tryin' 
to sneak their flocks across the ice to 
this side every chance they get ?" de
manded Breeze Crane. "Who's been 
drygulchin' us and our men ? Who 
would gain anything by that but Mur
dock and the rest of them sheep men ? 
I tell yuh they're back of the whole 
thing !" 

CHAPTER VII 

Death in the Canyon 

UR men rode steadily 
northward t o w a r d the 
mountains. They made no 
attempt to force their 
mounts to a brisk pace, for 
the deep snow made the 
going difficult for the 
horses. While it had 

stopped snowing it was still freezingly 
cold. 

For a time there was no sound save 
the creaking of saddle leather and the 
crunching of the horses' hoofs as they 
broke through the white crusts. 

Wayne Morgan rode silently beside 
Gage Brackton, a tall, broad-shouldered 
figure on his roan. Morgan's face was 
expressionless, and his keen blue eyes 
constantly searched the country about 
him. His eternal vigilance was a mat
ter of habit, the life that he led both in 
his character of wandering waddy and 
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as the Masked Rider had taught him to 
be ever wary. 

He knew that while these three men 
permitted him to ride with them be
cause he had brought his. guns into play 
in their defense that still they did not 
entirely trust him. After all he was a 
stranger, and it had been made clear 
that men who were not known, and 
even some who were, met with a cer
tain amo\Ult of suspicion in the Big 
Hills Valley. 

Occasionally he glanced at Brackton. 
He like'd the owner of the Bar B outfit. 
While he was quick-tempered and dis
trustful, Gag� Brackton was quite a 
man in the estimation of the Masked 
Rider. 

That Brackton permitted himself to 
be dominated by his sister in minor 
things meant little in Morgan's opin
ion. He was sure that the ranch owner 
would have his own way when it came 
to vital decisions. 

"Guess I sized yuh up wrong, Mor
gan," Brackton said finally. "But with 
what's been happenin' around here, I 
figgered it wasn't overly safe to put too 
much faith in strangers." And he added 
frankly : "Haven't made up my mind 
jest how far I'm trustin' yuh even yet." 

"Ain't blamin' yuh none, Brackton," 
Morgan said quietly. "Always did ad
mire a man that comes right out and 
speaks his mind." 

"I usually do that." Brackton 
smiled. "Te tell the truth it ain't usual 
for a waddy to come driftin' up this 
way in winter. Most of 'em heads 
south where it's more likely to be 
warm." 

"That's true," said Morgan. "But 
me, I'm different." 

"Uh-huh." The ranch owner nodded. 
"Kinda suspected that by the way yuh 
downed them two hombres at the 
ranoh." 

Crane and Chuck Russell were rid
ing ahead of the other two men, and 
the Bar B foreman and the owner of 
Circle C were talking earnestly. Mor
gan gazed at them thoughtfully, re
membering the blazing guns of the two 
men that he had killed at the ranch-

Scott Norton 

house. His mind was filled with ideas 
that had not as yet crystallized clearly, 
but still seemed vital. 

"Those two drygulchers at the ranch 
were pretty good shots for sheepmen,'' 
he remarked to Gage Brackton. "Nev
er did run across many of 'em that was 
worth shucks with a gun." 

Brackton glanced at him, and it was 
obvious from the expression on the 
face of the owner of the :Bar B that 
what the tall, dark-haired s't:ranget" had 
just said had made him think. 

"That's true," Brackton acknowl
edged. "They come mighty close to 
gittin' us when we first stepped aut 
through the front door." He frowned. 
"Yuh're right, Morgan--damn good 
shootin' for sheepmen." 

"Seein' as I'm kinda in on tliis trouble 
around here," Morgan said1. half apQ).o
getically, "mebbe it would help me to 
get a clear picture of what's goirt' on, 
if yuh was to tell me more ab()lit it.'' 

"That's fair enough," said Braekton. 
"I will.'' 

IN terse words he quickly outlined 
the general situation in the Big 

Hlns Valley. He .mentioned the Gov
ernment notices and stressed tlle �act 
that the cattlemen had resented the or-
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der and had grimly refused to leave 
their ranches. He told of the men who 
had been shot and killed from ambush. 
Waddies from both Crane's outfit and 
his own. He also stressed the way cat
tlemen had been forced to be con
stantly on the alert for trouble during 
the past two months. How they all 
rode with their guns ready, but that 
even too some of them had died from the 
bullets of the hidden killers. 

"It's got so a man's life ain't safe 
nowhere in the whole valley," Brack
ton said gloomily. "And it's got worse 
since the river has been frozen solid." 

"Meanin' yuh figure this John Mur
dock and the rest of the sheep ranchers 
must be back of all the trouble ?" asked 
Morgan. 

"I don't know," Brackton frankly ad
mitted. "But it shore looks like it. I 
do know that sheep have been driftin' 
over into the valley." He scowled. 
"And all of my men have orders to 
drive them and their herders right back 
again. They're wantin' this land for 
�azin' their flocks-but they ain't goin' 
to get it !" 

"And, so yuh've give orders to kill 
'em if they don't go ?" 

As he voiced the question M organ 
was remembering the massacre that he 
and Blue Hawk had seen that morning. 
A vision of the bullet-riddled sheep 
herders, the dead sheep and dogs lying 
in the blood stained snow swam before 
his eyes. 

"No !" snapped Brackton, in sudden 
impatience. "My waddies ain't killers. 
They've got their orders not to start 
anything with the sheepmen less they 
are plumb forced into it." 

The four riders had reached the 
mountains and were riding through the 
pass that was the entrance to Shelter 
Canyon. Towering walls loomed on 
either side of them-and the under
cover M asked Rider suddenly noticed 
that it was ominously still. 

There was no sound of cattle mov
ing about in the snow and it waa to 
this box-canyon that he had seen the 
cowboys driving the herd but a few 
hours ago. 

As Crane and the Bar B foreman 
rode on into the canyon the owner of 
the Circle C suddenly held up his right 
arm in a signal to halt. Morgan and 
Brackton urged their mounts closer
and quickly drew rein. 

"Good Gawd !" muttered Breeze 
Crane. " Look !" 

Dead steers and horses were 
sprawled out in the snow. But that 
was not all. Here and there was a hu
man figure lying motionless, gun still 
clutched in his hand. Morgan counted 
four dead men. 

"My men and my stock," Bra.ckton 
said bitterly. "All dead !" He cursed 
under his breath, a steady stream of 
profanity but one that did not relieve 
his feelings in the slightest degree. 
"This is shore hell !" 

Chuck Russell was pale as death, 
himself. The dead men had been his 
close friends, he had lived in the bunk
house with them, had given them their 
orders and been with them during most 
Qf their waking hours. They were part 
of his outfit. 

"I'll get the murderin' sons that done 
this !"  the foreman muttered savagely. 
"I'll down everyone of 'em myownself ! 
I-I-" H is voice rose in sudden hys
teria. 

"Chuck !" Brackton spoke sharply. 
"Ain't no use for yuh to get so worked 
up. I feel as bad about this as you do
and we'll get the sidewinders ! But we 
better see jest what happened." 

WAYNE MORGAN had quietly 
ridden on into the canyon and 

the other three men followed. It did 
not take them long to learn that all of 
the men who had been with the herd 
were dead. 

"There was six men workin' this herd 
this mornin'," groaned Russell. 

"That's what yuh told us," said 
Breeze Crane. "But remember only 
four of 'em was here when I passed by 

. with some of my outfit and found the 
herd waa bein' raided. Jest like I told 
yuh." 

"That's right," said Brackton. "But 
what become of them other two men ?" 
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"Claimed they wasn't hurt bad," an
swered Crane. "They rode with my 
outfit when the Circle C fellers went 
chasin' after the drygulchers." 

"How many steers yuh figger was in 
this herd, Chuck ?" asked the Bar B 
owner, glancing at his young foreman. 

''About a hundred and fifty head," 
said Russell. "At least that was the 
tally when the boys started drivin' the 
herd toward the canyon." 

"Then there's even more to this than 
we thought at first," Brackton said, his 
lips grim. "Ain't more than fifty dead 
cattle around here. The rest of the herd 
is missin' !" 

"Rustlers !" exclaimed Breeze Crane. 
"That's a new angle, Gage-and it 
might explain a lot that's been goin' 
on !"  

"Sounds so," said Morgan. He had 
been listening intently to all that the 
three men said. " But why would the 
sheepmen want to steal yore stock, 
Brackton ? Ain't everybody had enough 
trouble over them Government orders 
without that sort of thing ?" 

"That's somethin' I can't answer," 
Brackton said, grimly serious. "Unless 
they figgered on gettin' revenge for 
their sheep bein' killed. All the 
same-" 

He broke off abruptly as there came 
the crack of a rifle and a bullet whis
tled by his cheek. 

"Hit for cover !" yelled Wayne Mor
gan. 

His hands streaked for his guns as 
he shouted. He had wheeled his roan 
and was riding swiftly through the 
snow. It was not deep within the shel
tered canyon. He headed toward the 
entrance of the big ravine, for it was 
there that he had caught a glimpse of a 
masked man with a rifle, hiding behind 
a big boulder. 

Again the rifle roared, but the man 
with the Winchester was shooting 
wildly. Realizing that he had been lo
cated, he was frightened. Crane, Brack
ton and Russell had followed Morgan's 
lead and were riding as swiftly as pos
sible toward the rocks that sheltered 
the drygulcher. 

"Get him !" shouted Brackton. 
The drygulcher leaped to his feet in 

sudden panic and started to run, zig
zagging in and out among the boulders. 
That was the worst move that he could 
have made. Entrenched behind the big 
rock he would have been able to drive 
off the four mounted men, at l�ast for 
a time, but now he was out in the open. 

He realized his mistake when it was 
too late, for he halted abruptly and 
swung around. Brackton fired as the 
man in the mask raised his rifle, and 
sent a shot whizzing by the fellow's 
head. But the owner of the Bar B 
missed as his horse slipped in the snow. 
Breeze Crane abruptly spurred his 
horse ahead. His gun roared and the 
masked man fired again. But it was his 
last shot. The drygulcher dropped with 
a bullet in his heart. · 

"Good shot, Breeze !" shouted Brack 
ton. "Yuh downed him, all right !" 

TH ERE was little snow back among 
the boulders and the hoofs of the 

horses clattered on the hard ground as 
the four men rode closer to their fallen 
foe. They reined their mounts as they 
reached the dead man. The drygulcher 
had fallen face downward. It was Mor
gan who slid out of his saddle and 
turned the dead man over. He removed 
the mask from the face of the corpse. 

"Good Gawd !" exclaimed Crane. 
"It's Sheriff Alton !" 

"And he was tryin' to drygulch us !"  
muttered Brackton. "Always did think 
that lawman was crooked. Most of us 
around here has been wishin' his dep
uty, Tom Wells, had the job. There's 
an honest man !" 

"That's right !" said Crane. "Never 
did think much of that lawman, Alton. 
Haven't liked the way he's been hand
ing out them Government notices and 
orderin' us all to get out of this part of 
the country. He was right mean about 
it. Told him so the last time I seen him 
in town." 

"'I;here a town around here ?" a& ked 
Morgan, who had been listenin1 with 
interest. 

"Shore," said Breeze Crane. "Two 
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•f "em. One way over at the western 
end of the v,alky. That's Gunshot, 
wliere we g.et all of our supplies. Then 
there"s a town called Eagle Nest across 
t&e river back in the sheep country. 
Don't none of us go there !" 

"Wonder why Alton was trying to 
dry gulch us?" mused the owner of the 
Bar B. "Never did trust him any, but 
it seems like kind of a fool trick for a 
lawman to try." 

"Might leam something if we 
seasched him,." Morgan said casually, 
as 'he stqod in the snow beside the dead 
man. 

"All right," said Brackton. "Go 
ahead." 

Morgan swiftly went through the 
dead man's pockets. From the inside 
of the sheriff's coat the outlaw drew out 
a torn half of a legal-looking letter. He 
unfolded it and read all of it that re
mained. 

"Look at this," he said, handing the 
torn half of the letter to Brackton as 
the owner of the Bar B sat in the saddle 
watching. 

"Why, llhis is from the General Land 
Office of the United States," yelped 
Br.ack1i0n. "It is addressed to Alton, 
and listen to this : 'You are ordered to 
in�estigate the countedeit'-and then 
the s,eSt of it has been torn off." He 
looked at Morgan. "Did yuh look good 
for th.e rest of this ?" 

Morgan nodded. "Yeah. That's all 
there was of it on him." 

"Counterfeit, huh ?" Chuck Russell 
said, and demanded : "Counterfeit 
what ? Ain't heard of no counterfeit 
money rO\I.Ild these parts. Don't see too 
much of it anyhow." He · shook his 
head. 

"Don't know," said Brackton. "But 
I've got a good idea myself that the rest 
of the letter might tell a heap about 
what made Alton try to drygulch us." 

"Yuh're right, Gage !" exclaimed 
Breeze Crane. "Alton was tryin' to kill 
us before we found out somethin' or 
other about him that would finish him. 
Anyway, it was a fool play on his part." 

"There won't be no trouble about you 
downln' the sheriff, Breeze," said 

Brackton. "He tried to kill aU of us and 
it was self-defense on our part." He 
thrust the torn half of the letter into his 
pocket. "I'll jest -keep this and turn it 
over to Tom Wells-seein' as how he's 
sheriff now and will want to investigate 
Alton's death." He glanced at his fore
man. "We'll be headin' back to the 
ranch, Chuck. Got to send some of the 
outfit out here to bring in our men and 
the sheriff. Got to figger on buryin' 
'em." 

"No," Chuck Russell said soberly. 
"Can't leave 'em here. Reckon the 
other men are all back at the bunk
house now. I've had 'em workin' with 
the cattle, making shore they was 
sheltered as much as possible ever 
since it started snowin' this mornin'." 

"I better be gettin' back to my 
spread," said Crane. "Want to be 
shore my own stock is safe." 

Morgan swung into saddle. The 
sky was still overcast and it had be
gun to snow again. The white flakes 
fell slowly, but it looked as if there 
would be more bad weather. 

"Mebbe I better ride to yore spread 
with yuh, Crane," Morgan offered. 
"What with all the drygulchin' that's 
been goin' on it don't seem safe for a 
man to be ridin' alone." 

''That's right, Breeze," Brackton 
quickly agreed. "Might be a good idea 
to have Morgan trail along with yuh." 

So the four men rode out through 
the pass and separated. Brackton and 
Russell headed back toward the Bar B . 
ranchhouse and Morgan and Crane 
rode toward the big man's spread. 

CHAPTER VIII 

John Murdock r-®. URIOSITY had prompted ' \ the Masked Rider to sug-' gest he ride home with lj� Crane. He did not doubt 
: � that the ranch owner was 
I . � , quite capable of protect-
"' . _ ing himself against am-
. a bushers without aid, but 

Morgan was anxious to learn just what 
Crane's outfit was like. 
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"The Bar B and yore outfit the only 
big ones in the valley ? "  he asked as he 
rode through the snow beside Crane. 

"Jest about." The owner of Circle 
C nodded. "There are some other 
spreads, but me and Brackton has the 
only big ranches right in the valley." 

"Reckon yuh must keep quite a lot 
of · hands busy," Morgan remarked 
casually. "Looks like the valley is a 
right big place." 

"Nearly fifty miles of it," said 
Crane. "I've got forty men workin' 

Crane. There was a sullen expression 
on the heavy face of the sheepmen's 
acknowledged l eader. His hair be
neath his hat was thick and shaggy, 
and he was a grimy-looking individ
ual. 

Morgan disliked him at first sight. 
There was a dangeroui glitter in the 
fellow's eyes that were set too closely 
together, and his lips were curled in 
a half snarl that revealed yellow, to
bacco-stained teeth. 

"Mebbe I'm over on this side lookin' 
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for m e  and Gage has about fifty i n  his 
outfit." 

A rider had suddenly rounded a 
turn in the snow-covered trail they 
were following and was coming to
ward them. A broad-shouldered man 
in a black- and red-checked mackinaw 
and a dark Stetson. 

"John Murdock !" snapped Crane as 
the rider drew nearer. "Yuh got yore 
nerve, Murdoc k ! "  he shouted. "What · 
yuh doin' on our side of the river ?" 

Murdock reineq his horse close to 

for the dirty skunks that killed six
teen of my herders and a flock of sheep 
this mornin'," he growled in a hoarse 
voice. "Yuh ain't tellin' me where to 
go, Crane." 

"Yuh dirty skunk ! "  shouted Crane, 
glaring at the sheepman. "Don't get 
hard with me or I'll shore give yuh 
somethin' to think about !" 

The horses of the two men were 
close together. Wayne Morgan was 
on Crane's left while the ranch owner 
bad the leader of the iheepmon on his 
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right, facing him. Abruptly Murdock 
lashed out with a gloved right fist and 
caught the Circle C owner squarely on 
the chin. 

There was power and force behind 
the sheepman's blow. Crane reeled 
back and, knocked unconscious, slid 
out of the saddle to sprawl motionless 
in the snow beside his horse. 

Morgan edged his roan around. And 
there was a gun in the right hand of 
the tall outlaw as he mov�d his mount 
closer to the shaggy-haired sheepman. 

"Gunman, eh I" There was con
tempt in Murdock's hoarse voice. His 
lips twisted in a sneer as he gaz-ed at 
the heavy Colt. "Mighta known �my 
hombre ridin' with Breeze Crane 
wasn't man enough to fight with his 
fists !" 

A swift flash of rage swept over 
Wayne �organ at the scorn in the 
sheepman's tone. He thrust his gun 
back into the holster, his blue eyes 
hard and cold as the weather. 

"Get Ci>ff yore boss !" he commanded 
angrily. "I can handle yuh with my 
bare hands !" 

"Now yuh're talkin' !" 
Murdock slid out of the saddle, 

ground-hitching his horse, also jerk
ing the bridle of Crane's horse to 
ground-hitch it, too. Morgan did like
wise with his roan. 

"Didn't think yuh was man enough 
to takf me up on it !" Murdock 
growled. 

SWIFTLY they moved away from 
where the horses stood with 

Breeze Crane sprawled out in the 
snow beside them, unconscious from 
Murdock's blow. Apparently the 
owner of the Circle C was not as husky 
as he looked, could not take much pun
ishment. 

With the snowflakes falling all 
about them the two men faced each 
other. They were both big, though 
Murdock appeared a bit heavier than 
the Masked Rider. 

"All right !" growled the sheepman. 
"Let's start !" 

Abruptly he lunged forward. His 

�loved fist thumped against Wayne 
Morgan's chest. Morgan's ah�pskin 
coat prote.cted him, though, and he had 
rolled his body to avoid the full force 
of the blow. 

His gauntlet-covered hands lashed 
out. A fist landed in Murdock's face 
and a second directly over his heart. 
But the heavy mackinaw protecting 
the sheepman prevented that body 
blow from doing much damage. 

Murdock suddenly leaped up into 
the air and tried to come down on 
MorgatJ.'s toes with both his heavy 
boots. The outlaw jumped nimbly to 
one side. His right landed in Mur
dock's face with such force that it 
caught the sheepman off balance and 
knocked him flat into the snow. 

But he was on his feet in an instant, 
rushing at Margan with both arms 
lashing out wildly. Wayne Morgan 
tried to duck, but his feet slipped 
in the snow and Murdock caught him. 
The sheepman reached out and 
gr�bed him by the throat. Snarling 
viciously, he brought up his right knee 
and caught Morgan in the stomach, 
just below the belt. 

Morgan's right arm cam� down 
across the wrists of the hands clutch
ing his throat, hit them like the de
scending blade of a guillotine. The 
force of the blow brdke the slaeep
man's grip. 

"Dirty fighter, eh ?" Morgan gritted. 
"Anything goes !" 

Murdock merely grunted as he tried 
to close in again. A right and a left 
from Morgan that got him full in the 
face forced him pack-but the shaggy
haired man was game. His hat flew 
from his head to settle in the snow as 
he came on. 

The moment Morgan was closer to 
him, Murdock again tried to kick. 
That was his mistake. For Morgan 
reached out. swiftly and gra�bed Mur
dock's foot just as it was being raised 
to fling out. The outlaw gave a sud
den pull that threw Murdock off bal
ance. And for a second time the leader 
of the sheepmen went tumbling into 
the snow. 
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Glancing to his right the Masked 
Rider saw that Breeze Crane was sit
ting up wat ching the fight. But 
Wayne Morgan's real attention was on 
his antagonist. 

Murdock got lumberingly to his 
feet. Again he lunged. But the sheep
man found that the air was suddenly 
filled with gloved fists. They pounded 
his face, thudded against his chin. 
And then he was falling-for the third 
and last time-and everything went 
black. 

"Yuh knocked him out !" said Crane, 
a vast surprise in his voice. "The way 
he hit me I figgered he would give yuh 
a heap more trouble than that." He 
got to his feet, brushing off the snow. 

"We leave him here ?" Morgan asked 
calmly, as he walked over to his raan, 
pi cked up the reins and swung into 
saddle. "Reckon he'll come out of it 
in a few minutes." 

"Shore," Crane said, as he too, 
mounted. "Looks l ike yuh learned 
him to keep on his side of the river 
after this." 

THEY rode on toward Crane's 
spread. Once Wayne Morgan 

glanced back and saw that John Mur
dock had regained consciousness. The 
sheepman was on his feet, standing 
there glaring at the two disappearing 
horsemen. 

"Figger on him back-shootin' us ?" 
asked Crane, as he also glanced over 
his shoulder. 

· 
"Don't thin.k so." Morgan shook his 

head. "But that jasper shore has some
thin' on his mind." 

"Shore." Crane laughed. "He's 
jest had a lickin' and he don't like it 
none !" 

They rounded a bend in the trail, 
blotting off their view of the man be
hind them. Ahead two riders had ap
peared and were coming toward Mor
gan and Crane. 

"Couple of my waddies," said the 
owner of Circle C. "They'll see I get 
home safe if  yuh ain't anxious to make 
the ride in this weather, Morgan." 

There was something in Crane'S 

tone that made it plain to Wayne 
Morgan that he was not wanted. That 
suited him. · He had been curious about 
Circle C spread, but that could wait 
until later. He found himself sud
denly anxious to return to the Bar B.  
There were things about the en
counter and the fist fight with the 
leader of the sheepmen that puzzled 
him-and he wanted more i nformation 
from Brackton and Chuck Russell. 

"I'll be leavin' yuh then," he said 
to Crane as he wheeled his horse. "Be 
seein' yuh." 

"Shore ! "  c a I I  e d Crane. "And 
thanks ! " 

Morgan's right hand was close to the 
gun on his hip as he rode back through 
the snow. There was the possibility 
that Murdock might be waiting back 
along the trail to drygulch him. 

M urdock was nowhere in sight, 
though, when Wayne Morgan reached 
the scene of his recent encounter with 
the big sheepman. He drew rein for 
a moment, but there was at first noth
ing to be ·seen but the marks in the 
snow that · showed recent battle, and 
hoof prints ; those of his own and 
Breeze Crane leading off in one direc
tion, those of J ohn Murdock in an
other. 

Then suddenly something caught 
his keen eye. 

Something whirling about in the 
wind and snow. A crumpled piece of 
paper it looked like. Morgan swung 
out of saddle and caught the fty
ing paper. And his eyes narrowed 
speculatively as his first glance at it 
showed it to be the missing half of the 
letter that had been found on the dead 
sheriff ,  addressed to him. Grim-lipped 
Morgan read : 

. . . Government orders to abandon their 
spreads that have been received by ranchers 
in the Bi& Hills Country. Report on thi11 at 
once. 

It was signed by a Government of
ficial. 
. · · "So that was it !"  he exclaimed, as 
he thrust the paper into his pocket 
and climbed back into saddle. "Looks 
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like Murdock was workin' with the 
crooked sheriff. Mebbe Murdock had 
the idlportapt part of that letter and 
was holding it over Alton. Could be." 
He frowned heavily. "Can't figger all 
of it out yet, though." 

Wayne Morgan's strong face wore 
a thoughtful expression as his roan 
crunched through the snow back along 
the trail. The situation in the Big 
Hills Valley puzzled him. On the 
surface it had all the appearance of a 
sheep and cattle war. The hatred of 
Brackton and Crane for John Mur
dock and the rest of the men across the 
river revealed that, but to Wayne Mor
gan, the Masked Rider, that did not 
seem quite enough. Where did Altc.m 
and the fake Government notices fit 
in? For it was plain enough now they 
had been faked. Why ?  

A NUMBER o f  other thin�s than 
that which had occurred during 

this stormy winter day &till gave Mor
gan food for thought. Breeze Crane 
had said there were only the two big 
cow outfits in the valley ; his own and 
Gage Brackton's. In that case to 
which spread had the band of horse
men belonged that had so ruthlessly 
killed the four sheepmen and their 
flock? Had they come from one of the 
smaller outfits ? Funny, though, for 
any small outfit to keep so many men 
in the winter. Unless it was done de
liberately, for a purpose. 

That was a question the Masked 
Rider could not answer as yet. When 
he and Blue Hawk had battled some 
of tho�e same riders down near ,the 
river bank Morgan had shot and killed 
two of them. Later when he and the 
Yaqui had returned to the spot in 
search of Blue Hawk's rifle the horse
men had departed, taking the bodies of 
their dead with them. Whoever they 
were; and from wherever they .had 
come, plainly enough the live men did 
not want the dead ones to · give them 
away. 

"Still would like to know who them 
jaspers was waitin' for when they hid 
.out there by the river," Morgan mut-

tered. "Know it wasn't for Hawk and 
me. No reason for them to even figger 
on us comin' that way-if they'd even 
known we were in the country at all. 
Which they didn't." 

He rounded the bend in the trail and 
discovered that there was no longer 
any trail of 1 ohn Murdock in the 
snow. It was hard to say in which 
direction the leader of the sheepmen 
had ridden now for it was still snow
ing steadily and filling in any tracks 
that Murdock's horse had left. 

The wind was at Morgan's back as 
he rode on toward the Bar B ranch. 
Snow powdered the mane and tail of 
his hammerhead roan .and both horse 
and rider were cold and uncomfort
able. 

It was late afternoon, and in two or 
three more hours it would be night. 
From the way the snow was coming 
down, the drifts would be piled high 
by then, and the going more and more 
difficult. 

"Reckon the sooner I get back to 
that trapper's cabin and meet Blue 
Hawk the better," Morgan ruminated 
thoughtfully. "All the same I'm 
headin' back to the Bar B first and 
have me a little talk with the folks on 
that spread. Want to show Brakton 
the rest of that Government letter. No 
point in the ranch owners worryin' 
about them Government orders if they 
were counterfeit." He was a little 
more thoughtful, then muttered : "Bet 
Miss 1 enny and that girl might be able 
to tell me more about what's been goin' 
on than Brackton-i£ he weren't 
around." 

CHAPTER IX 

Miss Jenny Considers 
ENT ALLY Morgan had 

marked the general direc
tion in which they had 
come when he had ridden 
along this w a y w i t h 
Breeze Crane, although 
the trail was hidden by 
the s n o w. Landmarks 

wen� still fresh in his mind. The 
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trunk of a dead tree that looked like 
some strange black creature buried in 
the snow had been on his right as he 
had passed, going the other way, and 
now Morgan kept it on his left. 

Ahead was a big boulder that stood 
besi de the trail, and beyond this what 
had been a dense thicket in other sea
sons of the year but now was merely 
dried brush and leafless trees. Off to 
his left a hog back ridge loomed 
against the sky, not far away. 

Riding on he came abreast of the big 
boulder. And it was at that moment 
that a rifle cracked from somewhere 
on the ridge. The bullet tore through 
the peak of Wayne Morgan's gray 
Stetson, and a moment later he had 
lillid out of saddle limply as though he 
had been hit, and rolled behind the big 
boulder. Snow covered him from head 
to foot but that was of no importance 
now. He edged around the right side 
of the big rock, trying to catch a 
glimpse of · the man who had fired at 
him from the ridge. 

"Not much chance of gettin' him 
from here with a six-gun," he mut
tered disgustedly as he gazed at the 
long, snow-covered hill that looked 
like the back of a giant hog rising out 
of a trough. "And I was fool enough 
to leave my rifle in the saddle-boot on 
the boss!" 

The roan had moved on down into 
the place where the tree trunks and 
leafless branhes protected him to an 
extent from the wind and falling snow. 

He was, too far away for Morgan to 
try and reach him without the risk of 
being brought down by a rifle bullet 
of the drygulcher on the hogback. 
There was at least thirty feet of open 
ground between the boulder and the 
edge of the woods. "There he is!" he 
suddenly exc laimed aloud. 

A man on a dark-colored horse had 
appeared on the crest of the hill and 
was riding away through the snow. 
While he was too far off for Morgan 
to recognize him there was something 
familiar about him. 

''Big man, looks like," mused the 
Masked Rider thoughtfully. "Might 
be Murdock, but I ain't shore of it." 

He realized that the drygulcher had 
evidently thought him dead when he 
had fallen out of the saddle, but even 
so, apparently the man with the rifle 
was not risking being discovered by 
coming closer to assure himself that 
his shot had been fatal. 

"That c o y o t e ain't takin' no 
chances." Morgan got to his feet and 
brushed some of the snow off his 
clothing as the horseman disappeared 
on the other side of the ridge. "Shore 
would like to know who he was, and 
how come he was waitin' for me to 
come back along the trai l." 

Thoughtfully he made his way 
through the deep snow to where his 
roan stood placidly wai ting. The 
horse turned his head and looked at 
him as he approached, but made no at
tempt to get away. [ Turn Page] 
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"Yuh ain't no fool, are yuh, boss?" 
Morgan mumbled as he brushed the 
snow off the leather and climbed into 
the saddle. "Yuh figure I'm gonna get 
some place where it's warm right soon 
and yuh're plumb willin' to take me 
there." 

Half an hour later Morgan saw the 
buildings of the Bar B ranch looming 
ahead of him. Cattle had wandered in 
off the range and were h'tlddled. about 
the barn and other structures, seeking 
shelter from the steady falling snow. 

IT )lad grown dark and the sky was 
filled with heavy, slate-colored 

clouds. Morgan rode the roan directly 
to the barn and swung stiffiy out of 
the saddle. He was cold and his cloth
ing was damp and soggy from the 
snow. 

Opening the doors of the barn, he 
led his horse inside, unsaddled him 
and gave him a brisk rubdown with a 
burlap sa-ck he found. This done, · he 
placed the roan in a empty stall and 
left him nibbling at some hay. 

Morgan noted that there were only a 
few horses in the big barn. Brackton, 
Russell, and the rest of the outfit, he 
decided, must have returned to the 
box-canyon to take care of their dead. 

He closed the doors of the barn be
hind him and went up the hill to the 
ranchhouse. Scott Norton opened the 
front door and stepped out as Morgan 
came up on the porch. The wiry little 
man scowled as he recognized the 
stranger. 

"So yuh're back," said the segundo 
in a disagreeable tone. "Thought we'd 
seen the last of yuh around here." 

"Meanin' yuh was hopin' such was 
the case?" Morgan asked quietly. 

"Why should I ?" demanded Nor
ton. 

"Don't know," Morgan shrugged. 
"Unless yuh figger I ain't good for a 
guilty conscience or somethin'." 

"Scott !" That was Miss Jenny 
;Brackton calling from inside the 
house. "Don't stand there holding that 
door open. You want to freeze us all 
to death?" 

Tlfen she appeared in the open door
way behind Norton. A look of sur
prise swept over her face as she saw 
the stranger who had ridden away 
from the ranch with her brother and 
Breeze Crane a little over an hour 
ago. 

"Mr. Morgan !" she said. "Gage
he's all right? Nothing has hap
pened?" 

"Not as far as I know, ma'am," Mor
gan said quickly. "I left Mr. Brack
ton and Chuck Rusaell headin' back 
here to get some of the men. There 
was some trouble at Shelter Canyon." 

"Yes, I know about that." Jenny 
Brackton nodded. "But come in, 
please." She glared at Norton. 
"What's the matter with you, Scott? 
Can't you see be's wet and cold? And 
here you've been keeping him stand
ing out here on the porch." 

"Boas told me to stay here and pro
tect you and Miss Lucy," the segundo 
muttered sullenly, as he glanced at 
Wayne Morgan. "And I don't believe 
in trustin' strangers." 

Morgan merely smiled at him, _then 
followed Miss Jenny into the big liv
ing room. At her suggestion he took 
off his ·sheepskin coat. He had al
ready removed his hat. He stood close 
to the iron stove warming himself. 

Miss Jenny seated herself in a com
fortable chair and picked. up' some 
knitting from a table beside it. Nor
ton stood awkwardly near the door. 
She glanced at him. 

"Run along, Scott," she said. "I 
want to talk to Mr. Morgan." 

THE li�tle segundo frowned, then 
shrugged his s h o u 1 d e r s and 

walked on through the living room, 
disappearing in the back of the house. 
There was no sign of Brackton's 
daughter. 

"You're no range tramp," Miss 
Jenny said flatly, when she found her
self alone with Morgan. Her keen 
gaze swept over his broad shoulders 
that the dark flannel shirt revealed, 
now that he had taken off his coat. 
She noticed the two guns thronged 
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low on his lean thighs. "And you've 
been fighting with someone since you 
left here." 

"Right both times," said Morgan, 
with a cheerful smile. He liked the 
abrupt, straightforward manner of 
this woman. "Never claimed to be a 
grub-line rider. Ain't figgered out 
how yuh knew about the fist fightin' 
though." 

"Your face is marked up a little," 

with one blow." She shook her head. 
"There are things going on around 
here that I don't understand, Mr. MQr
gan." 

"First name's Wayne, ma'am," he 
said, with his friendly grin. 

"All right, Wayne." She knitted 
silently for a moment. "Those two 
bushwhackers you killed are gone." 

"Gone ?" Morgan looked puzzled. 
"I was looking out of a window just 

Morgan fired, but the man had swung his horse around 

said Miss Jenny. "Fist marks I guess. 
Who was it?" 

"] ohn, Murdock." 
Some impulse he didn't quite under

stand made him tell her of the en
counter that he and Breeze Crane had 
had with the leader of the sheepmen. 
She listened intently and silently un
til he had finished. 

"Murdock is a very powerful man,'' 
she said. "He must be, to be able to 
knock Breeze Crane out of the saddle 

a little while before my brother and 
Chuck came back from the canyon to 
get our men," Miss Jenny said. "I 
saw four men sneak around the hay
stack, pick up the bodies and carry 
them away." 

"Where was Norton ?" 
"I don't know." Miss Jenny's 

needles flashed in and out. "I didn't 
call him. There was no use of his try
ing to stop those men. If they wanted 
to take care of their own, let them." 
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"Yuh figger they were sheepmen ?" 
asked Morgan. 

' 'I wonder !" said Miss Jenny. 
Morgan looked at her in surprise. 

She acted as though she knew far more 
than she intended to reveal. This 
middle-aged, dark-haired woman puz
zled him. Even though she had seemed 
a shrew who ruled her brother by her 
sharp tongue when Morgan had first 
met her, obviously she possessed nu
merous good qual ities. 

The Masked Rider was sure that 
Jenny Brackton would use her head in 
time of danger. She had revealed that 
in her attitude toward the four men 
who had appeared and removed the 
bodies of the two killers that Morgan 
had shot. Another woman would have 
been in a state of terror when she 
learned that four dangerous men were 
outside the ranchhouse. 

That the four men had been dan
gerous Morgan did not have the 
slightest doubt. They had been 
friends of the two drygulchers, and 
natural ly were enemies of the Bar B 
outfit. 

"Haven't you and Miss Lucy been 
kinda afraid stayin' here with only 
Norton for protection ?"  asked Mor
gan. 

"Why should we be ?" asked Miss 
1 enny. "Nothing has happened yet." 

��WO · men tried to shoot yore 
. I brother and the rest of us when 

we stepped out of the front door a 
couple hours ago," Morgan pointed 
out. "There's been trouble at Shelter 
Canyon. Four of your outfit were shot 
and killed." He smiled. "And yuh 
say nothin' has happened." 

"To Lucy and myself, I mean," said 
Miss Jenny. "Listen, Gage and I 
grew up out here in the West." She 
smiled. "I 'd rather not say how many 
years ago that actually was, but we 
learned to face danger. Since then 
Gage has built up this spread until it 
is one of the biggest and best in this 
part of the country." 

"Figgered so," Morgan remarked as 
she paused. 

"He had to fight to do that. This 
was wilder country then than it is 
now. I spent a good many years in 
the East teaching school, but I knew 
what my brother was going through 
from his letters. Lucy's mother died 
when she was ten years old. Gage 
raised her during the years that fol
lowed and he did a fine job of it." 

Probably from his habit of always 
being on the alert, Wayne Morgan 
glanced at the nearest window. Ab
ruptly he leaped across the room, 
standing directly in front of the 
woman in the chair. There was a crash 
of breaking glass as a heavy object 
came flying into the room. 

Morgan had his gun in his hand as 
he dashed across the room to the 
broken window and peered out. He 
fired as he caught a gl impse of a man 
running through the storm. 

The man ducked around the hay
stack and disappeared. It would be 
useless to try and chase him, Morgan 
realized. Doubtlessly he had a horse 
hidden somewhere close by. But even 
as that thought cam� to him, from the 
front of the ranchhouse there came 
the booming of a .45. 

"Norton !"  exclaimed Morgan. "He 
must have spotted that hombre, too ! "  

A moment later the $egundo was 
bursting in through the front door. He 
wore no coat or hat, but his gun was 
still in his hand. 

"The sidewinder got away ! "  he 
growled. "Had a fast boss behind the 
haystack." 

Miss J enny had calmly put down 
her knitting and picked up the ob
ject that had been thrown through the 
window. It was a rock a little larger 
than a man's fist, and a piece of paper 
was tied to it with a latigo string. 

Removing the thin strip of leather 
Miss 1 enny opened the paper. She 
frowned as she read the scrawled mea
sage aloud : 

Leave the valley. This is &oini to be sheep 
country. Go while you are still alive. 

"John Murdock wrote that !" ex
claimed Norton. "I know it." 
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_ "Then he's a bigger fool . tlum I 
think," snapped Miss Jenny Brack· 
ton. 

"Yuh're right, Miss Jenny," Morgan 
said quickly. "That note ·puts the 
blame for all that's been happenin' 
around here square on Murdock and 
the rest of the sheepmen. He didn't 
look to me like a hombre that would 
make a mistake like that I" 

CHAPTER X 

Disrupted Intrigue 

RACKTON, Russell and 
the rest-of the Bar B out
fit arrived before Morgan 
decided to leave. There 
had been no further trou
ble at Shelter Canyon but 
the greater part of the 
herd was still missing 

and Brackton's outfit had been unable 
to find any trace of it. 

"Jest disappeared in thin air, seems 
like," mourned the stocky rancher. 
"But we'll have a heap better chance 
of findin' out wb.at happened to them 
critters after it stops snowin'." 

Morgan moved forward, holding out 
a piece of crumpled paper. Surprised, 
Gage Brackton took it. 

'�Found this at the spot where me 
and John Murdock had a little run
in," he informed, as Brackton looked 
inquiringly at the hal£ of the torn let· 
ter Morgan had found in the snow. 
''Don't look like yuh need to worry 
no longer about the Government or
ders to leave yore spread." 

"Counterfeit Government orders I" 
exclaimed the owner of the Bar B, as 
he took in the meaning of the words 
before him. He glanced up keenly. 
"And yuh figger Murdock had this 
half of the paper on him, Morgan?" 

"Looks that way." The waddy-out
law nodded. "Found it right close to 
where I knocked him out." 

"Then that's it I" said Brackton. 
"The whole thing's plain now ! It was 
another trick on the part of Murdock 
and the rest of the sheepmen. They 

wanted to get us to leave the valley 
ao's they could take it over for their 
ftoc:.ka. Sheriff Alton was work'in' with 
'em. Handin' out them fake Govern
ment notices and tryin' to buy up our 
spreads for almost nothin' .'' 

"Looks that way, Boss," Chuck 
Russell soberly agreed. "But them 
sheepmen got those notices, too. How 
come that?" 

"Of course they did I" snapped 
Brackton. "But they ain't left, have 
they? Yes, sir, Murdock and the rest 
are back of the whole thing. It's 
another of their damn tricks-and Al
ton was work in' with 'em I" 

"Seems so.'' Morgan repeated 
thoughtfully. 

For a few moments longer the men 
talked, then Wayne !\(organ decided 
to leave. 

"Slackened up some now," an
nounced Chuck Russell. "Thought it 
was gonna keep up all night, but it 
don't look so now.'' 

"All the same it sounds plumb 
foolish for yuh to try to ride to Gun
shot tonight, Morgan." Brackton 
studied the tall waddy and shook his 
head. He had taken it for granted that 
Morgan would be heading for the 
town. There seemed no other place for 
a stranger to ride for. "The town is 
twenty miles away, like we told you.'' 

Morgan had no intention of heading 
for the cowtown in the western end of 
the valley, though he had deliberately 
given that impression in saying it was 
time for him to leave. Tp just ride 
casually away in weather such as this 
would create s�picion in the minds 
of the Bar B crowd. 

But he couldn't tell them he planned 
to retl,U'n to Jim Carew's cabin, and 
naturally he had no intention of men
tioning Blue Hawk. If he had offered 
no explanation they would have been 
sure that what he really planned to 
do was cross the river and join the 
sheepmen, so town seemed the answer. 

Brackton and the rest still did not 
dare entirely trust him. True, he had 
fought for them at every opportunity, 
but he was still a stranger-and not 
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one of them believed he was merely 
a wandering range tramp. 

He almost wished that they sus
pected him of being a lawman, for that 
would enable him to move about the 
valley with more freedom, but appar
ently such an idea had not even en
tered the minds of either the two 
ranch owners, or of the men of their 
outfits. 

��F Mr. Morgan wants to go, then 
let him," said Jenny Brackton. 

She had been sitting silently knitting 
as she listened to the talk of the men 
who had gathered in the ranchhouse 
living room. "He knows what he is 
doing. I guess we all realize that ! "  

"That's right," Brackton agreed. He 
smiled at Morgan as the visitor picked 
up his sheepskin coat and put it on. 
"Though yuh're welcome to stay here 
if yuh wish, Morgan." 

"Thanks," said Wayne Morgan. 
"But I'll  be ridin'. Aim to drop around 
this way again· right soon." 

He got his roan out of the stall, sad
dled him and rode away. It was a 
clear, cold night. The gray storm 
clouds had passed and stars were i n  
the sky. 

There was no sound save the crunch
ing of the snow beneath the horse's 
hoofs as Wayne Morgan rode north
ward through the roll ing country of 
the Big Hills Valley that was covered 
by a mantle of white. It was a placid 
ride and he had almost reached the 
trapper cabin when a figure on a pinto 
loomed out of the shadows. Instinct
ively Morgan's hand went f.or the gun 
on his right hip as he Ripped the reins 
into his left. Then he chuckled softly 
ai he recognized the horseman. 

"Fooled me for a minute when I saw 
yore pinto, Hawk," he said. "I'm 
so much more used to seein' yuh ridin' 
the gray." 

The Yaqui turned his mount and the 
two men rode on toward Carew's cabin 
!iide by side. 

"Trouble over on the other side of 
the river, too, Senor," said Blue Hawk. 
"Cattlemen raiding over there and 

killing men and sheep. Sheepmen 
very mad about it." 

"Can't blame 'em for that," the out
law agreed. "And yuh say cattlemen 
are doin' all this killin' ?" 

"So the herders tell me," answered 
the Yaqui. "Some of them are Indians. 
We talk." 

"How many sheep ranches are near 
here on the other side of the river ?" 
asked the Masked Rider, then as 
quickly changed his mind. "Never 
mind," he said. "We'll talk when we 
get to Carew's cabin. Gatta get into 
my MasR'ed Rider duds pronto." 

The two men halted their horses in a 
sheltered place and swiftly Morgan 
was changing into the rig of the black
clad outlaw. As was his usual habit, 
he had been carrying it in the saddle
rol l on his roan. 

The black fleece-lined coat replaced 
the brown one. Over this went the 
flowing dark cloak. The gray Stetson 
was exchanged for the black sombrero, 
and the black mask hid the upper part 
of the tall man's face. 

Once more in costume, the Masked 
Rider placed the hat and coat of "Mor
gan" in the saddle-roll and tied it back 
in place on the cantle of his kak. He 
swung into saddle and he and Blue 
Hawk rode on. 

Reaching t he trapper's cabin, they 
placed the horses in the leanto. 

"Don't unsaddle," said the black
clad outlaw. "Figger we'll mebbe 
have to do a little ridin' yet tonight. 
I aim to have the Masked Rider see if 
he can't put a stop to some of this kill
in' that's been goin' on around here." 

They circled around to the front of 
the log building. The door of the 
cabin was standing open, and it was 
dark inside the place. 

"That's funny," r e m a r k e d  t h e  
Masked Ri der. "Looks l ike Carew 
ain't here." 

THE Yaqui stepped in through the 
open door. During the time that 

they had been in the cabin with the 
bearded Carew Blue Hawk had regis
tered the exaat location of everything 
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in the place in his mind. He was able 
now to find a box of matches on a 
aqelf, and held the tiny flame to the 
wick of an oil lamp that stood on a 
table. The interior of the cabin 
brightened with yellow light. 

"He's not here," the Masked Rider 
said, surprised, as he glanced around. · 

Then from beneath the bunk came a 
thumping. The outlaw leaned down 
and peered beneath the bunk. He ut
tered a startled exclamation as he saw 
Carew lying there, bound and gagged. 

Quickly the Masked Rider pulled 
the gray-bearded trapper from be
neath the bunk. With his sheath 
knife, Blue Hawk cp.t the ropes that 
held Carew's wrists, then removed a 
gag. 

"Wbilt happened to yuh, Carew?" 
demanded the Masked Rider, as he 
helped the man to his bunk. 

"Two fellers came here durin' the 
storm," Carew chattered. "One of 
them was John Murdock, the leader 
of the sheepmen. I didn't know the 
other man. Never seen him before. 
They knocked me out with a gun bar
rel, then tied me up. Didn't hit me 
as hard as they thought, and I could 
hear 'em talkin' after they pushed me 
under the bunk." 

"What did they say ?" asked the 
outlaw eagerly. 

"Murdock said that him and the rest 
of the sheepmen planned to bring all 
of their flocks across th� river during 
this winter weather while they could 
travel over the i�e." 

"What good would that do 'em?" 
the Masked Rider wondered. 

"Well, from what Murdock said 
they aim to hide their flocks back here 
in the mountains and beyond till 
spring. Then they'll drive 'em all 
down into the valley and jest take over 
the place." 

"So that's it," said the Masked Rider 
thoughtfully. "Sounds like kind of a 
wild plan to me-but mebbe Murdock 
and the rest of the sheepmen could get 
away with it. Looks like they know 
the fake government notices won't 
work and they are getting desperate." 

"Said they was plannin' a big sheep 
drive tonight," s�ted Carew. 

"I better wan !Srackton and Crane 
about what's goin' to happen tonight," 
the black-clad man promptly an
nounced. "Hawk, you stay here with 
Carew and see that nothin' more don't 
happen to him." 

"Si, Senor." The Yaqui nodded. 
Hurriedly the Masked Rider got his 

roan and rode through the snow as 
swiftly as possible to the mountain 
cave w�re he and Blue Hawk had left 
Midnight and the Indian's gray hone. 
He needed the big black horse, even if  
his roan was not already familiar to 
the ranchers and cowboys. The stal
lion would be fresh afte• so long a rest 
and able to travel fast and far. 

Half an hour later the Masked Rider 
was moving swiftly through t'he night, 
mounted on his superb black s�llion. 
He circled around so that he could 
ride close to the river on his way to the 
Bar B. That was necessary, for he was 
anxious to learn if Murdock and the 
rest of the sheepmen had already 
started driving their flocks across the 
ice. 

Reaching the river bank, he halted 
the stallion and for a moment sat 
tensely watching. Men were moving 
about out on the ice--covered river and 
their actions puzzled him. 

"W�t the devil are them hombres 
do in' ?" he muttered. "They ain't 
working with sheep." 

Groups of men were dragging smal l 
square boxes and placing them at vari
ous spots on the ice. The man on the 
stallion was hidden in the shadows of 
some trees on the river bank but 
in the starlight the men on the ice 
were clearly visible to him. 

VOR a full twenty minutes the 
.._., Masked Rider watched. Then the 
men on the river drifted away, leaving 
the boxes standing on the ice, so cov
ered with loose snow that they were 
not readily seen. 

Waiting until he was sure that the 
group had actually departed, had gone 
back across the river into the sheep 
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country, the Maaked Rider swunc out 
of the saddle and ventured out onto 
the ice. Making his way to the 
nearest of the boxes he brushed away 
the snow. He could j ust make out the 
big red letters on the box in the dim 
li&ht of the stars. They read : 

DYNAMITE ! 

A wave of horror swept over the 
Masked Rider. The whole diabolical 
plan was clear to him now. Murdock 
and the other man at the trapper's 
cabin had known that Carew was not 
unconscious, that he could overhear 
their conversation. 

That was what they had wanted 
him to do ! They had expected Carew 
to try and warn the two ranch owners 
of the plans of the sheepmen ! 

And the Masked Rider well knew 
what that would mean. Once the cat
tlemen learned of the sheepmen's 
plans they and their men would at 
once head for the river to drive back 
the sheep and their herders. And as 
soon as they ventured out onto the ice 
Murdock and the others would set off 
the boxes of dynamite, blow up the ice 
and the men on it ! 

"Must be detonators planted in 
these boxes," muttered the Masked 
Rider. "Only needs one bullet to hit 
right to blow 'em all up." 

His first thought was to ride in a 
hurry to warn the ranch owners, but 
the next moment he realized that 
Murdock's crowd would not depend 
entirely upon Carew rushing away to 
wru-n Brackton and Crane that sheep 
were to be driven across that night. 
The sheepmen would find other ways 
to drop hints of their supposed plans, 
so that their real ones would work out. 

There were many ways in which this 
might be accomplished. One of the 
herders might deliberately permit 
himself to be caught on the wrong side 
of the river. Once he had been taken 
to Brackton at the Bar B or to Crane 
at the Circle C he would "talk." Make 
them think that he did so to save his 
own hide. 

"Best thing for me to try and do 
right now," the Masked Rider consid
ered, "is get the detonators out of 
these boxes so there won't be as much 
chance of the dynamite going off if a 
bullet does hit it." 

To his relief he found that the cover 
of the box he was examining was not 
nailed down. He drew it off and saw 
that the dynamite detonator caps were 

in the top of the box. Beneath them 
were the short greasy-looking sticks 
of dynamite. 

He picked up one of the dynamite 
caps. And his hand had not moved a 
full inch upward when there came the 
sharp crack of a rifle from the south 
side of the river. He j umped as the 
bullet whistled by his head. But he 
did not lose his head. His left hand 
streaked for his gup. 

At any moment a bullet from the 
rifle might hit the caps in the box and 
blow him into bits. But he was will
ing to risk that. Gingerly he put 
down the detonator cap and started 
racing across the ice toward the north 
bank. He made no attempt to return 
the fire of the man with the rifle for 
the range was too far for a six-,un and 
he knew it. 



GUNS OF THE NORTH WIND · 57 

AGAIN he heard the rifle crack, the 
sound carrying clearly over the 

ice. A bullet struck the ice beneath 
his left boot. There was so much 
force to the .45 slug that it knocked 
the Masked Rider off his feet. 

He sprawled at full length on the 
ice, and for a moment lay there, curs
ing softly. But he had not been hurt. 
He got to his feet and moved on swift
ly toward the bank. 

It seemed like a long time before he 
reached the river bank, but he made it, 
climbed up a slight rise to where he 
had left his black stallion. Midnight 
was still patiently standing beneath the 
trees and the outlaw in the black mask 
breathed a sigh of relief as he swung 
into the saddle. He had a chance now. 
Never did he feel so able to face any 
odds as when astride Midnight. 

"I better head for the Bar B pronto 
and try to stop Brackton and his men 
before they git out on the river," was 
his instant decision. 

He urged Midnight to as fast a pace 
as the big black horse was able to 
travel through the deep snow. Leav
ing the river bank, he headed in a di
rect line for the Bar B. 

The Masked Rider realized that 
there was no time to try and find the 
trail that led to the ranch. He had to 
take the most direct route, across 
country. There was no telling just 
where the Bar B outfit might attempt 
to cross the river, for it extended for 

miles in either direction and there was 
no way of discovering just where 
Murdock would start driving a ftock 
of sheep across. 

That the sheepmen would at least go 
through the motions of attempting to 
get some of the little woolly crea
tures across merely as bait to bring the 
cattlemen out onto the ice, the Masked 
Rider did not doubt. 

He topped a snow-covered rise, and 
cursed as he saw a band of riders com
ing toward him from the foot of the 
hill. But some instinctive warning of 
danger told him that the approaching 
horsemen were not the Bar B outfit. 

The man who rode a little in the lead 
of the riders shouted as he saw the 
black-clad figure on the stallion. 
Flame flashed as a gun roared, and a 
bullet tore through the outlaw's flut-
tering black cloak. 

· 
But in that breath his own guns 

were in his hands, weapons of death 
and destruction, as he galloped 
through the snow toward the ap
proaching men. That his own ap
proach was deadly was signaled when 
one of the riders slid out of the sad
dle as a bullet from the Masked Rid
er's gun caught him. 

Lead whi&tled all about him. But 
the Masked Rider's eyes were cold and 
grim as they peered tlrrough the holes 
in the black cloth that hid the upper 
part of his face. He was triggering 
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his heavy Colts steadily, makln& every 
shot count. 

Another man went down, and a third. 
A horse slipped in the snow as his 
rider tried to turn him too quickly. 
The horse went down, piling up the 
mounts of two other men behind it. 
One of the riders went flying through 
the air to burrow into the white crusts 
like a human snow-plow and suffocate 
there. 

One bullet clipped a lock of hair 
from Midnight's mane, and t!.e stal
l ion snorted and shook his head, but 
he was not gun shy. Both horse and 
rider had heard bullets whistling 
about them like angry hornets far too 
many times for that sound to terrify 
them. 

A SLUG streaked across the upper 
part of the Masked Rider's left 

arm, burned a hole in the sleeve of the 
black fleece-lined coat. But it did not 
crease the flesh beneath. 

His guns were stil l roaring--and the 
men who battled him were suffering 
from the hail of those well placed 
bullets. 

Still another man died sitting up
right in the saddle. Blood stained the 
snow and the three horses that had 
fallen were in such a tangle that they 
were threshing around wildly, making 
matters all the more difficult for their 
embattled riders. 

"Get him !"  furiously shouted the at
tackers. "Down the son ! Ride him 
down !" 

But the Masked Rider swept by like 
the roaring north wind that had driven 
the storm before it a few hours ago. 
Before the men had a chance to re
cover from the havoc that he had 
caused he had disappeared into the 
ahadows of a wooded tract like a black 
'host. 

They made no attempt to chase after 
him. For they had experienced the 
blazing fury of his death-dealing guns. 

"The Masked Rider !" one of the tot
tering horsemen muttered dazedly. 
"With him here in the valley there's 
&onna be hell to pay !" 

CHAPTER XI 

lee Battle 

once he glanced back over 
his shoulder expecting to 
find his foes in close pur-

suit, but saw no further sign of the 
band of horsemen with whom he had 
been battling. 

"They shore got enough of me in a 
hurry," he chuckled. "I'd l ike to know 
jest who those jaspers were. Figger 
likely they must be the same bunch 
that killed them sheep herders and 
their flocks this mornin'. Them hom
bres didn't shoot nor ride like sheep
men. I 'm certain of that much any
way." 

Still, if those riders had not been 
part of Murdock's crowd, who were 
they? That was the question that lin
gered in the mind of the Masked 
Rider. For he was positive they could 
not have been part of Brackton's or 
Crane's outfits. 

A thought struck him then. Brack
ton and Chuck Russell had discovered 
that part of the Bar B herd that had 
been driven to Shelter Canyon that 
morning was missing. That might 
mean that there were rustlers in the 
Big Hills Valley. It might explain 
these mysterious riders. 

"Nothin' to prevent a bunch of rus
tlers from hidin' out back in the moun
tains," he told himself, his eyes nar
rowing thoughtfully. "And if they 
are that might explain plenty of 
things that has been goin' on. The • drygulchin' and all the rest of it." 

Lights gleaming ahead notified him 
that he had reached the Bar B ranch. 
It also dawned that it would be diffi
cult for him to explain the presence 
of the Masked Rider in the valley. 

For he was certain that Brackton 
and his family had not the slightest 
idea that the mysterious Robin Hood 
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outlaw was anywhere nearby. 
"Proddy as they are now after all 

that's happened," he m u t t e r e d , 
. "they're l ikely to start shootin' first 

and ask questions afterwards." He 
smiled grimly. "Can't blame 'em 
none !" 

He rode close to the porch when he 
reached the front of the ranchhouse. 

"Brackton !" he cal led loudly. "Hey, 
Brackton, come out here !"  

The door was flung open and Jenny 
Brackton appeared. She peered fear
lessly out into the night, but uttered 
a startled cry as she saw the black
clad figure on the big horse. 

"Who are you ?" she called anxious
ly. "What do you want ?" 

"Folks call  me the Masked Rider," 
answered the outlaw in a hoarse voice, 
one far different from the soft drawl
ing tones of Wayne Morgan. "I'm a 
friend. Came to warn Brackton that 
there's danger at the river !" 

"Danger at the river !" exclaimed 
Miss J enny. "Gage has just gone 
there and taken most of the men with 
him ! They learned that the sheepmen 
planned to drive a big flock across to
night." 

"Was afraid of that !" said the 
Masked Rider swiftly. "How long 
have they been gone ?" 

"\Vhy, about fifteen or twenty min
utes," informed Jenny Brackton. 
"What's wrong�" 

"No time to tell yuh now." The 
Masked Rider shook his head as he 
wheeled his horse and started away. 
"I've got to try and head 'em off !" 

H
E glanced back once, saw Jenny 

Brackton outlined in the light 
from the room behind her as she stood 
there watching him. Maybe she was 
too fearless, he thought quickly. She 
presented far too good a target i f  some 
of the drygulchers should still be 
lurking around the ranch. He was 
conscious of a distinct feeling of re

lief when she entered the house and 
closed the door after her. He didn't 
look back again as he urged his stal
lion on throu·gh the snow at all possi-

ble speed. Midnight was lunging on 
as swiftly as he could, but the big 
black horse was unable to show more 
than half the speed of which he was 
capable on hard, dry ground. The 
snow, nearly two feet deep in places, 
held him back. 

"Know its right hard goin', Mid
night," the black-clad horseman en
couraged. "But we've jest got to find 
Brackton and his outfit as soon as we 
can !" 

Horse and rider had almost reached 
the ri.ver when the Masked Rider 
heard what he had been fearing he 
would hear. A loud explosion from 
somewhere ahead ! For an instant the 
sky was filled with a weird blue and 
yellow glare. Then came the ominous 
sound of cracking ice, hard on the 
heels of the booming. 

The Masked Rider cursed. So it 
had happened ! Murdock and his men 
had started blowing up the dynamite ! 
The would-be rescuer had arrived too 
late. Brackton and Crane and their 
outfits must already be out on the ice ! 

Midnight plowed on through the 
snow and as the black stallion reached 
the river bank a scene that might have 
been part of a fantastic nightmare met 
the Masked Rider's tense gaze. A 
group of horsemen were desperately 
trying to get away from the spot 
where the explosion of one of the 
dynamite-loaded boxes had blown a 
big hole in the ice. Horses were slip
ping and sliding. Riders cursed and 
shouted. From the south bank of the 
river, over in the sheep territory, men 
were firing at the milling waddies on 
the ice. 

Flashes of flame came from the 
darkness, and the cracking of the guns 
formed a steady rhythm like the 
thumping of the drums of savages. 
The men on the sheepmen's side of the 
river were concentrating on the other 
boxes of dynamite, but lead was also 
flying dangerously lose to the cattle
men. 

Again came a deafening explosion 
as a well aimed rifle bullet hit a deton
ator in one of the boxes and blew up 
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the whole thing. Ice and water went 
flying high into the air. 

The bright flash revealed the stark, 
tense faces of the waddies as they 
frantically urged their mounts to a 
place of safety. With the second ex
plosion the ice broke with a roar and 
one horse and rider, too near the spot, 
went plunging into the freezing water. 
They disappeared beneath the surface 
and did not come up again, for the 
surrent swiftly swept them under the 
thick ice not yet broken. 

Horses' hoofs clattered and slipped 
on the ice. Men shouted livid oaths 
as they herded -back to the north bank 
as swiftly as they could make it. 

Gage Brackton and Chuck Russell 
rode with the men, the strong voice of 
the stocky ranch owner booming out 
as he shouted words of encouragement 
to his waddies. 

"Head for the shore on our side, 
boys !" he yelled. "We'll give 'em a 
taste of their own medicine soon as 
we get to the bank. Don't risk this 
ice. Keep movin' I" 

NO one heard him, no one was even 
listening. But he was shouting 

to strengthen his own courage as well 
as that of his men. 

He cursed again, as a helpless feel
ing of defeat suddenly swept over 
him. For a withering blast of gun 
fire had suddenly come from the bank 
toward which he and his men had been 
heading. They were trapped, figura
tively, between two fires ! . With no 
way to get off the ice that was crack
ing and breaking up beneath the feet 
of their horses except to plunge head
on irtto gun fire. 

Guns were roaring and flashing on 
the north side of the river just as they 
had been on the south. As one horse 
fell, pinning its rider beneath it, the 
waddy uttered a high, shrill cry of 
pain and terror. Another Bar B man 
fell out of the saddle, his body sliding 
limply across the ice like a rag doll 
tossed in a corner. 

"No use, Boss," Russell . shouted 
hoarsely as he rode beside Brackton. 

"They've got us !" There was no fear 
in the foreman's voice, simply resig
nation, but he had not given up su
pinely. His gun was still in his hand 
as he fired at the flashes of flame on 
the dark bank, and he gritted : "But 
we'll die fight in' !" 

From behind them then, came a 
third explosion. The ice trembled and 
cracked afresh beneath the sliding 
feet of the cattlemen's mounts. A 
man cried out as his horse bucked and 
flung him into a pool of black water 
that had suddenly appeared. 

Back on the shore the Masked Rider 
abruptly wheeled his black stallion, 
horror flooding him at the realization 
of what was happening. 

"That bunch of riders that I met !" 
he cried aloud, as he urged Midnight 
on through the snow, circling around 
behind the men who were lined up on 
the bank. "Here's where they were 
head in' !" 

He managed to reach a position in 
back of the attacking forces on the 
north bank without being seen. Ahead 
of him men were moving about, shad
owy, eerie shapes in the darkness. The 
roaring of guns was loud in his ears, 
and the acrid tang of powder filled the 
air. Occasionally a man's face was re
vealed in the flash from his gun as he 
fired. 

The Masked Rider's eyes glittered 
through the h<Mes in the mask. Never 
had the weight and feel of his heavy 
guns been more comforting tlaan they 
were now as he snatched them out of 
the holsters in that lightninglike dou
ble draw that had brought him fame. 
Hate rankled in his heart ; bitter seeth
ing hate for these diabolical killers 
who had planned this ruthless death
trap for the cattlemen. 

On toward the river bank he rode, 
the black stallion traveling at a walk, 
his magnificent head held high, the 
wind blowing through his thick mane. 
Then Midnight's rider. was close 
enough ! His guns started roaring. 
The Colt in his right band flamed as 
one of the men glanced back and saw 
him. That was the last thing that man 
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ever saw in this world, for he slumped 
to the ground with a bullet in his 
head. 

"Get yore bosses, men !" shouted the 
leader of the killers who had been hid
den on the bank. "Let's get out of 
here, pronto !"  

Guns flashed all about the Mask�d 
Rider as he came on inexorably. For 
as the men had discovered that some
one was behind them, some had turned 
to face their new foe. Others raced for 
their horses and swung into saddle. 

These men did not like the idea of 
being caught in the same sort of a trap 
that they had set the cattlemen. From 
the ice there came a triumphant shout 
from Brackton and his men as they 
sensed, rather than saw, what was hap
pening. 

�LET 'em have it !" shouted the 
Bar B owner. 

His gun barked as he urged his 
horse closer to the bank. A wild cow
boy yell tore from his throat as he saw 
the ambushers rushing away in sudden 
panic. 

"Drive out them polecats !" 
On the bank, a black-clad rider's 

guns were booming. The heavy Colts 
bucked in his hands from the recoil as 
he fired steadily-again and again. 
Another and another of the drygulch
ers on the shore went down. 

Then abruptly from the brush and 
trees along the river bank a group of 
horsemen loomed into view. And they 
came at the moment the Masked Rider 
had taken respite in which to reload 
his smoking guns. 

"There he is !"  shouted a horseman 
as the men who had been keeping the 
Bar B waddies from reaching the 
north bank dashed out into the open. 
"Down that masked jasper !"  

Hastily the Masked Rider thrust the 
cartridges into the chambers of the 
gun in his right hand. He had dropped 
his left gun back in the holster while 
he reloaded. 

And he fully realized, as the horse
men whirled toward him, that never 
had he been closer to death. They 

were firing as they rode, plunging on. 
Bullets whistled about him, tearing 
through his cloak. M idnight snorted 
as a slug tore a lock of hair from his 
mane. 

Then from spots in the darkness of 
the dim, starlighted night rifles roared 
on either side of the Masked Rider. 
One of the approaching riders slid out 
of the saddle as a bullet caught him in 
the heart. 

"He ain't alone !"  shouted another of 
the attacking riders. "Let's get out of 
here !" 

But just as the man swung his horse, 
a bullet caught the animal. His front 
legs buckled, flinging the rider head
first into the snow as he went down. 

The two rifles were still cracking
and the band of riders abandoned any 
further thought of fighting the black
clad horseman when the gun in the 
Masked Rider's right hand also 
started booming. They swept west
ward, urging their horses to a killing 
pace as the bullets from the rifles be
hind the outlaw, and his own six-gun 
speeded their departure. In a few mo
ments they had disappeared into the 
darkness. 

Up the bank and through the brush 
came what was left of the Bar B crew, 
with Brackton and Russell in the lead. 
They had seen what was happening, 
and they knew the black-clad man on · the big stallion was a friend. 

The two hidden rifles had fallen si
lent as the drygulchers disappeared. 
The Masked Rider was anxious to 
know who had been handling those 
guns in his defense, yet he knew that 
it would be useless to look for them in 
the darkness unless they wanted to be 
found. 

"Hey, you ! We're friends !" shouted 
Brackton as the stocky ranch owner 
rode closer to the Masked Rider. His 
attitude was tense. He and his men 
were badly shaken by what they had 
gone through during the last half 
hour. "Want to talk to yuh !" 

Behind Brackton came the rest of 
the Bar B outfit. Thirty men who still 
lived, thoqh aome of them rode 



62 MASK:gD RIDER WESTERN MAGAZINE 
I 

slumped down in their saddles, their 
faces drawn and white. Many of them 
had been wounded. 

THE black-clad outlaw sat placidly 
waiting, his slender, deft fingers 

thrusting fresh shells into the cham
bers of his guns with amazing speed. 
He placed the reloaded Colts back 
into their holsters as Brackton reined 
his horse beside him. For an instant 
the owner of the Bar B peeped at the 
masked face that was shadowed by the 
broad brim of the black sombrero, keen 
eyes trying to discover the identity of 
the figure in the fluttering cloak. 

"Who are yuh ?" he asked finally, his 
voice hoarse and tired. There was 
blood on his left cheek from a bullet 
that had nicked his ear. "What's yore 
name ?" 

"Folks call me the Masked Rider," 
the outlaw answered calmly. 

He sensed the tenseness of these 
men, knew that what they had just 
gone through made them reluctant to 
trust anyone. They knew that he had 
battled for them and driven away their 
foes, but they did not know why, and 
they wanted him to explain. 

"The Masked Rider !"  repeated 
Brackton loudly. He wanted his men 
to hear. And a murmur of wonder 
and awe swept through the group as 
they did hear. "What I been hearin' 
about yuh's plumb right:' Brackton 
said. "There ain't another man 
woulda had the nerve to go up against 
them sidewinders that had us trapped 
like you did. Yuh saved our lives, 
ain't a doubt of it !" 

These men of the Bar B outfit were 
salty, seasoned range riders. Brack
ton's simple statement had expressed 
the gratitude of both himself and his 
waddies for the Masked Rider's aid 
far more than any fulsome praise he 
might have voiced. 

"Glad I �ppened to get here in time 
to do some good," said the Masked 
Rider. "Learned that there was gonna 
be trouble for the cattlemen around 
here tonight. Went to the Bar B to 
warn yuh but you had gone." He 

spoke in that deep hoarse voice that 
so little resembled Wayne Morgan's. 
"I figgered-" 

He broke off abruptly to listen. 
From somewhere in the dark night 

to the westward came the barking of 
guns again. Steady firing that con
tinued for a moment or two, then 
ceased abruptly. 

Then from that direction the tall 
shadows of mounted men loomed in 
the pale starlight. Brackton and his 
men cursed, tired hands reaching for 
their guns, but they did not draw. The 
riders who approached, were riding 
with weapons holstered. 

And there was something familiar 
about the big man on the bay horse 
who rode in the lead of the approach
ing cavalcade. 

"Brackton !" that lead rider shouted. 
"It's Crane !" 

Relief swept over the Bar B men. 
Their tension relaxed as Breeze Crane 
and his men drew near. 

The big man halted his horse close 
to Brackton and his voice was excited 
as he spoke. 
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"We jest run into a bunch of riders 
that started to give us a fight !" he 
shouted. "But when me and the boys 
answered with lead they hit for 
cover." 

His men halted their mounts close 
to Brackton's waddies. 

"There's been hell to pay out on the 
river," mourned Brackton. 

"Yes, I know." . Crane nodded. 
"Heard the ice bein' blown up and 
rounded up every one of my men. 
Sorry we couldn't get here sooner, but 
some of them damn sheepmen tried to 
raid my spread. Burned up one of my 
haystacks before we drove them off." 

"Wouldn't have found us here if it 
hadn't been for this hombre," said the 
owner of the Bar B. He-" 

Gage Brackton broke off abruptly 
with a startled gasp. The black-clad 
horseman was no longer there. Dur
ing the time it had taken Crane and 
the rest of his outfit to reach the Bar 
B men the Masked Rider had quietly 
disappeared into the night. 

CHAPTER XII 

Clash in the Line Cabin 

EA VY gray clouds, roll· 
ing across the sky, were 
swiftly blotting out the 
stars, and it was grow
ing colder. The wind had 
risen in the north-east 
and there was a biting 
tang in the air. 

The Masked Rider realized that 
another snow storm was coming, as 
he rode through the night in the di
rection of J im Carew's cabin. He 
was anxious to reach shelter, for the 
black stallion had been forced to a 
swift pace for a long time tonight 
and needed rest. 

The black-clad outlaw held his 
mount down to a walk as they })eaded 
northward toward the Big Hil ls. 
There was no need for haste now. 
Brackton and his outfit were safe and 
the turmoil on the river had ceased 
entirely. 

The gunmen on the south bank had 
ceased firing at the p lanted boxes of 
dynamite as soon a� they discovered 
that the Bar B men had reached the 
opposite shore. In spots the ice still 
cracked and broke, to drop into the 
black water beneath it, but mile after 
mile of the froaen surface remained 
intact. 

"Blowin' up the ice looked like a 
foolish move on the part of the sheep
men if they figgered on gettin' their 
sheep across," mused the Masked 
Rider, as he rode along. "But I 
reckon they knew what they were do
in' all right." 

THOUGHTS raced through his 
brain, thoughts that analyzed and 

pigeonholed facts, for this man had 
gained his reputation not only because 
he was a fighter, but because of his 
ability to get to the bottom of the 
situations which confronted him. 

Everything that had happened 
since he had ridden into the Big Hills 
Valley was vivid in his mind. Little 
things as well as big assumed im
portance in his estimation. Details 
that would have seemed trifling to 
others less astute. But to him they 
formed connecting l inks in the 
strongly forged chain of death
fraught events. 

The drygulchers who had been 
kill ing off Crane and Brackton's men, 
the slaughter of the sheepmen and 
their flock, · the attempt to kill the 
three men at the Bar B as they 
stepped . out of the ranchhouse to 
head for Shelter Canyon-all were 
part of a definite pattern in the 
Masked Rider's mind. 

To him, there had been a definite 
motivation behind everything that had 
occurred. 

He was pretty sure that Murdock 
and the man with the leader of the 
sheepmen had deliberately let the 
elderly trapper overhear their plans 
so that the cattlemen might be caught 
on the ice-as they had been. He was 
even more positive about it now than 
he had been at first. 
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But Carew had been unable to in
form Brackton and Crane in regard to 
what he had overheard. When the 
Masked Rider had arrived at the Bar 
B the ranch owner's sister had told 
him that Brackton and the men had 
learned that there was trouble at the 
river and had gone there. 

"Shore would like to know who got 
word to the Bar B outfit," the Masked 
Rider told himself thoughtfully. 
"Figger when I learn that I'll really 
know something." 

Before he had traveled far the stars 
were completely hidden by the thick 
gray clouds, and it had begun to snow. 
The white flakes were coming down 
steadily and it looked as if they would 
so continue for a long time. 

Just as he reached the foot of the 
mountains the outlaw discovered a 
man plodding slowly along ahead of 
him. The fellow swayed as he walked, 
and he carried a rifle in one hand. 

���AREW !" e x claimed the 
'--' Masked Rider, halting his 

horse close to the trapper. "What 
the devil yuh do in' way out here?" 

"Indian found me when I left the 
cabin to warn the ranchers," Carew 
said wearily. "Took nie close to the 
river bank, ridin' double when we 
heard all the Shootin' down there." 

"Told yuh when I left I w:ould warn 
the ranchers myself," said the outlaw, 
a note of impatience in his voice. This 
man had been through a lot and he 
needed rest, and yet here he was again 
roaming around in the snow. "There 
wasn't no need for yuh to come out." 

"Me and the Indian's rifles was con
siderable help to yuh down by the 
river a little while ago," Carew 
drawled. 

'4Then you and the Yaqui was han
dlin' them guns !" exclaimed the 
Masked Rider. "Yuh're right, Carew ! 
Yuh both helped plenty and I'm grate
ful l" 

"Forget it," growled the trapper. 
"Waren't nothin'." He swayed weakly 
and grabbed hold of the outlaw's 
saddle. 

The Masked Rider reached down 
and lifted the elderly man up on the 
kak in front of him. Jim Carew was 
close to total exhaustion for he bad 
walked at least two miles through the 
snow. 

"Thanks," he said in a weary voice. 
"Shore got tired of walkin'." 

The snow was coming down faster, 
and lis they rode on the outlaw dis
covered that he could not see more 
than a few feet ahead of him. The bit
ter cold wind blew the flakes into the 
faces of the two men, but the Masked 
Rider continued heading directly into 
the teeth of the storm. He had re
membered a line-camp shack belong
ing to one of the cow outfits, not far 
away, and was heading for this. 

The bearded trapper had finally 
been able to fork the saddle, and the 
outlaw rode behind him on the back of 
the big stallion. Midnight found the 
double weight an added burden but 
the black horse valiantly kept right on 
going. 

Finally the Masked Rider slid off 
the horse's back and walked in front 
of the stallion as they pressed on 
through the storm. It was not neces
sary for him to lead Midnight by the 
reins, for the black horse followed 
willingly. 

Carew was clinging to the saddle 
horn with one hand while with the 
other he clutched his rifle. His eyes 
were closed and he was only half con
scious. 

The Masked Rider's heart leaped as 
be caught a glimpse of a dim light 
burning somewhere ahead. They must 
have reached the line-camp shack at 
last ! 

Yet as he drew closer a feeling of 
danger stole over him. Something 
was wrong, and he did not know ex
actly what. He halted ; so did Mid
night. Then he discovered that 
Carew was slumped down in the sad
dle, unconscious. 

"Stay here, Midnight," said the 
Masked Rider, dropping the reins 
down in front of the stallion's head. 
"I'm gonna take a look around." 
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He left the horse and the uncon
scious man and went on through the 
storm. As he came closer to the light, 
he saw that the line-camp shack was 
evidently occupied, as he had guessed. 
The light gleamed through a window 
that was hal f  open and, coming closer, 
the Masked Rider heard the sound of 
men's voices. He listened tensely, 
for the feeling of danger still l in
gered. 

��HE Masked Rider, eh !" said 
- I a gruff voice, apparently con

tinuing a conversation. "Shore I 've 
heard a lot of talk about him-quite 
a hombre some folks says. But he's an 
outlaw, ain't he ? There ain't no get
tin' around that. And there's places 
where they're offerin' rewards for him 
dead or al ive." 

The black-clad man frowned as he 
l istened. What had just been said was 
quite true. There were lawmen scat
tered thrqughout the West who 
blamed the evil deeds of other riders 
of the owlhoot trails on the Robin 
Hood outlaw. Because of this re
wards had been offered for his cap
ture dead or alive. 

"That's right," said another voice. 
"And if he was to come around where 
I was I'd down him first and ask ques
tions afterwards." 

"Me, too," growled the first speaker. 
The Masked Rider s i lently moved 

away, heading back through the storm 
to where he had left Carew and Mid
night. He was in a difficult position. 
He had to get the trapper to shelter 
as swiftly as possible, but now he 
knew that for him to appear as the 
Masked Rider before those men in the 
line cabin would be courting death. 

Yet on the other hand to assume the 
identity of Wayne Morgan now would 
be risky, too, for there was a chance 
Carew already had guessed that the 
black-clad horseman and the wan
dering waddy were one and the same 
man. 

"All the same I gotta take a chance 
on it," the outlaw decided. "Ain't no 
other way unless we keep plowin' 

through the storm until we reach 
Carew's cabin. That ain't such a good 
i dea. He's l ikely to be froze, and me 
and Midnight, too, 'fore we get there." 

With numbed fingers he fumbled 
with the tie-ropes that held his sad
dle-bags in place on the cantle. The 
trapper was still unconscious. That 
was just as well, for he did not wish 
Carew to see the change in identity 
that he planned. 

He dragged out the brown sheep
skin-lined coat and the gray Stetson. 
With these in his hands he moved 
away, out of sight of the man on the 
horse. It was Morgan who reappeared 
a few moments later and hastily 
stuffed the black clothing and som
brero into the saddle-bags. He lashed 
them back into place with the wet 
ropes. 

"Let's go, Midnight," he said softly. 
No longer masked, he advanced 

through the storm until he reached the 
line shack. The black horse with his 
unconscious rider had followed close 
behind him. Morgan found a shed be
hind the cabin, built so that it was well 
protected from the wind. 

Three blanket-cover,ed horses were 
already in the shed. He led the stal
lion inside, then l ifted Carew down 
out of the kak. He did not attempt 
to unsaddle Midnight, for there might 
be need for the black in a hurry. 

With Carew flung across his left 
shoulder, the tall outlaw advanced 
toward the line shack, circling around 
until he reached the door. 

He thrust the door open with his 
foot. As he stepped inside carrying 
the unconscious trapper one of the 
three hard-faced men in the shack ut
tered a curse, dragging out his gun. 

Morgan's right arm was free, and 
his Colt appeared in his hand as the 
man fired. The outlaw's gun roared 
as a bullet thudded into the door close 
to his head and the man at the table 
died as Morgan's bullet caught him in 
the heart. 

��-OLD it !" snapped Morgan, his 
Colt covering the other two 
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men as they grabbed for . their guns. 
"I don't know why that hombre 
started this-but he got what was 
comin' to him." 

"Who the hell are you ?" demanded 
one of the other men. 

Morgan's blue eyes narrowed as he 
recognized the third man. It was 
Scott Norton, the Bar B segundo. 

"Ask him !" The outlaw nodded 
towit!d the wiry l ittle man. 

"Says his name is Morgan," growled 
Norton, glaring at the tall, dark
haired man. "Got the whole outfit 
bel ievin' he's jest a drifter, but I figger 
he's an undercover man for the N. 
and W. 

Morgan gently lowered the uncon
scious trapper to the floor of · the 
cabin, but he never took his eyes off 
the two men before him, and his gun 
was ready in his right hand. 

There was something familiar about 
the two initials that Norton had men
tioned, but at the moment Morgan 
could not ·remember just what. He 
studied the face of  the man with Nor
ton and did not like him. Cold eyes 
in a thin, evil face glared at him. 
There was no doubt in the Masked 
Rider's mind that both this man and 
the one he had shot were gunmen. 

"Mind tellin' me what this is all 
about, Norton ?" he asked, his voice 
deceptively soft. "Figger this must 
be a Bar B line shack. But that don't 
tell me why the dead jasper tried to 
down me." 

"In the first place this ain't no B ar 
B line camp," growled the thin-faced 
man before Norton could answer. "It 
belongs to the Cirdle C. In the second 
place, after all the drygulchin' that's 
been goin' on around this range yuh 
can't blame us for bein' proddy when 
you come bustin' in here like yuh did." 

"Might he somethin' to what yuh 
sar," Morgan admitted, then he 
frowned. "All the same I ain't con
vinced." He decided on a shot in the 
dark. "Mebbe you jaspers jest don't 
l ike N. and W. men !"  

The thin man scowled and glanced 
at Norton. The Bar B segundo shook 

his head as though afraid his compan
ion would say too much. 

"Admittin' yuh're a N. and W. man, 
Morgan ?" asked Norton. 

"No," said the outlaw firmly. "To 
be right truthful I never even heard 
of the outfit." 

"Ain't an outfit-" 
"Shut up, Shad !" shouted Norton. 

"Yuh talk too much !" 
"Nice to know Crane and Brackton's 

outfits are jest one big happy family," 
Morgan drawled, with a grin. He con
sidered the thin-faced man. "Shad, 
huh ? Me, I like trout better !" 

"Why, why yuh - " stammered 
Shad. 

"Excitable gent, ain't he ?" The gun 
in Morgan's hand suddenly grew 
menacing. "Shuck yore irons, hom
bres !" 

For an instant Norton and Shad 
only glared, but there was something 
in the cold gaze of those blue eyes 
that made the two men obey. Reluct
antly they drew their guns out of the 
holsters and let them slide to the floor 
of the shack. 

"Yuh'll have a hard time explainin' 
this to Brackton and Crane, I'm shore 
of that, Morgan," said Norton bitterly. 

"Might be," the outlaw calmly 
agreed. "But this way I figger I got 
a better chance to live to tell 'em about 
it." 

HE dropped his own gun back into 
the holster on his right leg, then 

picked·up Carew. He placed the trap
per on one of the two bunks in the 
shack. 

Norton and Shad watched every 
move with the dangerous intentness 
of two jungle beasts regarding their 
trainer. Waiting for one false move 
upon his part that would give them the 
opportunity to leap on him. ' Morgan paid no attention to the two 
men, and his very fearlessness be
wildered them. He muttered a curse 
in an undertone as he looked closer at 
the unconscious man, then suddenly 
he drew back Carew's coat. The shirt 
beneath was clotted with dried blood. 
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The trapper had been wounded by a 
bullet. 

"The fool !" muttered Morgan. 
"Wounded and he didn't tell me ! "  

H e  knew that the two men were 
moving behind him. But some linger
ing fear of this tall, dark-haired stran
ger prevented them from snatching up 
their guns from the floor. Instead, 
they were edging along the wall of the 
shack toward the door. 

Morgan did not turn as he stood 
with his back to them. I£ they wanted 
to make their escape in the storm he 
was willing to let them go. That 
would simplify matters for him. 
Holding Norton and Shad prisoners 
was becoming complicated when he 
had other things to do. 

He had not even turned when · they 
reached the door and leaped outside. 
But Morgan swung around as they 
disappeared. A sudden thought had 
struck him. They would head for the· 
shed to get their horses and would 
find the black stallion there. They 
must not take Midnight with them ! 

On the instant a shrill whistle that 
carried above the wailing of the wind 
issued from the outlaw's lips. A sig
nal that Midnight had been trained to 
answer. The big horse would come to 
his master when he heard that whistle. 

Morgan stepped outside of the 
shack and repeated the call. He 
heard a shout from the direction of 
the shed. A moment later the form of 
the big horse loomed in the falling 
snow as he came galloping around the 
corner of the cabin. 

"Good boy, Midnight !" the out
law called as the stallion came to a 
stop beside him. "They ain't takin' 
you away, are they ?" 

For a few minutes Morgan stood 
there waiting, then two riders swept 
by, weird, half seen figures in the 
thick curtain of falling snow. Their 
horses' hoofs made no sound. They 
might have been ghost horsemen as 
they disappeared into 'the night. 

Morgan breathed a sigh of relief as 
he saw the last of Norton and Shad 
through the snow. He led Midnight 

back to the shed and left the horse 
there, then hurried back into the line 
shack. 

"Got to get Carew to the Bar B 
where he can have that wound 
treated," he told himself firmly. "And 
the sooner the better." 

He glanced down at the dead man 
by the table. 

"Besides ·I gotta do a heap of ex
plainin' to Brackton and Crane about 
what happened here. Ain't no sayin' 
what lies Norton and that other hom
bre will tell !" 

CHAPTER XIII 

Shot Throngh the Window 

WHEN W a y n e  M o r g a n  

If' reached the Bar B it was 
f ·"' nearly midnight. With 

two long poles, a blanket 
from the shack and ropes 
he had built an Indian 
travois. T h e e n d s o f 
the poles had been lashed 

together in front of the pommel of the 
roan which he was now riding, for he 
had been able to ride through the 
storm on Midnight, find the cave and 
get a fresh horse there. 

The peles had then been spread out 
on either side of the horse's flanks, so 
that they formed a makeshift sort of 
shafts. The ends dragged on the 
ground and between these Morgan had 
tied the wounded man heavily 
wrapped in blankets from the shack. 
It had formed an excellent way of 
transporting the trapper through the 
storm. 

Now Morgan was in the big living 
room of the ranchhouse, talking to 
Gage B rackton. Carew had been set
tled in one of the bedrooms, his wound 
cleaned and dressed. He was resting 
comfortably, for the bullet had gone 
clean through the upper part of his 
chest, and probing for the lead slug 
had not been necessary. 

"Yuh say yuh found the trapper and 
took him to the Circle-C line camp ?." 
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aeked Brackton, thoughtfully. "And 
then when yuh come into the place one 
of Crane's waddies tried to down 
yuh ?" 

"That's the way it happened," Mor
gan asserted. 

The two men were alone. Both Miss 
Jenny and Lucy had gone to bed. The 
unsuspected outlaw slowly rolled a 
quirly, and waited for the ranch owner 
to speak. 

"Ain't the way Norton tells it," said 
Brackton after a little. "He claims 
yuh come bustin' into the shack with 
a gun in yore hand, like yuh was look
in' for trouble." 

"I found it !" Morgan said drily. 
"Norton claims the hombre yuh 

killed accused yuh of workin' with the 
sheepmen. Said he could prove it and 
so yuh killed him." 

"Yore segundo is a l iar," stated 
Morgan flatly. 

"Might be." The o wner of the Bar 
B appeared willing to consider the 
situation from all angles. "All the 
same Breeze Crane ain't gonna like 
yuh killin' one of his men thataway." 

"Reckon so." 
Morgan struck a match and lighted 

his brown paper cigarette. He was 
gazing idly at the snow piling up on 
the lower ledge of a half open window 
across the room. 

"Still haven't figgered why yuh 
drew down on Norton and Shad and 
made 'em shuck their guns," said 
Brackton. 

"I£ one of three jaspers tried to kill 
. yuh, would yuh trust the other two 

any too far ?" asked Morgan. 
"No." The stocky rancher frowned 

and shook his head. "I wouldn't." 
Brackton glanced up as Chuck Rus

sell appeared from the back of the 
house with Norton close behind him. 
The segundo scowled at Morgan. 

"Got somethin' to tell yuh, Boss," 
Norton said surlily. "And I'm speak
in' right out where Chuck Russell can 
hear it." 

"What is i t ?" asked Brackton. 
" 'Bout an hour ago I seen Russell 

here saddle up and ride out into the 

storm," said the small, wiry Norton. 
"Got me kinda curious so I followed 
him." 

i 

��"U IND of sneakin' trick you 
..n. would do." The foreman 

glared at Norton. "I was aimin' to 
ride to Shelter Canyon and see if the 
men there who are looking for rest of 
the herd was all right." 

"Mebbe yuh was, but yuh never goi: 
there," snarled Norton. "I seen yuh 
meet a rider out in the storm and talk 
to him." 

"That's a lie !"  snapped Russell. "I 
didn't meet up with nobody. Found 
the storm was worse'n I thought so I 
turned back." 

"Followed the rider Russell was 
talkin' to out there," went on the se
gundo as though he had not been in
terrupted. "Got close enough to see 
him good. It was John Murdock !" 

"Murdock !" eJtclaimed Btackton. 
He looked anxiously from one man to 
the other as if trying to d.ecide which 
was telling the truth. "What about 
it, Chuck ?" 

"Still say Norton is lyin'," said the 
young foreman firmly. "It's up to yuh, 
Boss, whose word yuh want to take." 

"Mebbe yuh both better let me think 
this thing over," said Brackton. "Nor
ton, yuh realize yuh've been makin' 
some mighty serious accusations, 
don't yuh ?" · "Jest �een tell in' yuh what I se·en," 
said the segundo short1y. 

"If Norton would lie about me then 
I'm believin' he'd do the same thing 
about Russell," Morgan broke in unex
pectedly. Chuck Russell shot him a 
grateful glance. 

"Thanks, Morgan," he said, as he 
turned away. "All right, Boss. I'm 
headin' for the bunkhouse. You tell 
us what yuh decide in the mornin' ." 
The foreman glanced at Norton. 
"Come on, hombre, yuh're gain' with 
me. I ain't takin' a chance of gettin' 
shot in the back !" 

"Mebbe I'd better." Norton bared 
his teeth in a wolfish sneer; "Yuh 
might be waitin' outside to down me 
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when I go to tum in." 
The two men departed side by side, 

watching each other warily. 
"Yuh eve):' hear of the N. and W., 

Mr. Brackton?" asked Morgan, when 
the two men had gone. 

"Shore." Brackton nodded. "North· 
ern and Western Railroad. There was 
talk of them runnin' a l ine through 
this valley last summer. Ain't heard 
nothin' more about it, so I guess they 
changed their minds. Or mebbe they 
ain't got around to it yet." 

"A railroad, eh ?" Morgan mused. 
"I see. Jest heard something about 
the N. and W. mentioned, and won
dered what it was they was talkin' 
about." He smiled. "I thought it was 
a cow outfit." 

"Well, it ain't." 
Things were coming back into the 

outlaw's mind now. The way in which 
Norton had accused him of being an 
undercover man working for the N. & 
W. The stake that his foot had struck 
against when he and Blue Hawk had 
been examining the dead sheepmen 
and their flock. The stake that had 
been branded N. & W. 

The railroad presented a new angle 
to the situation in the Big Hills Val
ley. Though as yet he could not see 
how there was any connection be
tween the Northern & Western and 
the trouble that sheepmen and cattle
men had been having. 

He had heard of the railroad. But 
it was too big and prosperous for there 
to be any need for it to stir up trouble 
in order to gain a right of way through 
this part of the country. Morgan was 
sure it was nothing like that. 

Yet why should the possibility that 
he might be an· investigator for the 
railroad have worried Norton and 
Shad as it obviously had done. What 
connection had those two with the N. 
& W ? 

IT would be more than useless, he 
was assured, for him to attempt to 

question the segundo. Norton would 
be sure to lie, or refuse to talk at all. 
A different idea struck him then. 

"Who told yuh that the sheepmen 
were plannin' to drive a big flock of 
sheep across the river tonight ?" he 
asked Brackton. 

"Why, Norton,'' Brackton admitted. 
"He come ridin' in and said he'd 
been down by the river and seen some . 
of Murdock's men startin' to drive 
a bunch of woollies across." 

"And led you and the outfit right 
into a trap," said Morgan, and added 
quickly, for he did not want Brack
ton to know he had any first-hand 
knowledge of the affair : "I heard 
about it. Was Norton with yuh ?" 

"�o." Gage Brackton frowned. 
"He stayed here to saddle up a fresh 
boss. Don't think he ever did show 
up, though I ain't certain. So much 
happenin' I didn't have no time to 
check up on the men with me." 

The stocky rancher rose from his 
chair and started to pace the floor. He 
was nervous and excited, and was 
showing the strain. 

"Damn it, Morgan, this thing is get
tin' me !" he said crisply. "First it 
was drygulchers p ickin' off the men 
ridin' the range-and now look at all 
that's happened today ! Them four 
men killed in the canyon and half of 
the herd missing. the rest shot. Then 
the way them sheepmen tried to trap 
us on the river, and near done it." . 

"Did yuh know that a flock of sheep 
and sixteen herders was killed on this 
side of the river this mornin' ?" asked 
Wayne Morgan. 

"Yes." Brackton nodded. "Heard 
about that-and I'm shore that it 
wasn't my men or Crane's that done it. 
I tell yuh I don't understand what 
it is all about ! Good Lord, man, do 
yuh realize that it ain't only me and 
my men that's in danger, but my 
daughter and my sister, too !" 

"I know." Morgan nodded soberly. 
"And yuh better keep somebody on 
guard here at the ranch all the time. 
I figger this trouble ain't over yet." 

The stairs that led to the second 
floor of the ranchhouse were located 
directly in the back of the big living 
room. Morgan had been keeping an 
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eye on them, more or less, and now 
suddenly he was conscious that some
one was standing at the head of the 
stairs, listening. It was dark up there 
but he caught a vague glUnpse of a 
white face. And he was certain that 
it was either Miss Jenny or Lucy 
who stood there. 

"Of cours,e I'll keep some of them 
men on guard here all of the time," 
Brackton said. "Night and day. I 
ain't takin' no risks of Lucy or Jenny 
being shot if they step outside of the 
house. I will-" 

"Gage-the window !" 
J eimy Brackton was calling from 

the top of tAe stairs, her voice tense 
and shrill. 

· 
Both men whirled toward the half 

open window. Morgan's hands 
streaked for his guns as he twisted 
around. He saw the glitter of a long 
blue gun barrel and a fist that was 
thrust in through the opening. It was 
aimed straight at Brackton, Morgan 
realized, as he heard the click of a 
cocked hammer. 

From the head o£ the stairs a gun 
roared and the long-barreled Colt in 
the window vanished without being 
fired. 

Morgan reached the window with 
his guns ready in his hands. The fall
ing snow blotted out the black shape 
that was dashing away fr'Om the house 
but he fired, even though it was use
less. For the man who had tried to 
kill Gage Braokton was gone. 

WAYNE MORGAN s w u n g  
around from the window. A 

little cloud of blue �ke was rising 
toward the oil lamp that hung on a 
chain in the center of the room. The 
acrid smell of gunpowder lingered in 
the damp air. In the corner the low
burning coals in the sheet-iron stove 
glowed redly like a bloodshot eye, 

Jenny anckton was descending the 
stairs, her tall form clad in a blanket 
robe. Her long black hair was plaited 
in two braids that hung down her 
back, and the yellow light cast a bright 
glow on the .38 tha't she held in her 

competent right hand. 
Then ft·om the second floor came the 

light patter of feet and Lucy's voice 
crying out anxiously. 

"Dad, are you all right? I heard 
shots." 

"It's all right, Lucy." Miss Jenny's 
voice carried clearly, and there was 
a soothing calmness in it. "No one 
was hurt." 

"Jenny ! "  Brackton looked at her 
duedly. "You saved me l You shot 
and kept the man at the window from 
firin' !"' 

"Someone has to take care of things 
arGund this house I" Miss J enn.y 
placed her gun on a table as she seated 
herself in her favorite chair. She 
looked at the .38 as though it was a 
strange object that she had never seen 
before. "It's a good thing Fatlaer 
taught us both how to shoot when we 
were children, Gage." 

"Shore is. Miss Jenny." There was 
frank admiration in Morgan's eyes as 
he looked at her. He had never seen 
a woman quite like this one-. He had 
already decided that her caustic 
tongue was merely a defense, a shield 
that protected her from a world that 
had hurt her in some way. "And good 
shootin' it was ! "  

Lucy came rushing down the stairs, 
her eyes wi-de and a little frightened. 
A look of relief swept over her young 
face as she saw that hw father was 
unharmed. 

"What happened ? "' she demanded. 
Gage Brackton swiftly told her. 

The girl blushed and drew the robe 
she was wearing closer about her as 
she became aware that someone el«e 
was present-the taU, dark-haired 
stranger who had been there before. 

"A man with a gun at the window." 
she cried. "Oh, Dad, when will this 
all stop?" 

"Not until we convince John Mur· 
dock and the rest of . his killers that 
they gotta keep out of this valley," 
said the owrrer of the Bar B with deci· 
siveness. 

The front door of the ranchhouae 
was thrust open and Chuck Rus$oll 
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and Scott Norton entered. They were 
both fully dressed and excited. 

"Heard shots from the bunkhouse 
and come a-runnin'," panted the fore
man. "What's happened ?" 

"He wasn't in the bunkhouse !'  cried 
Norton. "I'm shore of it." 

"I'm tired of yore lies, Norton." 
R ussell's fists were clenched. Only 
with effort was he holding himself in 
check. "I've been tryin' to not make 
any ruckus, 'cause I knew the boss had 
enough to worry him-but this is 
plumb gettin' too much to stand !" 

"I ain't afraid of yuh, Russell !" 
The segundo glared defiantly. "Nev
er have been. Yuh can shout and say 
that I'm lyin' all yuh want-but ev
erything I've said about yuh's been the 
truth !" He spat out his accusation 
swiftly, as if time counted. "If Mr. 
Brackton wants to trust you instead of 
me-that's all right. But I'm gonna 
have my say and yuh can't stop me !" 

"This ain't my fight," Morgan in
terrupted, quickly stepping between 
the two men, "but there's a few ques
tions that I'd like to ask yuh, Nor
ton." 

"You keep out of this !" snarled the 
segundo. "It ain't none of yore busi
ness !" 

"I'm not so shore of that," Wayne 
Morgan said firmly. •Yuh lied to 
Brackton about me and I figger yuh're 
doin' the same thing about Chuck 
Russell. Like I already said." His 
voice was hard. "Yuh're talkin' now 
-but yuh better talk fast and straight, 
Norton ! "  

CHAPTER XIV 

Suspicion 

/ �O RTON hesitated a n  d 
l licked his li ps. There 

was something about the • \ keen, · piercing eyes of 
this tall stranger that 
made the l ittle segundo 
suddenly afraid. 

He had been lying, cre
ating fabrications out of whole cloth, 
in order to get Chuck Russell in 

wrong. Norton hated the young fore
man of the Bar B with all the bitter 
vindictiveness of his warped soul. 

For two years he had coveted Chuck 
Russell's j ob. Norton was the type of 
man who gloried in authority. To be 
in a position to dominate those about 
him, to issue orden they had to obey, 
meant much to him. It would salve 
any slights that life had handed him 
because of his inconsequence. 

True, he already was the segundo 
of the outfit, and so a boss of the men 
under Russell. But the literal mean
ing of the Spanish word segundo was 
second in command and that was not 
enough. Scott Norton wanted to be 
first in everything. 

If Gage Brackton had assumed the · 
position of ramrod of his own outfit, 
as did some of the cattle owners 
throughout the West, then the title of 
segundo would have possessed more 
power than it did here on the Bar B. 
As it was Norton was nothing more 
than a straw boss under Chuck Rus
sell's supervision, and it rankled. 
Now he thought he saw a chance to 
change all that, and he meant to take 
it, no matter how much lying it in
volved. For Scott Norton was the 
caliber of man who would casually 
swear a man's life away, if it served 
his own purpose. 
· "Yuh say yuh followed Russell out 

into the storm when he rode away 
from the ranch ?" Morgan's voice cut 
sharply through a moment of silence. 
"That yuh saw him meet another 
rider?" 

"That's right." Norton nodded sul
lenly. 

Wayne Morgan bent on the segundo 
a stern, accusing gaze. "For the last 
three hours it's been snowin' so hard 
yuh couldn't a seen Russell unless yuh 
was within ten feet of him. If yuh'd 
come that close he'd a shore seen you, 
too." 

"Morgan's right !" exclaimed the 
sandy-haired foreman. "I couldn't 
see only a few feet ahead of me. 
That's why I turned back." 

Brackton was listening intently, as 
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were Lucy and Jenny. The rancher's 
sister had picked up her knitting and 
the needles flashed in the light. The 
girl had seated herself in a chair, her 
robe drawn close about her slender 
form and her gaae fixed anxiously on 
Chuck Russell. No doubt about her 
love of the foreman. It showed in 
every move and expression as she 
watched and listened. 

"Yuh couldn't see but a few feet 
ahead of yuh," repeated Morgan re
lentlessly. "And yet Norton was able 
to recognize the rider yuh're supposed 
to have met and kttew it was John 
Murdock !" 

"Well, it looked like Murdock,'l 
Norton said slowly. 

Morgan's gaze bent sternly on the 
segundo. "You were the one that told 
Brackton yuh'd seen the sheepmen 
startin' to drive a big flock across the 
river tonight, Norton." Every accus
ing word was clear and sharp. "Isn't 
that true ?" 

"I did see 'em !" Norton was nervous 
and frightened. "I tell yuh I did !" 

"It was too dark for yuh to see all 
the way across the river tonight, Nor
ton." Morgan's voice grew hard, un
compromising. He bit out sharply : 
"How much did Murdock pay yuh to 
come here with that story ?" 

"I didn't-he said-" The segundo 
broke off abruptly, a wave of horror 
sweeping over his face as he realized 
how much he had tacitly admitted ; 
that at least something had passed be
tween him and the big leader of the 
sheepmen. Wayne Morgan leaped at 
it. 

"So yuh did sell out yore outfit I" 
unspeakable scorn was in his voice. 
"Then it was you that threw that rock 
through the window with the note on 
it tellin' the Bracktons to get out of 
the country. That musta been yore 
own idea. Murdock's too smart for 
any button trick like that." 

"I didn't ! "  N ortott's protest rose to 
a wail. "I fired at the hombre that 
threw that rock ! Jlllit as he was rid
in' away." 

"Yuh mean yuh fired yore gun to 

make it look like yuh was tryln' to 
down somebody," snapped Morgan. 
"Funny yuh should be out in front of 
the house right then. Waan't it kinda 
cold out there ? Yuh're lyin', Norton. 
Yuh sold out yore outfit and yuh know 
it !"  

"Yuh sneakin' coyote I" r o a r e d 
Brackton as he took a menacing step 
toward his cowering segundo. "Damn 
if yuh don't deserve to be lynched!" 

Suddenly Norton gripped his  fast
failing courage. His hand ftew to his 
gun and he snatched it out. His eyes 
were glittering as he leaped back, the 
long blue barrel aiming directly at · 
Lucy Brackton, sitting tensely in her 
chair. 

"Touch me and the gal gets it I" he 
snarled. 

As if suddenly paralyzed, the three 
men before him stood stockstill, their 
hands close to their guns, but sus
pended in mid-air. If the small man 
had covered them with his gun those 
gun-draws would have been com
pleted. But not now. Lucy Brackton 
was in danger. 

In sudden terror at being found out, 
Norton was as vicious and desperate 
as a cornered rat. His intention was 
plain in his eyes. He would shoot 
Lucy if forced to. 

For a huahed instant the three men 
stood tense and motionless. Miss J en
ny had abruptly stopped k.ftitting. 
Lucy's face was paper white. Terror 
was in her eyes as she stared, as if half 
fascinated, at the menacing barrel of 
the gun in Norton's hand. 

· 
Then slowly the segundo began to 

edge back across the room toward the 
· front door. In the deadly quiet and 

electric tension in that room he 
seemed to take hours to reach it, but 
it was actually only a moment. His 
left hand reached behind him, caught 
the latch of the door and drew it open. 

A blast of cold air and a swirl of 
snow swept through. Just for a 
breath. Then the door closed with a 
Cl"ash and Norton had disappeared. 

"Chuck-wait !" 
Lucy raced for the young foreman, 



G·UNS OF THE NORTH WlND 73 

wailing, as he dashed toward the door, 
gun in hand. Russell's bootbeels 
ground to a jerked stop as he glanced 
back over his shoulder. 

"She's right !" c r i e d Brackton. 
"Don't open the door, Chuck. He can 
see yuh in the light-but you can't 
see him." 

"He's got to get a boss I" 
Wayne Morgan turned and ran back 

toward the rear of the ranchhouse. 
He could go out the back way and 
head for the barn. 

Stumbling through the darkness 
that shrouded the big kitchen, he 
found the back door and flung it open. 
Wind-driven snow lashed at his face 
as he lunged out into the storm. His 
guns were up, ready, as he pounded 
toward the barn. 

His boots sank deep into snow, re
tarding him. A curtain of white 
loomed all about him, forcing him to 
move cautiously, for all his need of 
haste. He bumped into a hard flat 
surface that was the front wall of the 
barn before he realized he was near it. 
He edged his way along, seeking the 
big doors. 

From somewhere ahead of him came 
the rasping of hinges as a door opened. 
Snow muffiing his footsteps, he moved 
forward swiftly. · A horse's head 
seemed floating through the air, unat
tached to the animal's body. It came 
into view so close to Morgan that he 
leaped to one side. 

He fired as he caught a vague 
glimpse of the man in the saddle, but 
the sudden leap had thrown him off 
balance. The bullet went wild. A gun 
in the horseman's hand roared, a slug 
thudding into the wood of the barn 
door. 

Then the rider was gone, complete
ly blotted out by the obscuring curtain 
of white. Morgan caught the door 
and drew it closed from the inside. 
Because of an overhanging roof above 
the big doors of the barn where the 
snow had not piled so high, it had been 
easy for Norton to swing back the 
door after he had saddled hia horse 
and escaped-

Well, Norton was gone. There was 
little, if any, chance of overtaking him 
in this night snowstorm. And now 
Wayne Morgan had other things on 
his mind. 

He was anxious to leave the Bar B 
and get back to the trapper's cabin 
where he had planned to meet Blue 
Hawk. So much had happened since 
the two men had parted that it seemed 
a long time ago to the Mas�ed Rider. 
Yet it had actually been only a few 
hours. 

He heard a crunching of snow, and 
Brackton and Russell appeared. Their 
guns were in their hands as they 
opened the door and entered the barn. 
The light from an oil lantern burning 
in the stable caught the reflection of 
steel. Evidently Norton had lighted 
the lantern so he could see to saddle a 
horse. 

"He get away?" Brackton de
manded. 

Morgan nodded glumly. "Yes. I 
tried to stop him, but couldn't. His 
boss near trampled me down." 

"Think we better saddle up and try 
and follow him, Boss?" Russell 
looked anxiously at the stocky owner 
of the Bar B. 

"No s e n s e  to that." Brackton 
shrugged helplessly. "Ain't a dawg's 
chance of findin' him in this storm. 
Anyhow, he'll head across the river 
into the sheep country. He'll be wel
come there, after the way he's been 
workin' for Murdock undec cover." 

"Wonder if he has been?" Morgan 
said, voicing a nagging thought. 

"What yuh mean?" Brackton's ex
pression was as puzzled as that of his 
surprised foreman. "I don't get it." 

"Tell yuh more when I'm certain," 
Morgan said thoughtfully, his eyes 
studying the faces of the two men. 
"Listen, you two want to clear up all 
this trouble around here, don't yuh?" 

"Ain't that kind of a silly ques
tion ?" demanded Brackton. 

"Sounds so to me," Russell agreed. 
"All right then." For a moment 

Morgan's lipa tightened. "I'm makin' 
a suggestion. Mebbe yuh ain't gonna 
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even consider it, but I figger it'll help 
some." ' 

"What is it?" asked Brackton. 
"Fire Chuck I" said Morgan prompt

ly. 
"Yuh crazy ?" The owner of the 

Bar B glared at the tall, dark-haired 
man who could make such a startling 
and senseless suggestion. 

"There's no sense to that, Morgan," 
the foreman himself put in, but there 
was bewilderment in his eyes. "The 
boss knows he can trust me. Always 
could and always will be able to, come 
hell or high water." 

"I know that." Morgan smiled at 
Russell. "That's why I'm suggestio' 
for him to fire yuh-because he can 
trust yuh. Now, l isten. If yuh was 
fired from the Bar B, Chuck, the first 
thing yuh would do would be join up 
with another outfit, isn't that right ?" 

"Shore," the young foreman nodded. 
"Why not ?" 

"All right then. A man might 
learn a plumb heap thataway ! There's 
too many riders-and good ones, too 
--<:ausing trouble around here for it 
to be jest she!;!pmen that's back of all 
that's goin' on." 

· 
"Yuh mean that them little cow 

spreads in the valley might be in on 
this business some way ?" demanded 
Russell. "And if I was hangin' around 
out of a job I might learn somethin' ?" 

"Good chance of it." Morgan 
nodded. "Yuh was fired from the Bar 
B caused Brackton didn't trust yuh, 
and yuh're right sore about it. Sabe?" 

"What you think, Boss ?" Russell 
looked at the ranch owner. 

Brackton was scratching his head 
thoughtfully. "Might be somethin' to 
Morgan's idea," he admitted. "But I 
ain't even pretendin' to fire yuh unless 
it's all right with you, Chuck." 

"All right," said Chuck Russell. 
"We'll do it !" He grinned. "Yuh're 
firin' me come mornin', Boss." 

"Better make it seem real by not 
tellin yore dau�hter and sister about 
it yet, Brackton," suggested Morgan. 
"Not that they would talk-but it j est 
might be stronger that way." He 

glanced at the foreman. "And Chuck, 
I shore wouldn't be wastin' no time 
gettin' a job somewheres, if I was 
you." 

"Guess yuh're right," Russell said 
quietly. "But I shore hate the idea 
of Lucy and Miss Jenny not knowin'." 

"All right, we'll do it," said Brack
ton. "Yore fired, Chuck." He grinned 
and shook his head ruefully. "But 
Lucy and J enny'll shore raise hell !" 

"Remember yuh got to convince 'em 
yuh mean it," said Morgan. "If yuh 
don't it ain't gonna work." 

"All right." Brackton shivered. 
"It's cold out here. Let's get back to 
the house." 

They found that it was not snowing 
so hard as they made their way back 
to the ranchhouse. There was a chance 
of the storm ceasing before many 
hours had passed. 

The l et-up was a relief to Morgan 
for to his experienced eyes it had 
looked as i f  a two- or three-day bliz
zard was in progress. That would 
have meant that he would be snow
bound at the Bar B, and he did not like 
that idea. There was too much yet to 
be done if  he hoped to clear up the 
trouble between the sheep owners and 
the cattlemen. 

As he followed Brackton into the 
big living room Wayne Morgan saw 
that Lucy was no longer there. Evi
dently she had returned to her room. 
Miss Jenny was still waiting, though, 
sitting in her chair knitting. She had 
put more wood on the fire in the stove 
and it was burning brightly. 

"Norton got away," Brackton said 
wearily, dropping into a chair. "Sad
dled a hoss and lit out into the storm." 

"Glad he's gone I" · snapped M iss 
Jenny. "I never liked that man any
way." But there was a thoughtful ex
pression on the face of the keen-eyed 
woman. "Gage, I've been thinking. 
That man who came here tonight to 
warn you of the trap that had been set 
for the outfit at the river. The man 
dressed in black who calls himself the 
Masked Rider. Remember I told you 
about him ?" 
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"What about him ?" asked Brackton. 
"All I know about him is he shore 
saved all of us down at the river to
night." 

"We need that man to help us, 
Gage," said M iss Jenny with positive
ness. "If there was only some way 
that we could find him-tell him about 
all the trouble that has been .happen
ing around here." 

"Heard of this hombre they call the 
Masked Ri der myself," Morgan re
marked quietly. "From what they say 
he don't have to be told much. He 
usually knows when folks are in trou
ble and <toes somethin' about it." 

"Does he ?" Miss J enny's eyes were 
fixed intently on the strong face of the 
tall, dark-haired man. "I'm glad !" 

M o r g a n ' s expl"ession did not 
change, but he was startled. Did this 
woman suspect that he and the black
clad outlaw were one and the same 
man ? 

CHAPTER XV 

Y"'�ARL Y morning found the 

� sun shining brightly over 

r1: miles and miles of coun-
try buried beneath a far
Bung mantle of gleaming 
white. The drifts were 
high in the canyons and '- · ravines of the Big Hills 

and in the gulches and dry-washei 
scattered throughout the huge valley. 

With the coming of the sun it had 
grown waFmer, though there was still 
a crispness in the air. Tne glare on 
the whiteness was blinding and it was 
wise to protect the eyes from it as 
much as possible. 

Brackton had not gone through 
with his pretense of firing Chuck Rus
sell up to the time that Morgan had 
left the Bar B. He did not doubt that 
they would carry out the plan, but had 
decided to put it off until later in the 
morning. 

Most of the Bar B outfit had ridden 
out onto the range to check up on the 

stock, as soon as it was light, and to 
see if they could find any trace of the 
part of the herd that had disappeared 
from Shelter Canyon. They had also 
been ordered to keep on the lookout 
for Scott Norton, in case the former 
Bar B segundo might still be some
where in the valley. 

'It was not more than an hour a,fter 
he had left the ranch that Wayne 
Morgan swung out of the saddle out
side of Carew's c.abin back in the 
mountains. The gray-bearded trapper 
was still at the Bar B recovecing from 
his wound, but he bad been much 
stronger this morning when Morgan 
had seen him before leaving. 

Blue Hawk appeared in the doorway 
of the cabin, a smile on his copper
hued face to greet the Masked Rider. 
He �ed the roan around the cabin and 
placed the horse in the leanto with 
his own pinto as the outlaw entered 
the little log house and warmed him
self before the fire. 

"Hoped you would get here soon, 
Senor," said the Yaqui as he stepped 
inside the cabin and closed the door. 
"Strange things happen, things Blue 
Hawk does not understand." 

"Teir me about it, Hawk." MOTgan 
seated himself on a rough bench be
side the fire. '"Sounds interestin'." 

"Did not get a chance to tell all I 
learned across river yesterday," Blue 
Hawk said. "Found that old couple, 
Sam White and his wife, safe on their 
sheep ranch. N.o one had ordered 
them to leave again." 

"Good ! "  Morgan s�Uiled. "Was 
shore somethin' was wrong about them 
Government notices when I first heard 
their story. I was right. But go on, 
Hawk." 

"Told you that I talked to Indian 
herders. They say sheepmen blame 
cattlemen for all the trouble." · 

"That's so," the outlaw agreed. 
"What with findin' Carew tied up at 
his cabin and learnin' about the trap 
for the cattlemen at the river yuh 
didn't have time to give me much de
tails. Tell me all yuh learned, Hawk." 

"Found that there were four sheep 
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ranches close to the river, more of 
them farther south," went on Blue 
Hawk. "Biggest one near river owned 
by John M urdock, one of the smaller 
ones by Sam White. Other sheepmen 
do as Murdock says." 

"I was shore of that," said Morgan. 
"Go on." 

B lue Hawk told his story swiftly 
but in full detail. He had learned to 
observe everything that went on about 
him and as usual he had missed little. 
Murdock, he said, dominated the other 
sheep owners and forced them to obey 
his orders even when they were reluc
tant. He kept a bunch of men around 
him who looked and acted far more 
l ike gunmen than shepherds. That 
these men were mounted on fast 
horses was an interesting detail that 
Blue Hawk had learned. 

��yuH figger they might be the 
riders that killed off all of the 

shee.pmen yesterday morn in' ?" asked 
Morgan, as the Yaqui paused. 

"Might be, Senor,'' said Blue Hawk. 
"But why should they do that ? Sheep
men and ri4ers both beleng to same 
side. Why kill off their own men ?" 

"The cattlemen was blamed for it, 
wasn't they ?" asked the outlaw. 

"So I ndians told me.'' B lue Hawk 
nodded. "It was this that made sheep
men willing to place dynamite on river 
last night to trap the cattlemen.'' 

"Then that's it, Hawk !"  Conviction 
was in Wayne Morgan's tone. "Mur
dock deliberately had those sheepmen 
take the flock across the river ! He 
knew there'd be trouble when the cat
tlemen headed for the canyon with a 
herd and found fellers with a flock of 
sheep tryin' to beat 'em to it.'' 

"You are right, Senor. Then when 
there was not big battle between cat
tlemen and herders the riders came 
and killed sheepmen as they headed 
flock back to river." 

"Shore I Murdock is stirrin' up 
trouble plumb deliberate ! Because 
he wants to drive both sheep and cat
tlemen away from this part of the 
country, if yuh ask me.'' The mas· 

querading outlaw frowned. "Looks 
like that crooked sheriff was workin' 
with Murdock all right." 

"Crooked sheriff ?" Blue Hawk was 
puzzled. 

Quickly Morgan told the Yaqui all 
that had happened the previous day. 
He related how the masked sheriff had 
tried to drygulch the four men when 
they had been in the canyon, how 
Sheriff Alton had been shot and 
killed-and of the letter from the 
Government. 

"One of Brackton's men came back 
from Gunshot j est before I left the 
ranch this morning," Morgan in
for111ed as he finished his story. "Said 

. that Alt'on's head deputy, Tom Wills, 
was actin' sheriff now. Wills is an 
honest man. He'll report to the Land 
Bureau about them fake Government 
notices. Reckon there won't be any 
more trouble for the ranchers about 
that, nor for the ,sheepmen neither. 
Trouble is it can't be proven that Mur
dock ever had that half of the letter. 
He wasn't there when I found it.'' 

"Somebody is anxious to kill the 
ranchers, Brackton and Crane," said 
the Yaqui. "First sheriff tries to dry
gulch them, then man starts to shoot 
Brackton through window and sister 
saves him. You think man who was 
at window was Norton, Senor ?" 

"No, I'm shore it wasn't," the out
law said flatly. "I saw hand of the 
feller who was holdin' the gun, and 
I've got an idea jest who it mighta 
been." 

"Who, Senor ?" 
"Ain't sayin' jest yet, Hawk. Want 

to find out a few more things first.'' 
Wayne Mocgan glanced about the 
cabin. "Good chance to look this 
place over now while Carew ain't here. 
M ight be considerable help if we knew 
more about that hombre." 

He rose from the bench and started 
wandering arouna the cabin, looking 
over Jim Carew's few possessions. 
Beneath the bunk he discovered a 
small wooden box thruat way back out 
of sight. 

Drawing out the box Morgan exam-
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ined its contents. There were a nwn
ber of books, most of them classics, 
and something carefully wrapped in 
chamois. H e  unrolled this, revealing 
a handsome silver-mounted pistol. 
On the butt was engraved : 

To J. A. Carew in appreciation of 
loyal and faithf\11 service, 

Northern and We1tern Railroad. 

��HAT'S it !" exclaimed Morgan. 
- I "Carew is an undercover man 

for the railroad himself ! Thought he 
might be. Guess I �tter hav( me a 
little talk with him soon as ·I get a 
chance." 

He rolled the gun in the chamois 
and placed it back in the box, then 
shoved the whole thing under the 
bunk. 

"What do we do now, Senor ?" asked 
Blue Hawk. 

"Want yuh to head back across the 
river, Hawk," Morgan said, as he 
stamped out the fire in the open fire
place. "After what we've jest learned 
and what's already happened I figger 
there's gonna be plenty more trouble 
around here." 

"Think Murdock will keep the 
sheepmen stirred up, S enor ?" asked 
the Yaqui. 

"Shore of it. I want yuh to find out 
what they're plannin' if yuh can. And 
another thing, see if Scott Norton 
joins up with Murdock's crowd." 

"Have never seen Norton," said 
Blue Hawk. "What does he look 
like ?" 

Morgan described the wiry little 
man who had been the Bar B segundo 
in detail so that Blue Hawk would be 
sure to recognize him. 

"He's been workin' for Murdock all 
the titpe, under cover," the outlaw 
said grimly. "But now I figge.r he'll 
come out in the open about it." 

They left the cabin and got their 
horses out of the leanto. In a few mo
ments they were riding away through 
the snow. 

"While we're back here in the moun
tains we might scout around and see 
if we can find any trace of the rest of 

that Bar B herd," Morpn suggested 
as they rode. 

They went on in silence, each buay 
with their own thoughts. There was 
no sound save the crunching of their · 
horses' hoofs in the deep snow. Hat 
brims were pulled low over their eyes 
to shade them from the bright glare 
of the lilun reflecting on mile after 
mile o£ shining white spread out all 
about them. 

Towering cliff walls piled high with 
snow loomed above them as they rode 
farther back into th' Big Hills. 
Dri£t11 were continually falling from 
cliff end ledges in white waves, for 
the warmth of the sun had rnelted the 
snow enough to malce it move easily. 

For near an hour they rode, then 
abruptly discqvered that their search 
had been productive. 

"Look, Senor !" Blue Hawk pointed 
ahead as they rode intQ • canyon hid
den far back in the mountains. "Dead 
cattle I" 

Half buried in the 11now were the 
carcasses of over a hundred longhorna, 
every one of them killed by bullets. 
W ith them were two dead J;lltn and 
horses. 

"That's what become of the rest of 
the Bar B herd and the two waddies 
Brackton said was mi$sin' from Shel
ter Canyon," oBserved the Masked 
Rider. "They were driven back here 
to make it look like they'd been rus
tled, and the two Bar B waddie. were 
taken alon& and killed .. " The outlaw's 
blue eye11 flashed. "Hawk, tbe men 
behind all of this deserve plenty of 
punishment I" 

Again Morgan found bitter hatred 
in his heart for those who were behind 
this ruthless and unnecessary slaugh
ter of sheep and cattle, to say nothing 
of the toll in human life. 

They studied the place carefully, 
but there was nothing they could do 
here. Both of the waddies had been 
dead for quite some tirne. The Masked 
Rider and the Yaqui rode away. 

AN hour later they separated, Blue 
. Hawk headipg for the river to 
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return to the sheep country and 
Wayne Morgan bound for the Bar B 
to tell Brackton what he had discov
ered far back in the mountains. 

Ploughing through the snow, Mor
gan had reached the south side of the 
Big Hills when just as he rode 
through a ravine a rider loomed into 
view. As the horseman drew closer 
he recognized Gage Brackton and in a 
moment more he could see that the 
Bar B owner was in a highly excited 
and angry frame of mind. 

"Yuh see her ?" Brackton demanded 
as he halted his horse close to Mor
gan's roan. The angry scowl on the 
stocky rancher's face deepened. 

"See who ?" Morgan asked anxious
ly. 

"My daughter Lucy !" snapped the 
Bar B owner. "Should a known that 
idea of yours about firin' Chuck was 
gonna play hell !" 

"What happened ?" 
"I fired Russell like yuh said. He 

acted real hurt about it 'cause Lucy 
and Jenny was listenin'-and they 
shore said a plenty to me. He got his 
things and rode off. I rode out to 
Shelter Canyon with some of the men. 
When I got back I found out that 
Lucy had saddled her boss and rode 
away. She left word with Jenny that 
if Chuck went she was goin' too. Said 
she'd search the valley till she found 
him." 

"Chuck will bring her back to the 
ranch if she finds him," Morgan said 
confidently, but was not feeling much 
confidence himself. That sense of his 
that always warned him of something 
wrong was urgently pounding for at
tention. 

"He can't, unless he gives the whole 
thing away, ... Brackton snapped. "You 
and yore bright ideas !" 

"Yuh any idea whi ch way she 
went ?" · 

"Followed her boss' tracks back 
here toward the hills," Brackton said. 
"Another rider joined up with her. 
Reckon it was Chuck, but they're still 
headin' back into the mountains. Can't 
understand why." He pointed to horse 

tracks in the snow off to the left. 
"They came this way." 

"Reckon we better follow 'em," 
Morgan said promptly. The warning 
sense was working overtime now, but 
he kept his perturbation from the 
ranch owner as instantly he whirled 
his mount. 

"When I catch that gal of mine I'll 
shore give her a piece of my mind !" 
Brackton muttered. 

With what speed they could, they 
followed the trail of the two horses 
that was clearly visible in the snow. 
Though he was anxious about Lucy, 
Wayne Morgan told Brackton abOut 
the dead cattle he had discovered far 
back in the canyon. The owner of the 
Bar B cursed as he heard the news, 
and his angry scowl boded no good for 
the killers, if they could be caught. 

Towering cliffs loomed high above 
the two horsemen as they entered a 
canyon. From high on the mountain 
top came a rumbling noise as the loo10e 
snow moved. 

"There they are !" shouted Brackton 
as he spied two riders ahead of them. 
"That's Lucy's little sorrel mare. I'd 
know that boss anywhere !" 

"But that's not Russell with her !" 
snapped Morgan. 

His hand streaked for the gun on 
his right hip as they drew closer. The 
man ahead turned in the saddle to look 
back at them. 

"It's Scott Norton !" M o r g a n  
shouted. "He's got the girl !" 

NORTON fired the instant he got 
a good look at the two men be

hind him. Brackton cursed, snatch
ing out his own gun, as a bullet just 
missed his head. Morgan's gun 
roared, but the moment he had fired 
Norton had swung his horse around so 
that the girl and her mount were be
tween him and. the two other men. 

Morgan did not dare fire again. Too 
much danger of hitting Lucy. His 
lips tightened in an angry line at the 
realization that his first bullet had 
gone wild. 

So tense was the dramatic scene, 
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that at first the participants in it 
heeded nothing else. Then came the 
sudden knowledge that • from the 
mountain side the roaring was in
creasing. 

Morgan glanced up, then uttered an 
alarmed shout. 

"Avalanche !" he yelled. "Comin' 
down fast ! We're right under it !"  

Brackton shot one swift glance up
ward. Morgan was right ! The snow 
sliding down the mountain was grow
ing in volume as it descended. It was 
now one huge white mass. 

"Head back the way we come ! "  
shouted Brackton. "More chance of 
shelter there." 

Ahead, Norton and Lucy Brackton 
were swiftly disappearing in the dis
tance. Morgan wheeled his mount, 
forcing the roan into a gallop as he 
followed Brackton. 

With a roar the avalanche slid down 
the side of the mountain, carrying 
trees and brush with it. The two 
riders had just reached safety when 
ton after ton of snow piled down into 
the canyon on the spot where just mo
ments ago they and their horses had 
stood. 

By only a matter of seconds Brack
ton and Morgan had escaped being 
buried alive beneath snow that would 
have piled high over their heads. For 
snow now filled the gulch to a height 
of nearly forty feet. 

"That was shore close I" Brackton 
said hoarsely. "Thank Gawd it didn't 
get Lucy !" 

Morgan was staring morosely at the 
high-piled snow. No chance for them 
to get through the canyon now. And 
somewhere beyond the huge pile of 
white was the desperate killer who 
had been the segundo of the Bar B and 
a slender brown-haired girl who was 
at his mercy. 

"The avalanche didn't get Miss 
Lucy," Morgan said grimly. "But 
she's in a plumb plenty of danger as 
long as she is with Norton !" 

He wheeled his horse. 
"Come on, Brackton, we got to cir

cle ! We gotta find 'em I'' 

CHAPTER XVI 

T� Hideout 

U ITE naturally, it took 
time for Morgan and 
Brackton to circle around 
the c a n  y o n , heading 
northeast in the direction 
that Norton and Lucy had 
gone. After searching 
for an hour their worry 

grew. They had been unable to find 
a single trace of the segundo and Lucy 
Brackton. 

"Looks bad !" Brackton said tightly, 
and cursed. "If that sidewinder harms 
my gal I'll tear him to pieces." 

Morgan said nothing. He wanted 
to assure the owner of the Bar B that 
his daughter was safe but he could 
not. Too well he knew that Scott Nor
ton was a dangerous and a desperate 
man. The little segundo would de
light in revenging himself against the 
man who had discovered him to be a 
traitor. It even was highly possible 
that Norton would delight in tortur
ing Brackton's daughter. No telling 
just what the man might do. 

Both men were grimly silent then, 
their tired eyes searching the white 
expanse that told them nothing. I t  
was just a s  they reached a pass i n  the 
mountains that a band of horsemen 
loomed into view. 

"Breeze Crane and some of his wad
dies ! "  Brackton cried, brightening. 
"We'll get 'em to help us look for Nor
ton and Lucy." 

The owner of Circle C rode closer 
and halted. Behind him his men 
reined their horses. 

"Don't think much of the company 
yuh keep, Gage," Breeze C r a n e 
snapped, as he glared at Morgan. 
"Reckon yuh know that hombre 
downed one of my men last night." 

"Heard about it, Breeze," Brackton 
said, but he was not interested. 
"There ain't no time to bother about 
that now. Scott Norton has kid
naped my daughter !" 

"What ?" Surprise swept o v e r 
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Crane's handsome face, ''Why should 
Norton do that ? He's one of yore 
men." 

"He was," said Brackton, a bitter 
note in his voice. "Found out that he 
had been workin' for Murdock and the 
sheepmen undercover. Got so yuh 
don't know who to trust any more." 

"Norton workin' with Murdock ! "  
Crane exclaimed. " I t  don't seem pos
sible." He turned to his men with a 
sharp command. "You boys get rid
in' I Cover all of the valley if  yuh 
have to, but keep goin' until yuh find 
Norton and Lucy Brackton ! Ride, all 
of yuh !" 

Ten salty-looking C ircle C waddies 
wheeled their mounts. Snow crunched 
beneath the feet 9f their horses as 
they separated and rode off in differ
ent directions. 

"Thanks, Breeze,'' Brackton mut
tered gratefully. "Havin' yore men 
searchin' for Lucy is shore a help." 

"All the same I'm wonderin' jest 
why yuh're trustin' this man Morgan 
so much," Crane said, a tone of doubt 
in his vc;>ice. Again his glance at the 
masquerading outlaw was a glare. He 
studied Morgan thoughtfully, rubbing 
his chin with his scarred right hand. 
"One of my men, Tom Shad, tells me 
this jasper acted mighty suspicious
like at the line camp shack last night 
when he killed B ill Thorton. I'm 
thinkin' he might be a spy for the 
sheepmen I" 

"Shad's a liar I"  Morgan said, softly 
�d firmly. "Both him and Norton 
said they suspected me of bein' an un
dercover man for the N. and W. last 
ni&ht. Whatever they meant by that 
-why the N'. and W. should have an 
llJldercover man here for anyhow." 

"That doesn't make sense I" snarled 
Crane. "Why should those two jasp
er• be worryin' about a railroad man ?" 

"Do yuh know," Morgan said slow
ly, his hands close to the butts 'of his 
guns, "that's somethin' that's been in
tereatin' me a heap I" 

....... RANE frowned and lapsed into 
'-" silence. 

"I pass," said Brackton. "All this 
is gettin' too deep for me ! Don't even 
know what you two are talkin' atout." 

"No point in stayin' here arguin' 
about it," said Breeze Crane. "We 
better get lookin' for Lucy and Nor
ton." 

"Seein' as Crane here ain't over
fond of my company," Wayne Morgan 
drawled, "mebbe it would be better if  
I did my lookin' by my lonesome." 

He wheeled his roan and rode away, 
not heeding Brackton's protest, nor 
Crane's mocking laugh that followed 
him. 

With Brackton he had circled 
around so that he was not far from 
the cave where he and Blue Hawk had 
left their other horses. He headed for 
this, Midnight would move faster. 
Riding the black stallion he would 
have much more chance of catching 
the segundo and Lucy Brackton if he 
should sight tlu�m. 

A glance back showed him that 
Brackton and Crane were j ust disap
pearing around a snow-covered bluff. 
Morgan frowned as he rode on. He 
wondered just how much Crane might 
say to poison Gage Brackton's mind 
against the wandering waddy who 
was taking a hand in their affairs. 

"Crane shore don't like me none," 
Morgan mused wryly. "And seein' as 
I had to down his man Thorton I 
reckon I ain't blamin' him much. He's 
got a right to be suspicious of strang
ers. Reckon I would be, too, if 1 .was 
in his place." 

When finally he reached the en
trance to the cave it was to find that 
the opening was hidden by huge snow
covered boulders that were scattered 
about in front of it. There was less 
chance now than ever of its being dis
covered, unless whoever looked for it 
knew the cave was there. 

"If I had kidnaped a gal like Nor
tGn did," muttered Morgan, "I shore 
wouldn't stay out in the open long. 
Too -much chance of bein' seen in the 
daylight. Yes, sir, I'd hit for cover." 

The keen blue eyes narrowed as the 
import of his own words struck him. 



GUNS OF THE N ORT� WIND 81 

Scott Norton must be familiar with 
every section of the Big Hills Valley, 
must know every nook and cranny. 
No doubt he had explored all of it 
whenever the men of the Bar B outfit 
had been searching for strays at what
ever season. 

"There's a plumb good chance of his 
knowin' about this cave," Morgan con
sidered, as he rode the roan into the 
cavern's dark mouth. "But if he's 
headed for it, he's shore takin' a long 
time �o get here. He had plenty of 
headstart, what with the way that 
avalanche slowed Brackton and me up 
and made us circle around." He 
frowned in the darkness. "Mebbe he 
aims to double back and come here 
later." 

That thought spurred him to action. 
Hastily he switched saddle and bridle 
from the roan to Midnight, then as 
rapidly donned the black costume of 
the Masked Rider. 

As he adjusted the black mask 
across the upper part of his face be
neath the shadowing wide brim of the 
sombrero, the faint light that came in 
through the cave entrance revealed a 
startling change in his appearance. 
Beneath the mask, his firm jaw was of 
rocklike hardness. His lips bad set 
in a straight line. No longer was this 
the strong, friendly face of Wayne 
Morgan. Once more Wayne Morgan 
had disappeared ; the Masked Rider 
stood in his boots. 

THE Masked Rider drew the roan 
and Blue Hawk's gray horse far 

back in the cave where they were hid
den in the darkness. If Scott Norton 
did bring the girl to the cave there 
was little chance of his discovering 
the two horses unless they made some 
sound, or he explored the place thor
oughly. 

Midnight stood ready, impatient to 
go. · But the Robin Hood outlaw de
cided to take a look around outside the 
cave on foot before he rode out oF the 
place mounted on the black stallion. 
No telling who might have strayed 
this far. And while he felt that the 

men of the Bar B outfit would con
sider him a friend since with guns 
blazing he had come to their aid, at the 
river the previous night, he had not 
forgotten the drygulchers and other 
riders with whom he had battled. 

Moving cautiously out between the 
boulders, he quickly ducked out of 
sight behind one of the big rocks. He 
had heard the swish and crunch of 
horses traveling through the snow. 
Riders were approaching and whether 
friend or foe he could not guess. 

He made no attempt to draw his 
guns as yet. Time enough for that 
when he learned the identity of the 
oncoming riders. The melting snow 
on the top of the boulder trickled 
down on his sombrero and the shoul
ders of the black doak as he peered 
around the edge of the rock. 

The Masked Rider's heart leaped as 
he recognized the two riders. The 
bright sunlight gleamed down on the 
tall, slender girl on the little sorrel 
mare. There was an expression of 
fright on Lucy Brackton's lovely 
young face, and her chin was buried 
deep in the collar of the short, warm 
coat she wore over her riding togs. 

She shivered as the ·little wiry man 
who rode beside her said something 
to her in a gruff tone. 

· 
Scott Norton 

laughed, and the sound had as much 
humor in it as the growl of a wolf. 

In the Masked RideJ;-'s eyes was a 
glint of steel as he watched. With de
liberate slowness he drew off his 
gauntlets and thrust them into his 
belt. The butts of his heavy guns 
were icy to the touch of his bare hands 
as his fingers closed about them. 

The horses of Norton and the girl 
were so close now that the black-clad 
man could hear the creaking of their 
saddle leather and the clinking of a 
bit chain. He shook himself and the 
snow cascaded from the brim of his 
hat and from his shoulders. H was 
soft beneath hi.s feet as he stepped out 
from behind the boulder with his guns 
in his hands. 

To Scott Norton the black-clad fig
ure was a horrible apparition that had 
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suddenly materialized. The stgundo 
had believed that now that he had 
forced the girl back here tq this hid· 
den spot amid the vpstness of the tow
ering peaks of the mountains he had 
reached a haven of safety. Now he 
knew he was wrong. 

Norton sensed the implacable men
ace of the tall masked man who con
fronted him. Sunlight gleamed on the 
long blue barrels of the Colts in the 
Masked Rider's hands. To the segun
do the muzzles of tho�e gune seemed 
to raise like the heads of twin cobras 
about to strike. 

The girl's mare edged away from 
.Norton's mount as though the little 
sorrel horse sensed she vv.as. far too 
close to death. Lucy :Srackton's eyes 
were wide as she gazed at the black
clad man. 

"Reach sky, hombre !" 

THE Masked Rider's voice was as 
cold as the little gust of wind that 

ruffi.ed the drifts about them. The 
guns in his hands, firm and steady, 
were pointed at the segundo-qne at 
his head ; the other at his heart. 

Hastily . Norton's arms shot up, 
stretching out to their full length, as 
though trying to carry out the order 
literally and clutch the blue high over 
his bead. The gun in his holster 
seemed a thousand miles away. 

"You're the Masked Rider," Lucy 
said slowly. "Dad told us about you 
helping our outfit at the river last 
night." Relief replaced the terror in 
her face. "Then you must be a 
friend !" 

"That's right," said the black-clad 
man. "Yore friend, but not Norton's !"  

"I wasn't jest exactly kidnapin' the 
gal l" Norton chattered, words rush· 
ing out of his mouth like water flow
ing through a broken dam. "Jest run 
across her out on the range and 
brought her along for protection like 
-that was all. Didn't mean her no 
harm-not a bit ! Jest kinda thought 
I would be safer if I had her with 
me--" 

"Get off yore boss I" 

The Bat deadly tone of the M.askecl 
Rider shut off the flow of  words. 

For one breath only Norton hesi
tated, then lowered his arms and 
awung out o£ the saddle. It was his 
chance and he took it. As he dropped 
on the far side of his horse he 
snatched out his gun. But ae he fired 
there was an answering roar from the 
weapons of tbe black-clad man. 

The segl.lndo pitched forward to 
sprawl motionless io the deep snow. 
A bullet had caught him in the fore
head. His own slug had just missed 
the Masked Rider's left cheek as it 
liped by • 

Lucy Brackton cried ()Ut sharply, 
shuddering as she sat on her horse, 
watching. 

"Son:y, Miss." The Masked Rider 
thrust his guns into the holsters. 
"Didn't think he would make such a 
fool play. Wu aimin' to tie him up 
and take him in a prisoner." 

''1-1 understand," Lucy choked, as 
the black-clad man drew closer. "It 
was the only way-" Her eyes closed 
as if to shut out the awful sight, and 
though she swayed a litt-le, she quick
ly got a grip on herself. Lucy Brack
ton was not a girl of the West, the 
daughter of her father, for nothing. 

From the lips of the outlaw issued 
a shrill whistle and in a moment Mid
night came galloping out from behind 
the boulders. The Masked Rider 
swung into the saddle on the black 
stallion. 

"Reckon i better be gettin' yuh 
home, Miss B rackton,'' he said as he 
halted his horse beside the girl. 

"Yes, please do !" begged Lucy. 
They rode away in silence. As they 

rounded a bend in the snow-covered 
trail the Masked Rider glanced back. 

Scott Norton's horse stood not far 
from the still form of the man who 
would never again be�ray his ou.tfit. 
Both the horse and the body would 
eventually be found by the men who 
were searching the valley for the girl. 
Getting Lucy Brackton safely back 
home was the important t.\ling for the 
Mas.ked Rider to accomplish now. No 
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one need worry about Norton any 
longer. 

CHAPTER XVII 

The Wounded Gunman 

LODDING on through the 
snbw - 'shrouded vastness 
of the mountains, rode 
the tall, black-clad man "VJ:iiil;ffP!'il on the big stallion and 
the slender girl on the 
sorrel mare. 

"I've heard people talk 
of the Masked Rider," Lucy said 
finally, when the silence grew a little 
oppressive. "But until now you never 
seemed real. The stories they've told 
made you part of a strange legend of 
the West." She laughed softly. "Like 
one of the heroes in the fairy stories 
that I used to read when I was a little 
girl." 

"And now I reckon yuh're right 
disappointed;'' said the Masked Rider, 
with a light laugh. 

H is voice and bis laugh of course 
were so different from Wayne Mor
gan's drawl and his dry chuckle that 
the girl who rode beside him could 
have no faintest idea that she knew 
the face that was hidden behind the 
mask. 

"If so," he went on, "I can't blame 
yuh none. Folks talk of me like I was 
a kind of avengin' ghost. But I'm j est 
a kinda Western Robin Hood mebbe, 
an outlaw who happens to be middlin' 
fast with his guns." 

"I know," said Lucy Brackton. 
"And an outlaw who is human enough 
and kind enough to devote his life to 
helping those who need his aid !" 

The Masked Rider gave her a grate
ful glance through the eye-holes of 
his mask, and they rode on out of the 
mountains, talking casually as their 
horses made their way through the 
snow. It waa past noon, but the sun 
was atill bright and the white drifts 
were melting. 

They bad almost reached the Bar B 
ranch before Lucy quite realized that 

she knew no more about this masked 
man than she had when he had first 
stepped into view from behind the big 
boulder to confront Norton. And in
stinctively she knew she would never 
know much more about him. 

"Listen !" the Masked Rider ex
claimed sharply as they came within 
a quarter of a mile .of the ranch. 
"There's trouble ahead !" 

From the distance came the sound 
of gunfire. Both the outlaw and the 
girl grew tense as they heard it. That 
shooting was going on at the Bar B ! 

W ithout a word they urged their 
horses to a swifter pace, sending them 
plowing through the snow with flash
ing hoofs. They topped a rise and the 
buildings of the Bar B appeared. 

The Masked Rider's face grew grim 
as he surveyed the scene in front of 
them. A band of mounted men and 
others on foot were circling around 
the ranchhouse on the knoll, firing at 
the windows as they went. Ten horse
men, attacking the place in the fashion 
of the Apaches who had staged their 
raids on covered wagon tTains but a 
few years previous. 

Cannily they were taking advantage 
of the fact that men on swift moving 
horses did not present easy targets, 
and by circling around they were able 
to fire at all four sides of the big 
ranchhouse, with

' 
a minimum

· 
of dan

ger to themselves. 
From one of the windows en the left 

side of the house came the flash of a 
gun. Someone was defending the 
ranch. Who? He was galloping 
swiftly closer, with Lucy far behind 
him, for Midnight quickly outdis
tanced the girl's mare. 

From a window in the front of the 
house he saw another gun flash. One 
of the circling riders dropped out of 
the saddle into the snow. He could 
not see the back of the house, but 
hoped someone was at a window there 
also, as well as on the right side of 
the place. 

· 

DI S  guns were in his hands as he 
galloped on. The raiders were 
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strung out in single file as they cir
cled. The man on the end of the line 
was just galloping around the left side 
of the building as the rider in the lead 
loomed into view at the right of the 
building. 

The gun in the Masked Rider's 
right hand roared. The man who had 
just appeared- reeled back in the sad
dle with a bullet in his brain. The 
man behind him died as the outlaw's 
second gun boomed. 

Swiftly he came on toward them as 
raider after raid-er came into view. 
Now they were firing at him, sending 
their bullets dangeromly close. But 
the very unexpectedness of his attack 
had startled them, confused them, and 
they were firing wildly. 

Not only that but the people in the 
house bad been quick to see what was 
· occurring and were concentrating 
their fire on the riders who were now 
bunched in the baok and at the right 
side of the building. 

A withering blast of lead swept 
through the ranks of the mounted 
men, and with it-death ! 

"They've got us !" shouted a terri
fied raider. "Get-'' 

A bullet from the ranchhouse 
caught his horse. It fell, burying him 
in the snow beneath it as he tried to 

· leap out of the saddle. 
Another man died with a shouted 

curse cut off abruptly. One of the men 
who had been wounded in the leg and 
in the chest slid out of the kak, ran a 
few steps, then sat down in the snow 
with a surprised expression on his 
hard face as his leg refused any longer 
to hold him up. 

The Masked Rider had been firing 
steadily, making every one of his bul
lets count. Six men had died from 
those blazing guns-and the defenders 
in the house had brought down the 
other four raiders. 

Riderless horses b u c k e d a n  d 
squealed. Some just wandered around 
aimlessly. There was blood on the 
snow close to the figures of the 
sprawled dead men., The smell of 
gunsmoke was heavy in the cold air, 

but the battle was over. The Bar B, 
aided by the Masked Rider, had won. 

Lucy had wisely halted her horse 
just beyond the outer edge of the 
fight. She wore no gun and there had 
been nothing that she could do to aid 
in the defense of the ranch. 

The Masked Rider reloaded his gun, 
then rode around to the front of the 
house. Jenny Brackton appeared in 
the doorway, a riAe in her hand, as 
Lucy swung out of the saddle and 
rushed up the steps 011to the porch. 

"Lucy, haney !" Miss Jenny took 
the girt in her arms. ''Thank God you 
are safe. We've been so worried about 
you !" 

"I'm all right, Aunt Jenny," Lucy 
quickly assured. She glanced over her 
shoulder as the Masked Rider ground
hitched Midnight and came up on the 
porch. "Thanks to him." 

"The Masked Rider," said Miss 
Jenny Bracktoa, gazing hard at the 
outlaw. uw e are again in your debt 
-not only for bringing Lucy home 
safe, but for coming to our rescue just 
now against those raiders." 

"Didn't look like there was many 
folks defendin' the place, ma'am," ob
served the Masked Rider. 

"There wasn't," said Miss Jenny. 
"Only the two waddies that Gage left 
to guard the place, Jim Carew and 
myself." 

.. Four people fighting ten men," 
admiration sparkled in the masked 
man's eyes. "And doing a mighty 
good job of it I" 

ONE of the waddies who had been 
inside the house appeared from 

around the side of the place where 
he had been examining the bodies of 
the raiders. 

"Excuse me, Miss Jenny," he said. 
"But there's one of them hombres that 
ain't dead. Wounded right bad, but 
he's still livin'. What had we better 
do with him?" 

"Bring him ' into the house, of 
course," ordered Miss Jenny. "Even 
if he is an enemy we can't leave him 
lying out here in the snow ... 
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The Bar B man went back to repeat 
the order to his companion. The two 
cowboys carried the wounded man 
into the house and placed him on a 
couch in the big living room. 

The Masked Rider had followed 
Miss Jenny and Lucy into the house. 
The gray-bearded trapper was in the 
living room, but Carew merely nodded 
in greeting as he saw the black-clad 
man, and said nothing. 

Both he and the Masked Rider 
listened as Lucy told Miss Jenny her 
story. The girl swiftly related how 
she had been kidnaped by Norton and 
rescued by the Masked Rider, and how 
the segundo had been killed in a gun 
battle. 

While they talked the two women 
were busy dressing the wounds of the 
raider who had been shot in the chest 
and in the leg. He was a hard-faced 
gunman, and there was a puzzled ex
pression in his eyes as he watched 
Miss Jenny and Lucy Brackton ban
daging his wounds. 

They had quickly discovered that 
the bulle� in his chest had entered 
close to his heart. There was little 
chance the man could live for any 
length of time. 

"Don't understand," he muttered • 
.. We was tryin'-kill yult all off-yet 
yuh're helpin' me. Plumb funny-" 
His muttered words trailed off. It was 
too difficult to talk. 

It was not more than fifteen min
utes later that six weary riders rode 
up to the ranchhouse. Gage Brack
ton and five of his men. The-y had 
been searching for Lucy, and the 
ranch owner had finally decided to re
turn to the Bar B to see if there had 
been any word of the girl. 

The stocky rancher swung out of 
the saddle and came dejectedly up on 
the porch. . Then his expression 
changed, the hopeless look gave way 
to one of delight as his daughter ap
peared at the door. 

"Lucy !" he choked, as she rushed 
out and thr�w her arms about him. 
"Lucy, child-yuh're safe !" 

There was a babble of voices, ex-

cited explanations, as Lucy and 
Brackton entered the big living_ room. 
Finally the owner of the Bar B gained 
a. clear idea of what had happened. 

"Owin' a lof to yuh,'' he said, turn
ing to the black-clad outlaw and hold
,ing out his hand. "Re<;kon this raid 
on the spread is jest one more thing 
we can blame on the sheepmen." 

"Ain't the sheepmen.'' With effort 
the wounded man on the couch raised 
his voice. All eyes turned to him. 
"There's · a bunch of us-been hired 
to do-all the killin' around here. 
Never did like-drygulchin'-fightin' 
women-" 

"Who hired yuh ?" demanded the 
Masked Rider. Swiftly he moved to 
the side of the wounded man. "Tell 
us !" 

"Can't do it.'' The man on the couch 
shook lrts head. His eyes closed as 
pain racked him. "But yuh been
good to me. Tell yub my bunch
gonna raid sheep ranches - tonight. 
Kill off flocks-men-blame it on cat
tlemen-" His voice was steadily 
growing weaker but he was making a 
valiant effort to talk, to repay the 
kindness of which he had known so 
little. 

"What ?" exclaimed Brackton. "Yuh 
mean that, hombre?" 

"Shore do.'' Painfully the wounded 
man opened his eyes. There was 
truth in them. "Raid tonight-blame 
Bar B-Circle C-" He shuddered 
and his eyes gfew glassy. "Somebody 
--please take off my boots.'' 

IT was the. Masked Rider who 
swiftly pulled off the wet and 

muddied boots. 
"Thanks," he murmured. "Never 

figgered on comin' to end of trail
this way - remember - sheepmen -
raid tonight-" 

Again he shuddered and grew so 
still he would never move ag,ain. 

"Yuh heard him, Brackton." The 
Masked Rider spun aropnd to the 
Bar B. "And I'm as kin' you and yore 
outfit to help protect them sheep'inen 
from attack tonight !" 
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"Protect the sheepmen !" B rackton 
glared at him. "You crazy, man ? 
Go to their aid after what they done 
to us at the river last night ? "  

"After hearin' what this man jest 
said how can yuh be shore it was the 
sheepmen we were fighting?" de
manded the Masked Rider. 

"That's true, Gage," Miss 1 enny put 
in hastily. "He is right ! If you lead 
our men in defense of the sheep ranch
ers it might mean that it would bring 
peace to the valley. You must at least 
consider it, Gage, for all our sakes." 

For a moment Gage Brackton hesi
tated, a frown on his face, and then 
finally he nodded. It never took the 
quick-thinking rancher long t'o make 
up his mind. 

"All right," he said slowly. "I'll do 
it-take a bunch of the men and head 
over into the sheep country :ts soon 
as it grows dark." He shook his head. 
"Don't like the idea much, though. 
Got a feeliu' we might be headin' into 
some sort of a trap !" 

"I'll join you and yore men at the 
north bank of the river come dark," 
was the Masked Rider's last word as 
he turned toward the door. "Got to 
be ridin' now." 

Before they could question him he 
had stepped outside, closing the front 
door of the ranchhouse behind him. 
In a moment he was in the saddle of 
the black stallion and galloping 
swift1y away. 

"I hoped that we might have that 
man's aid,'' said Miss 1 enny. "And I 
got my wish. I .shall always be glad 
of that !" 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Guns on the Ice 
--... IPPIL Y cle'ar a n d cold 

was the night, a new 
moon was shining in the 
�ep blue sky as twenty 
men from the Bar B rode 
toward t h e  river w i t h  
'Gage Brackton i n t h e 
lead of his waddies. 

All were heavily armed and they 

rode silently through the snow. There 
were few among them that liked the 
idea of this mission on which they 
were riding. They hated sheepmen 
and blamed Murdock and the rest of 
the men across the river fGr all of the 
trouble in the valley. 

It had taken a good bit of persua
sion upon the part of Gage Brackton 
before the members of his outfit had 
agreed to come with him. He could 
have made it a direct order, but he had 
been reluctant to do that. He wanted 
the men to decide for themselves. 

Though Brackton did not realize it, 
all of them had come, not from any 
change of heart that made them anxi
ous to aid th� sheepmen but merely to 
protect their boss. They would fight 
for their foes if need be, but their 
hearts would not be in it. 

When he reached the north bank of 
the river a black-clad rider appeared 
from the shadow of some trees. He 
j oined Brackton in the lead of the 
men. 

"Got an idea that them raiders who 
are gonna make the attack will come 
across from this side of the river,'' the 
Masked Rider informed as they rode 
up stream to where the ice in the river 
was still solid. "That way it'll look 
like they come from yore spread and 
Crane's." 

"There's somethin' to that," agreed 
Brackton. "Then mebbe the best 
thing for us to do is to spread out 
along the south bank when we get 
across." 

"Good idea,'' said the outlaw. 
"Sent word to Crane by one of my 

men that Lucy had been found," 
Brackton observed. "Also tellin' about 
what was goin' to happen tonight." 

"Yuh hear anything further from 
him ?" asked the Masked Rider. 

"Yes, my rider brought back a note 
from Crane. Said in it  that he thought 
I was crazy to go tryin' to help the 
sheepmen. Said he wouldn't have no 
part of it." 

"Sounds like Circle C shore hates 
the sheepmen," was the black-clad 
man's comment. 



GUNS OF THE NORTH WIND . 87 

"Can't blame 'em for that !" snapped 
Brackton. "So do I !" 

They rode warily across the ice, for 
no one could know just what they 
might find hidden in the shadows of 
the opposite bank of the river. But 
they reached the south side of the 
stream without encountering anyone. 
At an order from Brackton the tvVenty 
men with him spread out along the 
bank. They dismounted and hid in 
the shadows. 

Then began what seemed an inter· 
minable wait for the members of the 
Bar B outfit and the Masked Rider. In 
spite of the clear sky it was bitterly 
cold and discomfort grew as the wait· 
ing was prolonged. 

"Don't think much of this," a dis. 
gruntled waddy muttered disgustedly. 
"Keep us out here freezin', and I'll bet 
nothin' ain't gonna happen. The old 
man is shore crazy." 

"Mebbe," agreed aaother Bar B 
man. "But I ain't gonna argue with 
him about it." Then suddenly his tone 
changed. "Look !" he whispered 
tensely. 

FROM the opposite side of the 
river a group of horsemen had 

started across the ice. There were 
twenty ot thirty of them and their 
hats shaded their faces so that it was 
impossible to recognize them. But 
there certainly was something furtive 
in the way d:aey came across the river. 

"Here they come !" the Masked 
Rider said sibilant�¥ to Braek110n. 
"Pass the word to the men to let 'em 
get close, then drive 'em back with a 
blast of lead !" 

"All right." The owner of the Bar 
B raised his voice enough for the man 
on his left to hear him. "When they 
get close, fire I Pass the word along." 

The waddy repeated the order, and 
it went on down the line from man to 
man. 

The mysterious riders were drawing 
closer, their horses' hoofs clattering 
on the thick ice. The Bar B men 
could see that they were heavily armed, 
some of them carrying rifles. 

"Now !" shouted Brackton. 
Guns roared and flamed along the 

bank as the Bar B men went .into tbe 
action. Their first volley was fired 
over the heads of the riders on the ice, 
for Brackton's waddies were not dry· 
gulchers who would shoot down any 
enemy without giving a chance for 
life. 

But instantly the weapons in the 
hands of the horsemen started barking 
and booming as they realized that they 
had run into an unexpected reception. 
One horsemen slid out of the saddle as 
a bullet from a Bar B man got him. 
His horse wl}irled and scampered back 
toward the opposite shore. 

Then from the north bank of the 
river appeared a rider on a big bay 
horse. He galloped across the ice

_and a sudden gust of wind tore his hat 
from his head. Clearly revealed in the 
moonlight was a dark, handsome face 
that there 'Was no mistaking. 

"What the hell !" yelled Brackton. 
"That's Breeze Crane !" 

And then as he saw one of the horse
men on the ice glance over his shoul· 
der at Crane, and then turn back 
toward the bank with no hostile move 
toward the Circle C owner, Brack
ton raised his voice in a louder shout. 

"Stop firing I" he yelled. "Them jas
pers on the ice are Crane"s men !" 

The Bar B waddies ceased firing as 
the wortd was passed down the line. 

"Brackton?" Crane shouted, u he 
swun� his horse in bont of his men. 

"Yes, here !" Brackton called from 
the river bank. 

The owner of the Circle C rode his 
horse up the snow·covered bank where 
Brackton stood beside the Masked 
Rider. 

"What the devil's the idea, Gage?" 
snarled Crane. "Yuh want to kill off 
all of my men, or somethin' ?" 

"Sorry, Breeze," said Brackton. 
"Thought yore men was the raiders 
headin' across the river to start 
trouble for the sheepmen.'' 

"Told yuh that yuh was a fool to 
bother about them sheepmen," Crane 
snapped .angrily. "Then I got to 
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thinkin' if yuh was crazy enough to 
try it mebbe I better bring some of my 
outfit along to help yuh. And what 
happens ! Yore bunch starts killin' 
us off before we can even say who 
we are." 

"The Masked Rider said for us to 
fire soon as them riders got close," 
Brackton protested weakly. 

I 

�H, he did, huh ?" Crane peered · - -... at the black-clad man. "Seems 
kinda strange that he was so anxious 
to get your outfit and tnine fightin' 
before they knowed what's what. Yes, 
sir, mighty strange I" 

"Yuh think I was tryin' to start 
trouble ?" demanded the Masked 
Rider. His eyes were twin fires, glar
ing through the holes in his mask at 
the big man on the bay horse. "It 
wasn't me that told Brackton the 
sheepmen were gonna be raided to
night." 

"That's so," said Brackton a little 
reluctantly. "But it was you that 
asked me and my men to help 
protect 'em." A new thought struck 
him. "You knew about the raid bein' 
planned before dark. Noticed yuh 
rode away from my spread in a hurry. 
Did yuh tell Murdock and the rest of 
the sheepmen they was gonna be 
raided tonight ?" 

"No, I didn't.'' The Masked Rider 
snapped his denial, but he made no ex
planation of where he had been or 
what he had done since leaving the 
Bar B spread. 

He had spent the time in searching 
for the Yaqui, but he had been unable 
to find Blue Hawk in the valley. 

"Why didn't yuh ?" asked the owner 
of the Bar B. 

"Because he knew it wasn't goin' to 
happen," B r e e z e  C r a n e  accused. 
"Mebbe this Masked Rider is the hom
bre who is back of all the trouble 
around here I" 

"No I" snapped Brackton. "Yuh 
can't make me believe that-not after 
he's fought for my outfit twice, and 
the way he brought Lucy home safe to 
me. Reckon he kinda jest made a mis· 

take." · The stocky rancher gave a 
snort of disgust. "Hell with it I I'm 
not keepin' my men waitin' around 
here any longer for a raid that ain't 
likely to happen. Never did think 
much of them sheepmen anyway.'' 

"Yuh're right, Gage," said Crane. 
"Too cold to be hangin' around out
side much tonight. I'm headin' back 
to the ranch.'' 

He called an order to his men who 
had bunched their horses at the river 
bank. Then, with Crane in the lead, 
the Circle C outfit rode back across 
the ice. 

"Get yore bosses, boys !" shouted 
Brackton. "We're head in' home !" 

A faint cheer rose from the men as 
they heard the order. They were half 
frozen and quite willing to head for 
the bunkhouse. 

The Masked Rider quietly went to 
the black stallion and swung into the 
saddle. He had no desire to argue 
with Gage Brackton. If the Bar B 
outfit and Crane's waddies did not 
want to aid the sheepmen that was 
their business. 

The men of the two outfits firing at 
each other, and even killing one of the 
Circle C men seemed a stupid blun
der, but it was one of those things that 
could not be helped. Morgan did not 
feel that he should be Qlamed. 

He realized now that he had made 
a mistake in not warning the various 
owners of the sheep ranches of the 
planned attack. But for some reason 
he had felt that doing so might be 
dangerous for all concerned since 
John Murdock was apparently not to 
be trusted. 

Without giving Brackton a chance 
to say anything further to him, the 
Masked Rider rode back into the 
shadows of a wooded tract as he 
headed into the sheep country. 

Back on the bank Gage Brackton 
cursed softly as he discovered that the 
black-clad man was gone. 

��LIT out like we kinda got him 
mad," the Bar B owner mut

tered to himl)elf. "Mebbe I'm makin' 
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a mistake in takin' the boys home but 
all the same we're headin' back to the 
ranch !" 

The Bar B men rode back across the 
river and disappeared along the oppo
site bank. The Masked Rider sighed 
a little as he watched them go. He 
had halted his horse in the woods 
where he could see Brackton's outfit 
without being seen. 

"Trouble, Senor ?"  
As silently �s a ghost the Yaqui had 

appeared beside the big stallion. 
"Hawk !" came the Masked Rider's 

low, surprised whisper. "Been lookin' 
for yuh all over. Where were yuh ?" 

"Been here in the sheep country all 
of the time," Blue Hawk answered 
laconically. "Learn many things. 
First that other three sheep ranch 
owners are tired of taking orders from 
John Murdock. He t.old them to send 
their herders to town tonight-said 
there was going to be big dance there 
and plenty of free food and liquor." 

"He · did, eh ?" said the Masked 
Rider. "Did the herders go?" 

"All but one or two of them at each 
of four ranches," answered the Yaqui. 
"Tonight good time for ranches to 
have trouble." 

"Yuh're right, Hawk !" The Masked 
Rider's jaw hardened. "Listen !" 

Hurriedly he told Blue Hawk what 
had happened during the last few 
hours both at the Bar B and on the 
river. 

"I'm certain that dyin' gunnie told 
the truth," the outlaw said tightly. 
"Those raiders are gonna attack the 
sheep ranches tonight ! Still fig�er 
they'll come across the river to do it, 
too, so's to look like cattlemen. Yuh 
got yore rifle with yuh, Hawk ?" 

"Si, Senor !" 
"Good ! I want yuh to stay here by 

the river on guard. I£ yuh see a bunch 
of riders comin' across the ice, fire 
three shots from yore rifle. Then I'll 
know the raiders are comin' I" He 
prodded Midnight into motion with 
his heels. "Now I'm goin' to warn the 
sheepmen that trouble's comin' !" 

The words seemed to float back as 
the Masked Rider galloped away. 

CHAPTER XIX 

Rout of the Raiders 

EEP as it was, the snow 
on this side of the river 
was not as deep as it had 
been in the valley. Sipce 
the Masked Rider had 
crossed, Midnight w a s  
able to make better time 
than he had in racing 

through the Big Hills. 
Beyond the stretch o£ wood was a 

road. The Masked Rider swung the 
black stallion onto this, sure that it 
led to the sheep ranches since it ran 
parallel to the river. 

The moon gleamed down on the tall 
rider in the fluttering black cloak as he 
galloped his horse through the night. 
He had not gone more than a mile 
when he saw a light ahead and knew 
at o.nce that it came from one of the 
sheep ranches off at the side of the 
road. 

"I shore made a mistake in not find
in' out from Blue Hawk jest which 
was Murdock's place," the masked 
man told himself. "Ain't so anxious 
about warnin' him about the raiders. 
Figger he already knows too much 
about it all." 

Reaching the first ranch along his 
road, he rode up to the gate. By the 
moonlight he could eas1ly make out 
the buildings and the sheep-pens. 

"Hello, the house !" he shouted. 
A door was thrust open and a man 

stood revealed in the light. 
"What yuh want ?"  he demanded. 
"Warn yuh that there's raiders com

in' '£ore mornin' !" called the Masked 
Rider. "Be ready to guard yore 
flocks." 

"Thanks !" The man slammed the 
door closed as the outlaw wheeled the 
stallion and rode back out onto the 
road. 

Midnight's hoofs flashed as they 
galloped on along the snow-covered 
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road. But the Masked Rider had not 
gone more than a quarter of a mile 
when a glance back over his shoulder 
showed him that six riders were fol
lowing him. · They were lashing their 
mounts to top speed. 

The outlaw laughed. "Not much 
chance of them hombres catchin' us, 
Midnight ! Looks like I shore put my 
foot into it, though. That ranch musta 
been Murdock's place. Hit it the first 
thing ! Guess he sent them jaspers 
after me." 

Ahead loomed another of the sheep 
ranches. He managed to reach it ahead 
of his pursuers and shouted a warning 
to the two surprised men who ap
peared. "Where's the next spread ?" 
he yelled at them. 

They waved toward the south and 
he galloped off in that direction. 
Again he glanced back-and cursed. 
The six pursuing men were not far be
hind him now ! His brief halt to warn 
the sheep ranchers had given them a 
chance to catch up. 

"Ridin' faster bosses than I 
thought," the Masked Rider muttered. 
"We've got to keep movin', Mid
night !" 

Behind him a gun roared as one of 
the six men fired. But the bullet sped 
on by the masked man. Lightninglike 
one of his heavy Colts was out and his 
body swung half around in the saddle 
as he triggered his gun. And he did 
not miss. The leader of the six riders 
pitched out of the saddle as the bullet 
caught him. 

"Lucky shot, Midnight," said Mor
gan. 

He made no further attempt to fire 
at the men who galloped behind him, 
all his attention being given to reach
ing the next sheep ranch. He did 
reach it, though, still ahead of his pur
suers, shouting his warning of danger. 
And before they could even thank him 
or ask questions he had flashed on. 

BUT a surprise awaited him this 
time as he again swung out onto 

the road. The five riders suddenly ap
peared ahead of him. They had trav-

eled through a short cut that had 
brought them to the sheep ranch 
faster than if they come by the road. 

Their guns were roaring in their · 
hands as they spurred their horses 
toward him. Bullets fairly rained 
about him, and one caught the edge of 
his right arm, j ust searing the flesh. 

Even as his antagonists' first bullet 
was winging its deadly way, his own 
Colts were in his hands, bucking and 
flaming. And each bullet seemed to 
have the name of one of these men 
marked on it. One after the other 
they met leaden death as those slugs 
crashed into their bodies. Through a 
red haze the Masked Rider abruptly 
found himself staring at five empty 
saddles. 

The moon beamed softly down on 
the bodies sprawled in the snow as the 
outlaw rode on, swiftly reloading his 
guns. The roaring of the Colts still 
echoed in his ears, and the flesh wound 
in his arm ached, but now was no time 
to stop. He urged the black stallion 
to greater speed. 

He found that the fourth of the 
sheep ranches was closer to the river 
than had been the other three, for the 
road had swung back northward. 
Again the Masked Rider shouted as 
he rode near the ranchhouse. 

A gaunt, elderly man appeared in a 
lighted doorway. The outlaw knew 
him at once. It was Sam White who 
stood there-and his wife was close 
behind the old sheepman. 

"The Masked Rider !" White ex
claimed. "It's him, Annie-the man 
that sent us back to our home ! He 
was right, too ! We ain't been both
ered a mite by the GQvernment." 
Th�n the old man's voice grew anxi
ous. "Anything wrong ?" he de
manded. 

"Trouble - came to warn yuh," 
panted the black-clad horseman. 
"Raiders comin' before mornin' ! Try 
to fight them off till I round . up the 
herders in town and bring 'em here !" 

"We shore will !" Sam White an
nounced grimly. "Hand me down my 
rifle, Annie." 
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From somewhere along the river 
came the sound of three shots. 

"That's the signal !" cried the 
Masked Rider. "The raiders are on 
their way ! Fight · 'em off till I get 
back with the herders !" 

He whirled his mount and galloped 
away like an ebony streak in the moon
light as Sam White slammed the door 
shut and barred it from the inside . . . .  _ Hell raged that night in the sheep 
country. From across the river came 
a large band of mounted men, bring- · 
ing with them death and destruction 
as they galloped through the freezing 
cold. � 

All six of the sheep ranch owners 
had been warned and they barri
caded themselves in their houses and 
battled valiantly, but they were out
numbered ten to one. There was little 
they could do but fight to the death. 

Yet ever onward rode a horseman 
clad in black. He reached the sheep 
town to the southward and lifted his 
voice in a ringing shout. 

"Sheepmen !" he thundered. "To 
your ranches ! They're be in' raided !" 

The reply to that tocsin call was in
stantaneous. From every building 
men dashed into the street, some 
swinging into their saddles, others pil
ing into the wagons that had brought 
them into town to the dance. 

Northward they galloped and rat
tled, hurrying through the snow, a 
grim crowd that gradually grew in 
ominous angry numbers as townsmen 
joined them. For this was sheep coun
try and every man among them would 
fight for his own people. 

ON through the moonlight they 
came with a black-clad rider 

streaking in the lead. Their guns 
were roaring even as they reached the 
first ranches, spreading out to others, 
hurling themselves into battle against 
the raiders who were viciously attack
ing those who were entrenched in the 
ranchhouses. 

Withering blasts of lead drove back 
the sheepmen's foes, sent them spur
ring their mounts toward the ice-cov-

ered river. No longer were they 
brave and ruthless killers, for they had 
met their Waterloo. Those sheep
herders battled like madmen, shoot
ing, tearing men out of their saddles 
with their bare hands as they hurled 
themselves at the vicious killers. 

And always the Masked Rider was 
in the thick of the fight, his heavy 
guns booming, his great black horse 
prancing, snorting as though the smell 
of gun powder in his nostrils had 
made of him a war horse indeed. 

Battling every inch of the way, the 
raiders managed to reach the river, 
however, and started across the ice. 
Then from the opposite bank other 
riders loomed into view. Guns flamed 
in the hands of the new menace, driv
ing the raiders back toward the sheep
men who lined the snow-covered south 
bank. The raiders were like rats 
caught in a trap ! Over them spread 
a red haze of awful fear as shouts and 
screams for mercy rose heavenward. 

"We ain't to blame for all this !" a 
hoarse voice boomed in terror. "Get 
Murdock ! He hired us to make out 
we was sheepmen-to cause trouble ! 
He-" A bullet cut short his plea. 

And suddenly then there were no 
more raiders left, for their bodies were 
scattered about in the snow and on the 
ice. Riderless horses went dashing 
aimlessly through the night. 

"Get Murdock !" screamed a mad
dened sh�epman. "String him up !" 

"Right !" shouted back the stocky 
man who had led the band of horse
men who had come from the other side 
of the river to battle the raiders. "Get 
Murdock !" 

"Never did I think that I'd be echo
in' that cry with you, Gage Brackton !" 
chattered old Sam White, his gray 
hair flying, the red light of battle still 
in his old eyes. "But you and yore out
fit have come to the sheepmen's aid 
this night." liis reedy old voice rose 
to a shriek. "Get John Murdock !" 

But even as they yelled for venge
ance, already through the night a 
black-clad horseman was galloping, 
heading for Murdock's ranch. Mur-
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dock, of course, would try to get away 
once the leader of the sheepmen 
learned that the tide of battle had 
turned against him. Get him first
that was the answer. 

But j ust as he reached the Murdock 
ranch the Masked Rider saw a horse
man spurring rapidly away. In the 
moonlight it was not hard to recognize 
the big sheepman. 

"Right curious about where that 
hombre is headin'," he thought 
quickly. "Reckon I'll try and follow 
him without bein' seen. Got a right 
good idea I know where he's goin', but 
I want to be shore." 

Keenly the black-clad man watched 
and stalked Murdock as the big sheep
man rode down onto the ice and across 
the river half a mile away from where 
the raiders had met defeat. Since he 
had a good idea of his destination the 
Masked Rider did not feel it  was 
necessary to trail Murdock too closely. 
He didn't want to risk being seen. 

So he waited until Murdock had dis
appeared on the north bank before he 
rode across the river. Behind him he 
heard shoutS and knew that Brack
ton's outfit and the sheepmen were 
seeking John Murdock. 

CHAPTER XX 
Greed and A ,arice "�OHN MURDOCK rode 

. beneath the spell of an 
all engulfing f e a r . The '' snow - covered c o u n t r y  u.l bathed in the silvery light 

1,'1)'l of the moon had become � l filled with stark menace. "'� �< He seemed to see men 
waiting for him in the shadows with 
guns drawn. He was sure he was be
ing followed as his horse headed on
ward. Every rustling of the shifting 
snow brought greater fear to the big 
man's heart. 

He rode with his right hand on the 
butt of his gun until his gloved fingers 
became cramped and cold. 

"Wasn't worth it," he muttered 
over and over. "Not for ten thousand 
dollars, to say nothin' of five. 'Sides I 

had to hire the men. It wasn't worth 
it !"  

He grew tense as  his  horse rounded 
a bend in the vague trail he was fo�
lowing. A shadow had moved ahead 
of him in the moonlight. Murdock 
laughed mirthlessly as he saw that it 
was the shadow of a tree. 

"Shore am gettin' jumpy," he 
thought. 

Shortly buildings loomed before 
him, to become huge black blotches 
as the moon was hidden by a cloud. 
John Murdock rode up to a ranch
house and tied the reins of his mount 
to a post half buried in the snow. 

Lights gleamed through the win
dows of the ranchhouse as he went up 
the steps of the porch toward the front 
door. One hand went to the door, and 
his gun was in his other hand as he 
flung it  open. 

A man who had been standing gaz
ing into the crackling flames in a big 
open fireplace turned slowly. He 
smiled as he saw the gun in the big 
sheepman's hand. "Yuh don't need 
that here, Murdock," he said. 

"That's what you think !" Murdock's 
tone was flat and deadly. "But I fig
ger different ! Damn yuh, Crane, we've 
reached the end of the trail !" 

The flickering flames cast a red glow 
on Breeze Crane's face as he stood 
there gazing at the sheepman, and in 
the weird light the countenance of 
the owner of the Circle C became sa
tanic. With his dark hair� his small 
black mustache he was suddenly the 
devil come to life. 

"What happened?" His voice was 
low, his attitude calm and detached, 
but John Murdock watched him as if  
he were on guard against a black 
leopard that might spring at any mo
ment. "Yuh're scared, man. The raid 
musta failed !" 

"It shore did," Murdock said 
raspily. "Every man dead-killed by 
Brackton and his outfit and the sheep
men led by the Masked Rider f" 

"Brackton's outfit ?" A look of sur
prise swept over Crane's dark face. "I 
thought I had convinced them that 
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aidin' the sheepmen was a mistake. 
Sent a bunch of my regular riden 
down to the river, and the Bar B outfit 
started to fight 'em, jest �s I aimed 
for 'em to do." 

"Yore regular waddies that work 
this spread, yuh mean?'' asked Mur
dock. "Not them raiders that yuh had 
me hire to do all the dirty work ? 

"My regular waddies, of course," 
Crane said impatiently. "They didn't 
know nothin' about what's been gain' 
on." He smiled. "I was so shore of 
that little detail that I even hired 
Chuck Russell when he was fired from 
the Bar B this mornin'." 

�yuH paid me five thousand to 
. handle this mess for yuh, and 

give Sheriff Alton three thousand for 
his · part of it," Murdock said omin
ously. "But after all that's happened 
I figger what I've done was worth a 
plumb heap more'n what I got." 

"Meanin' jest what?'' 
"Meanin' I've got to clear out of this 

part of the country, pronto !" Murdock 
exploded. "And yuh're givin' me five 
thousand more !" 

"Yuh're crazy !" snapped Crane. 
"Yifh already got all the money I'm 
gonna give yuh !"  

"If  folks was to  find out jest who 
was back of all the trouble around here 
it shore would go hard with yuh," 
grimly intimated the former leader of 
the sheepmen. 

"But they won't find out," said 
Crane. 

"Then yuh're admittin' it?" 
"To you, yes," Crane's voice was sin-. 

ister, even though Murdock was still 
covering him with his gun. "But no 
one else will ever know about it !" 

"That's where yuh're wrong !"  said 
a voice from the half open front door. 
Chuck Russell stepped into the room. 
"I've heard yuh, Crane, and I undec
stand a heap I didn't up to now. That 
Wayne Morgan feller shO're was smart 
when he had Brackton fire me so's I 
could get a job on this spread. 
Wouldn't tell us why he suspected 
yuh-but he was right !" 

The sandy-haired young waddy had 
his hand on the butt of his gun, his 
eyes held steadily on Breeze Crane 
and on Murdock who had whirled as 
he heard Russell's voice. Murdock was 
in front of the Circle C owner. 

Behind him, Breeze Crane's scarred _ hand flashed to his holster. He fired 
before the big sheepman could turn, 
the bullet plowing through Murdock's 
back and into his heart. John Mur
dock crumpled and fell to the ftoor. No 
longer need he worry about another 
five thousand dollars-or anything 
else in this life. 

"Take yore hand away from that 
holster, Russell !" snapped Breeze 
Crane as his gun swung up to cover 
the waddy whose gun hand had un
consciously lowered at the suddenness 
of brutal tragedy. "Yuh were a fool 
to come bustin' in here thataway. B ut 
it give me a chance to down Mur
dock." 

"I suppose I'm next." Stark hate 
was in Chuck Russell's eyes as he 
glared at the big, dark-haired rancher. 
"So you're to blame for the drygul
chin'-the. murderin' of sheepmen and 
cattlemen both !" 

"Yuh're right, Chuck." Crane's 
voice was an insolent drawl, as if he 
enjoyed playing cat and mouse with 
the waddy. HBut yuh'll never tell any
one about it, 'cause I'm gonna kill 
yuh. When folks ask about it I'll tell 
'em you and Murdock shot it out here 
and yuh was both killed." 

"Nobody'll believe yuh !" 
Chuck Russell realized that the 

longer he could keep Breeze Crane 
talking the longer he might live. 
Something might happen-anything ! 
-and the young waddy desperately 
wanted to live. For an instant a ftash · 
of Lucy Brackton's face blurred his 
vision, a swift pang at the thought of 
all her love meant to him-then all he 
could see was the menacing gun in 
Breeze Crane's hand. 

"They'll believe me," snarled Crane. 
"I'll drive Brackton and all the rest 
of the sheep and cattlemen out of the 
Big Hills country. They'll sell me 
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their land all right when things get 
too bad for 'em here, and then I can 
prove to the railroad that those deeds 
I forged on all the land around here 
ate all right. This whole country will 
be mine then !" 

THERE was a wild glitter in 
Breeze Crane� eyes. 

He did not even appear to realize 
that he had been defeated, that all of 
the men who had been his tools and 
hired murderers were dead. Breeze 
Crane still talked of going through 
with his plans-the babbling of a mad
man. 

"How can they believe yuh ?" Rus
sell demanded. "What about the 
Masked Rider ? Don't yuh think that 
hombre is smart enough to ha'\1e 
learned what this is all about ?" ' 

"Bah ! I'll kill the Masked Rider, 
and 111 get that railroad detective 
Morgan, too !" Ereeze Crane laughed 
wildly. "I'll get 'em l And now I'm 
tired of you, · Chuck Russell. I've 
hated yuh a long time, hated yuh 
'cause Lucy Brackton loves yuh. She 
never even knew I've been interested 
in her, but I have. That's why I was 
so willin' to hire you-so's I could 
laugh at yuh. When I drive everyone 
else out of the valley Lucy'll stay here 
with me !" 

"That's a Ire !" shouted Russell, 
careless of danger now. "Lucy 
wouldn't even look at you if yuh was 
the last man on earth I" 

With a snarl Breeze Crane raised 
the gun in his hand. The barrel was 
aimed at Chuck Russell's heart. The 
young waddy heard the click as the 
hammer was cocked. 

Then from the door a gun roared. 
An expression of surprise and pain 
swept aver Breeze Crane's face as a 
bullet caught him in the right wrist. 
The Colt in his hand dropped to the 
floor-unfired. He mouthed a bitter 
curse as he gazed at the tall black
clad figure that stepped into the room, 
a smoking .45 in his hand. 

"The game's up, Crane," the Masked 
Rider said grimly. "Figgered you was 

back of all the trouble in the Big 
Hills country, but had to make certain. 
That's why I followed M urdock here 
tonight, but I was shore he was headin' 
for this spread." 

"Yuh can't prove anything against 
me !" snarled Crane as he held tightly 
to his wounded arm. "Not a thing !" 
He laughed harshly. "I'll still clean 
you and the rest outa this valley !" 

The Masked Rider, too, saw plainly 
then that something had snapped in 
the mind of the owner of the Circle C, 
and he frowned. Crane had been 
clever, making it look as if Murdock 
and the rest of the sheepmen and even 
the Government were making things 
difficult in the Big H ills country, but 
the slips he had made had revealed 
him as the man behind the whole thing 
-if it could be proved. 

Unfortunately, it had been impos
sible for the keen-brained outlaw to 
tell of those discoveries to the sheep
men and cattlemen without revealing 
his double identity as Wayne Morgan 
and the Masked Rider. Now he had 
his man, though, even if it did seem 
too late, and that he had corralled an 
insane man. 

"Get a rope, Chuck," he said. "Hurry 
up. I'll keep him covered !" 

�J:IE young waddy rushed out and 
I quic'kly returned with a rope. At 

the Masked Rider's instructions 
he tied Crane's arms behind his back. 
The ranch owner did not resist. 

"Take him to the Bar B," the 
Masked Rider said. "They'll all fig
ger out what's best to be done with him 
there. Shore Crane was back of all the 
trouble around hete. Yuh heard him 
say why yoreself, Chuck-because he 
sold aU of tpe land to the railroad, 
didn't own it and had to cover up by 
gettin' the real ranch owners out of 
this part of the country so's he would 
have clear title." 

"Yeah, I know that now." Russell 
nodded soberly. "Yuh'll come back to 
the Bar B with me?" 

"No. My work's through in the val
ley now. I gotta be · ridin' on." The 
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sked Rider paused a moment, a far
away look in die eyes behind the mask. 
"Jim Carew will be able to produ<:e the 
evidence needed to convict Crane. 
Carew's the real undercover man for 
the railroad. Morgan was jest a wan
dering waddy, like he said. Met up 
with him this afternoon. He was 
headin' out of this part of the coun
try-gain' south where it's warm." 

"Sorry to hear he's gone," said Rus
sell. "I l iked that jasper." 

"Better get Crane out of here," 
urged the Masked Rider. "The men 
of his outfit might make trouble for 
yuh if they see yuh takin' him away 
a prisoner without knowin' what it's 
all about." 

"I ain't worryin' about that," Rus
sell said. "Bunkhouse is too far away 
for 'em to a' heard the shootin'." 

Nevertheless t h e y  hurriedly 
sneaked Breeze Crane out of the house 
and set him on Murdock's horse. The 
Masked Rider stood guard while Rus
sell got his own horse from the stable. 
Then the young waddy started for the 
Bar B, leading his prisoner's mount. 

"A dios, amigo!" called the black
clad horseman as he swung into the 
saddle. "Tell Miss Jenny, Lucy and 
Brackton the Masked Rider said good
by and good luck." 

"Right !"  called back Chuck Rus
sell. "And the whole Big Hills coun
try is thankin' yuh." 

* * * * * 

"How did you know that Crane was 
the man who was making all of the 
trouble, Senor ?" asked Blue Hawk. 

The two wanderers of tlte dim trails 
were spending the remainder of the 
night in Jim Carew's cabin. 

"Well," the Masked Rider set out to 
explain in detail to his Indian com
panion, as was always the case after 
such affairs as they had just experi
enced, "in the first place I got suspici
ous while I was at the Bar B. Crane 
arrived sayin' there was trouble at 
Shelter Canyon. Brackton and Rus
sell started rushin' out as soon as they 
heard that. I noticed that Crane kept 
back of the other two men, jest as if 

he was expectin' somebody to fire from. 
outside. So I kinda wondered 1£ he 
hadn't known those two drygulchers 
were there." 

"Then he ocought those men with 
him, Senor ?" asked Blue Hawk. 

"Shore he did. They was supposed 
to down Brackton and Chuck Russell 
-but they didn't do it. I got them 
instead. When we went outside Crane 
told us to hurry and get our bosses. 
Said he'd examine the dead men his
self-and he did. And told us they 
were sheepmen. Nobody else got a 
good look at them hombres, but I was 
thinkin' they were right good shots 
for sheepmen, and I was right. Crane 
musta sent some of his men around to 
get the bodies before anyone could be 
shore jest what them fellers looked 
like." 

"What else, Senor?" 
"When I was ridin' with Crane and 

we met Murdock, Crane was mighty 
quick to get nasty with the leader of 
the sbeepmen. Looked to me as 
though Crane was afraid Murdock 
might say somethin'. Then when 
Murdock knocked Crane out of the 
saddle with one blGw, and not a pow
erful one at that, I was suspicious." 

"Maybe Crane hoped that Murdock 
would get a chance to kill you, Senor," 
said Blue Hawk. 

"Of course he did. When I licked 
Murdock and finally left Crane, then 
Crane musta rode away from his men, 
circled around and tried to drygulch 
me. I thought he was the hombre 
I saw ridin' away. It was a big man 
I saw, and ridin' what looked like 
Crane's bay boss. Later when some
body tried to get Brackton through 
the window and Miss Jenny saved 
him, I saw it was a scarred hand that 
held the gun. Breeze Crane is the 
only man I had seen around here with 
a scarred hand." 

"Why did the sheriff try to dry
gulch the four ef you when you found 
dead cattle in the canyon ?" the Yaqui 
prodded him. 

"Sheriff was tryin' to get Brackton 
and whoever else he could, since he 
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knew the Government notices had 
failed. He knew tmmebody had the 
other part of that letter the Gov
ernment sent him, but mebbe he didn't 
know it was Crane, since he didn't 
even know he was workin' for Crane
thought he was workin' for Murdock. 
Anyway he knew he was due to be 
found out-and didn't mean to be. 
He was crooked, and he was desperate. 
The sheriff wanted to kin Brackton
and Crane, too, I guess. Eyerybody 
he thought might know or come to 
know about his crookedness - and 
could tell the Government about him. 
But Crane was pretty quick to shoot 
Alton before he could talk. 

"It was Crane who dropped the let
ter at the spot where I fought Mur
dock-not Murdock, though at first I 
thought it was. Musta slipped out 
of Crane's pocket when Murdock 
knocked him off his boss." 

"Those men we met along the river 
bank must have been guards leff there 
by Crane to kill any of the waddies 
who came along," said Blue Hawk. 
"Don't you think so, Senor?" 

"Shore. And the riders that was 
firin' from the north bank when the 
Bar B outfit was trapped was Crane's 
men, too. They jest rode off, fired a 
few shots and come back with Crane 
leadin' 'em. Crane musta got pretty 

desperate when he got so low as 
send his raiders to try and kill the 
women at the Bar B so's that would 
drive Gage Brackton out of the coun
try if nothin' else would. lfe had 
to get the Bar B somehow-'cause 
then it would be easy to drive the little 
outfits out after the big one was 
licked." 

"And Crane did all of this because 
he sold property to railroad that he 
didn't own," said the Yaqui soberly. 

"That's it. And when his first plan 
of driving out the ranchers by the fake 
Government orders failed he had Mur
dock and the raiders start-and hell 
shore broke loose." The outlaw whose 
Robin Hood work in one more vicinity 
was finished, yawned. "Guess I'll turn 
in. We'll be ridin' come mornin', 
Hawk. Our work is done in the Big 
Hills country." 

"Si, Senor." Blue Hawk nodded 
sleepily. "Blue Hawk will be glad. I 
do not like this cold country." 

There was silence in the cabin back 
in the mountains as the two men rolled 
up in their blankets and went to sleep. 
Tomorrow they would be gone. Some
where in the wild and rugged land 
through which they traveled there 
were others who needed the aid of 
the Masked Rider and Blue Hawk 
and they would be there. 
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The law officer ,pitched on his face 

UNTIL he met Sheriff Prouty, in slick chaps, a fellow with a lean, 
Sonny Horton couldn't remem- cruel face and black eyes. Two guns 
ber how long it had been since were slung at the man's hips, and there 

a man had spoken a kind word to him. was the air of an insolent bully about 
He was a gangling lad, j ust turned him. 

sixteen, this button. Clad in nonde- "King'll charge yuh two-bits for 
script, cast-off clothing of range the bath, kid," roared the bully. 
riders, his chestnut thatch sunburnt to "Yuh've done polluted bronc drinkin' 
a dried straw color, nevertheless, water." 
Sonny Horton had wide, frank blue Smarting from the pain of the kick, 
eyes and an appealing sort of smile. his eyes filling with tears, young Hor
He looked like a stray pup anxious to ton began backing away. A man 
make friends but ready to tuck his tail stepped out of the store and took in 
between his legs and run at the first the situation with a glance. Instantly 
harsh word. his right hand flashed down and up 

He bent over the huge oaken horse with his six-shooter. 
tub in front of King's Mercantile Em- "Hold it, Scully !" His voice 
porium, and drank with the wary cracked out like a whip. 
alertness of a wild animal stealing The laughing bully whirled like a 
something. In spite of his cagyness shot. His darting hands froze as he 
he did not see or hear the man cross- saw the other's gun. He sobered 
ing the street behind him until a boot quickly, and flame stabbed from his 
landed against his rear section and black eyes. 
plunged him headlong into the tub. "Oh, so it's you, Prouty" he snarled. 
When he came scrambling out, gasp- "Yep-me." The sheriff nodded. 
ing for air, he heard a shout of coarse "How come yuh're pickin' on buttons 
laughter. now ? Can't find any men to stand up 

He found himself facing a tall man to yuh ?" 
97 
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"Damn yuh, Prouty ! "  "Ace" Scully 
roared wrathfully. "Yuh'll lock horns 
with me once too often. Can't a fel
ler have any hossplay without you 
buttin' in ? I wasn't harmin' the kid 
tramp none." 

"Scatter" said the sheriff grimly. 
"Fork yore cayuse and leave town. 
Yuh're a troublemaker, Scully. I don't 
wanta have to warn yuh again." 

BESTOWING a villainous look on 
the innocent cause of his discom

fiture, Ace S cully marched across the 
street to the saloon. Sheriff Prouty 
stood there, gun in hand, watching 
him until he disappeared. Then he hol
stered his weapon and turned kindly 
gray eyes on the boy. 

"What's yore name, lad ?" he asked. 
"Where yuh from ? Yuh're a stranger 
in Sand Springs, ain't yuh ?" 

Sonny Horton surveyed the sheriff 
with grave eyes, a kindly-faced man 
in black stetson and black Prince 
Albert. There was a shiny star on 
the man's vest. Something about him 
inspired the boy's confidence. 

"Y -yes, sir," he faltered. "But I 
ain't a tramp. My name's Sonny Hor
ton, from over Arizona way. 1-I'm 
lookin' for a job. I been doin' all kinds 
of odd jobs since-since my pa got 
drygulched. I make a fair ranch 
hand." 

"Yore dad got drygulched ?" re
peated Prouty. "Horton - Horton. 
Not Sam Horton of Fire Rock ?" 

"Yes, sir. Did you know him ?" 
"I knew him. And his murderer 

was never found." 
"But when I get a l ittle older, I'm 

gonna start lookin' for the dirty 
skunk," p r o m i s e d young Horton 
fiercely. "I'll know 'im. He stole Pa's 
gold watch. He wasn't quite dead 
when I found him. He told me his 
killer had a black mole on his left 
wrist. He seen it when the skunk 
took his watch." 

"Well, well," murmured the sheriff 
sympathetically. "So yuh've been 
driftin' ever since then ?" 

"B ut I ain't no tramp," repeated 
Sonny Horton stoutly. "I work for 
everything I get." 

"I don't blame yuh, son," Prouty 
nodded. "Come along with me. We'll 
see if we can't fix yuh up witlt some 
sort of job temporary. Yuh look like 
a good meal wouldn't hurt yuh none." 

As the lad and the sheriff started 
away, a bystander spoke up. 

"Yuh shouldn't of butted in on 
Scully, Prouty. He's a tough hombre." 

"I ain't tender myself," said the 
sheriff shortly. "I'm tired of these 
range rannies tryin' to run Sand 
Springs every time they come to 
town." 

He led Sonny Horton to the restau
rant. 

"Mabel, here's a shorthorn friend 
of mine," he said to the buxom, smil
ing waitress. "Fill him up and charge 
it to me. Then send him up to my 
office, will yuh ?" 

"You can bet your bottom dollar I 
will, Tom Prouty," the woman an
swered. 

Half an hour later Sonny Horton 
put in his appearance at the sheriff's 
office. 

"Well !"  The official looked up with 
a friendly smile. "Yuh look like 
yuh've growed an inch already." 

"I reckon I did." Sonny grinned. 
"Mebbe four inches around the belly. 
Now I want to work to pay for what 
I ate." 

Sheriff Prouty frowned thought
fully. 

"I been thinkin' about yuh, Sonny. 
They ain't nothin' in the sheriffin' line 
that you can do, but I got a friend that 
runs the l ivery barn, and I figger he 
can use a good ranch hand to help 
tend to the bosses." 

"But-but I'd rather work for y'ou, 
Mr. Prouty," declared the lad quickly. 
"I'd rather clean spittoons for you 
than curry the finest boss in New 
Mexico." 

Sonny Horton had found a her.o, and 
he wanted to freeze onto him. Sheriff 
Prouty, however, thought differently. 
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"Mebbe some day, Sonr.y, we can 
get together. Right now, yuh're kinda 
small for a man's job. Let's go see 
Tim Burke." 

"Jest Iemme do yore dirty work," 
protested the boy. "And I can grow." 

"There'll be plenty of dirty work 
when yuh have growed," said Prouty 
grimly. "C'mon." 

ALMOST in tears, Sonny Horton 
trailed along with his new 

friend. He was silent as they drew 
n ear the scene of his involuntary bath. 
Such humiliations burn deep in the 
heart of a sixteen-year-old boy. 

It was high noon, and scorchingly 
hot. The wooden awning in front of 
the general store cast a deep shade 
that was grateful. Even the sheriff 
lagged in its  shelter, and Sonny tar
ried to look at the hardware display 
in one dingy window. 

Suddenly the batwing doors of the 
saloon across the street Sapped open, 
and Ace Scully dashed out into the 
da�l ing sunlight. 

' Prouty ! "  yelled the bully. "Yuh 
tinhorn sheriff, mebbe yuh ain't so 
proddy without yore hardware in yore 
hand. So Pm gonna te,ll yuh what a 
low-down, ornery, sn.eakin' badge
toter yuh-'' 

Sheriff Prouty halted-hands held 
carefully away from his sides. 

"I told yuh to leave town, Scully," 
he cut the ranting bully off. "So rat
tle yore-" 

A ce Scully slapped at his holsters 
without warning. His guns began 
flaming before the sheriff could get 
his own six-shooter clear of its hol
ster. The law officer uttered a grunt, 
began folding at the knees, and 
pitched on his face out into the street 
right beside the tub which had wit
nessed S onny Horton's humiliation. 

As the lad saw his only friend top
ple, he let out a choking cry and, heed
less of possible bullets, he ran to the 
side of his fallen champion. 

"Damn ! Oh, damn !" he cried as he 
bent over the stricken sheriff. 

That the kindly officer was not mor
tally wounded, being shot high in the 
shoulder, young H orton did not see. 

Swift as a striking hawk, the lad 
grabbed the fallen sheriff's six-shooter 
and came up with it  in his lean young 
fist. Straight toward the killer he 
charged, sobbing and cursing. 

The attack was so utterly insane 
that A ce Scully gaped in astonish
ment. Then, realizing his danger, he 
pulled trigger hastily. His lead fairly 
hailed around the grief-maddened 
youth, but failed to find a mark. And 
then, j ust as the villain snapped out 
of his panic, Sonny Horton let go 
with one shot. 

The weapon bucked like a crazy 
bronc in his young hand. But the 
wonder of it  all was the look of be
wilderment on the face of Ace Scully. 
The bully staggered back a couple of 
paces as his gW1s sagged. Then he at
tempted to bring them up, failed, 
crumpled at the knees, au.d pitched 
forward on his face. 

B y  the time a crowd reached the 
spot, Sonny Horton was staring at a 
black mole on the unconscious bully's 
l eft wrist. 

"Scully !" he sobbed hysterically. 
"This feller ! He's the skunk that dry
gulched my dad !" 

"He shore is," said Sheriff Prouty a 
little later, after the doctor had 
patched up his shoulder. "Yuh shot 
him plumb c e n t e r ,  Sonny, and 
knocked hi·s wind clean outa him. 
Nope, yuh didn't IHll him. But yuh 
played hell with the works of that 
heavy old gold watch yore daddy used 
to own. Scully will live to hang." 

"I'm sorry," said Sonny Horton. 
"About the watch, I mean. I meant to 
kill him for shootin' you, Mr. Prouty. 
I reckon I 'd better go hunt up that 
livery j ob. I can't do much with a 
.six-shooter yet." 

"I reckon yuh'd better hush yore 
trap," said the sheriff. "Yuh're dang 
near man size already, button. And I 
figger yuh can finish yor.e growin' i n  
m y  office." 
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Calloway leaped forward and swung his gun at the h11ad of Alf Stadden 

The Lanky Stranger Horns Right in on the Ra nch Racket of the 
Stadden Brothers and Writes His Name 

in  Gunsmoke ! 

By CLAUDE RISTER 
Author of "Four-legged Fury.'' "Outlaw Romance," etc. 

PETE CALLOWAY stepped 
into the tough pool room, spread 
his long, bowed legs, pushed 

back his worn Stetson and began mak
ing a cigarette. 

became wooden images-froze in vari
ous attitudes. A hush clutched the 
place, for the Stadden brothers and 
their ex-convict foreman were there, 
and those thtee h�rd men had just been 

Pool balls ceased to kiss. Patrons making war-talk about the tall waddy. 
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The lanky young newcomer licked 
his cigarette and then inquired of the 
rack-man : "Where 'bouts will I find 
the Stadden brothers ? I understand 
they were seen comin' into this place 
while ago." 

Husky AH Stadden's big jaws went 
hard. Tall, slitll Stadden's dark face 
flushed. Ates Mordson's thin lips flat
tened across his yellow fangs. The 
foreman was � tough and eely hombre, 
and as suspicious as a wolf by nature. 

The three men got up and slowly ap
proached Pete Calloway. Big Alf 
Stadden's tawny eyes were hot in his 
beefy face. 

" Here we are, fella," he growled, 
"and yuh don't have to state what it 
is yuh want to talk with us about. We 
tabbed yuh for a law-spy the minute 
we saw you snoopin' about our spread. 
Now get this, hombre, and let 'er sink 
in good and deep. We're sick and tired 
of being suspected and accused of rust
lin'. The law has investigated us plenty 
but never got nothin' on us. The next 
time we catch you or any other snooper 
prowlin' about our range we're going 
to chunk some lead at him. Savvy ?" 

Pete Calloway smiled lazily. 
" Keep yore Levis on, Stadden," he 

advised. "Yuh've got me all wrong. I 
ain't a cow detective, and I'm not sus
pectin' you of anything. What I'm in
terested in is that little dab of range 
down on the creek. Yuh know-that 
rundown cabin, with the crib and the 
corral. I'd like to puy 'em from yuh. if 
the price and the terms are right." 

Lanky, horse-faced Ates Mordson 
blinked. The Staddens looked at each 
other dumbly. The crowd gazed in an 
incredulous way. Three times already 
had the Stadden brothers sold that 
little place on the creek, and each buyer 
later had sold back for a song after be
ing just about cleaned out of cattle. 

The law never had been able to get 
anything on AI£ and Sid, and their ex
convict foreman, but every one knew 
they were guilty, and-well, it just 

seemed unbelievable that any one 
would be silly enough to buy the little 
spread now. Evidently this fool ranny 
from parts unknown hadn't inquired 
into the character of the outfit. 

Dark, slim, suave, Sid Stadden was 
first to regain his wits. He smiled and 
apologized for haste. Then : 

"So yuh're interested in the little 
Calf Creek place. Well ! Let's go 
across the street to the saloon. M ike 
has a private room where we can talk 
the matter over." 

Calloway nodded and led the way. 

TH E  deal was quickly consum
mated. The Staddens made a dirt 

cheap price, for they figured on getting 
the place back, anyway--after steal
ing whatever cattle this lanky cowpoke 
brought in. 

Later Sid Stadden, shrewder of the 
two brothers, wagged his head. "Yuh 
know, Alf," he said, "I'm a little un
easy about this deal. It was too much 
like havin' nice, ripe peaches drop right 
into yore hands." 

"But what could be wron g ?" ques
tioned AI£. "He paid, didn't he ? And 
you can bet yore boots that lawyer, 
Sam Myerson, made out the papers 
exactly right." 

"Maybe the waddy never heard the 
scandal about that place," drawled 
Mordson, grinning evilly. 

"Or maybe," Al£ supplied grimly, 
"he did hear, but is hard-headed 
enough to think that be c.an buck us." 

"In which case he's due for fiOme 
education," Sid stated flatly. And then 
on afterthought : "I wonder if he's a 
gunner. Um-m, I wonder !" 

H e  rubbed his right palm up and 
down his thigh. Sid was considerable 
of a leadslinger himself, not to mention 
his brother and their jail-buzzard fore
man. 

Sheriff Nathan met Pete Calloway 
on the street and stopped him. 

"I understand yuh're interested in 
the Staddens' Calf Creek place. I con-
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sider it my duty to warn yuh that 
they're suspected of breakin' three 
other fellers out there, stealin' their 
eattle and-" 

"Yeah, I know," Calloway acknowl
edged with a lazy grin. "I heard all 
about that, but they won't steal my 
cows." 

· 
"No ? And why not?" grunted the 

sheriff. 
"Jest because they can't get away 

with it." And with that somewhat 
mysterious statement, the new owner 
of the Calf Creek spread went on his 
way. 

The still suspicious Sid Stadden 
sought him out before he left town. 

"Calloway, just what do you intend 
doing out there ?" he asked. "Because 
if it's plowing under good range or 
running sheep--" 

"Perish the thoughts, Stadden. I'm 
going to run cows," Calloway told him 
gravely. 

Sid's fears were somewhat eased. 
Then came the day when Pete Cal

loway brought in his breeder stock. 
Men who had gone to the pens to see 
the stuff unloaded stared in amaze
ment, for these were not range cattle. 
They were Holsteins. 

"Calico cows !" ejaculated astounded 
Alf Stadden. "What the heck ?" 

Calloway smiled serenely as he re
plied. 

"Yeah, there's real money in this 
kind of stuff. Three times as much per 
head as yuh'd get for a beef. And the 
nice part of it is they bring just as much 
poor as if they were fat. Nicer still, 
nobody would dare rustle 'em, because 
they're too conspicuous. He couldn't 
get away with it-mixing 'em with his 
range stuff." 

LATER Sid Stadden snarled at his 
brother Alf and the foreman. 

"Yuh see ? 1 told yuh he had an ace 
up his sleeve. He's right, we wouldn't 
dare steal them calico cows. And to 
think, we sold that place cheap." 

"Don't worry, the jigger won't make 
a go of it, and he'll be ready to sell out 
for a song within two-three years," 
prophesied Mordson. 

Others were of the same opinion. 
"If it could be done, it would've been 

done," argued a grizzled old-timer. 
"Somebody would've had the sa�e idee 
and tried it." 

"Which they have," informed Callo
way. "While travelin' with a rodeo 
outfit I saw plenty of dairy cow-raisin' 
goin' on near the big towns. I'll make 
more money than such fellows do, 
though, for I won't have to do any 
feedin'." 

"Yeah," growled the old-timer, "and 
I suppose next yuh'll be tellin' us yuh 
aim to start a dairy." 

"Maybe, why not ? The people of 
this town would likely appreciate get
tin' fresh milk and butter daily." 

The other snorted in disdain. 
That night Sid Stadden paced the 

living room floor of the Rocker S, 
smoking cigarette after cigarette, using 
his cunning brain. He went into his 
bedroom, took a copy of the sales 
agreement from a trunk and studied 
it. Suddenly then his black eyes 
sparkled. 

"I wonder?" he asked himself. High 
heels cracking, he strode back into the 
living room. "Alf," he said, "dome on, 
we're going to see Calloway. I want to 
have a peek at his original of that sales 
contract." 

"Huh ? How come ?" 
Sid explained, and slowly a grin 

broke over Alf's big face. 
"Bud," he complimented, "yuh've 

got a brain in that noggin of yores." 
They took Ates Mordson into their 

confidence. A short time later the 
three men rode away toward the little 
Calf Creek ranch. 

Mordson hid his bronc in the bushes 
and stole to the house on foot. He sta
tioned himself at a window. Then Sid 
and Alf rode right up to the cabin. Cal
loway came to the door with a lamp. 
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Sid demanded payment of a sum of 
money. Pete Calloway expressed sur
prise and said no such sum was due. 
Sid demanded to see the contract. 
Wary, a little puzzled, the lanky cow
boy brought it. Sid glanced at it, then 
he and AI£ departed, grumbling. 

As Pete Calloway watched them ride 
into the night he scratched his lantern 
jaw and muttered. 

"I smell polecat. Wonder what them 
buzzards really had on their minds." 

Wagging his head in perplexity, he 
turned back indoors. Ignorant of the 
fact that he was being watched, he put 
the contract away. 

A short time later a pounding of 
hoofs brought him out of his chair ana 
sent him rushing onto the front porch. 
His saddle pony was galloping around 
inside the corral, and snorting. H e  
glimpsed a man, moving about and 
dragging a lariat. 

"The nerve !" growled Calloway. 
"He must know I'd hear that noise !" 

H
E ran indoors, grabbed his Win

chester, and went high heeling it 
for the corral. Half-way there he 
stopped abruptly and hunkered on 
spurred heels. A six-gun had popped 
and a bullet had winged viciously past 
his head. 

Again flame spurted between two 
rails of the fence. Another bullet zip
ping past. He swung the rifle to his 
shoulder and fired, heard the impact of 
lead striking wood. 

Twice more the Winchester cracked ; 
twice more the six-gun popped. The 
supposed horse thief was changing po
sition following each shot. Pete Cal
loway rose and charged, running a zig
zag course. 

A sudden thunder of hoofs ! The 
night raider was fleeing, keeping the 
corral between himself and the rushing 
cowboy. The young rancher circled the 
rear of the barn, saw the shadowy form 
of a horseman just fading into the dark
ness. His rifle spoke again. Its flame 

blinded him fpr an instant, and when 
his vision cleared the culprit was gone. 

He went into the corral and quieted 
his pony. Then he climbed atop the 
pole fence, rolled and smoked a cigar
ette the while he pondered. 

"The Staddens don't dare steal my 
cows, so they figure to steal my ponies, 
huh?" he muttered. "Yessir, that £ella 
sure had . his nerve, stayin' on and still 
tryin' to rope Tony after creatin' all 
that rumpus." 

He returned to the house and went 
to bed, unaware that as he entered the 
front door a man sneaked out by way 
of the back one. 

People watched Pete Calloway's ex
periment with deep interest, unwilling 
for the most part to believe he could 
succeed. The seasons rolled by, and 
one day he showed them. A buyer came 
from Denver, and their eyes popped 
when they heard the price the Calf 
Creek man received for his stuff. 

And then the tricky, crooked Stad
dens, who had been waiting and watch
ing to see if there really were any 
money in "pinto" cattle, showed their 
dirty cards. 

That evil triumverate, Alf Stadden, 
Sid Stadden, and Ates Mordson, went 
to Calloway in a body. Smooth Sid 
Stadden did the talking. 

"Bud and I have decided to exercise 
our option, Calloway, so if yuh'll come 
along with us to see Sam Myerson, that 
lawman will fix the papers up." 

''What option?" frowned Calloway 
in mild wonder. 

"Why, the option to buy back the 
place at the price yuh paid, plus yore 
cattle at current market prices for 
beef." 

Pete Calloway was astounded. 
"Wha-at ? Are you loco ? I didn't 

make any such agreement as that I Cur
rent beef prices ? Why, shucks, man, 
them spotted cows and heifers are 
worth a hundred and fifty dollars 
apiece." 

(Co11tinued 011 Page 104) 
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(Continued from Page 103) 
Ates Mordson's right hand moved a 

little closer to his gun-butt. Alf Stad
den eased aside-shooting leeway. Sid 
snailed acidly and explained. 

"Yuh evidently didn't study the 
papers before signin'. Here, take a look 
at this." 

He drew out his copy of the sales 
agreement, ran the tip of a slim iUn
finger along lines that read: 

It is further understood and agreed that 
parties of the first part have the option of 
buyini back said ranch property if they so 
choose, at any time, for the same price as 
paid by party of the second part. Also the 
option of buyini all cattle on said ranch, 
at current market prices for beef on the 
hoof. 

Pete Calloway stared hard at the 
paper, then at the three men. He was 
stunned. Queer, he hadn't noticed that 
stipulation when he had studied the 
contract. He gulped his Adam's apple. 

"It's a dirty trick. It ain't a true copy 
of the agreement I signed," he stated. 

The three crooks laid hands on guns. 
That tall waddy might go into a wild 
rage at any instant. Sid Stadden chal
lenged sneeringly. 

"Yuh're just tryin' to crawl out of a 
deal, cowboy. Take a look at the 
original yuh hold, and yuh'll find it 
reads the same." 

Calloway glared for another moment, 
his eyes cold. 

"I'll do just that little thing," he as
sured them. 

He fairly scorched horseshoes get
ting back to his small ranch. He threw 
open a trunk lid, tore into some papers. 
With mingled emotions he read the 
lines of that option agreement. 

FOR a while he sat staring at the 
floor, the paper in one hand. Then 

he tossed it aside, absently rolled and 
lighted a cigarette. Had he been that 
dumb? Had he really passed up that 
important paragraph on the day of the 
deal? 



CALICO CA TTLE 105 

Then he recalled the visit of the S tad
dens and their fc;>retl)an two years be
fore. He had always wondered about 
that call. He remembered, too, that 

somebody ostensibly had tried to steal 
his Tony horse shortly thereafter, had 
created much noise in so doing. Had 
it been merely a trick to get him out of 
the house, so that the contract could 
be stolen? 

He took the typewritten agreement 
and studied it critically. That page on 
which the option was written, to his 
keen eyes seemed just a little fresher 
than the others. Next he looked at the 
clips which held the sheets together, 
also at the blue cover. 

"If she hasn't been taken apart, then 
I'm blind," he muttered. 

Pete Calloway grimly serviced his 
six-gun and shoved i t  back into its 
holster. He went ou t, forked leather 
and hit the trail for town. He was li t
erally burning up inside. 

He found the Staddens in the town's 
leading saloon. It was night now. The 
Staddens and their foreman were at the 
bar. The sheriff and lawyer Sam Myer
son were engaged in a game of domi
noes. Pete went directly to Sid Stad
den. 

"Let me have another loo� at tha t 
copy of yore con_trac t, hombre," he de
manded without preamble. 

Smiling sardonically, the man pro
duced it. With the carelessness com
mon to rangemcn in the handling of 
"papers," Pete had neglected to have 
his original of the agreement recorded. 
He saw that this copy had been regis
tered. 

His eyes were bleak when they rose 
to Sid's darkly handsome face. 

"I notice that this here paper was 
recorded on the day following that call 
you two jaspers made on me a couple 
of years ago." 

"Yeah," Sid nodded. " W-e saw yuh 
hadn't recorded yores, so we figured 
we'd better take care of tha t  end our-

(Continued on Page 106) 
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(Continued from Page 105) 
selves-so yuh couldn't crawl out later, 
if we took a notion to deal." 

Calloway's right hand tensed above 
the butt of his old forty-five. His bet
ter sense told him that he wouldn't 
have a chance in the world in a shoot
out with those three tough lead slingers, 
but he was determined to cut loose 
against them, anyway. But the next in
stant a hand fell on his shoulder. 

He turned his head, looked into the 
face of Sheri&' Nathan. 

"I've heard about the controversy be
tween you parties," the sheriff said, 
"and I've been waitin' to see how she 
worked out. Now we ain't gonna have 
any gunplay around here. Savvy that? 
Incidentally, I checked Sid's copy with 
the record book, and I found that she 
jibed. So, cowboy, it looks like yuh 

ain't got any case at all. For once, 
the Staddens are right." 

" The coyotes stole my original," Cal
loway accused in a choky sort of voice. 
"They got hold of a typewriter-Myer
son's, maybe-and made the change. 
They rewrote a page, rebound the 
document, and the next morning had it 
recorded." 

" He's talking crazy! Why the idea!" 
Stadden jeered. 

The sheriff shrugged. "Yuh've no 
proof, I figure," he said to Pete. " How
ever, if yuh think yuh've got a case, 
talk her over with Myerson. Settle the 
matter legal, not with guns." 

�ALLOWAY did talk to the attor
� ney, heatedly, in a rush of words. 

Myerson nodded. 
" W  e!l, I don't know whether I did it 

in this particular case, but I usually 
keep a copy of all the papers I draw. 
We'll see in the morning," the lawyer 
said. 

Startled looks flashed across the 
faces of the Staddens. They jerked 
away from the bar, exchanged glances, 
and then Alf blurted : 

" What's that?" 
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"He said her plain," Calloway ad
vised him coldly. 

"Yes," said Myerson, as he shuffied 
the dominoes, "it would be in the files, 
either under S. or C. As I was saying, 
I'll take a look in the morning. Be 
around at my office-say, nine o'clock, 
the three of you." 

"Let's go over there right now," 
urged the young rancher. "Get the 
whole thing settled." 

"No rush," Myerson said calmly. 
"The sheriff and I have a domino game 
on. Anyway, I wouldn't go back to the 
office tonight. Nine o'clock in the morn
ing, gentlemen." 

Pete Calloway pled, but it was no 
use. The suave Sid Stadden agreed. 

"Why, sure, Myerson, that's all 
right with us. No hurry. See yuh at 
nine manana." 

Calloway finally swore in exaspera
tion, strode out and began walking the 
streets. A h.iss stopped him. He 
wheeled, right hand going instinctive
ly to six-gun. A shadowy figure stood 
within an alley. 

The man beckoned, and Calloway 
moved cautiously toward him. To his 
surprise, he recognized the sheriff. 
Nathan explained hurriedly. 

"It was a trap, �at talk about the 
third copy. Myerson hasn't any such. 
When we heard about the controversy 
between you and the Staddens, we be
lieved yore side of it, and figured them 
foxy hombres was tryin' to rob you. 
Doggonit," he broke off, "why are 
range people 50 all fired careless in legal 
matters? Yuh didn't record your 
papers, and the Staddens didn't either 
until they saw a chance to cheat yuh." 

"I've learned my lesson," the Calf 
creek man said with a wag of the head. 
"But yore trap? Just how does she 
work?" 

"If the Staddens are guilty as you 
charge, they11 burglarize Myerson's of
fice and look for another copy of the 
contract. You and I'll be waitin' and 

(Continued on Page 108) 
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watc.hin' in the dark. Come on, let's 
hustle over there and stake out. I got 
Sam's key." 

They hurried along in the rear of 
buildings, turned up an alley, halted at 
the edge of the sidewalk. They were 
directly opposite the attorney's small 
frame building now. Pete could dimly 
make out the sign across the front: 

S. J. MYERSON. LAND, LAW, REAL 
ESTATE, JUSTICE OF THE PEACE, 

NOTARY PUBLIC. 

The two men looked cautiously up 
and down the street. 

"All clear," muttered the sheriff, 
then led the way across to the little 
building. 

Sheriff Nathan opened the door, and 
they went in. The officer locked the 
door and pocketed the key. The shades 
were closely drawn, and so it was 
pretty safe to make a small light. Na
than struck a match, and keeping it 
carefully shielded in two hands, he led 
the way into a back room. It was here 
that the lawyer's files, and books were 
kept. 

In a corner was a small closet. Sher
iff Nathan opened it. Pete Calloway 
saw a slicker, an old overcoat, a pair 
of overshoes, stationery supplies. The 
two men squeezed into the place, closed 
the door and waited. 

They had been there fully an hour, 
and were beginning to feel cramped, 
when there came a slight sound from 
the back of the building. The young 
ranchman nudged the officer, and Na
than nudged him back. 

"They're pryin' open a window,'' the 
sheriff whispered. "Looks like yore 
story holds water." 

Calloway's heart was beating fast, 
and unconsciously his right hand went 
to his six-shooter. This burglarizing of 
the lawyer's office proved the Staddens 
guilty, all right, as he had charged. 
They were coming into the trap, per
haps bringing their ex-convict foreman 
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with them. When the trap was sprung 
they likely would fight, and those three 
men were hard-bitten, experienced 
lead stingers. 

After a while the two waiters heard 
the window slide up. There was a faint 
scuffing of boots as men came over the 
sill, then cautious footsteps. A match 
struck, and sputtered. 

"Here's the file-case over here," the 
voice of Sid Stadden said guardedly. 

More footsteps, sound of the file-case 
opening, a rustling of papers. A soft 
glow of light sprang into being as AI£ 
Stadden lit the lamp on the table. 

Sheriff Nathan eased the closet door 
ajar. He and the cowboy peered out. 
Big AI£ Stadden was still holding the 
match shielded in his Stetson, throw
ing its light upon the files. His heavy
jawed visage was grim. His sorrel hair 
stood up in a fierce bush. The tall and 
sneeringly handsome Sid Stadden was 
swiftly handling papers. Ates Mord
son stood to one side, watching silent
ly. All three villains were caught in 
the trap. "Filed under either S or C," 
Sid said. 

"Well, I don't see anything that looks 
like-'' 

"He wasn't shore he had one, yuh 
know," AI£ growled softly. "But make 
danged sure. If there is a third copy, 
and it gets into that cowboy's hands, 
our hash is just about cooked." 

Ates Mordson now put in: "Right 
shrewd of that jigger to figure out we 
raided this office before-to rewrite 
that second page on the same type
writer. But we had him when we 
slipped his copy back into his cabin 
while he was oU:t." 

"Make danged sure," AI£ cautioned 
his brother again. 

Once more Sheriff Nathan elbowed 
Pete Calloway. The young man 
glanced at the other's face. The of
ficer nodded ; then pushed the door 
wide open. Softly he and the tall cow
boy stepped out of the closet. 

(Continued on Page 110) 
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"Lif t 'em, men!" snapped the sheriff. 
The three burglars stiffened, swiv

eled their heads to look at the t wo 
shadowy figures. The sheriff went on. 

"I'm arresting yuh for burglary, 
theft, fraud-" 

He got no further. Alf Stadden's 
big right hand grabbed for his hip. The 
next instant the room was being jarred 
by gun thunder. 

Pete Calloway's first shot was di
rected at the place where Sid stood, 
but that lithe gunman leaped aside 
with the quickness of a startled cat. 
The waddy heard his lead rap sharply 
against the steel filing case. He le aped 
forward and swung his gun at the head 
of Alf Stadden in time to save the 
sheriff's life. Big Alf went over back
ward, knocking the lamp from the 
table and plunging the room into dark
ness. 

Muzzle flame streaked and flared. 
Boot soles shuffled swiftly as men 
changed positions. Spurs rang sharply. 
And that infernal pounding of six
shooters went on ! 

Calloway felt a bullet slip through 
the crown of his hat. Another plucked 
at his neckscarf. He fired at a flitting 
shadow. The man went down, and the 
cowboy knew by the heavy impact of 
the body that he had dropped burly Alf 
Stadden for good this tlme. 

SID STADDEN began cursing like 
a wildman. Fiercely he rushed 

Calloway, shooting as he came. A hot 
slug drew a streak of pain across the 
rancher's ribs. At that very same in
stant Sid lurched to a stop as the 
sheriff sent a bullet into him. The tall, 
slim form stood swaying. 

Pete Calloway squatted on spurred 
heels just in time to escape a shot from 
Ates Mordson. This one, too, went 
through his hat. Hls own Colt roared. 
Mordson's weapon fell from his hand 
and thudded to the floor. He went 
staggering backward, brought up hard 
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against a wall, slid down o the floor. 
He squirmed over onto one ch:!ek, then 
lay still. 

It was all over. The air reeked of 
gunsmoke. The quiet there within the 
room was almost weird in contrast to 
the terrible din of a moment before. 
But out on the street there was a grow
ing buzz of excitement as men, headed 
by Lawyer Myerson, rushed to inves
tigate the shooting. 

The sheriff lighted a second lamp, 
and then he and Pete Calloway looked 
at the shambles. Walls and office fur
niture were bullet-scarred. The officer 
had a split cheek, and the wound was 
streaming blood freely. There was an
other bloodstain on his left thigh, and 
he limped slightly as he moved about, 
examining the three fallen burglars. 

"You hurt, son?" he called over one 
shoulder. 

"Nothing serious," Calloway an
swered. "Just a rake across the ribs, 
sheriff." 

"I'm jest bullet-branded, too. Um-m 
- AI£ dead, Sid dead, Mordson 
wounded. That cleans up a snaky gang 
I been tryin' .a long time �o get the 
goods on, cowboy.'' 

When Ates Mordson recovered con
sciousness he made a complete confes
sion which Myerson wrote down for 
his signature. A short time later 
as Nathan and Calloway were leaving 
the doctor's office, the sheriff spoke to 
the cowboy. 

"And now, £ella, yuh can go back to 
yore ranch and raise them contented 
calico cC>Ws in peace." 
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· DR. CLEVELAND DENTAL LABORATORY 
Dept. 2·AO. 503·05 �llsto�rl Avdfluo, East St. Louia. HI. 

D i .. e s e I . 
Diesel cnglnes o.re raining favor .,.berB'Vcr PD...,.IB uaed. 
TheY M.ro replaolug steam and gn.sollrlft eo�tnee tn power 

plant!!, motor trucl::a &nd buseea, locomotl vee and lilblp3, 
a!rcra.ft, traotore, dredges, drills pumpe, etc.-which 

moans the well-paid Jobs In tbeoe lines wtU 110 to DtetMll
tralnod men. \Vrit.e today tor method of how you caD 
prepare for one of theee wortbwhUe jobe. Noobll&atio.a.. 
American Schoel, Dpt. D-158, Dnnlat llltb, Cblcale 

BE AM EXPERT SHOn 
NEW HI·POWOI 
AIR PISTOL 
Model 28 Haenel: Absolutely accilrate; 
perfect balance; nsy loading; bard shoot· 
tng. Blued steel: sin;rle Rhot; rifted bar· 
rei; .177 cal.: len�th 10*111: wt. llh lbs.; wood 
stocks; 500 Pellets FREE. (List �9.00) Special $8.115. 
!500 Extra Pellets 17'i -60c; 22-75c; Darts 2l5o 
a.nct 35c doz. 

NOPERMI'l' R:EQUillED 

z:�:,.�� ���a;o��rs!'t��oa?::::�· BfaO:�!st:Z!� e���fe��nl����=: � Bale� Co., (Dept. Gx), SS W. 32nd St., N. Y. Cit,', 

EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE 
1ll 



ECZEMA 
Don't ne!flect it! Don't despair! Try a well known 
Skin Specwlist'e combination "Home Treatment" which Is giving hundreds ot sull'erers the first real relief in 
years, trom the miseries caused by this tormenting 
disease. Write today !or FREJ<l particulars and CON
VINCING PROOF'. DB. RUDOLPH HOEB!IANN, 
Inc., 2200 N. Third St., Suite 42.6, Milwaukee, \VIK. 

INVENTORS 
'time cuunto iu applying for paW>ta. Don't risk delay iD patentiDI )'OUr innnLlon. Seod sketch or model for tnstruetlone or write for 
n"" 48-P&l:O FREE booklet, "Patent Guide for tloe lnoentor." 
�;.,1������%n�!el�iD�'1B!:���J

onH�::�m';.t;..;.�rne.tu�,;��!,e:l 
l'�lenl Altorn011•. 5343 Adams Building, Washlngtl>o, 0. C. 

DICE. CARDS. 
Specialties for Magicians use. Inks, 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catatoe 
ten cents, stamps or coin. HILL DROS., Box T, Salida, Colo. 

Jnter�ted in Homecraft? Read 
MECHANICS & HANDICRAFT 

lOc at all stands 

TRAIL 

TALK 
ALWAYS, throughout their travels and 

adventures, Blue Hawk, the Yaqui 
Indian, has proven the Masked Rider's loyal 
and faithful companion. No danger has 
been too great for him to face, no task too 
menial for the proud Yaqui to perform in 
the service of the Robin Hood Outlaw. 

But at last there comes a time when ·Blue 
Hawk finds that his own people, the Indians, 
are in trouble. Peril besets them on all sides, 
and when Blue Hawk learns of the difficul
ties of his red brothers he knows of only 
one man whose aid he may seek-Wayne 
Morgan, the Masked Rider. 

HIDDEN FORCES 
Learn how the Masked Rider and Blue 

Hawk battle the bidden forces that have 
been marshalled against the Indians. Ride 
with them as they dash into the fray with 
guns flaming. Follow the Masked Rider as 
he battles to aid his loyal friend and the 
people of Blue Hawk. 

Will the Robin Hood outlaw be forced to 
turn against the cattlemen, to fight the men 
and women of the vast rangeland who have 
so often sought and received his aid? How 
can he be certain that this is not some trick 
upon the part of the wily Redskins against 
the cowmen, in which even Blue Hawk has 
been made a dupe? 

Yet it is up to the Masked Rider to prove 
his loyalty to the Yaqui, to make every effort 
to clear up the trouble for both Indians and 
cattlemen of the region. Ride with him as 
he does so, learn the dangers that he must 
face, dangers that are constant and immi
nent. 

THUNDERING HOOFS 
Travel with him through new country, 

ride with him as Midnight's flashing hoof' 
thunder through the shadowy gulches and as 
the big black stallion gallops like a ghost 
horse through the whispering sage. Go with 
him into new adventures in WARRIOR 
RANGE, by Donald Bayne Hobart, the com
plete book-l.ength novel which will appear 
m our next 1ssue. 

Learn the stealth and cunning of the 
renegades among the Indians, the bravery 
and fearlessness of their young warriors
and always, the dauntless courage of the 
Masked Rider! 

Blue Hawk's faith and loyalty to his com-

BEST FUN1 FICTION AND FOTOS IN 
llJ 
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• Three hundred and sixty-five days from now
where will you he? 

Still be struggling along in 'the same old job at 
the same old salary- worried about the future -

never able to make both ends meet? Will you still 

be putting off your start to succcs&-fiddling away 
precious hours that will never come again? 

Don't do it, man- don't do it! There's no 

greater tragedy than that of the man who stays 

sunk in a rut all hia life, when with jmt a little 

effort he could ad;ance. 

Think o( the tbotJSIJDde of !IUCCCSSfW, prosper· 

ous men in every induatry and business who owe 
much of their success to International Correspon· 
dence Schools training (you'd recognize hundreds 
of their names). They refwed to he licked by 
lack of training! They found that the I. C. S. 

offered them comprehensive yet simplified texts 
prepared by outstanding authorities, plus personal 
guidance and expert, understanding instruction. 

The coupon will bring you the full story of the 
I. C. S., and what it can mean to you. 

·INTE���TIONAL ·CORRESPONDENCE 'SCHriOLS 
" ' . . . 

BOX 3969-N, SCRANTON, PENNA. 
* With out cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins 

Why," and full particulars about the subject b�fore which I have marked X: 
and * 

0 Arcllitect 
D Architectural Drafteman 
D Building Estimatin� 
D Contractor and Builder 
0 Structurnl Dmftsman 
0 Structural En&ineer 
0 Ma.na.gement of Jnventiooa 
D Electrical Engineer 
0 Electric Ugh tina: 
0 W eldiua:. Electric and Gao 
D Rea dina Shop Bl uepria te 
0 Beat Treatment of 1\Ietat. 

0 Buolneeo M&Oagemont 
0 Indu,tria1 Maua�ement 
0 Traffic Management 
D Acoountancy 
0 Coot Aeoouatant 
0 C. P. ACQOuntant 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
D Bbeet Metal Worker D Commercial Refrigeration 
D Boilermaker D Pluml>il>lr D Btaam :nttina: 
D Tele�<TUph Ena:ineer D Heat� D Ventilation 
D 'rel•pboue Work D Radio 0 Air Couditioninc and Coolin& 
0 1\techa.nical En&ineerina 0 Steam Enciceer 
0 h-fecbs.nic:al Draftsman 0 Ste&m Eleet.rie Encineer 
0 l\Iacbin.iat 0 Toolmaker 0 Marine E.,.U.eer 
0 Patternmake.r 0 R. R. Locomotive. 
0 Dieeel Engines 0 R. R. Section ForemMl 
0 Aviation ll:ngiaee 0 Air Bruee 0 1�. R. Sianalmon 
0 Auto Tecbo.icis.u 0 Ric!'iway EDzineeriac 
0 Auto Eloetrieal Tochnieian 0 Ci .. il E�rinc 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
0 Beokkeepina: 
0 Secreu.rial Work 
0 Rpo.n.isb 
0 Fre.ncb 
0 Ba.l=noblp 
0 Advertiain& 

0 &.vioe Station Baleomanah.iD 
0 Firat Y..,. College Subjeote 
D Buain- Con...,.,.d=ce 
D Stenocrapb;v and 'I')rptna: 
D Civil Service D Mall C.."rier 
0 Rail way .Mail Clerk 

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES 
0 B.oa>e Ineasmaldna: D Advo.ueed Dr-mak.ina: D F<>Oda a.nd Coo"-Y 

D BWT<O'ina: and M•ppina: 
0 Brid"" Encineer 
D Brif.l&e and Buildinc Foreman 
0 Chemiotry 0 Pharm&Cl" 
0 Cool )>.1itdna: 
0 Mine Ji'oreman 0 Fire Boaeea 
0 Navig&tion 
0 Cotton .Mauufacturiuc 
0 "Woolen "'1anufactu.rinc 
0 .o\arieulture 
D Fruit Growina: 
0 Poultry �·armina: 

D Grade School Bubjeete 
D H� &hool Subieoto 
0 Collea-e h-cpar&toT7 
0 IUuetrAtina: 
0 Cartoon� 
D Lettariua: Sbow CanJa 

D Prof.,..;onal Dr08timaklo& and Deeigninc 0 Tea Room aud Cafeteria l\!azoaaemeat. Caterlna: 

N�Jme .................................................................................... Age ............ .Address ....................... .... ................................... _ ........ -•• --

l:ft)' ............... ....................................... ......................... .Stata ................. -........... Presellt Position ........... -.................... ........................ .. .. 
·I 11011 re&i46 �,,. OtJnada, aen<J tlt.l• coupo.> to tho JntMnation•! Correapondence Bchoola Can<J<li,., (:.imilod, Jllot&b'B<Il. Call44o 

11 1/0U roaide in En:;land, •end O<Jupon to I. c. B .. 71 Ki.RQIUHJI/, IAH!don. w. a. !, 8nq!Gtul 
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Latest 17 Jewel BULOVA 
Only $2.87 a month 

LJ-3 • . •  BITLOVA"S "Godd""s 
ot Time•·! Guaranteed 17 Jewel 
B P LO V .Nmovcment. Tjny, square 
case in chatm and color or ua.tW'31 
gold. Silk cord bracelet. 0 ol y 
$2.87 11 month. 

Only $1.35 a month 
LJ -4 • . .  Ladies, baguette type 
wrl;;t watch In streamlined perma
nent wtJ.ite case; fu.lly guaranteed 
movement. ).1atched br acelet . 
Only $1.35 a month. 

Only 
$1.59 a month 

$1 695 Diamond, Initial Ring 
LJ .. 7 . . . Gentleman'::J i.nitia1 ring, 
very attractively priced. JOE Solid 
Y�llow Gold, Bet with a brill iant, 
genuine diamond and 2 So ltd \\'l.lite 
Gold Initials on contra�ting, genu
ine black Onyx. (P.pecity tnltiah:i 
desired.) Only St.59 a month. 

GenuiJte Blue-White Diamonds-Fine Watches 
Yours For Only a Few Cents a Day! 

JUST send your name and address with only $1.00 de
' posit--stating-age, occupation and if possible 1 to 2 

credit ref erenc es. All dealings strictly confidential. No dhed inquiries 
..:.-no red tape-no Interest or extras-no C.O.D. to pay on ctrival. 

10 FULL MONTHS TO PAY-10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
If you con surpass our valu es anywhere, just return your s el ec-
::�Fi�

d 
aft:, 1J11o��T��� P::i�r;f ��

u
����

l 
t�e

e
=it11 !�

u
J�� 

stated &QCh month. 
. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

Every ring or watch carri es ROYAL'S writt en guarante e 
backed by 42 y ears of fair and square dealing. Make your 
selection now -take 1 0 months to 

LJ-6 . . . Perfectly rnatl·hed "Queen or 
Hearts" eni!'af!emeut and wt•ddlng ring en

:-:emble of 14 K �olid White u.- Yellow Gold. 
Engagement riug I:: :-:et with :l ftery. genuine 
blue-wilitt> diamouct. anrl tht> weddinJC rin� 
"'ith 3 mat('hN1 di:unomb �Pl"Cify �old de
sired. Both for only $2.87 a rnonth. 

It purchas�t .SCL' tratety: 
LJ-6A . .. En�o::H!f'rllt'llt Hinq Olll} .. . $19.75 
LJ-68 ... Weddim: Hin�.t only $12.5 0 

S1.00 Down-Balance 10'C Monthly 

Ladies' 7 Diamond CLUSTER RING 
Only S2.65 a month 

LJ-2. , . DaLZIIIu.: l:idit·:-o· :-ljUan• prurt� l"IU�
tc>rrtll!.{. e'l:�ertl\ --j·f wittt-.eveu nH('h m::t.t<'hed 
tiery . . a::cnuinc cli:.motub Look:-o like a �-t:;n.uo 
�ol1t:1l re. 1-tK Solid Yc·lluw Gold ring. Only 
$2.65 a month. 

"17 Jewel WAL1'HAM "l)iplomat" 
$

2

on

4

I�
S Extra Leather Strap FREEl 

$2.37 a month 
LJ·S . . . Imagine this for only $2.37 a month! 
Factory guaranteed famous 1 i Jewel \YALTHA�1 
''Diplomat'' 3t a remarkably low price. Richly 
engraved. permanent white ca.�e wltb link brace
let to match and a smart. nt-w leather strap In
cluded FRF.F.. Usually $37.50 now otTered 
r.omplete as shown at the sem:ationall:r low price 
of only $24.75- $2.37 • month. 

Only s191s 2 Diamond Baguette 
Only S1.87 a month 

LJ -9 . . .  One of America·s smartest Baguette 
wrist watch� at an especinll}· low price. Elegantly 
styled. modern lifetime cnse set with 2 genuine 
dlamond!=t: fully guaranteed movement. Smurt 
ltnk bracelet to m!ltch. Reduced to $19.76 -
only S1.87 a mo�h...:__ __ ----

BENRUS "The Watch that 
times Ute Airways!" 

LJ - 12 .. . Nationally known BF.NRUS at 
the price of nn ordlna.ry "\.1.tch! Hand
somely e!lgravPd white case iltted wtth a 
:uti}· gu arallt-eed SHOCKPROO.J<', JAR
PROOF, BENRt;s movement. New type 
triple link bracelet to match. $15.95 -
Only $1.49 a month. 

Shop by Mail 

and Save! 

Take advantage o! 
our personalized. mail 
order service! Royal 
b rings th

'
e world's 

finest Jewelry to your 

very door Absolute 

sat isf a c t i on fully 
guaranteed. 

New 1937 ••Book of G!!niS 

32 pages of feature va:ues In 
nne. genuine blue-white diamonds. 
standard watcheR. exquisite Jewelry, 
Sil\'er"·are. cameras. toilet sets. <:tc 
Everything pictured ar.J tully de
sctibed. Send for you" copy today I 




