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Pl O7—Dainty, slender baguette watch
with 2 high quality diamonds. Formerly
$29.50. Guaranteed 7 jewel movement.

S1.90 a month.

Pl 14—Newest style ladies Kent watch
Notural color rolled gold plale case;
7 jewels. Newest style link bracelet
Guaranteed. S1.55 a month.

R105 — Bulova modern baguette in
white or natural color rolled gold
olate case. 7 jewels. Mention choice

of case when ordering.

S2.88 a month.

M5—Buiova's newest watch for men
7 jewel movement. Braided leathei
strap. $2.38 a month.

2126—Reproduction of a $75 model
Numerals on case in enamel back
ground. llluminated numerals on dial
7 jewels. Newest style link bracelet

S1.38 a month.
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WATCH VALUES

FREEPA Shop the SWEET WAY
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genu»n®,

A320 — sworn Perfect diamond
with 2 other diamonds in attrac-
tive 14K white gold ring. Affidavit
of Perfection accompanies pur-
chase. Conforms with Federal
Trade Commission’s ruling.

$4.90 a month.

/
/

/

diamonds,

and SAVE

Yes— | want to prove that when you shop the
Sweet way you save. My father built this
business by giving high quality merchandise
at the lowest possible prices and I'm follow -

ing in his footsteps. Look at these beautiful
new style rings and watches—Ilook at the
low price. Let me send your choice on my
Money Back Guarantee. Here's how you
do it.

Simply put a $1.00 bill in an envelope with
your name, address and number of article

wanted and tell me your age {must be over
20), occupation, employer and a few other
facts about yourself. This information will
be held strictly confidential—no direct in-
quiries will be made. I'll open a 10-Month
Charge Account for you and send your
selection for approval and 10-day free trial.
If you are not convinced that you have
effected a saving—if you are not satisfied
send it back and your dollar will be re-
funded immediately. If satisfied, you pay
the balance in 10 small monthly payments
you will never miss.

A-22 — A strik-
ing design in 14K
natural gold, set
with a specially

selected high
qualitydiamond.
Regular $30
value.

A-213-
Dainty en-
gagementring.
14K
gold

natural
with 2
diamonds on

each side of

larger center

diamond.

FREE TO ADULTS

Complete catalog of
watches,

! jewelry, silverware all i

sent upon

FUf.Sweet O

EEES31670 BROADWAY-NEW YORK

on

10 months terms J
request. M
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A man cannot conceal ability. And the who looks ahead knows the importance
man who is determined to go some place of training, and other men who have
and is doing something about it cannot looked ahead and gone some place know
conceal that either. His"associates feel it that I. C. S. offers the right land of train-

and his superiors recognize it. The man ing. Look ahead —mail this coupon!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOC’ S

BOX 4903-H, SCRANTON, PENNA.

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

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect O Heat Treatment of Metals O Plumbing O Steam Fitting O Bridge Engineer

D Architectural Draftsman D Sheet Metal Worker O Heating O Ventilation [0 Bridge and Building Foreman
O Building Estimating O Telegraph Engineer O Air Conditioning O Chemistry

O Contractor and Builder O Telephone Work * O Radio O Steam Engineer O Pharmacy

O Structural Draftsman O Mechanical Engineering O Steam Electric Engineer O Coal Mining

O Structural Engineer O Mechanical Draftsman O Marine Engineer D Mine Foreman

O Management of Inventions O Machinist O Toolmaker . R. Locomotives O Navigation

O Electrical Eugiueer O Patternmaker g R. Section Foreman O Cotton Manufacturing
O Electric Lighting O Diesel Engines O Air Brakes 0O R. R. Signalmend Woolen Manufacturing
O Welding. Electric and Gas O Aviation Engines ighway Engineering O Agriculture

O Reading Shop Blueprints O Automobile Mechanic Sivil Engineering O Fruit Growing

O Boilermaker O Refrigeration Surveying and Mapping O Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

O Business Management 0 C. P. Accountant O Service Station Salesmanship O Grade School Subject*

O Office Management O Bookkeeping O First Year College O High School Subjects

O Industrial Management O Secretarial Work O Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

O Traffic Management O Spanish O French Q Stenography and Typing O Illustrating

O Accountancy O Salesmanship O Civil Service O Mail Carrier O Cartooning

O Coat Aocountant O Advertising O Railway Mail Clerk O Lettering Show Cards 0O Signs
Name-—— -=---m= e e Age..iiiiiiis AAress...... s e s e
CY et cerr e e e TR State.....ccoevrereiens Present POSItioN........cccot oo e

If yon reside irt Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada

WS-1B

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Train

NOW for hotel,

club and institutional

field. Salaries up to $1,800 to

GOOD PAV . * year, living often included.
Iviw urni Previous “experience” proved unneces-
sary. Qualify at home, in leisure

rASCINATIFK* time. National Placement Service
WORK FREE of extra charge. Write name
and address in margin and mail this

ad today for FREE Book. Check

LUXURIOUS  positions in which you're interested.

mlm FthnwrMuugw 4)%%&%‘5!"

() Chief or Floor Clerk ( ) Housekeeper
SPLENDID ( >Auditor () Cashier

f ORPPRTYNITIES & RB¥re MIOFD & 2 dMingEdhe o' T.

Diesel

For several years, Diesel engines have been replacing
steam and gasoline engines in"power plants, motor trucks
and busses, locomotives, ShIFS, tractors, dredges, pumps,
etc. And now_the first Diesel-powered Passenger car Ison
the market. Our home-study course otters you a real op-
portunity to prepare for a worth-while position In this
oew field. Write TODAY for foil information. No obligation.

iAmerican School. Dpt. DC-7, Drexei at 58th, Chicago

New Adding Machine
Fits Vest Pocket!

Adds, subtracts and multiplies like $300 machine
—yet it costs only $2.95. 'Weighs only 4 ounces.
Not a toy—workmanship guaranteed.” Perfectly
accurate, " lightning fast. = Sells on sight to
business men, storekeepers, homes—all who
use figures.
Write at once for Free
Sample Offer and Mon- AGENTS
ey-Making Plan. 100% Profttl
M. CLEARY, Dept. 23,
W. Monroe St., CHICAGO.

Salaries of Hen and Women in the fasqinating pro-
fession of Swedish Massage run aa high as $40 to

. tats. Anatomy c: S —
\ givenwithour course.Writefor details
National College of Massage &
Physio -Therapx. 20 N. Ashland
Avenue, Dept. A94. Chicago, Il

study at home

8HK> saS® Legally trained men win high

K positions and big success ‘in

wsal business and public life. Be In-

graSKa MfiHBHBiray dependent. Greater opportunities now
— I Wayw than ever before. Bur corporationsare

sS® TOT headed by menwithlegal training. Lara

*®ggl| L W 93,000t0 910,000 Annually

leNBBF We guide you step by step. You can trainathome
ng spare time. ‘Degree of LL. B. conferred.

Successful graduate* in every section of the United States. We
furnish all text material. Incliding fourteen-volume Law Library.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept.854-L, Chleago

Prostate Sufferers

Ad enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland ve often  causes Lameback, Fre-
gue_nt Night _RISIH?, Leg Pains, Pelvis
ains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Man
Phy_smlans endorse massage as a safe ef-
ective treatment. (See Reference Book of
the Medical Sciences. VoL VII. 3rd _edi-
tion). Use “PBOSAGER." a new inven-
tion which enables any man_ to massage
his Prostate Gland in "the Prlvacy of his
home. It often brings relief with™ the first
treatment and must helljl) or, 'Itt costa you
ec

nothing. No Drugs or tricity.
DR, w. D- SMITH FREE BOOKLET
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., 8-308, KALAMAZOO. MICH.

Please mention this magazine

Arrest Him, Officer!

I'LL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON
THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT!

Follow This Man!

ECRET Service Operator No. 38 isonthejob... follow him,.
S through all the excitement of his chase after the counter-

feit gang. See how a crafty operator works. Tell-talf
finger prints in the murdered girl’s room that help him solv#
thegreat mystery! BETTER than fiction because every word
is TRUE, No obligation. Just mail me the coupon and get—

| 7U The Confidential Reports
a R 1 b@ade &dlis Chief

And the best part of it all is this— it may open your eyes to
the great opportunity for YOU as a well paid Finger Print
Expert. This is a young, fast-growing profession. The kind of
work you would like. Excitement! Thrills! Travel! A regular
monthly salary. Reward money. And remember: graduates of
this school HEAD 47% of all Identification Bureaus in the
U. S. Quick! Mail the Coupon NOW and | i! send you these
Free Confidential Reports!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Suanyside Ave,, Dept. C277 Chicago. Illinois

m Institute of Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. C277 Chicago. lllinois

m-ll_\

m Gentlemen:—Without any obligation whatsoever, send

m  me the Reports of Operator No. 38, also your illustrated

m Free Book on Finger Prints and your low prices and

m Easy Terms Offer. Literature will NOT be sent to boys

m under 17 years of age.

| Name

1

* Address
[
8

B Age B
1

when answering advertisements
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AMAZING NEW
37 FEATURE

Big Muscle Building Training Course

v ~" emve over half on this amazing course of phé/eicn
ire. Bie Husky 10 Cable Muscle Builder Exert
Lbs. Resistance (Adjustable). Two Heavy

d Grips. Wall Exerciser for. back sod ehouldt

“HOW TO
- -EAT AND GROW STR X
Jits Wrestling Holds Teats of

u.

Strength. Special Ways to Get Big Biceps. Strengthen
Your Back. Muscle "Gauge. Test Your Own Streoath.
Secrets of Chest Expansion. Stomach Muscles,
rower for Legs and Thighs. "For Men Onlz " facta
yon should know Stirrup Exercises for Husky Legs,
opecial "30 Day Tramln? chedule” that tella you
what to do each dazrand numerous
other features. All This—For Only
$2.99. Act quickly before offer ex-
pires. Send your name and ad-
dress. We'll’ship everything out
by return mail. Pay postmai

HERCULES EXERCISES
49 East 21st St. Dept. H-13
New York, N. Y.© 1. P. D. Ine.

1 BE A TRAINED

AUTO-DIESEL EXPERT."* . /oue

PREPARE NOW for ricb new fields of opportunity in this faat-
growmg industry. Diesel-Trained Men needed for trucks, EARN BIG
usses, tractors, farm power aod Iighti_ng plants. Practical,

easy, spare-time training plan offers” quick way toigood jobs MONEY
at good pay, or a profitable auto repair business of your own.
\Ihea_;n Ircém lfhe pFIOneAelrJ‘?'gmrE;II(I)E“SVEeLhBomke-S‘dUdy school

rite today for Free - ook and pay-aa-you-:
learn offer.y pay 4 SEND FOR
MOTOR INSTITUTE of AMERICA1 FREE
4554 Broadway, Dept. HD-18, Chicago, lit. | BOOK!

WORK, FOR

*UNCIE SAM*

START

$1260 to $2100 Year

GET READY NOW. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE,

Dept. M195, Rochester, N. Y.
Men—Women. Y Sirs:p Rush to me without charge (1)
Common ~  32-page book with list of U. S. Govern-
Education s\ went Big Paid jobs obtainable. (2) Tell
Sufficient. f me immediately how to get one of these jobs.
Mail Coupon Name
today sure. 4

HOME-STUDY
BUSINESS TRAINING

Your opportunity can never be bigger than your
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards in
earlier and larger success. Free 64-Page Books Tell
How. Write now for book you want, or mail coupon
with your name and address in margin today.

O Higher Accountancy
O Mod. Salesmanship
O Traffic Management
O Law: Degree of LL.B.
O Commercial Law O Modern Foremanship
O Industrial Mgm't O Personnel Mgm't

O Banking and Finance O E)}(jpert Bookkeeping
O Stenotypy O C. P. A. Coachin

O Rail. Station Mgm't O Business Englis

O Paper Salesmanship O Effective Speaking

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept. 865-r Chicago

Classified
Advertising

Patents Secured

O Business Mgm't

O Business Corres. _
O Credit and Collection
Correspondence

PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Rook and advice free. L. P.
Randolph, Pepi. 515, Washington, D. C.

Detectives— Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or travel.
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary.  Write,
GEORGE WAGONER, 284U-A Broadway, New York.

For Inventors

HAVE YOU A SOUND, practical invention for sale, patented or
unparented? If so. write Chartered Institute of American In-
ventors, Dept. 42, Washington, D

GetSetf&kLife!

MAKE up to $65 WEEKLY

in new kind_ of wholesale business. Place

famous line 5c-10c_goods with stores. Mer-

chants grab our FREE GOODS Deals. 200

AMAZING NEW fast-selln[g» Froducts—all on salesmaking
isp

Counter ays. Up to 140*3? profit for
BUSINESS you and merchaynt. Ng experience (Er invest-

ment to start. Bié; catalog and facts FREE.
World's Products Co., Dept. 11845, Spencer, Ind.

don't WORRY

Why put up with years of |

needless discomfort and

worry? Try a BrooksAuto-

matic Air Cushion. This 1

marvelous appliance per-

mits the opening to dose,

yet holds reducible rupture

securely, comfortably—day | .

and night. Thousands report amazing results.
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads, metal girdle or
parts to chafe or gouge. Patented in U. S.and 13
foreign countries. Try one 10 DAYS WITHOUT A PEN-
NY’S RISK. You’'ll be delighted. Free Book on Rupture
and convincing facts mailed postpaid in plain envelope.

BROOKS COMPANY, 188D State St., Marshall, Mich.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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With Each
rder for
wo Tires

GOODYEAR
GOODRICH =FISK
FIRESTONE.U.S.
And All Other Makes

Astoundlnngre Bargains, un*

uailed andonbaatabla else-

ere.onStandard Brands. Evel
tlro repaired by our |mpr0v

SANDS OF USEKS throojriK.
the U.S. A.say oar tires Gl E

. WAITI— OetaBrand NewClr
cular Molded Tube absolutel
. FREE_with each t*o. tires or
ered. Offer good limited tlme

REGULAR CORD TI#§S

34x4H 3.45 115

35*5
HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES
lIsi» Tim jfuS*s|SixelirasTubM

—————— Sio.es *3.95
10.95 396
11.45 395
I t “‘troc
Li6 SizeTIm
1.15 6.00-201
1.15 6.50-20
...... 7.00-20

iStg*nm H M im n a
SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on_each tire ordered
“4.00 on each Truck Tire,). We ship balance C. 0.
eductS per cent if cash'issentin full with order. To
fillorder promptly we may substitute brands if neces-
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED—
HEAVY GAUGE CIRCULAR MOLDED. Guard against
ﬁrlce advances. Order Now. We agree to replace at
alf price any tire falling to give 9 months’servic
PERRY.FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
232,-30 S. Michigan Ave.D<Hrt.37«<2. Chicago. Ul.

Kidneys Must
Clean Out Acids

Your body cleans out Acids and poisonous wastes
in your blood thru 9 million tiny, delicate Kidney
tubes or filters, but beware of cheap, drastic, Irritat-
ing drugs. |If functional Kidney or Bladder disorders
make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nervous-
ness, Leg Pains, Backache, Circles Under Eyes, Dizzi-
ness, Rheumatic Pains, Acidity, Burning, Smarting
or Itching, don't take chances. Get the Doctor's
guaranteed prescription called Cystex. $10,000.00 de-
posited with Bank of America, Los Angeles, Calif,
guarantees Cystex must bring new vitality In 48
hours and make you feel years younger in one week or
money back on return of empty package. Telephone
your druggist for guaranteed Cystex (Siss-tex) today.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Stz« Sxie Inches ersmaller |

sired. Same price for full Iength or
bust form, groups. Imu*---------
animate, etc., or ofany
past ofgroup picture. Safe returnof
original photo guaranteed.

SEND NO MONEY?* £2S5

and within a week you will receive ¥our beautiful
lil'e-itk* enUrseroeat, ruarsnteed frd«1«38. ay postmao 47«
iua nccA—i -or wad 409 with order and m pay postaco. Bis
6x20-inotiw tem aw t wot C. O. D. 780 phlspoalace ortmd
SOe and mo pay pertw Tab* advantage of this aouula*«8W
mw. Bondyour photw foday, fipocify «i*o wanted.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS. 104 S.Jefferson St. Dent. 766-K Chic,so

Yes, milesofbroad highways and picturesque
by-paths. New sights, new beauties, new
thrills at every turn, when you ride a 1936
Harley-Davidson. Thrill to its fast getaway
—zooming speed—high-stepping power—
eye-filling style, and gliding ride. Low-
cost mileage, speed-line design and up-
to-the-minute motor improvements
give you plenty of extra thrills!

See your Harley-Davidson dealer
for a FREE ride—ask about his
Easy Pay Plans and send
in the coupon — NOW!!

A-ccie cl

Harley-D avidson

Email this couponl

HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO., Dept. SS.
Milwaukee, Wis.

Interested in motorcycling. Send illustrated literal

ture. Postage stamp is enclosed to cover mailing cost.
Name ... -.
Address —,
My age is O 16-19 years, O 20-30 years, O 31 years
and up, Q wunder 16 years. Check your age group.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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WHEEZE/* COUGH™*
CHOKE/* A~/

ASTHMA,

TORTURED HER

Found Way to Get
Relief From Attacks

Aug. 14, 1933— “1 am getting along fine and
have not had an attack of asthma for over
sixteen months. I cannot tell you how thankful
I am for your Nacor and its help to me in the
fight against this terrible disease.” — Mrs. Bessie
Yerkes, 11320 Hale Ave., Chicago, 111

Do asthma attacks make you feel weak and
miserable? Are you tortured by a bronchial
cough? In thousands of cases Nacor has brought
soothing relief and comfort. Contains no habit-
forming drugs. Nacor may be the one medicine
that can help you. FREE. Write for helpful
booklet and letters from happy users. No cost
or obligation. Nacor Medicine Co., 633 State
Life Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind.

Home Study
Accountancy Training

Accountants who know their work
command responsible positions and
good incomes. And the need for
trained accountants is growing.
About 14,000 Certified Public Ac-
countants in U. S. and many thou-
sands more executive accountants.
Many earn $3,000 to $20,000. We
train’you thoroughly at home in your
spare time for C. 1'. A, examinations
or executive accounting positions.
Previous bookkeeping knofwledge und o
necessary-we prepare you from groun
up. Our tyralnqu Pssu[?,erwsed b?/ Wm. i .FREE!
B. Castenholz. P. A., assisted
gstaffofc P.A s Low cost—easy terms. Write for valu-
able free 64-page book describing opportunities in account-
ing field and telling how you may enter It successfully.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY.
Dept. 865-H Chicago

ELECTRICITY

esldenl COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

m 500 S. Paulina St., D« 6-45

? Send Bis Free Book W|th facta on Coyne tralnlnglﬁnd tell 0
I about your “ Pay-Tuition-After-Graduation”

T KAm

1 ADD]

I CITY

Here's
a Queer Way .
to Learn Music.'

O TEACHER—no confusing details. .lust a simple, easy, home-
study method. Takes only a few minutes—averages only a few
cents—a day. Every step is clear as A-B-C throughout. You'll be
surprlsed at your own rapid progress. From the start you are learn-
F real tunes by note. Quickly learn to play “jazz" or classical
ections—right ‘at home in your spare time.” All instruments.
FREE. Send for Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson. These
explain our wonderful home study method fuily. Mention instrument
preferred.  Write today! Instruments supplied when needed, cash
or credit.

LI1.S.School of Music, 3598 Brunswick Bldg., N.Y. C.

would VOC/WEAR
thisAll-Wool S U IT
If we send it FREE of cost? .w (

Tfor 'u an Ima7imr (mnArfanttv tit

sil

moneynec.e.slary No canv canvgeslng el(hel

ew friéerdhs diw

show you how o get your Suit quuckly EASILV' Almi

hew you ean ttirfispare time qrrto BAG_RMONEY. Sam
lessent FREE. Write: FAIRBANKS TAILORING CO.,
352 Wabansia, Chicago, lllinois.

ECZEMA

is not a skin disease, says Dr. Hoermann, well-known Milwaukee
Eczema specialist. If you have Eczema, sometimes called salt
rheum, Weepln% eczema, milk crust, scald head, moist tetter, write
for book of little-known facts FREE. Also learn about Dr.
lloermann's simple home treatment which has produced amazing
results _in his  private practice. Dr. Rud. Hoermann, Inc.,
Suite 255, 2200 N. Third St., Milwaukee, Wis.

AND COFFEE ROUTES
fO UP TO $60°° A WEEK,

National company needs more men at ohm

to make regular calls on local routes. No

pohenre neéded. Operate on our capital. | send

everything; give you brand new Ford car n
onus. Kush name on poslcard Get free
cts. No obligation. Act tod

Alberl Mills, 1823 Monmouth. ClnchWtI O.

M | 'O DON'T BE CUT

11 M X until You Try This
| L L U Wonderful Treatment
« for pile suffering. If you have piles in any

form write for a FREE sample of Page’s
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you
read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co.,
416-A13 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

[ 1 have been making
dental plate3 by
mail for many
ears. | have thousands of satisfied customers.
y methods insure satisfaction, and save you
many dollars. Guaranteed unbreakable, good

SEAE Mo My 100 duEle adesthey

>material and directions. Don't delay. Write today.
DR. HEININGER, 440 W. Boron. Dept. 851, Chicago

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



NO MAN'S SLAVE

By HARRY R. KELLER

I N his hut lay “Lobo” Torey,
| Stark and dead, stark and dead,
With a gun wound, grim and gory,

In his head.
Tortured by a drunken flaying,
“Mike the Mex” had done the slaying;
Then into EI Hoyo desert

He had fled.

Mike the Mex was Lobo’s flunky.
Starved and thin, starved and thin,
With the pathos of a monkey
In his grin.
Though his boss had been a bully,
Harsh and cruel, Mike knew fully
That the gringo’s law would hang him
For his sin.

But the buzzards of EI Hoyo
Circled near, circled near,

Where he crouched in an arroyo,
Dumb with fear.

And their grisly, silent wheeling

Set his frenzied senses reeling,

For their slow wings spoke a promise
Dark and drear.

He would choose the gringo scaffold,
Looming high, looming high!
He would leave those gaunt birds baffled
In the sky!
Crazed with thirst and madly mumbling,
Mike the Mex went blindly stumbling
To the village of EI Hoyo—
Back to die.

But ElI Hoyo’s sheriff met him,
Kind and grave, kind and grave:
“Lobo’s dead; we don’t regret him.
You were brave.
We have learned he was a bandit.
The reward? You'll surely land it.
Bless the buzzards! Be henceforward
No man’s slave.”



CIRCUS COWBOY

CHAPTER 1.

VACATION AT HOME.

IM FORD sat in the open

doorway of the fancy stock

car just ahead of the ca-

boose, with his feet hang-

ing out and swinging, as
the local freight train rattled and
bumped over the rickety roadbed of
the branch line.

An odor of hot grease and hot
metal came from the jarring wheels
and the stench of soft-coal combus-
tion rolled back from the chugging
locomotive ahead, but they were
not strong enough to dispel entirely
the fragrant aroma of sage in the
air.

Tim Ford, generally a complain-
ing sort of cuss, was not complaining

at all because the stiff wind blew
cinders and dust and gritty sand
into his face and down the open
front of his shirt. He seemed to be
enjoying what most other men
probably would have considered dis-
comfort.

Dog-gone! It sure was good,
being back here where there was
room for a man to stretch without
bumping into somebody and plenty
of air for him to breathe— nice, clean
air with only natural aromas in it.

The odors of sawdust, sweating
animals and circus gear were missing
for once. Not that Tim Ford was
averse to them— he liked them a lot.
But this was something like getting
back home for a vacation after a
long season of hard work elsewhere.

He puffed a cigarette, hummed an



old range song and smiled, all at the
same time. The eyes which had
squinted quizzically at life for forty-
five years surveyed now a panorama
of sun-drenched, sage-dotted acre-
age which stretched away for endless
miles with the black heat waves
dancing across it, to the purple hills
in the distance. Back there, Tim
Ford knew, there were cool, green
canyons and grass-covered slopes
where horses and beef critters
roamed and fed.

A lot of people, Tim Ford was
aware, and some of them reputed to
have intelligence, thought this was
an ugly country and wondered why
anybody lived in it. But it suited

Tim Ford. And he had seen all
kinds of country, from one end of
the land to the other— villages and
towns and cities— during the time
that he had been with the Super
Amalgamated Circus.

He removed the cigarette from be-
tween his lips, yawned and stretched
his arms, and glanced back into the
padded stock car. Everything was
all right. In one end, a spotted pony
stood beside a magnificent sorrel.
They were used to riding on a train.
They were the pet mounts of Dave
Jackson, star of the Wild West sec-
tion of the Amalgamated.

In the other end of the car were
several packing cases and crates,

w
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circus blue in color, each stamped
with Dave Jackson’s name and that
of the show. They held Dave Jack-
son’s circus gear. Tim Ford could
pack and unpack them in the dark.
He had been Dave Jackson’s right-
hand man for four years. He took
care of the gear, cared for Dave
Jackson personally, and nobody else
ever was allowed to care for Dave
Jackson’s two pet mounts.

The circus season was over. But
no winter quarters for Dave Jackson
this year! He was coming back to
the range, for some mysterious rea-
son unknown to Tim Ford, and he
was bringing his two pet mounts and
Tim Ford with him.

He hadn’'t told Tim much about
the reason for this unusual move.

“Tim,” he had said, “I'm goin’ to
spend the winter back in the home
country. You want to come along?”

“You couldn't manage without
me, Dave,” Tim Ford had replied.
“When do we start?”

So Dave Jackson had arranged for
transportation, and they had done a
lot of traveling, and finally here they
were, within an hour of their desti-
nation. The car was to be set off
at the little Arizona village of Rio
Vista.

HILE Tim Ford surveyed
W the passing scene from the
door of the stock car, Dave
Jackson was riding in the caboose,
talking to the conductor and rear
brakeman. He was twenty-eight,
tall, slender and lithe, a resplendent
figure in attire which represented
what an ace circus cowboy should
wear. From his fine hat to his fine
boots, that costume had cost plenty
of money. It was circus, all right!
You didn’t see men dressed like that
working on the range.
“Yeah, I've been away from here
for about six years,” Dave Jackson

was telling the trainmen. “My dad
owned half the Three V outfit.
When he died, | sold the interest I
inherited from him to Bill Blasell,
his old partner, and pulled up

stakes N

“Old Bill Blasell owns all the
Three V now, huh?” the conductor
asked.

“Yeah. He and my dad started

the outfit. Blasell wanted me to stay
on after dad died, but I just couldn’t.
1'd been a rodeo winner, and the roar
of the crowd had got into my blood.
So | drifted into the circus game,
and made good, and stayed there.”

“1'll say you made good!” the con-
ductor praised. “Been makin’ plenty
of money, too, huh?”

“Yeah. But | already had plenty.
Dad left me well fixed. 1 didn't
waste what | got for his share of the
Three V outfit. Salted most of it
away. |I've had a grand time with
the circus. But this”—and Dave
Jackson waved his hand to indicate
the country they could see through
the dirt-streaked window of the ca-
boose— “well, this is home, | reckon.
The only real home | ever knew. |
was born and raised hereabouts.
I'm glad to be back.”

“You goin’ to stay long?”

“Can’t say. | decided to spend
the off season here ’'stead of back
East as usual. Want to freshen up.
I might pick up some good horses for
the show, too, and train ’em a bit.
We always need good new stock.”

“That Three V sure was a great
outfit once,” the conductor declared.

“Once?” Dave Jackson showed
his surprise.
“Yeah. Somethin’s been hap-

penin’ to it. Don’'t know what, ex-
actly, but I've been hearin’ rumors.
Some sort of range ruckus, | reckon.
And old Bill Blasell—1 understand
he’s pretty sick. Got hurt about a
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year and a half ago, and didn’t mend
right.”

“He's one fine old gent,”
Jackson said.

“1 saw him at the Rio Vista depot

Dave

once, with his daughter, Nancy.
She’s a pippin!”
“Nancy?” Dave Jackson grinned.

“1 can’t see her as a pippin, but then
I've been lookin’ over the best of
‘'em everywhere the last few years.
I was raised with Nancy Blasell.
My mother died when I was six, and
Nancy’s mother raised us both. She
was a fine woman—died about four
years ago. When | went away,
Nancy was about sixteen and had
skinny legs and arms. And freckles!
She was as awkward as a newborn
calf.”

“Everything and everybody
changes,” the conductor said.

He turned to his desk and way-
bills, and Dave Jackson Ilooked
through the dirty window of the
caboose again and did some think-
ing. He felt that trouble was in the
air.

URING his absence, Blasell
D had written him at long in-

tervals, but only scraps of
news. His wife had died, his daugh-
ter Nancy was getting to be a fine
young woman, he’'d built a new
barn—that sort of thing. But this
last letter he had written------

Dave Jackson took a soiled en-
velope from his pocket and drew a
crumpled sheet of paper from the
envelope. He read Bill Blasell's let-
ter again:

Dave, lad, I wish you could come home
for a spell. 1 just can’'t handle things by
myself, and 1I'm sorry to say there’'s nobody
I can trust. | ain't got any son, only a
daughter. She’s fine, my Nancy is, but it's
not like as if she was a man. Can't you
come to see us when the circus season is
over, and stay quite a time? We need

you, boy, or | sure wouldn't bother you.
Maybe you could get things straightened
out.

That was all. It certainly didn’t
go into details, but Dave Jackson
gathered that his father’s old part-
ner was in some sort of serious
trouble. Bill Blasell wasn’'t one to
squawk for help unless he needed it
badly.

Dave Jackson had made a quick
decision, had written he was coming,
and later had wired the time of his
arrival, knowing his telegram would
be sent out to the ranch, fifteen
miles from town. He hoped it had
cheered Bill Blasell.

“ 'Bout half an hour more, Mr.
Jackson,” the conductor warned.

“Thanks. I'll go into the car and
see how Tim Ford and the horses
are gettin’ along.”

E crawled up through the
H cupola of the caboose and

went over the top to the
next car. A trapdoor in the car roof
was open for ventilation, and Dave
Jackson dropped down through it,
hit the floor on his toes, and went to
sit beside Tim Ford.

“Almost there, Tim,” he said.

“Yeah? Be glad to get away from
this blamed railroad,” Tim Ford re-
plied. “I notice you’'ve got your gun
buckled on. Is it goin’ to be that
kind of a home-cornin’?”

“l don't know, Tim. It seems
that Bill Blasell's in trouble of some
kind, but he didn't write anything
except that he needed help. We
might be steppin’ into a ruckus.”

“It’'s sure been a long time,” Tim
Ford said, “since I've mingled in a
range ruckus. Course, |I've mingled
in a circus ruckus now and then,
which ain't so bad. But there's
nothin’ like a good, old-fashioned
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range ruckus to get a man’s fightin’
blood boilin’. Reckon 1'd better
open my war bag and get out my
own hardware.”

“Leave it till it's needed,” Dave
Jackson ordered.

“Whatever you say, Dave. But
I'm aimin’ to keep my knife in my
belt.”

“That'll be all right, Tim.”

Tim Ford had one eccentricity
which made some men wonder. He
had a long, double-edged hunting
knife of fine steel which he carried
in a leather scabbard attached to
his belt on the left side.

He used the knife for almost
everything. It was handy when
there was a rope or strap to be cut,
and it worked to advantage on a
plug of chewing tobacco. Also, with
its needlelike point pressed against
a man’s ribs, it was a great per-
suader. Tim Ford knew that many
men who will face a gun and sneer
at the latent death in it will flinch
at sight of a knife.

The train chugged on. The loco-
motive whistle cut the air with a
screech. Dave Jackson leaned from
the car door and looked ahead at a
long curve. In the distance beside
the track was a cluster of sun-
blistered buildings.

“There's Rio Vista,” Dave Jack-

son said. “We're home, Tim. Any-
how, I am.”
“So'm I,” Tim Ford declared. “I

came from Montana, and this here
is Arizona—but, what's the diff?
I'm home anywhere there's brush
and burs, dust and sand, horses and
beef critters.”

Dave Jackson looked ahead again.
“Seems to be quite a lot of folks
around the depot,” he remarked.

Tim Ford grinned. “Always is,
when the circus train rolls in.”

CHAPTER I1.
NEST OF ENEMIES.

HE train clattered over the

I switches and stopped near

the depot. The caboose was
cut off and left. The train went on,
backed into a switch and spotted
Dave Jackson’s car, pulled up, got
on the main, and backed to catch the
caboose again. Then the locomotive
whistle gave a toot of warning and
the train went clattering on west-
ward and out of sight.

Dave Jackson and Tim Ford
jumped down out of the car and
stretched and looked around. The
depot was about a hundred feet
away, and at least a score of men
were gathered at the end of the plat-
form. Dave Jackson had antici-
pated an amount of hand shaking
and back slapping, but nobody
approached.

“1 asked Blasell in my letter to
send in a wagon to carry our stuff,”
Dave Jackson said to Tim. “That's
probably it at the end of the plat-
form with the mule team. The
mules are wearin’ Three V brands.
We'll ride the horses out to the
ranch.”

“This here reception committee
seems afraid of us,” Tim Ford said.
“Maybe they ain’t ever met up with
a famous gent like you before.”

“Oh, some of the old Three V boys
probably will be showin’ up soon,”
Dave Jackson replied. “We’'ll prob-
ably have a tough time keepin’
sober. While we're waitin’, we
might as well get the stuff out of the
car.”

They had a horse chute in the car,
an easily-handled unloading chute
borrowed from the circus, and they
started getting it into position.
When it was secure, they led the two
mounts down it and tied them to a
post. The men by the depot
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watched, but did not come near.
Dave Jackson wondered at that.

They tumbled the packing cases
down the chute and dismantled the
chute itself. As they were finishing,
an old man came hobbling up to
them.

“Well, if
squeaked.

“Grandpap Hyams, you old so-
and-so!”

“1 was busy at the store, Dave, or
I'd been here sooner.”

“Busy in the saloon, you mean,”
Dave Jackson said, grinning at him.
“It sure seems like old times seem’
you, Grandpap.”

“I'm to take your stuff out in the
wagon, lad,” “Grandpap” Hyams ex-
plained. “I'll drive over here, so’s
loadin’ will be easy. You want to
travel with me and lead them horses,
or ride 'em?”

“We'll ride,” Dave answered.
“This is Tim Ford, Grandpap. Tim,
open that case and get out our ridin’
gear.”

Grandpap Hyams stepped closer,
as some of the men at the depot
finally began approaching. His
watery eyes were blinking rapidly,
his thin chin bobbed up and down
and made his scraggy beard jerk in
grotesque fashion.

“Keep your eyes and ears open,
lad,” the old man whispered. “Some-
thin’'s wrong hereabouts. Just be
wise and act natural.”

“What you mean?” Dave asked.
A loud voice roared at them:

“Get busy there, Grandpap!
Fetch your wagon around and get
it loaded.”

Dave Jackson glanced up quickly
to see a middle-aged, swarthy man,
short and thick in body, swaggering
toward him. Dave disliked him at
sight. And he resented the tone he
had used to old Grandpap Hyams.

it ain't Dave!” he

“Just who are you?” Dave de-
manded.

“I'm Jeff King, the Three V fore-
man. You're Dave Jackson, |
reckon. Nobody could mistake you,
with that circus get-up you've got
on. Them clothes don’'t suit this

country.”

AVE JACKSON glared at

D him. “I've probably spent

more years around the Rio

Vista range than you,” he replied.

“1 wear what clothes | please, and
I don't like remarks about 'em.”

“The hombres hereabouts don’t

care for dudes much,” Jeff King said.

“Why, you big hunk of cheese!”

Tim Ford exclaimed, starting for-

ward. “Who are you to talk to
Dave Jackson like that? Get back
in your stall!”

“That’ll be enough from you,

stranger!” King warned.

“You're louder than a ringmaster
and ain't got as much manners as
a guy in the stake gang,” Tim said.

“That’ll do, Tim,” Dave Jackson
put in. He turned to face the
Three V foreman again. “Did Mr.
Biased send you in to meet me?”

“He told me to see that a wagon
was here to haul out your stuff, and
I sent Grandpap Hyams with one.
I came in myself just to see the
sights.”

“Meanin’ me?”

“Well, you're sure a sight with
them fancy clothes on. Look like
a desert sunset. We're regular,
hard-workin, cowpokes hereabouts,
not circus fakes. Wild West star,
huh? A soft dude------- "

“Let me at him, Dave!” Tim Ford
begged.

Dave waved him back and took
a step toward the foreman. “So you
think I'm a soft dude?” he asked.
“We’'ll take that up later, Mr. King,
at the ranch. We can load the
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wagon without any of your help.
Grandpap Hyams can drive it. Tim
and | will ride our own horses. |
know the trail. Now, Mr. Jeff King,
you can get the hell away from here
and take your bad manners with
you! You're foulin’ up good air.”

Jeff King curled his lips, then
turned and walked back to the
others. Dave Jackson motioned for
Tim Ford to open a packing case
which contained their horse gear.

“Well, what the--—-- ” Tim began.

“Careful!” Dave Jackson warned.
“Hold yourself in. 1 don't know
what this means, and we’ll go slow
till we get our bearin’'s. Grandpap
Hyams started to warn me about
somethin’. Get our ridin’ gear out,
Tim. While you're at it, you might
as well open your war bag and get
out your six-gun, too.”

“So they think you're a soft
dude!” Tim Ford said, chuckling.
“Maybe they think I'm a push-
around, too. If they only knew what
a tough bunch the show crowd can
be when gents get to talkin’ out of
turn.”

“We haven't got the show crowd
with us now, Tim.”

“Wish we had! If we had only
Rio Grande Riley with us, the three
of us could mop up this bunch of
cowpokes before next mealtime.”

They opened the packing case and
got out bridles, saddles, saddle
blankets and other gear. They took
the blankets off the spotted pony
and sorrel and packed them in the
case, then made their mounts ready
for the trail. Grandpap Hyams
drove up the wagon.

Jeff King and a few of the others
approached again and kept in the
near vicinity, watching and listening.
Dave supposed that was to keep
Grandpap Hyams from saying any-
thing. He helped Tim Ford load

the packing cases into the wagon,
also the crates and loading chute.

“Stop at the saloon, Grandpap,
and we’'ll have a celebration drink,”
Dave Jackson said.

Jeff King barked: “You hit for
the ranch right away with that
wagon, Grandpap. No stoppin’ any-

where! 1I'm givin’ the orders for the
Three V outfit. Get goin'!”
Grandpap Hyams's old eyes

flashed, but without a word he got
upon the wagon seat and started his
mules. Dave got on the sorrel and
Tim mounted the spotted pony, and
they rode past the group and the
depot and went up Rio Vista’s dusty
street.

HE store and saloon were

I adjoining buildings in Rio

Vista. Dave stopped at the
hitch rail in front of the store and
dismounted, and Tim Ford dis-
mounted beside him.

“There’'s no rust,” Dave said.
“It only fifteen miles to the ranch,
and it's not noon yet. Let's do some
smellin’ around here in town.”

“Ain't smelled anything so far
but skunk,” Tim Ford replied.

“This situation may be serious,
Tim. Somethin’ sure is wrong.
Haven't seen a man | know, except
Grandpap Hyams. [I'll learn a lot
when | get a chance to talk to him.
Learn the whole thing from Bill
Blasell when we get to the ranch, |
reckon.”

As they entered the saloon, they
glanced back down the street and
saw that the men who had been at
the depot were riding toward them.
Dave went into the saloon with Tim
Ford close behind him. The man
behind the bar was a stranger to
Dave, and the dozen men in the
place were strangers, too.

A home-town boy who had gone
out into the world to become a star
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performer at a big salary, would be
expected to treat the townsmen.
Dave Jackson intended doing that
now. But he heard horses being
stopped out in front, and waited for
the riders to come in.

He stood at the head of the bar
with Tim Ford. The bartender put
out a bottle and glasses. Dave and
Tim poured their drinks. Men
lurched in from the street, Jeff King
with them.

“I'm buyin’ for everybody in the
house, gents,” Dave Jackson said.
“Everybody to the bar!”

None answered him. None
started forward. They looked at
him blankly. Here was an inten-

tional insult which could not be al-
lowed to pass unnoticed.

“Maybe you hombres didn’'t un-
derstand,” Tim Ford said, his eyes
blazing and his fists doubled, as he
stepped out from the bar a few feet
before Dave Jackson could stop him.
“This here is Mr. Dave Jackson,
star of the Wild West section of the
Super Amalgamated Circus. He’'s
invitin’ you to have a drink with
him. | might mention that such an
invitation’d be considered an honor
anywhere in the country. It's a
double honor for you hombres,
‘cause this is Dave Jackson’s old
home. You're a hell of a bunch of
friends and neighbors! If it was me,
I'd see you choke before 1I'd buy
you a drink!”

“That's enough out of you, little
man!” Jeff King snapped.

“Yeah? You're the local tough
guy, maybe.” Tim Ford walked to-
ward him before Dave could prevent
it. “You tryin’ to make big talk to
me, you poor hick?”

“Get back to the bar, or I'll slap

you down!”
“You'll slap who down?” Tim
Ford barked, walking on. He did

not offer to touch the gun he had

buckled on down by the depot. But
his right hand made a swift move,
and something flashed in the light,
and Jeff King felt something sharp
against his stomach.

The Three V foreman glanced
down quickly, and his face went
white. He gulped, licked at lips
suddenly dry when he caught sight
of the knife.

“One little flip, hombre, and your
insides are outside,” Tim Ford said,
pleasantly. “Nobody can insult
Dave Jackson while I'm around.”

“That'll do, Tim!” Dave said.
“Come back here.”

“Whatever you say, Dave.” Tim
Ford sheathed the knife as quickly
as he had drawn it, and stepped re-
luctantly back toward the bar.

“Gents, the drink offer is with-
drawn,” Dave Jackson said. “I
drink only with my friends. 1 can't
imagine what you gents have against
me, but I'll danged well make it my
business to learn.”

“We don't like dudes and circus
fakes around here, and we don’t like
men who use knives,” Jeff King said.

“1I'm bettin’ you don’t!” Tim Ford
told him. “And remember this,
hombre—1 can throw a knife as well
as slit with it. | can put the blade
through your right forearm before

you can draw your gun. If you
don’t believe it, try.”

“That's enough, Tim,” Dave
Jackson said. “Let's take our
drinks.”

CHAPTER II1.

MET ON THE TRAIL.

HEY drank, then rolled ciga-

I rettes, taking their time
about it, acting as though
oblivious of the presence of others.
There was silence in the room save
for a nervous scuffing of boots on
the rough floor. Dave Jackson
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finally touched Tim Ford on the arm
and led the way to the door.

He wanted to avoid serious trou-
ble, and he had the feeling that Jeff
King and the others wished to force
it on him. Dave did not want to
make a move of any sort until he
had gotten to the ranch, and had
seen Bill Blasell and learned what
was going on. To get to the ranch
safely was the first thing.

He could not understand the ob-
vious enmity of the Three V fore-
man. Dave’s father had helped
build up the Three V, and he had
been born and raised on it. So he
was entitled to some consideration
as a native product. Everybody on
the range knew that.

“Thousands and thousands of
folks,” Tim Ford was muttering,
“cheer and throw fits when Dave
Jackson does his stuff under the big
top. He’'s a hero, he is! But when
he gets back to his own home town
—man!”

“We'll find out the rights of this,
Tim, before we make a move.”

“Unless they force us to make a
move before we find out.”

“We’'ve got to guard against that.
So you be danged careful, and watch
your temper.”

“1 could have slit that big ape!”

“Why the devil didn’t Bill Blasell
give me a hint in his letter 'bout
what's goin’ on? Bein’ ignorant, I
don’t know how to act,” Dave Jack-
son complained.

“What you goin’ to do, Dave?”

“Well hit for the ranch, and get
there as quick as we can. Bill Blasell
may be needin’ us. And we sure
want to get some information from
him.”

As they went to their horses, men
surged from the saloon and stood on
the walk watching them. The pair

mounted and rode slowly up the
street toward the north trail. The
others did not mount to follow, as
Dave Jackson had half expected they
would.

On the trail, they touched with the
spurs. The big sorrel and spotted
pony were trained arena horses,
pampered and petted animals when
with the circus, but that did not de-
tract from their speed, stamina and
sure-footedness. They  traveled
along at a good rate of speed.

“I've been expectin’ to overtake
Grandpap Hyams drivin’ the
wagon,” Dave Jackson said, when
they were out from town about five
miles. “He couldn't have traveled
fast with that heavy load. But,
where’s the wagon?”

“Can’'t see it on the trail ahead,
and we sure can see for some dis-
tance,” Tim Ford replied.

“I'll bet they sidetracked Grand-
pap back in town, got him and the
wagon out of sight till we were on
our way. They were afraid he’'d tell
me somethin’. Let's get on to the
ranch, Tim.”

They rode on, the sun blazing
down at them and a high wind swirl-
ing the fine dust about them. They
pulled down their hats and pulled up
their neckcloths to their eyes, sagged
in their saddles and jogged on.

OM the crest of a hill, where
FRthey stopped to give their

mounts a short rest, they
could see the winding trail for miles
ahead. It ran down a long slope,
curved, went through a narrow rocky
pass, then on into a broad valley
where cattle fed on the slopes.

“The Three V is just out of sight
around that last bend,” Dave Jack-
son said. “It'll be fine, seein’ it
again.”

“Maybe,” Tim Ford told him. “If
what we ran into back in town is

WS-1B
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a sample of your home-cornin’ recep-
tion, maybe it won't be so fine.”

“If Bill Blasell's in trouble, I'll go
the limit for him, Tim. But every-
thing seems to be in a fog. Won't
be cleared up, | reckon, till we get
to the ranch and learn what's what.
Let's be ridin’ on.”

They covered a few more miles,
and came finally to where the trail
narrowed to go through the little
pass. In the shade cast by a ledge of
rock, two riders were waiting.

Dave and Tim eyed them as they

approached, and both made sure
their six-guns were handy. Dave
did not know the men ahead. One

was tall, swarthy, and sat his saddle
gracefully. He wore a sombrero
with a carved-leather band, a beaded
vest, gauntlets with long fringe on
the cuffs, a silk shirt and neckcloth,
“Must be a rival circus here-
abouts,” Tim Ford muttered.

The second rider was heavy and
middle-aged. He had a black mus-
tache that was heavier on one side.
His eyes were narrow and glinted,
his expression surly.

“Howdy, hombres!” Dave jack-
son said, as they drew near.

“Howdy!” the heavy man growled.

Both Dave and Tim had a feeling
that they did not wish to ride past
and have those other two at their
backs. The taller man, however,
straightened in his saddle, lifted a
hand, and showed white teeth in a
smile.

“Ah! It is Senor Dave Jackson,
the famous circus cowboy, is it not?”
he asked.

“The Dave Jackson part's all
right,” Dave said, as he pulled rein
with Tim Ford beside him.

“Allow me, senor—1 am Carlos
(Mega, the big man of the valley, as
you might say.”

WS-2B

“Of this valley?” Dave Jackson
grinned. “l happen to know all
about this valley. Last | heard, Bill
Biased was the big man hereabouts.”

“Perhaps you have not heard for
some time, senor?” Carlos Ortega
intimated. “l know about vyou,
senor. You have been gone for six
years, and there have been many
changes. The Three V—it is a fine
cattle outfit. But, some time ago, |
bought the Bar Box, which you
probably remember, and also the
Diamond Star and a couple of
smaller outfits. So | am, as you see,
the big man of the valley now. This
man beside me is Senor Sam Potter,
my valuable assistant.”

“Well, howdy!” Dave Jackson
said”™ “Let’s be ridin’ on, Tim.”
“One moment, senor, please!”
Carlos Ortega said. “l understand
you are on a visit to your old home.”
“That's right.”

“Ah, senor, a visit to an old home
is delicious, unless it is prolonged.
You will spend perhaps a week or
s0?”

Dave Jackson’s eyes gleamed as
he leaned forward in the saddle.
“I'm intendin’ to spend the winter
here,” he replied. “Maybe I'll pick
up a couple of good horses and train
‘'em for the circus. You got any ob-
jections?”

“Who am I, senor, to have objec-
tions? And why should | have?”

“That’'s the point—why should
you have?” Dave asked. “lI was
born and raised on this range. It's
my real home. Six years and all the
changes around here can’t change
that. You seem to be hintin’ that
you don’'t want me around here.”

“If | suggest, senor, that your visit
to your old home be a short one, it
is only because I am concerned
about your welfare,” Carlos Ortega
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said. “You are a great rodeo per-
former, senor. It would be a shame
to deprive the public of your ex-
hibitions.”

IM FORD boiled over.

I “What are you gettin’ at?”

he demanded. “You tryin’
to make big talk to Dave Jackson?
We had a hombre somethin’ like you
start a season with us a couple of
years ago. At the end of a couple of
weeks, some of the boys started
walkin’ straight at him one night,
and he turned and walked right
away from ’'em, and kept right on
walkin’.”

“That's enough talk from you!”
Sam Potter said.

“So you're aimin’ to take me on
while your fancy boss takes on Dave
Jackson—that it?” Tim Ford
snapped. “Well, dog-gone! It looks
to me like there ought to be a few
more changes in this part of the
country.”

“Hold it, Tim!” Dave ordered.
He looked straight at Carlos Ortega.
“1 don’t know what you're meanin’
by your hints,” he said. “And
maybe | don’t care a cuss. I'm here
to visit Bill Blasell at the Three V.
I'm here as long as Bill Biased wants
me, and I'm here to play any game
he wants played and ain't able to
play himself. Is that clear enough?”

“Something teds me, senor, that
we are not to be very great friends,”
Ortega insinuated.

“And somethin’ teds me, right out
loud, that | ain’t carin’ to be friends
at ad,” Dave replied. “If you hom-
bres are ridin’ toward town, ride

right along. We ain't turnin’ our
backs on you till you're out of six-
gun range.”

“Senor!”  Carlos Ortega’s eyes
flamed.

Sam Potter started to drop his

right hand off the pommel of his sad-
dle. Tim Ford saw the move.

“Don’'t do it, hombre!” Tim
barked. His six-gun had appeared
in his hand, and he was holding it
ready. “Dang me, if | ever did see
such a country! How you ever ex-
pect her to grow, if you insult and
threaten visitors?”

“We shad meet again, senores!”
Carlos Ortega declared, angrily.
“Come along, Potter.”

Sam Potter did some glaring at
Tim Ford, then wheeled his pony
and rode away slowly beside Ortega.
Neither of them looked back. Dave
Jackson and Tim watched until they
were some distance away, then
turned their own mounts toward the
ranch.

“This sure has me puzzled,” Dave
declared. “So this Carlos Ortega
owns ad the valley except the
Three V, huh? But why should he
object to me visitin’ my old home?
And why did Bid Biased’s own
foreman act toward me that way?”

“Me, I'm commencin’ to miss the
boys,” Tim Ford declared. “I’'ve got
a feelin’ that maybe we’ll be wishin’
we had the gang near us. We’'ll be
yellin, ‘Hey, Rube!’, and there won’t
be anybody to answer and help us in
a ruckus. | wish Rio Grande Riley
had come along with us.”

“Whatever this is, we can handle
it alone,” Dave replied. “Have to,
as a matter of fact. Let's see if we
can get the rest of the way to the
ranch without havin’ a run-in with
anybody else.”

They galloped around a curve and
saw the buildings of the Three V a
short distance ahead. In a few min-
utes, they were riding at a canter
down a twisting lane bordered with
trees. They could see a man fussing
around down by the bunk house,
and a couple near the corral. Other-
wise, the Three V seemed deserted.
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CHAPTER IV.
AT THE THREE V.

ismounting in front of
D the sprawling ranch house,

they tied their mounts to
posts and went up the steps to the
veranda. The men down by the
corral had glanced at them and then
had gone about their work.

At this door, which he had en-
tered so many times as a child and
growing  man, Dave  Jackson
knocked and waited. It seemed
strange to be here at the Three V
and realize that he was only a
visitor. He grinned nervously as he
turned and glanced at Tim Ford,
who had kept back by the railing.

There was a wait. As Dave was
about to knock again, the door was
opened. A young woman stood
there—a girl of twenty-two who
came close to being a beauty.

Can it be Nancy?” Dave
Jackson asked.

“I1t is! You're Dave, of course.
You look pretty much the same.”

As matter-of-fact as that! Nancy
Blasell evidently had forgotten their
close comradeship, that they had
both been born in this house, had
been raised together.

“This is Tim Ford, my right-hand
man,” Dave said.

Nancy nodded.
she said.

She went ahead of them through a
little hall and into a big living room.
She looked healthy, full of life, yet
her manner was listless.

Tim Ford dropped into a chair,
and Dave remained standing beside
a table.

“Nancy girl, how—how’s every-
thing?” he asked. “How’s your
father?”

Her eyes filled with tears.

”

“Come on in,

“He's

sleeping now. He had one of his
bad spells an hour ago.”

“You sit down and make some
fast talk,” Dave said. “l want to
know what's wrong. | didn't get
treated very well in Rio Vista this
mornin’. Your foreman, Jeff King,
didn't make me real welcome. And
we met a couple of hombres in the
trail, who said they were Carlos
Ortega and Sam Potter-———- "

“What did they do?” She looked
up quickly.

“This Ortega told me he owned
almost all the valley, and gave me a
hint to cut my visit short. What's
it all mean, Nancy?”

“Do you care much, Dave?”

“Why shouldn’t I care?”

“Well, you—you're a big man, I
suppose. And we're only a couple
of people out in the middle of no-
where tryin’ to raise beef critters.”

“Stop that!” Dave interrupted.
“You ain't your old self at all.”
“Dad sent for you,” she said. “I'd

never have done it. He wrote the
letter one day and got Grandpap
Hyams to sneak it out and mail it.”
S house? What on earth is goin’

on around here?” Dave de-
manded.

“Why should you care? You sold
out your share to dad and went
away. You had to see the world.
You didn’t realize what that meant
to dad. He looked on you as—well,
almost as a son. He wanted you to
stay and help run the ranch. He
thought you'd have the finest outfit
in the State some day. And it broke
his heart when you made him buy
your share, and went away. But
you had to be a circus cowboy.
You liked to hear the band pjay and

listen to the crowd cheer.”
“Oh, cut that!” Dave said.

NEAK a letter out of his own

“1'm
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back, and ready to help. Tell me
where to start, what the trouble is.
What's it all mean?”

“We got along as usual till dad
got hurt,” she said. “He was hurt
pretty bad, and the doctor had to
give him medicine to ease the pain.
Dad’s been in bed the most of the
time this last year and a half.”

“Who's this Jeff King?”

“He came from New Mexico.
Dad hired him, and made him fore-
man. He was a good hand, and
knew the cow business. And now—
well, he seems to have us in his
power somehow.”

“How could he, dang it?”

“Dad didn't notice when it
started, and | was so worried about
dad that | didn't pay much atten-
tion to ranch business. Jeff King
began getting rid of the old hands.
One by one, they quit and drifted
away, and Jeff King would replace
them. When dad got bad, Jeff King
got him to write a note saying that
he put King in full charge.”

“That old game!” Dave broke in.

“This Carlos Ortega came here
and began buying in the valley. |
think Jeff King is working for him
more than for us. The Three V has
been going to pieces. Grandpap
Hyams is the only one of the old-
timers left here.”

“How about the business end?”
Dave asked.

“All 1 know is that last year we
about broke even, and this year
there was a big loss.”

“Loss? The last two years should
have been good. | watch the cattle
business, even if | am with a circus.”

“Jeff King tends to the business.
Dad signs papers, and does things
like that, whenever Jeff King asks
him. | haven’t been able to do any-
thing about it.”

“Well, why don't you
some of your friends?”

consult

“Carlos Ortega bought out most
of them, and they moved away. |
saw a lawyer in the county seat, but
he couldn’t help. The old sheriff's
dead, and the new one doesn’t know
much about things, or doesn’t care.”

“And your dad ain’'t able to do
anything?”

“I1t’s the spells he has, Dave. The
doctor doesn’'t come any more— says
he can’'t do anything.”

“What kind of spells?”

“He just—just passes out, Dave.
Sleeps heavy. His mind doesn't
seem to work right. | don’'t mean
he’'s insane—his mind seems to be
a blank at times.”

“When does he get these spells?”

“A little after he eats, usually. He
generally seems better first thing in
the morning.”

“And this Jeff King’'s got all the
old hands fired and put in his own
men?” Dave asked. “He's really
runnin’ the Three V to suit himself,
and you think he's maybe too
friendly with this Carlos Ortega?”

“Yes, that's it. But maybe it's
nothing but suspicion. | haven't
proof of anything, Dave.”

“Why haven’t you fired him?”

“l threatened to do that, once.
He laughed. Said | was only a girl
and didn’t understand business, and
that he had the paper dad signed
which gave him the right to tend to
things. And he said, too, that if
he went all the men would go with
him, and that we wouldn’t be able
to get any more, because they’'d be
run off.”

“Oh, he did?” Dave Jackson’s
anger was commencing to mount.
“Looks to me, Nancy, like the old
game. Your dad’s helpless, and
maybe this Carlos Ortega wants the
Three V. It'd be the old game to
break down the outfit and then try
to buy it cheap.”
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game, too, but | guess it isn't,

Dave. | spoke to Ortega about
buying us out. | thought maybe we
should sell, that | should take dad
away where he could get proper
medical treatment. But Ortega
didn’'t want to buy.”

“That sounds funny.”

“Not even at a bargain price. Had
all the property he wanted, he told
me.”

“Does this Carlos Ortega ever
come around here?”

“Oh, yes. He seems to think I
should fancy him.”

“Why, the——" Dave checked
himself. He began pacing around
the room. He stopped in front of
her again. “Nancy, somethin’ is
wrong, of course. Somethin’s
crooked. 1 wish I'd known it be-
fore. 1'd have dropped everything,
even in the middle of the season,
and come right here.”

“It's nice of you to take an in-
terest,” she said.

“Nancy! Don't talk to me like
that! Gosh, we—we were boy and
girl together. Your mother raised
me!”

“Your father and mine built up
the Three V,” she broke in. “They
thought it’d belong to us some day.
They even thought, | suppose, that
we'd be married some day and live
on here.” She laughed a little.
“But, as soon as your father died,
you had to get away. If you'd just
gone traveling to see the world for
a year, it wouldn’t have been so bad.
But you went into a new life, cut
us off completely--—-—-- "

“Nancy! I'm here now-—--

“Too late to do much of anything,
I think,” she said. “Somehow, Dave
you aren’'t the hero to me now that
you used to be. But I shouldn't be
talking like this in front of Mr.
Ford.”

I THOUGHT it was that old

“Listen! He isn't ‘Mr. Ford,’ he’s
‘Tim.” A finer hombre never lived.
He’s in on anything I'm in on. He’s
watched over me like an old hen
over a chick. He's guarded me and
We're pals! And we're both
here with our sleeves rolled up, ready
to help.”

From an adjoining bedroom came
the sound of a man’s voice.

“It's father. He's awake,” Nancy
Biased said. “I'll tell him you're
here.”

She disappeared into the bedroom,
and Dave Jackson beckoned Tim
Ford to his side.

“Somethin’s mighty wrong, Tim,”
he said. “Even you must see that.
Knowin’ everything hereabouts as |
do, I can tell-—-- "

“We've got a ruckus on our
hands,” Tim Ford broke in. “Lead
me to it!”

Nancy Blasell opened the door.
“Come on in,” she said.

Tim Ford followed Dave into the
room. Bill Blasell was propped up
in bed with pillows behind his back.
His face was thin, white, his eyes
large and shining.

“Dave!” he muttered. “Boy, I'm
glad to see you again! How fine
you're lookin’. Just like your father
did at the same age. I—I'm glad

you came home, lad.”

“I'm here to do anything | can,
sir.” Dave knelt at the side of the
bed and took Bill Blasell's hand, and

looked at him searchingly. “Glad
you sent for me.”
“Did I—send for you? Forgot it,
I reckon. But I'm glad I did.”
“I've still got your letter. You
just tell me where to start in. This

is Tim Ford, the best pardner a man
ever had, and he’s spoilin’ for a
ruckus.”

Bill Blasell's hand groped, his
eyes closed. “Sleepy,” he muttered.
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AVE JACKSON got up and
D stepped back. He glanced
at Tim, and Tim nodded his
head. They tiptoed toward the

door, and Dave motioned for Nancy
to follow him into the living room.

“What is it, Dave?” she asked.
“You look so strange. Dad—he
isn't------- "

“Not that,” Dave said. He

stepped up to her and put his arm
around her shoulders. When she
tried to draw away, Dave held her.
“Listen, Nancy! One look was
enough for me, and for Tim, too.
I've been out in the world, remem-
ber, where a man runs against such
things.”

“What do you mean, Dave?”

“Your dad------- He's doped.
Drugged! They've been keepin’ him
that way maybe so's they could
handle him. Who does the cookin’
now?”

“A chink. Jeff King hired him.”

“That's probably the answer.”

“Why, if he’d do a thing like that
to my dad—— I'll go into the
kitchen and------- "

“Whoa!” Dave said. “Not so fast.
I've got a scheme. We mustn't let
them know that we're wise till we
can get your dad all straightened
out. Let 'em think he’s gettin’ the
dope regular. How is he fed?”

“The cook gets a tray ready, and
I carry it in to dad.”

“All right. Keep on takin’ the
tray as usual, and get rid of the food
somehow. But don’'t let your dad
eat a bite, or drink a sip, that you
don't know’s all right. We can fig-
ure out some way for you to cook
his food yourself.”

“That'll be easy,” she replied.
“The chink lives in the bunk house,
and he cooks for the hands, too, at
the cook shack. He’'s away from the

house a lot after he does the morning

cleaning.”
“This is maybe goin’ to be a
touchy game,” Dave said. “We

want to learn what's at the bottom
of it. And we want to keep from a
show-down till we know everything,
if we can. Understand?”

“Yes, Dave.”

“And you're trustin’ me?”

She looked straight at him. “I
have to. There's nobody else to
trust. But you—well, you're some-
thing like a stranger, Dave. You've
been away so long, and with differ-
ent kinds of people. Maybe I'll get
to trust you fully again, sometime.”

“Got a place where Tim and I
can bunk?”

“Your own old room, Dave.”

“That's fine! Our things are
cornin’ out in the wagon Grandpap
Hyams is drivin’.”

“Put your horses in the corral or
barn,” she said.

“We'll manage. You stop
worryin’, now. Tim and me—we
can take care of ourselves, and we're
here to help you and your dad.”

“You'll only get into trouble,
Dave, perhaps. And since you've no
real interest------- "

“No real interest? Just ’'cause |
don’t own any of the Three V any
more? Why, Nancy, I—I don’t un-
derstand what you're talkin’ about.
Why, your dad, and you, and the
Three V—are home, the only home

I've got! Bein’ away six years with
the circus— I was just away workin’,
let’'s say. And now I'm back—
home!”

“Yeah, and as far as trouble’s con-
cerned, we love it, miss,” Tim Ford
added. “I was complainin’ because
I thought it'd be a mite tame here
this winter. Be glad for a little ex-
citement.”

“You just do as | say, Nancy, and
back up any play we make,” Dave
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told her. “We’ll get at the truth of
this thing first, then maybe there’ll
be some fireworks.”

CHAPTER V.
A LITTLE FIST WORK.

HEY unsaddled at the cor-
I ral, turned their horses in,
and put their gear in a little
adobe shed by the corral gate. The
two men who had been working
near the corral had disappeared,
also the one who had been loitering
around the bunk house. Nor did
Dave and Tim Ford see anybody
when they made a tour of the out-
buildings, Dave wishing to renew his
acquaintance with the old place.
“We're about as welcome around
here as a blizzard in June,” Tim
Ford remarked, as he rolled a ciga-
rette. “l sure wish we had Rio
Grande Riley and some of the boys
from the show right here with us
now. They’'d appreciate bein’ here,
too. A lot of 'em don’t have much
fun worryin’ through the winter.”

“Well, they ain't here,” Dave
Jackson said. “The main thing’s to
help Bill Biased and Nancy. They're
standin’ alone against the crowd, ex-
cept for us. You can bet Carlos
Ortega and his gang will try to get
us out of the way, too. Never wan-
der far from your six-gun and that
pig-sticker of yours, Tim.”

“I'll have 'em right by me, awake
or asleep,” Tim Ford promised.

“1I'm wonderin’ what game’s back
of all this. That's what we've got to
discover, Tim. They're wreckin’ the
Three V, all right. Probably stealin’
Bill Biased blind, and him helpless.
Accordin’ to the ranch books, I'll
bet, nary a Three V cow’s had a calf
this season.”

“It looks like the old freeze-out
game, but the girl says she suggested

sellin’ to Ortega cheap, and he didn’t
want to buy.”

“Yeah. Maybe he figures there
ain’t any sense in buyin’ what he can
get for nothin’. Maybe the Three V
is payin’ the expenses and Ortega is
takin’ ad the profits. That'd be
easy, if Jeff King, the Three V fore-
man, is ready Ortega’s man.”

“We’'ll have to do some smedin’
around,” Tim Ford decided.

“If Bid Biased feeds up a few days
without gettin’ any dope, he'd be
able to take command,” Dave said.
“Anyhow, we'll make him see what's
goin’ on, make him kick out this Jeff
King and his crowd.”

They returned to the house and
sat on the wide front veranda. Jeff
King and the men who had been to
town with him came riding home,
and went to corral and bunk house,
giving no attention to the pair on
the porch. Other punchers came
riding in from their work. Men
began doing the evening chores.
And finally old Grandpap Hyams
drove his wagon down the long lane
and turned toward the house.

Dave Jackson and Tim left their
chairs and went down the steps to
meet the wagon. But Jeff King and
a couple of the men came hurrying
up to the house, and were there when
the wagon arrived.

“A lot of junk a circus man travels
with,” Jeff King said, his lips curl-
ing. “Where are we goin’ to put it?”

“Them two cases have our clothes
in 'em,” Dave pointed out. “We’'ll
put 'em in my old room here at the
house.”

“You and your friend aimin’ to
live in the house?” Jeff King asked.

“We are.”

“Only a sick old man and a girl

Dave Jackson whirled and faced
him. “You rat, Nancy Biased is the
same as a sister to me,” he said.
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“We were raised together. Your
job’s bein’ foreman, ain’'t it? Run-
nin’ the ranch? Suppose you run
it, then, and don’'t worry about the
house. That ain't part of your job.”

“Seems to me you're talkin’ pretty
big,” King replied. “You ain't got
any standin’ here, as | can see. You
don’t own any share of the Three V.”

“Yeah, and you seem to be talkin’
pretty big for a hired man,” Dave
barked back at him. “Anyhow, I'm
a guest here, and that makes me
rank you. | can see, King, that
we're goin’ to have some trouble.
You're askin’ for it. Oh, | under-
stand the situation! You've got
some friends at your back. But that
ain't botherin® me any. | want
some of this stuff in my old room,
| said, and the rest we'll put in that
empty adobe storehouse by the big
barn. 1 was fool enough to bring a
bunch of presents for the Three V

punchers. And I've got some of my
circus stuff, so's | can keep in
practice.”

to the two men, and they put

the two cases Dave designated
on the porch. Then Grandpap
Hyams, who had remained on the
wagon seat and hadn’t said a word,
drove to the empty adobe store-
house, and Dave and Tim followed
the wagon.

“We can store this stuff for you.
You;don't have to bother,” Jeff King
said. ;

“I'm in charge of the stuff as be-
longs to Mr. Dave Jackson,” Tim
informed him. “That's a part of my
job, keepin’ track of it and checkin’
it in and out. Nothin’ is goin’
wrong with this stuff and makin’ me
lose a good job.”

They unloaded, with a couple of
the Three V men helping. It was
almost dark, and appetizing odors

JEFF KING growled something

came from the Kkitchen. The eve-
ning meal was almost ready.

“l don't want any of this
stuff touched—understand?” Dave
snapped, when the work was done.
“You're foreman here, King, so I'm
holdin’ you responsible.”

“Oh, it won't be touched. There
ain't any circus actors on the ranch.
All he-men hereabouts.”

Dave stepped up to him, and Tim
Ford closed in also.

“King,” Dave said, “you're tryin’
an old game. You're schemin' to
get me into trouble and maybe muss
me up some—or worse. You can
have trouble any time you want it,
King—but we'll be fair about it. |
don’t aim to be ganged. And you
impress me as the kind that wouldn’t
care to fight fair, man to man.”

Jeff King whirled toward him with
a snarl. “You're talkin’ yourself
into more trouble than you know,”
he said. “I'll be havin’ a settlement
with you before we're done.”

“1’'ve got time now, before supper,
if you're feelin’ that way.”

“I'm goin’ to the house and see
Mr. Blasell about this!” King raged.
“I'll see if a gent like you can come
here and upset everything and inter-
fere with me and my work.”

“I'll go right along with vyou,
King, and so’ll Tim Ford. Let’s go.
Maybe you’ll get your walkin’
papers.”

“Oh, | don't think so! Mr. Blasell
gave me a written power of author-
ity to act for him while he’s sick, and
not even his own daughter can go
agin’ it. 1 wouldn’'t even have to
ask him about it if I wanted to order
you to saddle up and get off the
ranch.”

“All your orderin’ wouldn't make
me do it!”

“If 1 told the men to throw you

“Why, you big ape!” Tim Ford
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howled, barging forward. “Dave, let
me handle him. | can't stand
around and let a mug like him insult
you and get away with it.”

“Easy, Tim!” Dave warned.
“King, we’ll have a little talk to-
morrow, when we've both cooled
down some.”

“That suits me.”

“And now I'll help old Grandpap
Hyams put up his mules.”
“You needn’'t bother.

the men’ll help him.”

“But I want to talk to the old-
timer.”

“Not just now!
busy with them mules! Then get to
the cook shack and eat. Stir your-
self! You're gettin’ more worthless
every day.”

Old Grandpap Hyams had got
down off the wagon seat and was
preparing to unhitch the mules.
Now he whirled angrily, and his old
eyes blazed.

“You stop usin’ that tone to me,
Jeff King!” he squeaked. “l was a
better man in my time than you’'ll
ever be. I'm gettin’ sick of your
browbeatin’ ways. 1 was all alone
here without a friend, 'eept the old
boss and Miss Nancy, just stayin’
on and tryin’ to watch over ’'em.
But | ain’'t alone now, you betchal!
Dave is home. And I'll danged well
say ‘howdy’ to him if | feel like it.”

“You're fired!” Jeff King roared.
“Roll up your blankets, get that
crowbait horse you own, and ride!
You got paid a week ago. I'll give
you what's cornin’. Hurry and get
off the ranch!”

“I—1I'm fired?” Grandpap Hyams
stammered. “Why, I—I1 was the
first puncher Bill Biased and this
boy’s daddy ever hired. I've been
with the Three V since she started.”

“Do your weepin’ in town! Get
goin’!”

Dave Jackson stepped forward

Some of

Grandpap, get

again. “Just a minute!” he said to
King. “You can’t do this! Grand-
pap Hyams-—-- Why, he bounced

me on his knee when | was a baby.
He should be given easy jobs to do,
and let sleep in the sun beside the
bunk house. He------- "

“1'm foreman of the Three V, and
I'm givin’ the orders around here,”
King bellowed. “I said he’s fired,
and he’s fired!”

Jeff King glanced around quickly.
In the gathering gloom, a dozen of
the men had approached quietly,
and now were standing a short dis-
tance away, watching and listening.
Jeff King grinned at them and
turned back to face Dave Jackson.

“My order stands,” he said. “And
it won't do you any good to run to
Bill Blasell. He ain’t in any con-
dition to decide anything, and every-
body knows it. Just waitin’ to die.”

Then, Dave Jackson hit him.

CHAPTER VI.
A LADY IS MENTIONED.

IM FORD had seen it com-

I ing, and was prepared. He

had his six-gun in one hand
and his long knife in the other even
as Dave Jackson struck. And Tim
managed to get in such a position
that the Three V men could not in-
terfere without encountering serious
trouble.

Dave struck twice, and Jeff King
measured his length on the ground.
The men had started to surge for-
ward, but Tim Ford’s menacing ges-
ture stopped them.

“Throw some water on him, and
he’ll be all right,” Dave Jackson said
to the men. “And tell him that, if
he’s lookin’ for trouble with me, he
knows where | can be found. Or
anybody else who feels like talkin’
out of turn. We won't have any
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belittlin’ remarks about Bill Blasell
while I'm around.”

The men were growling, but none
made a hostile move. They were
ready for their supper, and none
packed a gun. They were not dan-
gerous at the moment.

Grandpap Hyams seemed to be in

a trance. He was standing aside
and muttering:
“Fired! Ain’t got any other home!

Don’'t know which way to turn—
only a few dollars------- "

“You ain't fired, not by a danged
sight,” Dave Jackson told him.
“You come up to the house with
Tim and me, and we’ll see about
this.”

He put his arm around the old
man'’s shoulders and started leading
him away, while Tim Ford covered
the retreat, still holding gun and
knife ready for instant work. But
there was no need. The Three V
men were starting to work on their
foreman, to bring him back to con-
sciousness. The circus cowboy, they
found, packed a wallop.

“Fired,” Grandpap Hyams kept
muttering. “Why, Dave lad, |
wouldn't dare be fired. 1'd never

live to get to town, if I went away

alone and out of a job. I1—1 know
too much.”
“Yeah, and I want to know all

you know,” Dave told him. “We’'ll
have a good talk after supper.”

When they reached the house,
they found that Nancy Blasell had
been watching the trouble from the
end of the porch. Dave said noth-
ing, except that Jeff King had fired
Grandpap Hyams, and had made a
remark which had caused Dave to
smash him a couple of times.

“Oh, Dave, now there'll be trou-
ble!” she said.

“] can face it, and so can Tim.”
“But it may touch us, Dave,” she

said. “I'm afraid of Jeff King—of
all of them.”

“You aim to let him run your
dad’s ranch?” Dave asked. “Where’s
your old spunk? You've sure
changed some. Can’t you trust me
to handle things?”

“Let’s not talk about it now,” she
said. “Come in to supper, and bring
Grandpap Hyams with you.”

“How'’s your father?”

“He’'s awake, and better than he
has been for weeks,” she said. “I
told him what you said—about the
food and all, and he understands.”

“That's fine! Don’'t say anything
to anybody else.” He indicated that
not even Grandpap Hyams was to
know. “Just do like | said, and
you'll find your dad a lot better in
his mind every day.”

“Your coming seemed to help

him,” she admitted.
A the evening meal, and they
talked of ordinary things as
they ate, Dave knowing that Orien-
tal ears are sharp. Then, Grandpap
Hyams lit his pipe and sat in a
corner, seemingly in a daze, Tim
made a cigarette, and Dave and
Nancy went into the bedroom.

Bill Blasell could understand what
Dave told him. Dave explained
about the drug situation as he saw
it. Nancy left them and went back
into the living room, and Dave sat
on the edge of the bed and lowered
his voice.

“You.want me to straighten things
out, sir?” he asked.

“There's nobody else to do it,
Dave.”

“1 think I've got things pretty
well sized up. 1've got a plan. No-
body must know it but us—not even
Nancy. It’s got to be worked just
right, or it'll flop.”

“I'm trustin’ you, lad.”

SCOWLING Chinese served
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“Whatever happens, be careful
what you eat and drink. The drug
will wear off, then you’ll begin to
build health. But don’'t let ’em
know the drug’s wearin’ off. Let 'em
think they’re still keepin’ you dopey.
And watch and listen. Can you do
that?”

“1'll do it, Dave. | understand.
I—1 seem to be feelin’ a lot better.
Oh, lad, I wish you were here to
stay! | wish you were in your
father’s boots—my partner. And I
always had hopes of—of you and

“1 understand, sir. We'll see how
things work out. Got to get every-
thing straight around here first.”

“Take back half the Three V, lad.
Pay me when you can—or never.
Take hold of it and-—-- "

“Not just now, sir,” Dave inter-
rupted.

“l—see. You don’'t want to buy
on a losin’ outfit.”

“It's not that. The Three V ain't
any losin’ outfit. And | could buy
in and pay cash, sir. | saved almost
all you gave me for my share, and
I've been makin’ big money for
several years and savin’ the most of
it. | could pay cash for half the
valley.”

“Then it's 'cause you don’'t want
to be here with us? You want to
keep on with the circus.”

“Please try to understand,” Dave
said. “If | bought in this minute
and kicked Jeff King out, he'd take
all the men with him. We couldn’t
get other punchers, for Ortega and
his men would scare ’'em off.
Round-up coinin’ along pretty soon,
you know. The ranch’ll need every

n

hand. I've got a plan, | said.
Listen to me, sir, please.”
Dave talked slowly, distinctly,

and he could tell by the sparkle in
Bill Blasell's eyes that he understood
perfectly.

“That's fine—fine!” Blasell mut-
tered.

“Not a word to anybody— not
even Nancy. It'll take some doin’,
this plan of mine. Somethin’ may
happen to upset it, but | hope not.”

“l wish you were my workin’
partner now, boy,” Bill Blasell said,
as Nancy came back into the room.
“It's a man’s work, runnin’ a ranch
like the Three V.”

“And Dave likes to play,” the girl
said. “There’'s not much glamour
in running a ranch and living like a
sensible, dependable citizen. You
can’'t hear the band every day and
have a crowd cheering you.”

“You hate the circus, don’'t you,
Nancy?” Dave asked.

“Because it took you and wrecked
you, Dave. | was just a kid of six-
teen when you went away, and—
I'm not ashamed to say it—in love
with you. | thought you were about
the greatest thing in the world. But
you're just a boy playing at life,
Dave.”

“1 see! You think there’'s no real
men w'ith the circus.”

“Is it a man’s work?” she asked.

“Well, maybe not. But we've got
a great bunch. If you only knew
some of them——"

“I'm afraid | wouldn't be im-
pressed. Let's not talk about it,
Dave. A man has the right to
choose his own life. Perhaps you're
wise not to get yourself tied down.”

“Nancy!”

He took a step toward her, and a
surge of feeling went through him.
But she laughed a little and waved
him back.

“We must get out of here and let
dad sleep,” she said.

So they went back into the living
room, where Tim Ford was trying to
explain to old Grandpap Hyams
just what Dave Jackson did under
the big top.
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door, and Nancy hurried to

answer. Dave Jackson then
dropped into a chair beside the table
and shot a warning glance at Tim
Ford. Deeming it wise under the
circumstances, both had kept on
their guns in the house.

But the knock at the door had not
meant Jeff King and some of the
men, and trouble. It was Carlos
Ortega who came swaggering into
the room, smirking and bowing to
them all.

“Ah, Senor Dave Jackson!” he
said. “I have ridden over from the
Diamond Star to see you, senor, and
tell you how sorry I am.”

“For what?” Dave asked.

“Because of what | said and how
rudely | acted when we met on the
trail. But you are a man of the
world, senor, and can understand.
You and the charming Miss Nancy
were boy and girl together. Your
fathers were partners and built this
property.”

“That's right.”

“And I—1 am proud to say that |
have a romantic interest in Miss
Nancy.” He turned and bowed to
her. “When | learned of your visit,
I grew jealous and afraid, senor. |
feared a rival who would outdo me.
So | forgot myself, senor, and spoke

SOMEBODY knocked on the

and acted rudely. | ask your
pardon.”
“Don’'t mention it,” Dave said.

He was grinning slightly at Nancy'’s
embarrassment.

“In town to-day, | received a let-
ter which informed me that fear of
rivalry from you is foolish, senor. |
was concerned when | heard you
were coming for this visit. | have
a distant friend who knows a man
with the Super Amalgamated Circus,
and wrote to him, asking about your
affairs.”

“You had a nerve!” Dave said.

“And word has come back to me,
senor, that I need not worry—that
you have a romantic interest of your
own elsewhere.”

“How'’s that?” Dave asked.

“1 thought it would be strange if
such a dashing young man, the pet
of the public, did not have some at-
tachment.” Carlos Ortega’s teeth
flashed in a smile. “Do you know a
certain Madame Delphine with the
circus, senor?”

A peculiar expression came into
Dave’s face. All in the room no-
ticed it, particularly Nancy. Tim
Ford gurgled and seemed at the
point of choking.

“Madame Delphine-------
began.

But Dave motioned for him to be
silent, and he choked again and kept
quiet.

“Yes, Ortega, | know a Madame
Delphine, and know her quite well,”
Dave said.

“So | am informed, senor. And so
I fear your rivalry no longer. No
doubt this Madame Delphine is
beautiful, charming, all that a man
could desire in a woman. You are
fortunate, senor.”

“How delightful!” Nancy Biased
said. “Let’s see her picture, Dave.
Surely you have one with you.”

“I'm afraid not.”

“No? Perhaps you carry a pic-
ture of her in your heart.”

“No doubt Senor Jackson will be
eager to return to her close society,”
Ortega put in. “Even a visit to a
boyhood home cannot make a man
forget an affair of the heart, eh,
senor?”

“Dave, do you wapt me to handle
this yappin’ ape?” Tim Ford burst
out.

“Let him alone, Tim,
right.”

“Yeah, but Dave------- "

A fist thumped against the front

Tim

He's all
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door. Nancy got up and started
across the room. But the door was
thrown open before she reached it,
and Jeff King stalked into the room
with half a dozen of the Three V
punchers behind him.

CHAPTER VII,
GRANDPAP RIDES AWAY.

ING and his men were holding
K their six-guns ready. For

Dave Jackson or Tim to at-
tempt to draw would mean that
shooting would commence. Nancy
Blasell gave a cry of surprise and
fear and backed against the wall.
Carlos Ortega acted startled.

Jeff King merely glanced at Dave
and Tim, motioned for his men to
watch them, and went across to
Grandpap Hyams.

“1 fired you,” King said. “What
I say goes around this ranch. You
had a friend stand up for you, and
you've had a meal here in the ranch
house, but you're still fired. We've
caught up your horse and rolled up
your blankets for you. Your outfit's
out in front, waitin’. Here's the few
dollars wages you've got cornin’. Hit
the trail!”

“Now, see here---—-- ” Dave began.

“You keep out of this, Jackson!”
Jeff King barked. “You know what
discipline means. 1've fired this
man, and he goes. If a foreman
changed his mind about things every
time somebody made a squawk, he
wouldn’t last long.”

“Dave, are we goin’ to let this
hombre------- " Tim began.

“Keep quiet, Tim!” Dave ordered.

Nancy stepped out into the mid-
dle of the room, head up and eyes
flashing. “You’'ll not do this, Jeff
King!” she cried. “Grandpap
Hyams was here before I was born.
He taught me how to ride—held me
on a pony the very first time. He’s

a part of the ranch—the last of our
old hands.”

“I'm sorry, Miss Nancy, but he's
fired!” King replied. “If I'm the
foreman around here, my orders
have to be obeyed. Either what I've
said goes, or | walk out of the job,
right this minute.”

“Perhaps we'd be better off if you
did,” she said.

“1'll take the men with me, if |
do. | know where we can all get
jobs, and they like to work under
me. You’'d have a hard time gettin’
a crew by round-up, | reckon.”

Nancy looked wildly at Dave,
then turned away. Dave got to his
feet, looking down at a cigarette he
was fingering.

“It's right tough on the old-
timer,” Dave said. “But a fore-
man’s got to be foreman. As long
as King's the foreman here, his
orders should be obeyed. | don’t
like him much, and we had a little
trouble, but I'll stand by him to that
extent.”

Jeff King was plainly surprised at
this decision. He had expected trou-
ble from Dave Jackson. Tim Ford’s
eyes bulged with astonishment, for
he had been expecting Dave to give
the signal for battle. Nancy whirled
toward Dave, her face aflame.

“Dave Jackson!” she cried.
“What kind of man are you?
Grandpap Hyams helped raise you.
He taught you how to use a rope,
how to do everything around a
ranch. It was his teaching, as much
as anything, that made a rodeo star
out of you. And now---—--—- "

“Oh, I''ll take care of Grandpap!”
Dave said. “I'll see that he gets
along all right.” He walked over to
the bewildered old man. “Grand-
pap,” he added, “you ride like
you've been told*. | want you to
take this money I'm givin’ you and
go to Rio Vista. Put your horse in
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the public stable, and go to the hotel.
Understand? [I'll come in to see you
in a day or so, maybe to-morrow.”

“I'll do whatever you say, Dave.”

Dave had taken some currency
from his pocket, and now he pressed
it into the old man’s gnarled hand.
He wished he could whisper en-
couragement and instructions to
him, but that was impossible with-
out Jeff King overhearing.

“When | come to town, Grand-
pap, we'll have a long talk,” Dave
said. “You just take it easy around
town, and enjoy yourself.”

RANDPAP HYAMS got up
G and hobbled across to the
door like a man half dazed.
Jeff King followed at his heels, and
Dave and Tim came after, with the

Three V punchers watching them

closely. Nancy rushed out after
them.
“Grandpap!” she called. “You

don’'t have to go, no matter what
anybody says. This is your home
as long as you live.’

“1 reckon it'll prevent trouble if |
go,” Grandpap Hyams told her. “I
don't want to cause any trouble.
And a little rest won't hurt me,
maybe. I'm gettin’ pretty old, and
I've been workin’ a long time. But
I— 1 reckon I'll be some lonesome.”

“You spend that money | gave
you, and I'll see that you get plenty
more,” Dave called. “Have a good
time. [I'll see you soon, Grandpap.”

Grandpap Hyams got into his sad-
dle and gathered up the reins. He
looked up at those on the porch, and
the light which streaked through the
open door fell upon his face. There
was an expression of bewilderment
in his old face, but he was trying to
smile at them.

“Well, I—1I'll be goin’
“Good evenin’, alll”

He clucked to

he said.

his horse and

started off down the lane toward the
dusty road.

Nancy Blasell sobbed and rushed
back into the house. Standing at
the porch railing with the mystified
Tim Ford beside him, Dave calmly
made a cigarette. Jeff King and his
men marched away through the
night toward the bunk house.

Carlos Ortega, the usual oily
smile upon his lips, stepped up be-
side Dave. “Senor, you are a very
sensible man,” Ortega said. “It was
a moment when you could have
started serious trouble. And it
might have resulted badly for you,
eh?”

“Maybe,” Dave replied. “Of
course, Ortega, my only interest in
the Three V now is—well, old asso-
ciations and the Blasells bein’ my
lifelong friends--—- "

“1 understand, senor.”

“Which is probably a good thing
for some folks, I'm frank to say. |
can see what's goin’ on, and | under-
stand you, and don’t think | don't.
You're boss of the valley, with the
exception of the Three V. And the
Three V is bein’ looted and wrecked,
somehow. Oh, I'm wise, Ortega!
It's an old game—breakin’ a prop-
erty down and then buyin’ it in
cheap. But Miss Blasell was tellin’
me you didn’t want to buy the place
even at a bargain price. Why not,
Ortega? Ain’'t that your game—to
get the Three V and run this whole
range?”

“Perhaps.” Carlos Ortega grinned.
“But why buy a place, senor, when
you can wait a short time and marry
it?”

“So that's your game!”

“Possibly it is none of your con-

cern, senor. There is Madame Del-
phine.”

“Yeah,” Dave said. “There’s
Madame Delphine.”

“Dave------- ” Tim broke out.
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“You keep quiet, Tim,” Dave
said. “Well, Ortega, you ought to
have an easy time carryin’ out your
plans. You're dealin’ with a girl
who's bewildered, and a sick old
man. Reckon I'll get me some sleep.
Good night! Come along, Tim.”

They left Ortega on the porch and
went back into the house. They
could hear Nancy weeping softly in
her father’s room. Dave hesitated
at the door, then went on into his
own old room with Tim.

“Now, Dave, what in blazes is all
this?” Tim Ford demanded. “You
ain’'t yourself, but some other guy.”

“You get ready for bed,” Dave
said. “l’'ve got some writin’ to do
before I turn in.”

AVE unpacked one of the

D cases and got out writing

paper and pen and ink. Sit-

ting at the table in the middle of the

room, he wrote rapidly. Tim Ford

undressed and got ready for bed, and

Stretched out to smoke numerous

cigarettes and watch the star of the

Super Amalgamated as he scratched
pen over paper.

“Me, | never before saw a wild cat
turn into a mouse,” Tim said. “Dave
Jackson takin’ it on the chin without
swingin’ in return! | reckon we
don’t belong out here in this country,
Dave. We're soft and citified.”

“You mean you think I am.”

“Dang it, I can’'t understand!”

“1've got a plan, Tim. 1'm work-
in’ a scheme.”

“Yeah? And part of it's to let
‘'em Kick out that old man and walk
all over you, huh? You smashed
that Jeff King, remember, and don’t
think the hombre’s forgotten or for-
given it. He’'ll be makin’ some kind
of move.”

“I'm expectin’ that, Tim.”

“And what are you goin’ to do if
he does?”

“We'll wait and see what hap-
pens.”

“Dang my hide if I can figure you
out, Dave. This bein’ your old
home, and Blasell what he’s been to
you, and that fine girl--—-- "

“1 know what I'm doin’,” Dave
interrupted. “You just trail along,
till 1 can explain.”

“1I'm for goin’ on the warpath.”

“And have King go away with the
men, just when they’re needed, and
finish wreckin’ the ranch? We may
go on the warpath yet, but we'll pick
our own time.”

“That stuff about Madame Del-
phine!” Tim snorted. “I yearned to
use my pig-sticker on that Carlos
Ortega. Him writin’ somebody and
gettin’ a line on you!”

“l don’'t want you to go sayin’
anything about Madame Delphine
around here, Tim. Remember that!”

“Anybody asks me, you're gettin’
fleas in your brain,” Tim declared.
“What's all that writin’ you've been
doin’? Your will?”

Dave grinned. “My will's already
written and on file with the circus
lawyer. 1've been writin’ letters and
some business papers. But I'm
cornin’ to bed now.”

“And we came here,” Tim Ford
said, “to spend the winter and enjoy
ourselves. | thought we'd anyhow
get mixed up in a ruckus.”

“We are, aren't we?”

“1 don’t figure I'm mixed up in
any ruckus unless I'm doin’ some of
the fightin’,” Tim Ford replied, as he
turned his face to the wall.

CHAPTER VIII.

NEWS OF TRAGEDY.
AVE JACKSON was first out
D of bed at dawn, but Tim
Ford crawled out an instant

behind him. They dressed, and
went through the house to the
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kitchen, where the Chinese cook
already was at work, and drank
coffee and ate beef, eggs and batter
cakes.

Nancy came into the kitchen as
they were finishing, to get the tray
for her father. Dave looked at the
tray meaningly, and she nodded.
Her manner was far from cordial.
She seemed to think that Dave
should have done something the
night before to prevent the ejection
of Grandpap Hyams from the ranch.

Nancy huried away with the tray,
and in the bedroom disposed of the
food in a jar, to be carried out later
when the Chinese cook had left the
house. She would get her father’s
real breakfast herself then, too.

Dave and Tim went into the liv-
ing room and started toward the
front door. It was opened suddenly,
and Jeff King came into the house
with four of the punchers behind
him. They were all armed, alert,
prepared for trouble.

“Jackson, 1 want you to come to
Biased’s bedroom with me,” King
said. “There’s somethin’ to be set-
tled.”

“Soon as | say ‘good-mornin’’ to
my horses and tend to 'em,” Dave
replied.

“They’'ve been tended to.”

“Dang your hide! Nobody feeds
or tends to them horses but me!”
Tim Ford raged. “It's my job.”

“There was a reason,” Jeff King
said. “We wanted 'em ready for
ridin’. And your stuff is loaded on
the wagon, Mr. Dave Jackson, ex-
cept what you've got here in the
house. We'll toss that on soon as
we've seen Blasell.”

“What's the idea?” Dave asked.

“You and your friend ain't wanted
around here. You're leavin’, pronto!
Understand? Be glad | let you leave
without mussin’ you up first.”

“Just why are you sendin’ me

away?” Dave demanded, motioning
for Tim to keep from boiling over.
“Afraid I might learn too much and
take some cards in the game?”

“That's enough! You're botherin
me and interferin’ with ranch work.
That's excuse enough.”

“Maybe you wouldn’t talk so big
without friends at your back.”

“Maybe not, but my friends are

1

there. Ain’t got much time to waste
on you, either. Let's go in and see
Biased.”

Tim went along with Dave, and
four of the Three V men followed
King. They crowded into the bed-
room, where Nancy was busy trying
to make the pillows more comfort-
able for her father.

“This won't take but a minute,
Mr. Biased,” Jeff King said. “Hate
to bother you with it, but thought
I'd better. I'm sendin’ this man
Jackson off the ranch.”

“Sendin’ Dave away?
Biased asked.

“We can't be bothered havin' a
circus dude around. If he stays,
there’'ll be trouble. The men don’t
like him and don’'t want him here.”

“But he came for a visit. This is
his old home.”

“He’'s got to go, at once. His
visit’'s over. Either he goes now, or
I go and I take all the men with me.”

“1 spent money gettin’ out here
and bringin’ my horses and gear,”
Dave said. “I expected to stay the
winter and practice some new tricks,
and maybe train another horse.”

“You can do that at the show’s
winter quarters,” King said. “This
here's a workin’ ranch, not a trainin’
ground for a circus. | ain't here to
argue about it. I'm tellin you to
leave. v

Why?”

Your horses are waitin’.
“Let me at him, Dave!” Tim

begged. “I can work on him with

my knife before any of these apes

can draw a gun.”

W S-2B
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“Easy, Tim!” Dave warned.
“Take a look! The apes have their
guns drawn already. Mr. King ain’'t
takin’ any chances. This ain't ex-
actly a scene for a sick room, King.
We'll step outside and settle it.”

“It's settled. You're leavin',”
King replied. “I'm puttin’ it up to
Biased right now.”

“Well, I—1 don't know what to
say,” Biased whined. “The ranch
work must he done. | can't have
the men leavin’ now, with me help-
less.”

“That means I'd better be goin’,”
Dave said. “All right, sir! You're
the boss. Tim, go to our room and
pack our stuff. I'll say good-by to
Mr. Biased now.”

“Dave!” Tim Ford cried. “Ain’'t
you goin’ to put up a fight about
this? Are you goin’ to let these
hombres-—-—--—-- "

“I1t'll cause Mr. Biased and the
ranch trouble if we stay,” Dave in-
terrupted. “Get our stuff ready,
Tim.”

ITH a look of disgust in his
W faee, Tim Ford turned and
left the room without an-
other word, and at King’'s gesture
two of the Three V men went along

to keep guard over him.

Dave went up to the bed and took
Blasell's hand.

“It’'s been good to see you and
Nancy, even for a day,” he said.
“You hurry up and get wed, sir. I'll
write often, and I'll be seein’ you
again.”

“Good-by, lad, and take care of
yourself,” Biased said.

He seemed almost exhausted, but
he gave Dave Jackson's hand a
pressure that told he was not, and
told Dave other things also, par-
ticularly that the situation was
understood.

W S-3B

Dave turned away, and found
Nancy confronting him.

“So you're going to run away!”
she said, her eyes flashing.

“Your father said------- "

“Father’s sick, and we're helpless.
You're going to run away and leave
us in our trouble. Dave Jackson,
the great circus star— his skin is too
valuable to be risked. You're letting

Jeff King run you of. He ran
Grandpap Hyams off last night.
Now, it's you and Mr. Ford. We

won't have a friend left-—--- "

“But, if | stay, it'll only mean a
fight, and all your men will leave.
The work won't be done.”

“Don’t bother to make excuses,

Dave. Nothing can excuse cow-
ardice.”
“Why, if you think that-—-- "
“Good-by, Dave! | wish you

luck. Don’t stay any longer, please.
I'll try to remember you, Dave, as
the man you were once—or as |
thought you were.”

She turned her back.

Jeff King twisted his lips in a
smile, and motioned toward the
door. Dave Jackson bowed his head
and went out into the other room.

They carried out the stuff and put
it into the wagon, then walked to the
corral,

“I'll have the wagon driven in and
the stuff unloaded at the depot,” Jeff
King said. “I'm keepin’ my hands
off you, Jackson--——-- "

“Make it man to man, and try to
put hands on me!”

“l've got orders to let you go
without mussin’ you up any,” King
said, stepping nearer and speaking in
almost a whisper. “But let me give
you just one hint—keep right on
goin’, and don’'t come back. Wise
hombre, you are, huh? Then you
know we'll make it hot for you if you
try to mix in our business. Get



34 Street & Smith's Western Story Magazine

“Dave!” Tim begged. “Let me
smash him just one, and fell with
what happens afterward. Even if
they shoot me down, let me at him
mst

“Easy, Tim! We're ridin’.”

Dave Jackson got on his big sorrel,
and Tim Ford, growling his disgust,
got on the spotted pony. They rode
away down the lane without speak-
ing, and turned into the road. Not
once had Dave Jackson looked back.

“Dang it, Dave, | can't stand
this!” Tim Ford cried. “To see you
takin’ everything-—--

“Stop it, man! 1've had a devil of
a time holdin’ myself in. They’ll be
payin’ for it later, never fear. 1 told
you | had a plan, and this bein’
ordered away fits in with it fine. |
was wonderin’ how | could get away
and do what | want to do without
arousin’ any suspicion.”

“What's the plan?” Tim asked.

“Tell you later. It'll knock you
cold. Just now, we must get to Rio
Vista and talk to Grandpap llyams,
who knows a lot. We'll get a freight
car and ship our stuff to the county
seat.”

“Here comes somebody tearin’ up
the ground and rippin’ with the
rowels,” Tim Ford interrupted.

Along the trail toward them came
a horseman at top speed, bending
low in the saddle as he rode. Seeing
them, the rider began pulling up his
horse. Dave and Tim stopped.
When the other was close enough,
they saw he was a stranger. He
skidded his horse to a stop near
them.

“Howdy, gents!” he called. “I'm
just makin’ for the Three V with the
news about Grandpap Hyams.”

“What about him?” Dave asked,
alarmed.

“They found him about daybreak
beside the trail more’n half way to

town, his horse standin’ beside him.
He’s been shot.”

“Shot!” Dave cried.

“Alive when found. They took
him in to Rio Vista. I'm ridin’ out
to the Three V to tell 'em.”

The rider went on, using the spurs.

“Maybe some at the Three V
won't be surprised at the news,”
Dave said, as he pulled up his neck-
cloth and pulled down his hat pre-
paratory to some hard riding. “So
they tried to Kkill Grandpap. He
knows too much, I reckon.”

“Now maybe vyou’ll fight that
gang of apes!” Tim Ford said.

“We'll fight ’em, don’'t worry.
You’'ll have plenty of fight before
we're done. Let’s ride like hell now.
I want to talk to Grandpap Hyams.
And let's do a little silent prayin’
that he’'ll pull through.”

“Dead?”

CHAPTER IX.
SHOW-DOWN.

randpap hyams had
G been taken to the little Rio

Vista hotel, and the town
doctor had worked over him. Grand-
pap was conscious when Dave and
Tim arrived, and able to talk.

“Freak shot,” the doctor said.
“An inch either way, and it'd have
killed him instantly. He’'ll live, if
he gets good care.”

“Can he be moved to the county
seat?” Dave asked.

“1 reckon, on a cot in the baggage
car of the train.”

“1 want him taken there and put
in the railroad hospital,” Dave said.
“You make the arrangements and
go with him. 1'm footin’ the bill. |
want to talk to him a bit now,
alone.”

The doctor and Tim went out of
the room.

“Dave, lad, 1
Grandpap said.

was afraid of it,”
“1 know a lot about



Circus Cowboy 35

their business. Looks to me like
Ortega talked to King last evenin’
before he went to the house, then
King came in and made me ride, and
somebody was waitin’ to plug me.”

“You got any ideas?” Dave asked.

“I'm thinkin’ it was Sam Potter.
Shot me from behind a rock as I
came ridin’ along. | fell off my
horse. When | came to, my pockets
had been turned inside out. The
man who shot me was just leavin'.
He was mutterin’ to himself, and 1
know danged well it was Sam Pot-
ter. But | can't prove it. He
emptied my pockets to make it look
like robbery, I reckon. Thought I
was dead and rode away.”

“Did he take all your money?”

“Even the money you gave me,
lad.”

“Then maybe we can pin it on
him,” Dave said. “Listen, Grand-
pap! I'm havin’ you sent to the
county seat to the hospital. I'll be
along a little later and see you there.
They kicked me off the Three V this
mornin’. Sendin’ my stuff in by
wagon. Don’t talk any more, now.
Leave everything to me.”

The train came through in about
an hour, and Grandpap Hyams,
stretched on a cot, was put into the
baggage car, and the doctor got in
to travel with him. Dave Jackson
walked back along the street with
Tim.

“We're hangin’ around Rio Vista
till the wagon gets here with our
stuff, which’ll be some time this
afternoon,” Dave said. “l arranged
for the car, and we’ll load the stuff
and ship to the county seat. This
evenin’, we'll do some ridin* in that
direction. No car here decent
enough to ship the horsey in. It’'s
only about twenty-five miles.”

“You've got somethin’ in mind,
Dave,” Tim accused.

“A lot of things. Grandpap thinks

that Sam Potter shot him. If he
shows up around town, Tim, | want
to get him into a poker game.”

“For why?”

“Just before Grandpap left the
Three V, | gave him some money,
didn't 1? It was currency | had in
my pocket, Tim. The last cash the
Super Amalgamated paymaster gave

me. Understand?”

Tim Ford flashed him a swift
glance. “Oh, yeah! | understand,”
he said.

“Let’s take the horses to the pub-
lic stable and take care of 'em. We’'ll
get 'em out after we load the car.”

“Yeah, and we'd better have 'em
ready at the hitch rail in front of
the saloon, I'm thinkin’,” Tim Ford
said.

HEY put the horses up and

I cared for them, and drifted

down the street again. In
the store, saloon, and down at the
depot, they Kkilled time until the
wagon came in from the Three V.
Then they were busy getting the
stuff into the freight car, which
would be picked up by the local in
the morning. It was almost dusk
when they finished.

A few men had drifted into town
from the range, and more came with
nightfall. Some of Ortega’'s Dia-
mond Star men were among them,
as Dave had expected. Ortega him-
self did not ride in, but Sam Potter
did. He swaggered around the
saloon, asking questions. Dave and
Tim drifted into the saloon and
stood at the head of the bar. They
had got their horses from the
stable and tied them in front.

Sam Potter advanced toward
them, with a couple of other men
close behind him.

“Understand you're leavin' us,
Jackson,” he said to Dave.

“That's right. My stuff's goin’
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out on the mornin’ freight. 1 know
when 1've got enough.”

“1 understand you sent Grandpap
Hyams to the county seat.”

“Yeah. Maybe they can patch
him up,” Dave replied. “Felt |
should do somethin’ for him. He
helped raise me.”

“Who do you suppose shot him?”
Potter asked.

“How do | know? Maybe some-
body thought he was packin’ a few
dollars, and wanted it.”

“Was he able to talk much?” Sam
Potter asked. He showed just a
shade too much interest.

“Nothin’ to speak of,” Dave re-
plied. “He’s pretty old to stand a
shootin’ like that. Lost a lot of
blood before they found him. Well,
it's a long time till mornin’. Who
wants to play some poker? You,
Potter? Here's a chance to get some
circus money.”

Some of the men standing near
laughed. Potter signified his will-
ingness to get into a game. Tim sat
in also, and they picked up a couple
more men, both Diamond Star
punchers.

They used a table not far from the
front door, with a kerosene lamp
hanging over it to give a bright light.
A bottle was brought from the bar,
and preparations made for a long
session.

“Cash money game,” Dave said.

No chips, that meant. Cash
money on the table when a bet was

made. And so the game began.
Dave Jackson maintained a fire

of conversation as he played. Tim

Ford was silent and watchful. Sam

Potter and the other two seemed in-
tent upon getting as much of Dave’s
money as possible. The others in
the place drifted up to the table,
watched, drifted away again.

“Goin’ back East, Jackson?” Sam
Potter asked.

“Goin’ to the county seat first,
and make arrangements for a real
car to ship my horses in. They're
valuable nags.”

“Expect to see Grandpap Hyams
there?”

“If he’s still alive, I aim to talk to
him,” Dave replied.

Potter’'s eyes narrowed at that.
Tim Ford dealt, and the betting
began. Dave seemed to be betting
wildly, like a man trying to loosen
up a game. He found himself pitted
against Potter at the end.

It was what Dave had been wait-
ing for. Potter had indicated that
he held a good hand, one he would
back to the limit. So Dave raised
every bet, and kept the money com-
ing to the middle of the table. He
glanced down at each bill Potter
tossed on the pile.

face downward on the table,
put his hands on the table’s
edge, and bent forward slightly.

“Potter!” he snapped.

“Yeah?”

“The Super Amalgamated Circus
has a paymaster who handles a lot
of money. He gets new money when
he can. He’'s a nut about money, I
reckon. Keeps a record of serial
numbers, talks about counterfeits in
his sleep-——-- "

“Well, what of it? Let's get on!
You goin’ to raise me again?”

“Think you've got me beat?”

“It'll cost you another twenty to
see, hombre,” Potter replied, laugh-
ing.

“What | was goin’ to say about
the paymaster, Potter, was that he’s
got a little rubber stamp, and he
stamps each bill with it in the cor-
ner. Three little letters: S A C—
the initials of the show. Watches to
see if he ever gets any of the money
back and------- "

SUDDENLY he put his cards
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“What's that to me?” Potter
asked. He was looking Dave Jack-
son straight in the eyes.

“Last evenin’, when Grandpap
Hyams got kicked off the Three V
Ranch, | gave him some money and
told him to spend it in town. It was
money 1'd got from the show pay-
master, Potter, stamped like | was
sayin’. But somebody shot Grand-
pap and robbed him. They got that
circus money. And that last bill
you tossed on the table, Potter, has
the paymaster’s stamp on it. How
come?”

Dave’s meaning was plain enough.
There was sudden silence around the
table, and some men began moving
quietly away. The others in the
room grew silent, too. Sam Potter’s
face went white, then burned. He
let the cards he was holding slip out
of his hand. Thus the two sat, fac-
ing each other, each with their hands
flat on the table.

“Are you intimatin’--—-—- "
began.

“I'm sayin’, Potter, that you shot
down Grandpap Hyams from am-
bush and robbed him. That money
proves it. If you're aimin’ to do
anything about this, Potter, start!”

Tim Ford was watching the two
Diamond Star men in the game.
Dave was watching nobody but
Sam Potter. And the latter made a
quick move, swerving aside, jerking
his hands off the table, going for the
six-gun he carried.

Dave Jackson kicked the chair
from beneath him and lurched to
one side also. His gun barked at the
same instant Potter’s flamed. A
bullet brushed Dave’'s sleeve. His
own bullet crashed into Sam Potter’s
breast.

Then, side by side, Dave and Tim
were backing to the door, holding off
the others in the place, several of
them Ortega’s men.

Potter

“You saw him draw, gents!” Dave
called. “And you saw what he got
when he did it. If his friends want
any of the same, come and get it!”

He muttered something to Tim
Ford, and they turned and dashed
to the hitch rail. A jerk untied the
reins. They vaulted into their sad-
dles in the best circus manner, put
a few bullets around the saloon door
to deter those who would have
rushed out after them, swung down
on the off sides of their mounts like
arena performers, and went dashing
down the street and into the dark-
ness.

A few shots cracked behind them,
but the bullets flew wild. They
raced past the little depot and across
the railroad tracks, and took the
trail to the county seat. At the first
hill, they brought their horses down
to a walk. They could hear no
sounds of pursuit.

“Well, that there was .somethin’
like!” Tim Ford said. “It's about
time we were gettin’ in a few blows.
We've been standin’ with our hands
down and takin’ it on our chins long
enough. Them apes!”

CHAPTER X.
TWO WEEKS OF WAITING.

HEY made a leisurely trip to

I the county seat over a rough

trail, and went at once to the
hospital, where they learned that
Grandpap Hyams had stood the
journey well, was receiving the best
of care, and was sleeping.

They checked in at the little hotel,
slept for a few hours, got up and de-
voured an enormous breakfast, and
got busy. When the car arrived on
the freight, they unloaded it and put
their gear in storage and took their
clothes and personal effects to the
hotel. The horses were put into a
boarding stable, Tim Ford informing
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the stableman that he would care for
them and exercise them himself.

Dave Jackson mailed some letters,
wrote and sent several telegrams,
and got hold of the new sheriff and
took him to see Grandpap Hyams
and listen to a recital of fact and
suspicion. He also located a young
lawyer who seemed better than the
average cow-country attorney, ascer-
tained that he was honest and fear-
less, and conferred with him.

Tim Ford remained in the back-
ground during all this, asking no
guestions, but wondering consider-
ably. He was having the time of
his life strutting around town and
singing praises of Dave Jackson,
basking in Dave’s reflected glory.
He exercised the sorrel and spotted
pony and made them show their
paces and tricks for the entertain-
ment of the townsmen.

The sheriff had placed a guard
over Grandpap Hyams, in case the
wrong sort of visitor called. For
they were aware that news had
traveled to Rio Vista that Grandpap
Hyams would recover from the gun-
shot wound. Certain persons, fear-
ing they might be imperiled through
such recovery, might seek to make
that recovery uncertain.

There was a week of this, during
which time Dave Jackson did not
take Tim into his confidence at all.

“Eat, sleep, and prowl around!”
Tim said. “That's what we do.
What are we here for, Dave? |
don’t yearn to spend the winter in
this hick hotel. Why don't you
make a deal with some ranch, so’s
we can live on it and do some horse
trainin’ and such?”

“We came out here to do that on
the Three V, Tim, and that's where
we're goin’ to do it.”

“Yeah?” Tim Ford came to life.

“I'm workin’ out a plan. 1 ain’t
sayin’ anything ’'cause it might put

the jinx on the whole scheme. Il
know in a few days how things are
goin’ to come out.”

They were sitting on the front
porch at the hotel. Down the street
came the old railroad-station agent.
He waved a yellow envelope at Dave.

“Telegram for yuh!” he called.
“Couldn’t make head or tail of it.
Must be in code.”

Dave Jackson seemed unduly ex-
cited, and the agent acted like this
was a great moment in his life. He
seldom had a telegram to deliver.
As he hobbled away, Dave looked at
the envelope and turned it over and
over. Finally, he seemed to gather
courage enough to open it. He
glanced at what it said, and gave a
whoop of delight. He smashed Tim
Ford between the shoulder blades
with a palm which stung.

“Tim, you're goin’ to be tickled

pink!” he declared. “I ain’'t tellin’
you anything now. You can go
right on bein’ curious. Another

week or so, man, and you'’ll be singin’
for joy.”

“Another week, huh? And | ain’'t
to know nothin’?”

“You can know this much—we're
goin’ to get the Blasells out of their
trouble, and maybe have a war doin’
it. Blasell knows what I'm plannin’.
I was able to make him understand.
But | warned him not to tell even
Nancy. This thing I've planned—
it's got to hit all at once with a
smash, or it's no go.”

“After all this here mystery and
playin’ around, you'd better make
good with me, Dave. | ain't to be
trifled with. You fail me, and I'll
start lookin’ around for a new boss.”

AVE JACKSON was busy
D during the next week. He
had many conferences with
the lawyer, the sheriff and others.

They acted like men sharing a
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secret, and Tim began getting hot
around his collar. Everybody
seemed to be in Dave’s confidence
except him, and he resented it.

“1f 1'd tell you everything now,
it'd spoil the surprise,” Dave said.
“You just play around town, and
wait.”

A Three V man came prowling
around the county seat one day, and
Tim Ford located him in a saloon.

“1 reckon you came to town for
news, hombre,” Tim said. “Well,
sir, Grandpap Hyams is goin’ to get
well. Me and Dave Jackson are still
here. When we’ll leave and where
we'll go is known only to Mr. Jack-
son himself. Our horses are fine,
and | don’'t think it's goin’ to rain.
You get up into your saddle now,
like a good boy, and ride right back
and tell Carlos Ortega and Jeff King
that, huh?”

“And no argument!” Tim snapped
at him. “You know what we do to
spies around a circus? Man, it'd
make good readin’! You hang
around town more’n an hour longer,
and I'll danged well show you.”

“What right have you got-—--

Tim Ford slapped him up against
the wall and tickled his stomach
with the point of his knife. The
Three V puncher wilted.

“Me, I make my own rights,” Tim
said. “lI’'ve told you all the news
here, so suppose you tell me some.
How's everything at the Three V?”

“S-same as usual,” the puncher
stammered. “The old man’s still
sick. We’'ll be havin’ round-up in a
couple of weeks.”

“You reckon there’'ll be much to
round up?”

“I—1 don’t know nothin’. They
just sent me here to learn how
Grandpap is cornin’ along.”

“They seem to be a heap inter-
ested in an old puncher they fired,”

Tim Ford said. “Right considerate
of 'em, I'd say. You tell that Jeff
King hombre that I'm hopin’ to
meet up with him again some day,
and slap him down. What did they

think about Sam Potter bein’
killed?”

“He had it cornin’, I reckon. Too
slow on the draw.”

“You're young yet,” Tim Ford
said, inspecting him critically.
“Might have time to reform. But

you're sure travelin’ the road to per-
dition now, bein’ hooked up with
that outfit. Well, get goin’!”

The Three V man left town in a
hurry, and Tim Ford drifted back
to the hotel to find Dave sitting on
the porch again. And as before, an
excited station agent came hobbling
down the street waving a yellow
envelope.

Dave Jackson ripped this message
open at once and read if swiftly.
He folded it and tucked it into his
coat pocket, and grinned at Tim.

“The waitin’s almost over, old-
timer,” he said. “You can shave
and bathe and prepare for the party.
This evenin’, I'll be fellin’ more.”

He left Tim on the porch and hur-
ried away, to see the sheriff and the
lawyer again. Tim remained sitting
there nodding to the townsmen who
passed, and wondering what was
going to happen. He was com-
mencing to feel excited without
knowing why he should.

HEY ate the evening meal,
I and dusk descended. The
plaza of the county seat
blossomed with kerosene lamps on
posts and in front of the business
establishments. A few people wan-
dered around listlessly. The county
seat was not very active except when
court was in session.
“Let’'s wander down to the depot,”
Dave Jackson said.
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“Yeah.” Tim got wup and
stretched. “Almost time for the
evenin’ freight to get in from the
junction. There’s some excitement
—watchin’ a hick branch line freight
come in!”

“Oh, you want some excitement?”
Dave asked, grinning. “Man, you're
goin’ to have some.”

“Still promisin’,” Tim Ford com-
mented. “When are you goin’ to
commence makin’ good?”

“It won't be long now,”
said, grinning again.

They reached the depot and sat
on an empty crate on the platform.
The old agent was fussing around
like a man with the weight of the
world on his shoulders.

“Gosh all!” he told them. “Three
cars to be spotted off the freight.”

“Yeah, business must be rushin’,”
Tim remarked. “You ought to see
the Super Amalgamated roll in once.
Three trains ’'stead of three cars.
Best horses in the world! Best hom-
bres, too! Old Rio Grande Riley
bellowin’ around and showin’ off in

Dave

front of the folks. Man!”
“Couldn’t handle three trains
here,” the agent said. “Ain’t got

side-track room.”

“Don’t worry, hombre,” Tim said,
grinning. “There ain’t any chance
of the Super Amalgamated bookin’
in here this season. We’'ll give you
time to build more side tracks.”

Down the track, a locomotive
screeched, and a headlight glowed
around a curve. Dave Jackson
tossed away the remnant of a ciga-
rette and stood up, hitched up his

pants and tightened his belt. Tim
Ford got up beside him.
“Where’s the excitement?” Tim

demanded.
Dave grinned.
train,” he replied.
The train stopped on the main
and was cut in two. A brakeman'’s

“Let's watch the

lantern signaled, and the locomotive
pulled part of the train onto a side-
track. It stopped again, unhooked
and left three cars, went on to the
main again, and switched back to
pick up the caboose.

The three cars had been spotted
opposite the depot. Two were stock
cars, and seemed filled with horses.
The third was a bunk car such as
are seen with railroad-construction
trains. Tim Ford had just time to
notice that the three cars bore the
name and emblem of a well-known
Eastern railroad, when he heard a
wild hail:

“Well, here we are! Tumble out,
roughnecks! Where's Dave Jack-
son? He's supposed to meet us.”

Tim Ford gasped his surprise.
Then he howled:

“Rio Grande Riley!
of a gun!”

Across the track and toward the
platform, led by the giant “Rio
Grande” Riley, came twenty men, all
Wild West riders for the Super
Amalgamated.

You old son

CHAPTER XI.
CIRCUS COWPOKES.

AVE JACKSON and Tim
D Ford were surrounded, en-

gulfed, slapped on their
backs until their skin smarted, had
endearing bad names howled into
their ears. Rio Grande Riley
stepped aside with Dave for a mo-
ment’s conference, then turned back

to the men.

“Unload!” he barked. “Feed and
water! Grub line! Snap into it,
roughnecks!”

The switching done by the train
had attracted the attention of
townsmen around the plaza, and
they began drifting toward the
depot. Their calls soon brought
others. The people of the little
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Arizona county seat were treated to
a spectacle of unwasted motion and
circus discipline.

Chutes were put at the car doors,
and horses were unloaded. A picket
line went up. Water and food for
the animals appeared from some-
where. A fire was started, and a
circus cook got coffee started and
began cooking stuff in huge cans.
Blankets were stripped off the horses
and stowed away in packing cases
from which came bridles and saddles
and other gear. The horses were
made ready for the trail.

The men began eating. Rio
Grande Riley bellowed orders con-
tinually, and between orders talked
to Dave Jackson.

“All the men understand the situa-
tion,” Riley said. “We're ready. |
brought twenty of the best, Dave.
Everybody wanted to come. Real
work back on the range for a season,
at range wages! Man, they jumped
at it! We’ll harden up and learn
some new tricks. But what's this
about round-up?”

“Late this season,” Dave ex-
plained. “On purpose, | think, so
they can do some dirty work.”

“Everybody seems to know every-
thing except me,” Tim Ford com-
plained.

“Here it is, Tim,” Dave said. "I
wrote the show and Rio Grande and
outlined the case here. I'm hirin’
this bunch for the off season.”

“I've got it! Jeff King and his
men can quit, and to blazes with
‘'em!”

“That’s part of it.”

“There’s goin’ to be a ruckus!”
Tim Ford danced with excitement.

“Probably a good one,” Dave
said. “Jeff King’'s goin’ to have a
chance to see some circus dudes and
circus softies, as he called 'em, in
action.”

“Circus softies, eh!” Rio Grande

”

roared. “This bunch? Hold my
head till I laugh. Every roughneck
in the bunch itchin’ for a fight.”

The lawyer called Dave. He
went into conference with him. The
sheriff appeared and joined them.
Then the two were introduced to the
circus men.

The meal was finished. Gear was
packed away. Personal war bags
were loaded on a mule-drawn wagon
which suddenly appeared, having
been engaged by Dave in advance.
Packing cases were taken from the
car and put on another wagon. A
buckboard appeared also, and the
sheriff and lawyer got in, waved to
Dave, and drove away.

Rio Grande approached Dave,
jerked his body stiffly erect and
saluted:

“Ready to move, sir,” he said.

“A  welcome drink at the big
saloon,” Dave directed. “Tim, get
to the stable and get our horses.”

IM FORD hurried away

I gleefully. Dave swung up

behind Rio Grande. The
others mounted. Like a section of
cavalry, they rode across the tracks
and along the railroad to the plaza,
where they dismounted at the hitch
rails in front of a big building ablaze
with light.

The townsmen were agog. These
riders wore the costumes of circus
cowboys. Their mounts were paint
ponies, their saddles rather fancy.
One of them rode carrying a lance on
his stirrup, attached to which was
a pennon of scarlet, bearing in gold
the name of the Super Amalga-
mated.

But there was a practical look
about the gun belts, holsters and
guns they carried. And while they
were more graceful in movement
than most range riders, there was
nothing soft-looking about them. It
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dawned upon the townsmen of the
county seat that these were all
picked men, champions in ranch
work, the best riders and ropers in
the land. And Dave Jackson, from
the local county, was their star!

They drank, sang and fussed
around for half an hour or so, rolled
cigarettes, fraternized with the
townsmen. Then Rio Grande got a
nod from Dave Jackson and roared
above the din:

“Mount!”

They hurried from the saloon and
got into their saddles. Tim was
there with the sorrel and spotted
pony. He and Dave mounted and
rode beside Rio Grande. The latter
barked a few orders, and, like a
cavalry detachment, the score swung
into formation and trotted along the
side of the plaza and out of the
town.

“1'm missin’ the band,” Tim Ford
complained.

They passed the two wagons,
which had started ahead of them.
They jogged along at an easy but
steady pace, and finally caught up
with the buckboard carrying the
sheriff and lawyer. Dave spoke to
them, and the riders went ahead.

Several times they stopped to rest
their mounts, and at each of these
stops Dave outlined what he had
planned, until they understood
thoroughly. In time, they ap-
proached Rio Vista.

Tim Ford scouted ahead. Rio
Vista slept. Not even the saloon
had a light burning. The troop went
through the little town slowly and
out on the trail which led to the
Three V.

They encountered nobody. It
lacked a couple of hours to dawn
when they neared the Three V ranch
buildings. Dave Jackson led them
off the trail and to the bottom of a
coulee, where they dismounted to
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wait. With Tim Ford and Rio
Grande, he returned to the trail.

Shortly before dawn, the buck-
board approached, and Dave talked
to the sheriff and lawyer again, and
gave them instructions, and the
buckboard drove on. Then the three
returned to the waiting men. Rio
Grande remained with them in the
coulee, to move along it and get
nearer the house. Dave Jackson and
Tim Ford went back to the trail and
rode along it briskly to the end of
the Three V lane. The buckboard
had stopped there, out of sight from
the house.

The first streaks of dawn were in
the sky when Dave and Tim rode
down the lane. Smoke was coming
from the cook shack and from the
ranch house. A few men wandered
out of the bunk house, to wash faces
and hands at the pump, and go
about the morning chores.

AVE and Tim galloped up to

D the front of the house. They

dismounted and tied their

horses. The men at work by the

corral and barn recognized those two

mounts immediately, and spread the
news of the return of the pair.

Dave knocked on the front door.

There was a wait, then Nancy
Rlasell opened it.

“Dave!” she gasped. “You've
come back. Now, there’'ll sure be
trouble.”

“So your father hasn’t told you
anything. Good!” Dave said.

“Told me what, Dave?”

He entered with Tim and closed
the door, and shot the bolt.

“Don’'t want to be disturbed,” he
said. “How'’s your father?”

“He’s fine, Dave. The last two
weeks he’s improved wonderfully.
I've been careful about his food and
drink. He’'s tried to act dull and
drugged when any of the others
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were in the room, but | think they're
commencing to suspect that he's get-
ting much better, instead of worse.”

Dave was halfway to the bedroom

with Tim at his heels. Nancy ran
ahead of him.
“Tell me-——-- ” she began.

“Got to see your dad quick,” Dave
said, and opened the door.

Bill Blasell was awake and
propped up in the bed. He greeted
Dave with a wide smile.

“Howdy, lad!” he said.
everything?”

“Plan’s all worked out, sir. We're
ready for the show-down. Here's
some papers you can look over.
Stuff 'em under the pillow out of
sight if anybody comes in.”

Before they could say more, some-
body was pounding on the front
door. Dave grinned at Nancy.

“1 suspect that's Mr. Jeff King,
cornin’ to kick me off the ranch
again,” he said. “Let him in. Let

“How's

anybody in who's with him, too.
And don’t worry about what'’s goin’
to happen.”

“l1 want to know what------ " the
girl began.

“Do as Dave says, Nancy,” her
father directed.

She hurried into the living room,
and Dave sat on the edge of the bed,
and Tim Ford stood against the wall
with his thumbs hooked into his
belt, so he could get at either his
gun or knife quickly.

They heard Nancy open the front
door, heard a stentorian voice, then
boots thumping the floor. The door
of the bedroom was thrown open,
and Jeff King came rushing in
angrily with three of the Three V
punchers behind him.

“Jackson, | thought | told you
not to come back here,” King said.

“Possibly you did. What of it?”

“You won't get away as easy
again. What are you doin’ here?”

“Visitin’ with Mr. Blasell just
now.”
“Well, get out! We don't want

any killers around here, You shot
down Sam Potter over a card game

“Reckon you might as well tell the
truth of it,” Dave said. “I dis-
covered he'd shot Grandpap Hyams
and accused him of it. He went for
his gun, but was a mite too slow.
Grandpap Hyams is fine, by the
way. He'll be out of the hospital
and back in the bunk house in an-
other ten days.”

“Not the Three V bunk house!”

“Yeah, the Three V bunk house.
Grandpap had a lot of interestin’
things to tell the sheriff. Every-
body’ll maybe hear about 'em later.”

“Come on, Jackson, and get out
of here!” King said. “You're
botherin’ Mr. Blasell.”

“Why, Jeff, I'm enjoyin’ his visit,”
Blasell said. “I'm askin’ him to do
as he planned, stay here all through
the winter season.”

“You are, huh?” Jeff King said.
“Do we have to go through all that
again? I'm takin’ him and his pard-
ner out of here right now, and maybe
he’'ll be taught this time that we
mean it when we tell him to stay
away.”

pounding of hoofs took Jeff

King to the window. Some
vehicle had come up the lane and
stopped in front of the house, but
he could not see anything more from
the window. Somebody knocked on
the front door, and Nancy hurried
into the living room again.

“As long as I'm foreman around
here--—- ” King began.

“But you ain't foreman any
more,” Bill Blasell interrupted. “I
don’'t like the way you've been run-
nin’ thinks. Dave’s foreman now.”

SQUEAKING wheels and the
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“Oh, he is? This circus dude?”

Tim Ford stepped away from the
wall. “That's enough of that kind
of talk, you ape!” he snarled. “I've
held my hand ’'bout as long as |
can.”

Jeff King whirled toward his men.
But the door opened before he could
speak, and two men came in. On
the vest of one was a gleaming star
which designated him as the sheriff.

“Howdy, Mr. Biased!” the sheriff
greeted. “A little early, but I've got
some business that can’t wait. You
never met Lawyer Wilkes, | reckon.
Got them papers handy?”

“Here they are,” Biased handed
over the papers Dave had given
him, and at which he had glanced.
“Give me a pen.”

While King and his men looked on
in bewilderment, Biased signed his
name a few times, and the lawyer
muttered a notary’s lingo and Bill
Biased said, “Yes.”

Then, Dave Jackson faced Jeff
King, while Tim moved nearer to
indulge in violence if necessary.

“King, you're fired!” Dave said.
“I'm half owner of the Three V
again, back here where my dad
meant for me to be. That's what
these papers are about. I'm buyin’
in and takin’ charge. Roll your
blankets and get out!”

CHAPTER XIlI.

“hey,

VEN in his moment of rage
E and with three of his men at
his back, Jeff King knew bet-
ter than to start trouble with the
sheriff standing beside Dave Jack-
son and Tim Ford. He wanted to
get out of the house, cad the other
men to him, and get word to Carlos
Ortega of what was happening.
“Fired, am 1?” King snarled.
“We’'ll see about that! What are

rubel”

you tryin’ to put over?” He turned
to the sheriff. “Mr. Blasell's sick.
Out of his head half the time. He
ain't responsible, don't know what
he’'s doin’. This man Jackson is
puttin’ over somethin’-------

“Dang your hide, don’t say | ain’t
responsible!” Biased roared from his
bed. “For more’'n two weeks, | ain’t
been gettin’ any of that dope you
were havin’ the chink feed me.
We've been tossin’ his stuff away,
and Nancy’s been cookin’ my food
and givin’ me my drink.”

Jeff King’s face turned almost
purple. He whirled to the door and
darted through, and his three men
followed him. They rushed out of
the house and down toward the
corral, King howling for his men to
gather. They came from bunk house
and cook shack, from corral and
barns.

The lawyer remained with Biased,
and the sheriff hurried out with Tim
Ford, Dave following them. Nancy
followed Dave. He had almost
reached the front door when she
called to him. He stopped and
turned back to her.

“Dave, I—1 didn't understand,”
she said.

“Nothin’ much to understand. |
couldn’'t put up a fight when | was
here before without havin’ King and
the men walk out and causin’ a lot
of trouble. So | let him keep on
runnin’ things a couple of weeks until
I could get my plan through.”

“But, Davel! You being half
owner again, and acting as foreman,
doesn't change matters much. If
King takes the men away with him,
and the work season coming--—--- "

“You watch through this win-
dow,” Dave interrupted, grinning,
“and maybe you’'ll see somethin’ in-
terestin’. I've got to hurry now.”

He hurried out on the porch,
where Tim Ford and the sheriff were
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waiting. The three went slowly
down the steps. Down by the cor-
ral, Jeff King was talking to the
men. Some of them went back into
the bunk house and came out
buckling on their guns. King spoke
to them again, and then, with him
at their head, they started up toward
the house.

One had remained behind. Now,
he vaulted into the saddle of a horse
which had been made ready for the
day’s work, bent low, and rode
swiftly toward the trail.

Dave Jackson stepped out on the
driveway. With all the power of his
lungs, he gave the circus call for
help:

“Hey, rube!”

King and his men came on, and
the rider he had started to the Dia-
mond Star to warn Carlos Ortega
ripped with his rowels. But there
was a sudden thunder of hoofs. Out
of the near-by coulee came a score
of men mounted on fine horses. One
of them carried a pennon on a lance.
They made a captive of Jeff King’s
man as he tried to swerve aside.
Above the drumming hoofs could be
heard the stentorian voice of Rio

Grande Riley:
“Hey, rube! Right at 'em, rough-
necks! Dave needs us. Round 'em

up!”

ING and his men came to an
K abrupt stop, astounded. The

riders came on at top speed.
Rio Grande Riley barked an order,
and they spread out and charged
along the lane. King’'s men turned
and started to run back toward the
bunk house.

“Round 'em up!” Rio Grande was
howling.

The men were yelling as they rode.
Ropes began circling over their
heads as they ran nooses. One of
King’'s men became panic-stricken

and fired. One of Riley’s men was
shot, and another was wounded.

Men howled and cursed, horses
skidded and wheeled, ropes sang
through the air and fell and were
jerked taut, men sprawled help-
lessly on the ground. There was no
more shooting. The surprise had
been complete. King and his men
were rounded up, roped, hustled to
the ranch-house porch.

“Here they are, Dave,” Rio
Grande reported. “I think we've
got 'em all. Is this the King hombre

who thinks all circus men are softies?
I've a notion to------

“Easy!” Dave commanded. *“Just
line 'em up. [I'll get the book and
pay 'em all off in cash. Then you
can see that they get their blankets
and ride.”

“They’ll ride!” Rio Grande prom-
ised. “A fine bunch of hoodlums,
pretendin’ to be cowboys and range
riders! Been takin’ their wages
under false pretenses, | reckon.”

Rio Grande and his men watched
the prisoners carefully. Dave went
into the house to get the pay book.
Standing on the top step, the sheriff
addressed the prisoners:

“You men get out of the county
as fast as your nags can carry you!
I've got evidence enough to send
most of you to the pen. I'm lettin’
you go if you clear out. If | ever
catch any of you in this county
again, you'll get slapped into jail.”

“You ain't got any right-—-- ”
King began.

“Shut up!” the sheriff barked at
him. “I'm not lettin’ you go with
the others, King. 1I'm holdin’ you
till we decide what to do with you
and some of your friends, particu-
larly Carlos Ortega.”

“Carlos Ortega?
yeah, as you’'ll learn,”
“He’s a big owner--—-——- "

“He’s a big crook!” the sheriff in-

He's my friend,
King said.
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terrupted. “You and Carlos Ortega
had plenty to do with the shootin’
of Grandpap Hyams, I'm thinkin’.
Also with keepin’ Mr. Blasell doped
and gettin’ him to sign papers. We
know how you’'ve been robbin’ the
Three V right and left--——--- ]

“Big talk don’'t mean much.”

“Shut up, or I'll turn my back and
let these boys from the circus handle
you,” the sheriff threatened.

Dave came from the house with
the pay book and a bundle of cur-
rency and a sack of coins. He paid
off the men, King last. King was
taken down by the corral by two of
the men, to be guarded. The others
were taken to the bunk house to get
their belongings. They were allowed
to catch up and saddle their own
horses. The sheriff confiscated all
their weapons.

“You won't be needin’ guns in this
county,” he said. “After you leave
it, | ain’'t carin’ how many you have.
Ride!”

The majority of them seemed glad
to get away with nothing worse than
this. They went down the lane and
into the road, and turned toward
Rio Vista.

Dave showed the ranch layout to
Rio Grande. And now most of the
men attacked the morning chores.
They took turns raiding the cook
shack, ate heavily, frightened the
Chinese cook with their glares. After
breakfast was over, Dave fired him.

“Got a circus cook cornin’ with
the wagons,” he said. “He knows
how to feed this bunch of rough-
necks. Now, you make tracks!”

AVE and Tim Ford, the sher-

D iff and lawyer, ate in the

ranch house a breakfast

which a smiling Nancy Blasell had

taken pains to prepare. They gulped

the food, for they were in a hurry.
The work was far from done.

“We may have some trouble at
the Diamond Star,” Dave said.
“Ortega may get wind of this and
be ready for us, but the men can
handle the situation.”

“I'll go ahead in the buckboard
with the Law, and be waitin’ near,”
the sheriff said. “Try not to shoot
up too many of 'em. It's a big job
writin’ out official reports.”

“What are you going to do,
Dave?” Nancy asked, timidly.

“Clean up the whole valley,
Nancy, so’s we'll have the right kind
of neighbors. Everything’'s planned,
and all we have to do is carry out
the plans.”

“If there’s to be trouble------- "

“Shucks! Rio Grande and the
boys eat trouble. And here’'s Tim
Ford grievin’ because he can’t get
into a big ruckus.”

“But you-—-- 7

He glanced at her swiftly.
generally lucky,” he said.

The sheriff and lawyer drove away
in the buckboard. Rio Grande
Riley chose two men to remain be-
hind and guard the Three V while
the others were gone. On a mule he
owned, and with his belongings in a
big bundle fastened behind the sad-
dle, the Chinese cook started for Rio
Vista, jabbering imprecations.

“Dave, | think he’s cussin’ you
out,” Tim Ford said. “You want
me to put a bullet past his head?”

“Let him cuss,” Dave replied,
laughing. “We’'ve got more im-
portant hombres to consider.”

Rio Grande Riley and his men
were looking to their riding gear, in-
specting their six-guns, tightening
their belts. Some of them were
carrying rifles now, also. Dave and
Tim Ford went out and got into
their saddles.

“Let’s ride!” Dave said.

They went to the road, then cut
across country toward the Diamond

“1'm
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Star, where Carlos Ortega made his
headquarters. He owned the Bar
Box also, but kept only four men
there, as Dave had learned. The
other two small outfits he had
bought were worked from the Dia-
mond Star.

Over a rolling hill went the caval-
cade, down into a winding gulch,
Dave showing the way. He knew
every foot of this country, had rid-
den over it as a boy. He knew how
they could get close to the Diamond
Star ranch house without showing
themselves.

But one of Ortega’s men, abroad
early to look for some missing colts,
saw them. He was not near enough
to make out their identities. But
the scarlet pennon intrigued him,
and the militarylike formation the
riders maintained, and he guessed
they meant no good for Carlos
Ortega. Undoubtedly, they were
heading for the Diamond Star, too.

The rider cut down a hill and
ripped with the rowels to get top
speed out of his mount and carry the
alarm. Dave and the others rode on
slowly through the gulch, cut up
over another hill, and went down a
slope studded with stunted trees.

Then they were into another de-
pression which curved toward the
Diamond Star ranch buildings.
Dave raised his hand and ordered a
halt. He and Rio Grande Riley
dismounted and crawled up to a
place from which they could see the
ranch house. They saw men hurry-
ing around by the corral and among
the outbuildings. The ranch bell
was ringing, which meant all Or-
tega’s riders were being called.

“They're wise,” Dave said.

“Yeah, | reckon they're expectin’

somethin’,” Rio Grande replied.
“It may be hot work, Rio
Grande.”

“Who cares?”

“1f you're regrettin’ the deal we've
made, and want to back out----—-- "

“Dave Jackson, I've known you
for quite a spell,” Rio Grande inter-
rupted, “and that's the first down-
right silly remark 1've ever heard
you make. Let’s ride!”

They descended and mounted
again. Dave explained the layout to
the men. They went on for a dis-
tance under cover, then suddenly
emerged within three hundred yards
of the ranch house, with level ground
free of obstructions between it and
them.

They quickened their pace. They
could see Ortega’'s men gathering
near the corral. Some of them were
hurrying to get mounts saddled.

“Hey, rube!” Rio Grande cried.

They spread out, and charged.

CHAPTER XII1I.
DAVE ACTS IN EMERGENCY.

EFF KING had been brought
J along, fastened in his saddle, his

wrists lashed behind his back.
One man had been assigned to guard
him, with instructions to shoot him
if he attempted to escape. The in-
structions had been given by the
sheriff.

The sheriff and lawyer, in their
buckboard, came driving into the
Diamond Star lane now, and stopped
to await results. Jeff King's guard
took him over beside them.

The others charged on. But
Carlos Ortega did not get in a panic
as Jeff King had done. He had been
warned by his man, and this charge
convinced him that these men were
enemies. He knew only that some-
thing had gone wrong, that this was
an invasion by a hostile force.

Guns began barking down by the
bunk house and other outbuildings.
Bullets flew past the heads of the
circus cowboys. But in that mad
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charge they made elusive targets.
One checked his horse and slipped
quietly from the saddle to nurse a
wounded leg. A horse went down,
but the rider landed on his feet and
ran on, his gun out and belching.

Two of Ortega’s men sprawled on
the ground. The others were run-
ning for cover. Some got into the
bunk house, and Ortega and three of
his men into the ranch house itself.
Ropes were singing and falling, and
men were being jerked to the
ground. The wild howls of Rio
Grande told his men what to do.

Somebody began firing from a
window of the ranch house, and
Dave felt a bullet brush his left arm.
He charged toward the end of the
veranda. Tim Ford and another
man got to a place where he could
not be seen from the window.

The three dismounted and got
upon the porch, watching the front
door. The riders were rounding up
Ortega’s men. Ortega had only
twelve at the Diamond Star, and
four of them were down. The battle
was soon over.

The prisoners were herded to the
porch. Rio Grande's men searched
the buildings for others, but found

none. Ortega and his three men
were still in the house, but were
quiet. The sheriff drove the buck-

board down the lane, and Jeff King
was brought along behind it.

It was the sheriff who pounded on
the front door.

“Come out, Ortega, and bring
those men with you!” he ordered.

The front door was opened," and
Ortega and his men came out.

“Drop your guns!”

The guns were dropped.
Ortega stepped to the railing.

“What is the meaning of this?” he
asked. “You are the sheriff, it
seems. Why do you let these men
raid my ranch?”

Carlos

“They're my deputies, every one
of them.”

“What does it mean, senor?”

“Your game’s up, Ortega. First,
your men are goin’ to hit the trail.
Get your nags and stuff and get out
of the county! |It’s jail for you if
you don’t. I've got plenty of evi-
dence. Want to pay 'em off?”

“Why should | pay them off?
What right have you to send my
men away, with the busy season
coming on? How is it you carry out
the orders of this circus clown?”

“Let me at him!” Tim Ford
begged.

“I'm handlin’ this now,” the sher-
iff said. “It's up to you, Ortega,
how it's handled. Do as | say, and
it'll be better for you. Pay off your
men! They've got to ride. I'm
givin’ them until dark to get out of
the county. They can just make it
if they ride south.”

“I1f 1 do not see fit to do so?” Or-
tega asked.

“Do as | say, in everything, or go
to jail!” the sheriff snapped. “I’'ve
got evidence enough to send you up
for twenty years. Grandpap Hyams
started us on the right road to get
it.”

“Evidence that | have done what,
senor?”

“Robbed the Three V blind
through your man, Jeff King. Kept
Bill Blasell doped and got him to
sign papers. Had a hand in tryin’
to bump off Grandpap Hyams, so he
couldn’t talk. Grandpap is willin’
to overlook it. The Three V has
been the heaviest sufferer, and its
owners are willin’ to let you go—
providin’ you do certain things.”

“What things?”

“Pay these men, first, and the ones
you've got at the Bar Box, so’'s they

can ride. If you don’t, they'll be
made to ride anyhow. Make it
quick!”

W S-3B
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ARLOS ORTEGA returned
C into the house, with two of

the riders guarding him. He
came out with a book and a metal
box. With as few words as pos-
sible, he paid off his men.

“Riley, have some of your boys
see that these hombres get their
own mounts and stuff and get
started,” the sheriff ordered. “Now,
Ortega, we'll get at the rest of it.
You do the talkin’, Dave.”

“It’'s soon said,” Dave Jackson
replied. “Ortega, we don't want a
man like you in this valley. We
could send you to prison, but that'd
mean a delay and a lot of litigation,
and we want to get things settled.
I'm buyin’ you out.”

“You are what, senor?”

“1've gone through the records. |
know what you paid for this place,
and for the others. I'm addin’ a
little to that price. A lot of valu-
able stuff on the range is really
Three V stock anyway. |'ve got the
papers all ready, and here’s a lawyer.
We close the deal now.”

“And the money, senor?”

“l had quite a lot left after |
bought back my half interest in the
Three V. And Rio Grande Riley
and some of the boys have been
savin’ their circus wages, and they’ve
come into the deal. 1've got certi-
fied checks in my pocket, Ortega.
I'm payin’ as soon as the papers are
signed.”

“Perhaps | do not care to sell.”

The sheriff stepped up again. “All
right! I've got warrants here, Or-
tega. Close this deal and get out,
so the air’ll be purer hereabouts, and
I won’t serve the warrants. Refuse,
and | take you to jail, and all your
men along with you for witnesses.”

Carlos Ortega shrugged his shoul-
ders. “It seems you are holding the
highest cards, senor,” he said. “Let
us get at the business, please.”

WS —4B

The papers were read and signed,
and Dave Jackson handed over the
certified cheeks. Property Ortega
could take with him was designated,
and was to be loaded into a wagon
and delivered at the Rio Vista depot,
and shipped. Ortega wrote a note,
and two of Riley’'s men started for
the Bar Box with it, calling in the
men Ortega had working there.

“Riley, you'll handle the Diamond
Star,” Dave said. “l’'ve arranged
at the county seat for a bunch of
good, honest punchers to report to
us soon as word gets back we're
ready for them. We’'ll have a full
crew for all the outfits within four
days, in time for the heavy work.”

The Diamond Star riders drifted
away toward the county line as
qguickly as they could get ready. The
Bar Box men came riding in, learned
what had happened, were disarmed
and paid off and sent away also.

“We're goin’ to combine the Dia-
mond Star, the Bar Box and small
outfits, and name the works the
Super Amalgamated,” Dave ex-
plained. “Riley’s goin’ to quit circus
business along with me, and manage
the new outfit. Some of the boys
will stay on, and some go back to
the show in the spring.”

“And we're goin’ to raise and train
stock for the show,” Riley added. “I
made a deal with the Super Amalga-
mated before | left. The riders can
winter here and work and keep in
condition. It's a fine set-up.”

UT Carlos Ortega did not

B seem to share their enthu-

siasm. He was rather morose

as they rushed around, loading his

stuff on a wagon, sending his men

away, saddling a horse the deal al-
lowed him to retain.

Ortega knew that he was fortu-

nate to get away like this, with

money in his pocket. He realized
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that had been allowed because Dave
Jackson wished to avoid the months
of confusion which would have en-
sued if everything went into court.
But resentment burned within him,
and his eyes gleamed whenever he
looked at Dave.

“Riley, I want one of your men
to ride along with me,” tire sheriff
said. “He's to watch Ortega. I'm
takin’ him to Rio Vista and seein’
that he keeps right on goin’. Your
man can come back from there.
And you, Ortega, want to keep goin’.
You'll be picked up if found in the
county after to-night.”

“Am | to be ordered around like a
tramp?” Ortega snarled.

“Get on your horse!” the sheriff
barked at him. “Ride behind the
buckboard with that man guardin’
you. And don’t try to make any
bad move, or you'll get it!”

The sheriff and lawyer got into the
buckboard after shaking hands with
Dave, Tim Ford and Rio Grande.
Carlos Ortega, his face a picture of
rage, got up into his saddle. The
man assigned to guard him began
untying his horse from a hitch post
at the end of the porch.

“Senor Jackson, | have you to
thank for all this,” Ortega said.
“Perhaps it is not the end.”

“Your threats don't worry me
any, Ortega,” Dave said.

“Perhaps this will worry you,
Senor Jackson!”

Ortego had been disarmed of the
six-gun he had been wearing. But
he had another weapon beneath his
coat. And now he brought it out,
and the sun flashed from it as he
jerked it up. It spat flame and lead.

Caught off guard, Dave tried to
get out his own gun. But a bullet
esmashed into his upper right arm
and whirled him halfway around
with the impact. Ortega wheeled
his horse, threatening those nearest

with his gun.
Dave again.

There was another flash, and it
was not caused by gunfire. A streak
of fire seemed to shoot through the
air, but it was only the sun revealing
the course of the knife Tim Ford al-
ways wore and which he could use
so well.

Carlos Ortega’s gun dropped from
his hand as half a dozen of the men
were whipping out their weapons.
He reeled in his saddle, threw out
his arms, crashed to the ground.

“That ape!” Tim Ford
“Tryin’ to go gunnin’ for Dave!”

“He won't ever go gunnin’ for
anybody again,” Rio Grande re-
ported, after a quick look. “That
makes it simpler, | reckon. His men
will sure scatter now, and there
won’'t be any danger of Ortega get-
tin’ some of 'em together and takin’
to the hills. That was a right handy
cast of the knife, Tim.”

But Tim was hurrying to Dave’s
side, and the others followed him.

“Through the flesh of the upper
arm,” Dave said. “Nothin’ to get
worried about. Rio Grande, you've
got a few wounded men scattered
around, and they’'d better be patched
up. Only one of our boys. None of
'em bad hurt, I reckon.”

“1'll tend to it, Dave.”

“Tim, you hit the trail for the
Three V, takin’ a couple of the men
with you, and tell 'em there that
everything’'s all right.”

“Yeah, I'll tell her,” Tim said,
grinning and starting for the spotted
pony.

“i’'ll
hours.”

HEN he rode down the
W Three V lane with two of
the men, his right arm in a

sling, Nancy Blasell
porch, waiting.

He prepared to fire at

said.

be along, in a couple of

was on the
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The men went on to the corral.
Tim Ford, who was near the end of
the porch, grinned and followed
them.

“Tim told us everything, Dave,”
Nancy said. “Oh, I'm so glad
everything’s worked out. This’ll be
a peaceful, prosperous valley again.
And you can be a range man and a
circus man both. Tim said how Rio
Grande was planning to train stock
for the show here, and you’'ll be
training men, | suppose.”

“Oh, I reckon!” Dave admitted.

“Your arm------ 7

“Nothin’ to worry about.”

“You come right in the house and
let me dress it right,” she said.

Dave went in to see Bill Blasell
first. Extending his left, Dave shook
hands. A smile of complete satis-
faction covered Blasell’'s face.

“You take it easy and get well
now, old-timer,” Dave said. “Nancy
thinks she needs to fix up my arm.”

In the living room, he sat beside
the table, and Nancy got hot water,
bandages, iodine, and began work.

“1 hope you’ll like it being home
again,” she said.

“No question of that!”

“But won't you get lonesome? No
big crowds, and the band doesn't
play here!”

“1 can get along without a band.

Rio Grande and the boys will keep
me from gettiri’ lonesome.”

“Oh, yes, of course. But | meant
Well, Dave, what of the
future? Are you going to bring that
Madame Delphine out here to the
ranch after you marry her? Will
she like it here?”

“Delphine would hate it,” Dave
said.

“Oh, Dave! What are you going
to do, then?”

“I'm just goin’ to forget Del-
phine.”

“Isn’t that— rather heartless?”
Dave grinned. “Honey--—-—- " he
began, and she looked up startled.
“Somebody was havin’ fun with that
Carlos Ortega, | reckon, when he
wrote tryin’ to find out things about
me. Madame Delphine is the fat
lady in the circus sideshow. She’s
around six hundred on the hoof.
And she’s old enough to be my
mother. Me, | don’t feel quite up
to a romance with Madame Del-
phine.”

She flushed, her eyes sparkled, she
laughed outright. She was very
close to him as she prepared to put
on the new bandage. And Dave
Jackson had one good arm left, and
had been trained to act quickly in
emergency.

So he knew just what to do—
and did it.
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The Promised Land

By

VON CORT

Author of “Gun Smoke Sawbones.”

OX TRUITT grinned at his
newly washed and shaven
image in the cracked hotel
room mirror. With his
black whiskers removed, he

didn’t look so bad. A bit of walnut
stain covered the revealing pallor of
his skin where the beard had been,
and the bushy growth on his upper
lip had been duly trimmed and
tamed down to a pair of respectable
but elegant “longhorn” mustaches.
Pleasantly he bent in front of the
stingy looking-glass, and, out of the
tail of his eye, surveyed the jim
dandy San Francisco hair cut. Joe
Moss, the livery stable owner down
the street, had given him that.
Truitt winked a sly eye at the mirror
and turned toward the low window.
It was a long time since he had been
quite so pleased with his own ex-
terior. As for the inner man, he'd

never been prone to waste much
thought on him.

From the window of the Eldorado
Hotel, where he stood, he surveyed
the panorama stretched out beyond
the uneven string of mangy clap-
board houses that comprised Broken
Wagon. To the west the foothills of
the Rockies rose starkly in the clear
afternoon air, presenting their re-
sentful barrier against invasion from
the east where low grasslands bil-
lowed in rounded hillocks like a pet-
rified ocean with occasional storm
crests of sagebrush and juniper.

But the ground was already grow-
ing stony, with an occasional rock
jutting out the farther west one’s eye
wandered, and the crossing of the
river at Broken Wagon had truly
earned its name. Truitt could now
see the short line of wagons moving
their laborious wav westward in the
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distance, rocking and swaying over
the uneven trail. Two or three hours
more, and they would come into the
town and curse its name. Fat farm-
ers from the East, with money sewn
into their belts; innocent, naive,
thinking of Apache Indians as their
only dangers. They would need
guides, dependable, honest men with
nerves and muscles of steel. Fox
Truitt twirled his mustaches, and
had a last glance at himself before he
descended to the roaring saloon be-
low. Never in his life had he looked
guite so respectable.

Joe Moss was shoeing the dun
mare as Truitt reached the livery
stable. He straightened up as Fox
entered, and gave him an appraising
look. “Yes, sir,” he said. “What
can | do for you?”

Truitt slapped himself on the knee
and let out a guffaw. “Reckon you
can finish shoeing that hoss of mine.”
He grinned as the big man wiped his
sooted brow in bewilderment,
“What a man you are! Don’'t even
know your own customers!”

Moss looked him over, then went
on with his work. “Who'd ever have
thunk it?” he commented. “You
look so downright honest, you even
fooled me.”

“Here,” said Truitt, and drew out
his purse, “I'll pay you now. 1 fig-
ger I may have to come right early
in the morning and get her.”

An understanding glance shot
from the livery man’s eye. “I sabe,”
he said, pocketing the money. “You
aim to sneak your party out before
dawn, so nobody’ll see you guide
them. Pretty slick, Fox! Pretty
slick!”

N
LLRT]

the last flare of red sank behind the
silhouetted mountains, when the first

wagon came into town. The horses
lay wearily against the leather as
they dragged the heavy vehicle over
the stony ground,

A sandy-haired, square-shouldered
youth, astride a fuzztail mustang,
rode side guard, and urged the tired
animals on with frequent cracks from
his rawhide whip. A mere slip of a
girl held the reins, sitting stanchly
erect in the flickering light of the lan-
tern that swung from the front bow
of the wagon. Beside her sat an old
man, obviously her father. It was
a hefty wagon, built solidly of oak,
and with strong, thick-spoked
wheels. Apparently it had come
thus far without mishap. Every so
often the young fellow would glance
at the girl and his confident air
would change for one of tenderness;
when his eyes went to the old man,
pity ruled them,

“Babes in the woods,” said Truitt
to himself. “As green as the grass
on the hills, and just as easy to
pluck. They've got good clothes on
them and decent horses,” he chuck-
led. “And likely as not, plenty of
cash to buy more with. Man!” he
said half aloud as he watched them

swing in and stop at the livery
stable. “It’ll be a cinch! Yes, sir, a
cinch!”

Behind him, inside the hotel, the
noise increased as the oil lamps were
lighted and a steady stream of cus-
tomers crossed the gallery—gold
miners, trappers and immigrants,
The flaring yellow light and painted
girls lured them and made them
spend their hard-earned money with
light hearts. Truitt went inside for
a final drink before sauntering over
to the stable. At the bar he stopped
and almost wheeled on the spot.

With his elbows leaning leisurely
on the mahogany, a tall, eagle-eyed
trapper was surveying the crowd,
His lean face shone with revengeful
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purpose as though he were search-
ing for some one. An ugly scar
flamed across his left cheek and
added a sinister aspect to his looks.
Without taking his eyes from the
crowd, he reached back for his glass
and tossed down a couple of fingers
of the raspy tarantula juice that
passed for whisky in the Eldorado
Hotel. He seemed to be examining
the populace one by one.

With forced nonchalance Truitt
called for a drink and waited for the
gaze of the scarred one. Presently
the man looked straight at him, and
Truitt felt a chill race up and down
his spine. He himself had put the
scar on that cheek, and the costly
furs of many months’ hunting had
been his.

The trapper’s glance passed, and
Truitt breathed easier, rubbing his
newly shaven chin with relief. But
could he be sure that the trapper
had not recognized him? Was it
perhaps a ruse? His hand wan-
dered reassuringly inside his vest to
where a derringer snuggled against
his armpit. He'd go out into the
dark and wait for the man to come
out. Then a shot in the back, and
he'd feel real safe.

Slowly, leisurely, he made his way
between the girls and the gaming
tables and reentered the gallery that
ran the full length of the building.
Carelessly he stalked to the end and
ambled around the corner. There
was enough light from the stars to
see any one emerging from the hotel;
not enough to distingiush features,
but there was no mistaking the trap-
per. He'd cut an outstanding figure
anywhere, tall and lanky as he was,
with his eagle-beak nose and long
flowing hair.

Truitt puffed on a fresh cigar as
he waited in silence, a ready hand on
the derringer. Several wagons had
pulled in now, and he saw camp fires

bob up in the dark on the other side
of the houses across the street. Here
and there the plink-plunk of a banjo
rose in the still night air, accompa-
nied by chants in husky voices.
From the livery and blacksmith’s
came the roar of bellows and clang-
ing of metal on metal.

“Oh, my darling, oh, my darling,
Oh, my darling Clementine,

You are lost and gone forever,
Oh, my darling Clementine.”

“Red Lucy” was singing inside the
barroom, and “Drunk” O’Neill was
banging away on the tinny piano.
Several voices joined in the chorus.
Inadvertently Truitt's foot tapped
out the time on the weathered
boards.

OWN the street a couple of
D drunken cowboys swayed

along, stumbling over their
own feet, growling at each other in
their peculiar, guttural voices. A
couple of women crossed the street,
followed by their men carrying suit-
cases. They disappeared through
the hotel entrance. It would be
good to sleep once more in a soft
white bed before starting the long
trip across the mountains. Who
could tell, perhaps it would be the
last time they slept in a bed!

“But | kissed her
Little sister
And forgot my Clementine.”

Truitt stiffened, and the derringer
slid halfway out from under his coat.
The trapper had come out. Truitt
threw his cigar behind him. A
shower of tiny sparks eddied be-
tween the rocks and died down. He
pulled himself into the shadow and
cocked the hammer.

“Pardon me, mister, but can you
tell us where we'd be likely to find
a parson?”
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Truitt whirled, his hair on end.
The derringer slid back into his vest
and he caught his breath with a lit-
tle sucking sound.

“Huh? What's that?”

There they stood before him in
the starlight, the two young ones
from the first wagon. He, tall and
firm-muscled under his deerskin
jerkin; she, small and lithe, standing
straight up and down, apart from
him, but near enough to feel that she
belonged. Their soft moccasins had
deadened the sound of their footfalls
as they came up the street.

“You see,” said the young man,
“we aim to get married afore we
start over the mountains.”

The girl stirred a little as he spoke,
and in the sparse light Truitt saw a
tiny smile come to her soft white
oval of a face.

“Yes, yes,” he said, still a bit be-
wildered. “A parson?”

“She lost her ma two weeks ago,”
the young man went on. “The
Apaches got her near Buffalo Bend.
They ain't no tellin’ what to-mor-
rer’il bring. That's how it is. We
just figger on getting married.”

The idea was outlandish. To ask
for a minister in a place like Broken
Wagon. Fox Truitt rubbed his chin
and stared at the two before him.

“Well, now,” he said, “I'll tell you
folks. We're kind of short on preach-
ers in this here town. But how about
a justice of the peace? We got one.
He can wed you, if you like.”

The youngster looked question-
ingly at the girl. “What do you say,
Mamie?” he asked, his deep voice
suddenly toned by an uncertain
tremble.

She looked up at him, and her
hand found his. “Whatever you say,
Kit,” she answered without hesita-
tion.

For a moment they stood in si-
lence; only the stars looking down

on them. Some one came out of the
barroom, and the song blared out in
all its loudness.

“You are lost and gone forever,
Oh, my darling Clementine.”

Truitt cleared his throat. “Come,”
he said, “and I'll show you where the
justice lives.”

They followed him down the street
toward the cabin where “Snaky”
Alcott, the peace officer, lived,
Truitt, during the walk introduced
himself as Jim Ledger and learned
that he was in the company of Kit
Langdon and Miss Mamie Payson,
long ago of West Virginia.

At the livery stable the girl’'s fa-
ther, Hiram Payson, a solemn, gaunt
man, joined the little procession.
Truitt swore silently as they found
Snaky Alcott’'s cabin shrouded in
darkness. They pounded on the
door with vigor, but without result.
Probably drunk, thought Truitt.
The evening was still young; there
might yet be hope.

him,” he told the others. “You
people sit down on the porch and
I'll go fetch him.”

“Look here,” protested Kit Lang-
don, “we don’t want to cause you no
trouble.”

“ Tain’t nothing,” insisted Truitt
and left, headed straight for Daley’s
saloon. No sooner had he reached
the swinging doors than they flapped
open and a man was thrown back-
ward into his arms.

Fox Truitt helped him to his stag-
gering feet and steadied him.
“Snaky,” he said, “come on down
to your house. | got some business
for you to do.”

“Get out of my wav,” stuttered
the peace officer excitedly. “I ain’t
got no time. Lemme at the fellow
who threw me out!” He pushed

I THINK 1 know where to find
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Truitt aside and made for the door.
“Hold on,” said Truitt, and grabbed
him by the coat. “Them folks is
waiting for you to wed them.”

“Well,” shouted a voice from the
inside, “did you get enough, or are
you coming back for more?”

Alcott struggled toward the door.
“Lemme at him! Lemme go!”
“Come on,” insisted Truitt.

got better things to do!”

“Here,” said the struggling peace
officer suddenly, tearing the badge
from his coat. “You do it. . You
marry 'em. | deputize you to do it.”

Before Truitt could protest, Alcott
freed himself and left the other gap-
ing, with the star in his hand.

As he hurried down the street, a
loud crash from the saloon made him
turn around. The justice of peace
had come flying out again, this time
to lie still on the board walk a string
of curses his only signs of life.

“You

They found a ragged old Bible
among the fighting peace officer’s
effects. So it came to pass that
Fox Truitt, the star prominently dis-
played on his coat, under which his
derringer reposed, married as man
and wife, to have and to hold, for
better or worse, in sickness and
in health—one, Kit Langdon to one,
Mamie Payson. Truitt conldn’t
read, so the old man Payson opened
the Good Book per chance and read
the piece about the traveler from
Jericho who fell among strangers and
robbers and who was finally saved
by the good Samaritan. Then
Truitt pronounced them man and
wife, and a horse trader and a gold
miner who had passed in the street
were called in as witnesses by Mr.
Payson and signed their marks on a
piece of paper with Kit's and
Mamie’'s names. Suddenly awkward,
the two youngsters had shaken
hands all around and then gone,

hand in hand, to spend the night at
the hotel.

Truitt, after having closed up the
cabin and left Snaky’s star on the
table, walked old Payson down to
the wagon camp.

“That livery stable owner was
talking about how you know a
quicker road across the mountains,”
began the old man. “He said you
sometimes worked as a guide.”

“Sure,” answered Truitt, jiggling
the coin that Kit Langdon had given
him after the ceremony. “Sure’s my
name’s Jim Ledger. | know a faster
and better way to the promised land
than most.”

“If you'd guide us, we'd pay you
well,” went on Payson. “We got a
good wagon and horses. They can
stand rough going. 1'm hankering to
see that promised land of California
afore 1 die. 1 been thinking, since
my wife------- Well, I'm an old body
and | reckon'l aint got long to go.”

“I'll guide you,” said Truitt.

They had now reached the camp
and come into the red glow of the
many fires that splashed the wagon
wheels and canvas with crimson.

“1 was thinking,” said Payson, and
looked his companion over, “of that
text | just read about the traveler
on the road that fell among rob-
bers.”

“Yes?” said Truitt, and felt some-
thing snare his throat.

Payson kept looking him over and
measuring him on all sides. Finally
a smile spread on his old face, and
he laid a gentle hand on Truitt's
shoulder. “1 was thinking mostly of
the good Samaritan, Come, let’s
make some coffee.”

HE dawn was still gray, and
I a veil of hoarfrost covered the
grass and rocks as the Payson

wagon pulled out the next morning.
A sleepy orange sun edged over the
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horizon and threw long vague shad-
ows ahead of the travelers. Behind
the Paysons came another, smaller
wagon, drawn by mules. A farmer
family from the Ohio had found it
wise to join up and take advantage
of the short road, and the Paysons
had been glad to have the company.
The more, the slower, perhaps; but
also the safer.

Kit Langdon rode close to the
wagon to-day, and once in a while,
when they thought no one was look-
ing, the two youngsters held hands.
They were apart from all the others
now.

With a glance back at the sleeping
town of Broken Wagon, Fox Truitt
turned to his party and made a men-
tal survey of the men. There were
two men in the Carlson family, and
one young boy of thirteen. There
were two women, one young and one
old, and a little girl.

Truitt contemplated the heavy,
naive faces and laughed at their
childish blue eyes. He dismissed
them with a shrug. They’d go first,
with surprise on their slow faces;
then, when Kit and his father-in-law
came up to see what had happened,
he'd plug them before they had a
chance to think. The whole thing
would be a cinch.

What none of them saw, riding
steadily on their trail, doggedly
keeping them in sight without being
seen himself, was a tall, wiry trapper
on a lean horse. He had a nose like
an eagle’'s beak, unkempt shoulder-
long hair, and purpose in his far-see-
ing eye.

The ground rose steadily, and the
air became thinner and cooler. The
little flock plodded on, trusting in
their guide. Forever challenging
them was the long, jagged line of
blue that looked like a solid cloud
bank hugging the horizon—the
Rockies.  Imperceptibly, day by

day, it would grow or it would re-
cede, depending on the weather.
Sometimes, in the morning, Kit
could swear that they were within
half a day’s ride of the mountains;
then, at night he would feel as
though the horses and wagons had
gone backward like crabs and the
rock-set horizon was farther away
than ever.

“Tell us something about Cali-
fornia, Mr. Ledger,” Mamie Lang-
don asked Truitt one night as they
were gathered about the fire. “Tell
us about the rich farm land and the

strange trees. The sun always
shines. Ain't that so?”
And Fox Truitt talked. Told

them of the land that they would
never see. He fabled about farm
lands and fruit trees and sunshine,
picturing it for them as best he
could, for he had never seen the place
himself. Only fools went over the
mountains to California; but he did
not tell them that. His eyes wan-
dered over them, one by one, as they
sat in the flickering red glow of the
fire, mouths open, eyes glued on him.
The two children were leaning in
their mother’s lap, eyelids drooping,
their last look awarded the speaker
before strong arms lifted them, and
carried them to the wagons. Always
he would end up, looking at Mamie
Langdon sitting with her husband’s
hand in hers, asking interminable
guestions. Soon they would all be
dead, these innocent fools who
trusted in God and strangers.

“You must come and visit with us
when we get settled in California,”
Mamie was saying. “You must
come often and stay long. The latch-
string will always be loose.”

He had no ready answer for that.
He wanted to chuckle softly to him-
self, but found that he couldn’t, and
wondered why.

One of the Carlsons had an old
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guitar, and they took to singing their
old-time songs. They always sang
before they went to sleep. There
was one song that old Payson always
wanted to hear just before they
turned in. Truitt had no ear for
music, but this tune kept haunting
him during the restless hours of the
night. It was a sort of hymn; a
hymn about the promised land where
all good people went. It sickened
him with a queer feeling he had never
known before. Sometimes, when the
old man asked for the song, Truitt
got up and walked out, out into the
dark. But he could not walk far
enough to escape the words, and be-
fore his mind was forever the picture
of hopeful faces about the dying fire,
dreaming of the promised land.
What had happened to him? Had
he gone mad?

HE night the first flurries of

I snow came floating on the

north wind and breathed its
chill warning on them, he and Kit
Langdon remained by the fire after
the others had gone to rest.

“The trail is getting cold,” said
Kit after a long silence. “There
ain't even a sign of the Indians.”

Truitt did not answer for a while.
He caught the tiny shade of doubt,
perhaps mistrust, in the other’s
voice.

“Not even the Indians know this
trail,” he answered. “Only | know
it.”

“Do you?” said the young man
suddenly.

Truitt laughed to make the other
confident, but could not tell whether
he succeeded. There was an air of
unrest about Kit Langdon as he rose
to go to the wagon.

Fox Truitt looked after him.
“To-night!” he said to himself. “To-
night!”

He had the first watch. In the

light of the embers, he took out his
derringer and examined it. His
rifle, lying across his knees, needed
oiling. When he was through oiling
it and looked up, some one was star-
ing at him from across the fire. His
heart jumped and skipped several
beats as he saw the long lean, eagle-
nosed trapper looking down on him.
The uncertain light licked the long
scar on the man'’s left cheek.

Finally Truitt got his breath.
“You come sudden,” he said, finding
no other words.

The trapper smiled and reached
his long arms toward the heat of the
fire like a giant vulture stretching
its wings before settling. “l come
quiet,” he remarked softly. “Didn’t
mean to scare you. Howdy!”

Behind him Truitt saw the trap-
per’s horse, standing at a distance by
the trailing rein. The animal was
unshod. That's why he hadn't
heard it, or perhaps it was the echo
of that infernal song in his mind that
had prevented him.

Slowly Truitt’'s hand strayed up
near his chest, his fingers itching
nervously for the grip of the derrin-
ger. The trapper settled himself and
lighted a pipe.

Desperately Truitt tried to read
his face, to see if he was recognized,
but the trapper’'s countenance re-

vealed nothing. His  weather-
bronzed skin was an inscrutable
mask in the poor light. The danc-

ing flames threw queer little moving
lights and shadows over his face,
making it look like wrinkled parch-
ment.

“It's a lone trail,” he said at last,
in the taciturn way of his kind.

Truitt’'s mind raced, trying to
catch the implication, if any, in the
remark. “Yep,” he finally answered,
“it is.”

“Going to Californy, I
said the trapper.

s'pose,”
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Truitt nodded.

The trapper sucked on his pipe
and meditated for a spell. “You
been on this trail afore?” he asked,
breaking the silence as a distant wolf
howl echoed in the hills.

Truitt’'s pulse was quickening now,
perspiration starting to press out
under his hat brim. What was that
infernal trapper leading up to? Why
was he asking all these questions?
Did he, like Truitt, know that the
trail ended nowhere? That it pe-
tered out amid the banks and drifts
of the eternal snow where hunger
and frost rule—that there was no
trail.

“Certainly,” lied Truitt, biting his
lip. “Would | be taking these folks
over the mountains if I hadn’'t been
to California this way myself?”

The trapper’'s expression =never
changed. “No harm meant,” he said
slowly, boring his eyes into Truitt's
in his peculiar manner. “Only it'sa
hard-going trail, and | thought | was
the only man who knew it. | reckon
I was wrong,”

Fox Truitt felt dizzy. The other’s
words rang in his ears, and his tem-
ples hammered like Indian war
drums. So there was a trail—a path
to the promised land!

HE trapper pulled his blanket
I around himself and curled up
by the fire. His long body re-
mained still as a log. He slept with-
out sound, and once, when Truitt
added a few chips to the fire and
stirred it up a bit, he sat up in-
stantly and looked about; then,
without a word, he lay down and
went to sleep again. After an hour
and a half, he got up and folded his
robe. “I go,” he said.
“At this hour?” asked Fox Truitt.
“To see my traps,” answered the
other, moving toward his horse.
Truitt watched him disappear into

the dark. “What are you trapping
up here?” he called after him.

“White fox,” answered the trap-
per without looking back.

Soundlessly, with the quick agile
motions of a cat, Truitt rose and
sneaked after the trapper, his rifle
cocked.

The uncertainty was driving him
mad. Was the man playing a game
with him? Had there been a mock-
ing smile behind that inscrutable
leathery face on the other side of the
fire?

Light, downy flakes of snow came
dancing out of the night and tickled
his face, blurring the view as he
strained his sight trying to catch a
glimpse of his quarry. Now and
then a tiny lump of snow, fallen from
the hoofs of the trapper’s horse, indi-
cated that he was on the right track;
but no one was in sight. Once he
thought he detected a fleeting
shadow disappearing behind a giant
boulder, but apparently it was noth-
ing. The trapper kept dissolving
into thin air and snow flurries.

Again Truitt seemed to sense a
movement among the rocks on the
hilly slope along which he was pass-
ing, when suddenly, with a howl that
shook him to the very marrow of
his bones, hell broke loose behind
him.

Whirling, he saw a group of sil-
houetted riders sweep over the hill-
top and dash down toward camp.
Feathered heads and lances swirled
through the air. Whoops and sav-
age yells rent the stillness. Auto-
matically Truitt took aim and sent
a bullet after the raiders. When he
reached the wagons, his rifle still
smoking in his hand, everything was
in a turmoil. Bewildered, the immi-
grants were stumbling from their
sleep, firing their guns at the In-
dians.

As suddenly as they had come out
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of the night, as abruptly they de-
parted through the whirling snow-
flakes, whooping and shouting as
they drove the stampeded horses and
mules before them. A mass of tan-
gled reins and broken tethers were
the only signs left.

Cursing heartily, the men reloaded
their rifles and stood waiting for the
redskins to return, but no attack
came. Hopeless, speechless, they
faced each other, knowing full well
the significance of what had oc-
curred. Without draft animals they
were stranded in the vastness of the
mountains. They could not carry
enough food along to chance it on
foot. The women and children
would perish, then the men, one by
one.

Truitt felt all eyes upon him and
squirmed under their glances. They
looked to him, their guide, in the
emergency. He had been on guard
when the raid had come. Out of his
carelessness, their predicament had
arisen, yet he saw no malice in the
eyes of the men, not even in the blue
eyes of Kit Langdon.

“Some sudden,” was all he could
say, standing there in their midst
like a wet dog. “Some sudden!”

In the pause that followed, one of
the Carlson men put some wood and
chips on the fire that now flamed
against an ocher-smeared, chilly
eastern sky. Finally Mamie Lang-
don smiled at him. “I guess it
couldn’t be helped,” she said, and
leaned against her husband. “Sure
was some sudden.”

Truitt saw no fear in her eyes as
she stood there before him, just as
she had stood the night he had mar-
ried her to Kit—for better or worse,
in sickness or health.

Kit's face was serious with the full
importance of the situation. “What
d'ye reckon we had better do?” he
asked slowly.

HE women had began cook-

I ing breakfast, and the men

felt once more secure, seeing
a routine chore performed with such
calm. After all, they weren't dead
yet. Surely, there must be some-
thing that could be done.

“Look!” shouted old Hiram Pay-
son suddenly. “A rider!”

They turned and saw the trapper
come at them in a slow gait, his horse
carefully picking its way among the
stones. The tall, spare man sat
oddly slouched in the saddle, a
shadow of painful drowsiness dark-
ening his face. He was a dozen
paces from the wagons when he sud-
denly slumped forward and slid to
the ground.

The horse stopped at once and
whinnied nervously. The broken
shaft of an arrow in its master’s side
told a story more eloquent than
words. Kit and Mamie were already
at his side, lifting him gently, while
others got blankets ready by the fire.
One of the children commenced
bawling and was promptly slapped
in the face by a kind but heavy
hand.

As they nursed the trapper, and
Payson, who was quite a hand with
wounds, removed the arrow and
bandaged the gaping hole it left, Fox
Truitt’s eye wandered to the horse,
which stood faithfully at attention a
short distance from the fire. Not
until the trapper had opened his
eyes and whistled softly to it, did the
animal pay any heed to the oats that
Kit brought it. There, in that lone
horse, was escape from starvation.
At night, wdien they were all asleep,
Truitt would sneak awhy. Perhaps
he would also have gold—gold that
would be utterly useless to starving
people.

An hour later, with the somewhat
recovered trapper in their midst,
they held council.
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“It’'s a cinch/' said the wounded
man, “that them Indians ain’'t going
to give back the horses and mules.
So you folks better empty yer purses
if yeh got any, and send some one
back to Broken Wagon for some
more horses and mules. | got one
good cayuse. Yer welcome to use
that, any of yeh that knows the
trail.”

One by one they all turned to
Truitt.

“Mr. Ledger knows the trail,” said
Mamie Langdon, “if he’s willing.”

There was a silence in which
Truitt met the trapper’s stare and
found no recognition there. Kit
Langdon finally spoke. “I reckon
Mr. Ledger knows the trail all right,
and it ain't that | want to appear
distrustful, but—well, he’'s kind of
a stranger after all.”

“Don’'t blame you none,” said
Truitt, an odd feeling taking his
breath away. “l am a stranger. So
far’'s you know I might never come
back.”

Again Mamie spoke, her clear eyes
smiling. “Shame on your thoughts,
Kit Langdon. Who'd leave poor
folks to starve and die like this? No,
sir, I know an honest man when 1
set eye on one, and he’s that.”

Kit mumbled something, and Pay-
son came forward. “She’s right!” he
exclaimed. “Mamie never was mis-
took on people. Here!” he said,
opening his clothes and removing a
heavy money belt. “Will you go for
us and get horses, and forgive us for
doubting you?”

“A lone rider should get there easy
in two days,” commented the trap-
per. “Ride old Carrie for all she's
worth. She can stand it.”

Truitt felt the heavy belt in his
hands, but could not look at it.
Neither could he see the others
clearly, Payson, Kit and Mamie and
the Carlsons, as they stood around

him awaiting his answer. A strange
wet film blurred his eyes, and the
same queer sensation that had
moved him the night he saw Kit ten-
derly press the first husbandly kiss
on Mamie’s lips, moved him now.
Suddenly an impulse to sling the
money at their feet and tell them
what fools and idiots they were, tore
at him like hot rage; but still he
stood, the money in his hands, his
lips quivering with lack of speech.
“And God ride with you,” added
Mamie, “and protect you, that we
all may see the promised land.”
“Amen,” said the others.

HEN Truitt, two long days
W later, again saw the bustling

town of Broken Wagon, it
had somehow changed its aspect.
No longer did he feel that he be-
longed. At any other tittle he would
have headed straight for the Eldo-
rado Hotel without a doubt as to his
purpose there; but now, as the trap-
per's mare slowed down to an
ambling gait through the street, his
mind was in a turmoil. An invisible
bond stretched out from the very
horizon behind him and held his
being with an unfamiliar feeling of
responsibility. In a daze, he looked
upon the accustomed sights with
strange eyes.

Riding past Snaky Aleott’s cabin,
he found himself turning in the sad-
dle, staring after it till his neck grew
tired. Did he see two figures wait-
ing for him in the deep shadow of the
porch? One tall and broad! An-
other small and slender! In sickness
and in health, till death do us part.
Suddenly he faced about and shook
his head disturbedly. For certain,
he was going loco!

The horse stopped undecidedly in
the middle of the street between the
Eldorado and the livery stable.
Some one touched his stirrup. With
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a start he looked at the man. It
was Joe Moss.

“Back already, huh,” said the
stable owner and looked Truitt over.
“Must have done a pretty good job.
You don’t look none the worse for
wear.”

Truitt met his eyes hazily, and his
brow wrinkled. “The horses and
mules,” he announced slowly—*“In-
dians stampeded every one of them.
They’ll starve to death. They're
helpless.”

Moss blinked at him mirthlessly
and shook his big, shaggy head in
understanding. “That's one way of
putting it,” he commented. “Foxy,
you're a hard customer. Yeah, man.
Now, you ain't forgetting who put
that bit of business your way, are
you?

Truitt had no answer to make, did
not seem to hear the other’s words.
He spurred the mare and started
down the street without looking
back. Moss stared after him, his
mouth ajar, his eyes pinched to a
vicious squint. s

“So that's the way the wind
blows,” he grated. “So that's it?
Well, mebbe we can do something
about that.”

By nightfall Truitt had a good
cavvy of horses and mules, and a
waddy to help him trail-herd them.
He had had a few hours’ sleep and
Carrie had been fed and rested.

“Be ready at dawn,” he told his
rider before he left him in charge
of the animals at the horse trader’s
corral. “We’'ll start with the first
light. We got far to hustle.”

Still feeling like a stranger in town,
Truitt headed for the Eldorado and
entered the barroom. Making his
way through the crowd, he soon
found himself at the faro table. His
first bet was one of the silver dollars
that Kit had given him the night of
the wedding. He hesitated before
playing it, but it won, double and
triple for him. After that there was
no stopping him. His luck soon
drew the attention of every one in
the establishment. Here and there
an eye gained a light of suspicion.
But however closely they watched,
the man seemed to be playing fair
and square. It was uncanny.

When at last he staggered from
the table at midnight, weary with a
luck that he could not understand,
his pockets were heavy with coin.
Outside, the night cooled his brow,
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and he smiled in the dark as he
thought of how the immigrants
would stare getting their money and
more back. He seemed to walk on
air as he headed down the street, not
sensing the stealthy movement in
the shadows ahead of him.

“Reach for it,” said a voice sud-
denly. Whirling, Truitt fired after
the sound with the derringer, which,
out of old habit, he had been carry-
ing in his hand.

"i '""HE world seemed to blow to
pieces next to his ear, and he

A  felt a stinging pain in his left
shoulder. A man thudded to the
ground and leaned with a groan
against the house in the shadow of
which he had stood. But guns began
spitting flame from across the street
as Truitt, clutching his shoulder,
took it on the run. From shadow to
shadow he sprang, gasping for breath
as he tasted the salt flavor of blood
in his mouth.

“They’re helpless,” he stuttered as

r

he ran. “They'll starve to death
without horses.”
One by one lighted windows

sprang up in the night and dark
forms moved cautiously out on
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moonlit porches. The pursuers
dodged behind the houses, but Truitt
knew well enough that they were far
from through with him.

Presently he made the corral, his
legs beginning to feel wabbly. The
hired waddy sprang from the fire
where he'd been sleeping and stared
in amazement at his boss.

“We're lighting out now,” de-
dared Truitt. “We ain't got a min-
ute to waste. | got a pack of two-
legged coyotes on my heels.”

“But your shoulder!” exclaimed
the man. “You cain’t ride a mile the
way you're fixed. You're bleeding
like a stuck pig!”

“Neved mind that,” cried Truitt.

“We'll fix that on the way. Now,
pronto, pronto hombre! Get a
move on!”

On the morning of the sixth day
after he had left them, they saw him
coming over the last hill—a small
herd of mules and horses and two
men. The immigrants were silent
with gratitude as they walked out
to meet their rescuer. Then Mamie
suddenly grasped Kit's arm and gave
vent to a cry of dismay. One of the
riders had sagged queerly in the sad-
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die. As Kit reached him, after a
breathless run, Truitt fell over on
his broad shoulders.
I “They're helpless,” Truitt kept
mumbling. “They’'ll die without
them horses. Git along. Git along.”
“He’s been saying that over and
over,” explained the waddy as they
laid Truitt on blankets by the fire.
“He was loco with the fever from
that wound; but there warn't no

eyes they stood around him where
he lay with his head in Mamie’s lap.
With ebbing voice he asked them to
sing that song about the promised
land, and they were singing it now.
No longer had he a desire to walk
away out into the dark where he
could not hear them.

“He’ll never see California again,”
said Mamie, the tears rolling down
her cheeks; but when they saw his

stopping that hombre. | reckon he's last expression, it seemed to all of
about done for.” them that he must have looked into
The man was right. With moist the promised land.

A New Serial,
"BRAND OF THE C BIT,” by ARTHUR HAWTHORNE CARHART,

Begins in Next Week’s Issue.

SEA-FARING BIRDS

EATTLE’S water front was all agog recently when the power schooner
S President came in with a more than usually salty tale. Captain

Thomas L. Thompson was the bearer of the strange occurrence.

“We came in toward Hecate Strait about one o’clock in the morning,”
he said. “We had been running in heavy fog for about three hours, and if
was so dark you couldn’t see a boat length ahead. We were nearing land
and we stopped to take soundings.

“1 came forward from the wheelhouse as Nels Walberg started to cast
the lead. The next thing we knew there were bird cries all around us in the
dark and we could hear the rustle of what sounded like a million wings.

“The birds were like mosquitoes, there were so many. They seemed
to be so tired they could hardly fly, and they settled down on the decks
and masts and over the wheelhouse. We picked them up and threw them
overboard to make a path back to the wheelhouse, but more settled where
they had been.

“They started going down the hatch into the fo’'c’s’'le and the boys be-
low threw them out as fast as they came in and finally closed the hatch.
They got into the engine room and the engineer was driving them out of
corners for all the next day.

“Then they started laying eggs on the deck. We got six of the eggs
to bring home with us. We lay off the land taking soundings until day-
light, and the birds sat on the boat all night. They flew away at dawn
and we came on into Queen Charlotte Sound, homeward bound.”

Captain Thompson believed the birds were of several varieties of
forked-tailed petrel which frequent northern waters. They were about the
size of gulls and the eggs were three quarters of an inch long and pure white.
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Trouble

Shooter

By H C. WIRE

Author of “Danger Fighter,” etc.

REGG was Kkilled at
Black Peak station last
month,” Forest Super-
visor Ramsey was say-
ing. “Old Grant Vail
set off another fire down there
and burned five hundred acres
of timber. Maybe he shot Gregg;
maybe he didn't.” Ramsey was
standing behind his office table, a
short gray man in uniform, hammer-
ing the table top with a hard fist to
emphasize each point. “What I'm
telling you, Walt, is to take no
chances. There's trouble in that

WS-5B

district— more than we know about.
If you go down------- ”

Walt Burnet grinned as he inter-
rupted. “Never mind the warning.
You talk as if | just joined the forest
service yesterday. If | go down
there | expect trouble, sure. With
Mexico only five miles away, and
Grant Vail fighting us at every turn,
I don’t figure this will be a vacation

trip. When do you want me to
start?”

“Right now.”

“Good. Suits me.” Walt picked

up his straight-brimmed hat and
scarred, worn gloves. Then he
paused, facing his chief with a
quizzical look. “Suppose | get that
Black Peak district tamed,” he said,
“get it in order and make it safe—
you won't keep me down there, will
you, Ramsey?”

&>*m
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For a moment the supervisor
didn’'t answer. His gray eyes con-
sidered the tall lean figure in front
of him thoughtfully. Walt Burnet
wore no uniform; except for the
campaign hat, he might be a cow-
puneher, or a border drifter. A pair
of rain-darkened chaps covered
faded blue jeans. His boots were
scuffed. A colorless cotton shirt had
many patches of his own sewing.
Everything about him spoke of a life
lived in tough places, doing tough
jobs. Even his lean face with high
cheek bones, weathered skin and
dark-brown eyes had taken on the
set mask of his solitary work and
living. Yet Walt Burnet was a
young man.

Five years ago Supervisor Ramsey
had taken him into the Coronado
Forest as a ranger at large—sort of
trouble shooter in the service. Walt
Burnet, he thought, had the stuff
that would carry him up to the top.
But to-day, Walt was still where he
had started, a trouble shooter, want-
ing no permanent district, sidestep-
ping any job that would take him
out of the saddle for even a week.

“The Black Peak district,” Ram-
sey said at last, “will always be a
tough spot. It ought to satisfy you,
Walt. [I'll say frankly that I hoped
you would go down there, settle this
trouble, and stick.”

“Behind a desk!” Walt grinned.
“No, thanks.”

Ramsey shrugged. “Mighty little
desk work a man would ever do in
that place. But all right. One more
thing | should warn you about,
maybe. Grant Vail has a daughter,
as wild as her old man, I've heard,
and | have a hunch Gregg may have
got himself tangled somehow. Un-
derstand?”

“You ought to know by this
time,” Walt said, “that | don't
tangle so easy.” He raked his hat

onto his brown hair. His spurs
made jingling music as he turned
and left the office.

He picked up Black Peak late that
afternoon. All day he had traveled
southwest, skirting the base of a
curving mountain range that ended
eventually in Old Mexico. He fol-
lowed no trail, and, depending upon
supplies at the Black Peak station,
he carried only a blanket and a sack
of emergency rations tied behind his
saddle.

The quickest way into the moun-
tains would have been through San
Ruiz Pass, which he had seen
around noon. Another pass, the
Guadalupe, notched the range ten
miles ahead of him. But he was
using neither of these routes for they
would be watched. It was always
his method to appear in a troubled
country unexpectedly, gather his in-
formation, lay his plans, hit hard
and fast before any man there had
time to think twice.

oW, with the dark cone-
N shaped peak rising like a

sentinel behind the first
ridges of the range, he turned north
toward it. In an hour he had left
the easy traveling of the desert. By
sundown he was threading a deep
narrow canyon with sides that rose
in sheer cliffs for hundreds of feet
above him.

Here in this gorge the darkness of
night came swiftly. Walt drew rein
and studied ahead. He had wanted
to gain open country before making
camp, but his black horse was stum-
bling, and this was all unknown
ground.

He moved on again, came to a
little pocket where great slabs of
rock had fallen from the cliff walls,
making a barrier that lined the nar-
row canyon bottom. Behind the
rocks was a flat place—room enough
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for himself and his horse. He rode
in, dismounted, and had turned to
loosen his cinch, when suddenly his
long body stiffened, motionless.

With hardly a sound, a rider had
come padding up the ribbon of sand.
The soft thud of footfalls passed.
There was a moment of silence.
Then they came back again.
Directly abreast of the rock barrier,
they halted.

Walt lowered his hands. With his
left he felt up along the smooth neck
of his horse and took a firm grip on
the bridle close to the bit. His
right hand slid a .38 from its holster.

Minutes  passed. Only the
occasional creak of leather, as the
mounted man shifted in his saddle,
told that he was still there beyond
the wall of slab rock. Walt scowled
in the dark. What was this now?
Ramsey’s warning jolted in his
mind: “There’s more trouble in
Ihat district than we know about.”
Ramsey wasn’'t guessing.

The sudden flare of a match
stabbed through the darkness. It
died next instant—too short a time
for the man to have lighted a ciga-
rette. At once, from down the nar-
row canyon there came a rapid thud
of footfalls, and listening, rigid
again, Walt figured that at least half
a dozen men were approaching the
lone rider.

Talk came to him faintly in the
soft flowing tone of the Mexican
tongue. It wasn’'t until the group
had come close and halted that
some one snapped in English, “Not
up here, huh?” The voice was
savage and rasping.

“No tracks now,” a Mexican an-
swered.

“Some fool prospector, maybe,”
the hard voice growled. “Weh-
shove on. You keep ahead. If you

see any one, shoot first and look
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afterward. We ain't takin’ no
chances!”

Spurs jingled; the padding sound
of animals had started up again
when the white man'’s voice suddenly

rapped out: “Say! Hold on.
Here's some tracks! They go-—-- "
Walt Burnet heard no more. He

didn’'t wait. Making no sound, he
fitted his toe to the stirrup, drew
himself upward. Next instant he
whirled the black and sent him in
one great lunge out through the
barrier of rock.

In the canyon he caught a glimpse
of the Mexicans, bunched, wheeling,
and among them the one white man
mounted on a tall gray. Then the
black’s plunging run carried him on
down the twisting ribbon of sand.
Bent low, giving the horse free rein,
Walt twisted and fired twice toward
the orange-colored flashes. There
was a shout of Mexican voices, fol-
lowed by a snarling yell in English.
Only the tall gray seemed to be com-
ing on in pursuit.

Walt faced forward. Into the
black’'s flattened ears he said,
“Stretch out, you!” And the willing
beast stretched. »

Rapidly they pulled away from
the pursuing gray shape. When the
canyon broadened and became
rocky, Walt held in a little. He
could hear nothing behind him.
The night was silent. The man had
not come on.

Rubbing one hand up along the
black neck, he said gratefully:
“Thanks, old boy! That was close.
Wonder if Grant Vail knows what'’s
happening down here these nights?
Six or seven Mexicans led by a
white man, sneaking up from the
border—into Vail’s range!”

He looked at his watch. Nine
o'clock. He’'d like to know where
that bunch was headed for. But he
would have slim chance of trailing
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them now. Better take the Guada-
lupe pass, he decided, get inside the
mountains, and work from there.

and morning he gave his horse

and himself a two-hour rest.
He was riding again at dawn, up
through the high Guadalupe notch,
then down through a country
covered with scrub pinon, and al-
ways the barren pinnacle of Black
Peak was his guide.

SOME time between midnight

It was still forenoon when the
Vail ranch came into view unex-
pectedly. The gray scrub pine

ended. He drew in and stared across
a flat bench toward adobe buildings
sprawled against the steep base of
the mountain.

The Vail wineglass brand was one
of the oldest in the country. These
buildings went back to Spanish
days, and Grant Vail had ruled his
kingdom here in a lordly Spanish
manner. Walt had never seen the
place before, and, as he looked, a
scowl gathered between his brown
eyes; for he had expected a big crew
of men, a lot of animals, a show of
activity. Instead, the layout looked
run-down, almost deserted; no cattle
were fattening in the pasture where
a stream crossed the bench beyond
the ranch houses; in the corrals were
only three runty horses.

Leaving the scrub pinon he moved
forward at a walk, passed between
a stable and a bunk house, and came
upon two Mexicans standing there,

watching.

He halted. *“Vail here?”

They stared at him in stony
silence, then gave slow, wordless

shrugs.

Walt rode on, puzzled and wary,
seeing no other human as he ap-
proached one end of the main build-
ing. It was in the shape of an L,
with a wide veranda along the back

side. Honeysuckle screened the end
toward him, and it was not until he
had passed it that he heard voices.
In the same instant, he caught a
movement of figures in the deep
shade. Then he saw a girl and a
man.

Whether the man had had her in
his arms, or was only trying to get
her there, Walt didn't know. It
might have been a struggle upon
which he had broken in. Yet it
might have been a love scene.

He swung to the ground and drew
off his hat. “Sorry,” he said. “I'm
looking for Grant Vail.”

In a heavy lumbering step, the
man came toward him out of the
shadows. His hair under a black
cow-puncher’'s hat was short and
dark-red. His skin was a flushed
pink, the kind that never takes a
tan. He was huge, bull-necked.

“What you wantin’ with Vail?”

Walt let that savage rasping voice
register in his mind a moment before
answering. It was familiar.

“Suppose | tell you, brother,” he
said at last, “that it's none of your
business.” He had dropped his
reins and stood there at ease, with
his arms hanging loosely. But the
handle of his .38 was within six
inches of his long fingers.

He had paid no attention to the
girl, until now as she took a quick
step forward. His eyes shifted from
the man briefly. What he saw
brought them back for a further
look. She was small, browned,
thoroughly alive.

She reached the redhead’'s side
and stopped there, laughing up at
him, taunting him. “I guess that
will hold you!” She whipped a
glance at Walt, “Good for you,
stranger! You're the first man I've
ever seen put Red Dowd in his
place!”

Deep crimson flooded into the
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man’s pink skin. He grabbed the
girl’s arm. “Nola, you--—---- ”

She jerked from him. Her slim
figure in copper-riveted blue jeans,
stitched boots, and blue cotton
shirt looked like a boy’s, and she
showed the strength of a boy now.
Her eyes that were as blue as
turquoise blazed with angry fire.
“Keep your hands off me, Red! |1
told you that before.”

Suddenly pivoting, she said to
Walt, “It’'s my father you asked for.
I'll get him.” She moved down the
veranda, and, without a backward
glance, the man she had called
“Red” Dowd followed her.

“Daughter,” Ramsey had said,
“as wild as her old man.” Walt
grinned at her departing back. A
little wild cat, he’'d say!

E saw her stop at a recessed
H entrance into the house.
Dowd was talking, bent to-
ward her. Once more he tried to
take her arm. But a small hand
flashed upward, and the slap that
landed on Dowd’s face sounded like
a pistol shot. His head jerked up.
A door slammed, and the girl
vanished. For an instant Dowd
stood, uncertain, then wheeled and
went striding down toward the
ranch stables.

Walt put his hat on again, and a
little later, when the girl came back
with Grant Vail walking at her side,
the man’s eyes lifted at once to the
headgear.

“Ranger, huh?” he said. “Might
have known 1 wouldn't get more
than a month’s peace down here.
What's the matter with you fellows,
anyway? Nobody wants you. No-
body sent for you. So just climb on
that horse of yours and get out!”

Walt said nothing, letting the old
man unload first. Grant Vail may
not have been so old in years; it was

the hard, battling life he had led
that had aged him, putting creases
like deep scars across the brown
leathery skin of his face. He was a

small man, gray-haired, blue-eyed
like his daughter.

When he had run down and
paused for breath, Walt asked
easily: “Why not give the rangers
a chance, Vail? Maybe you need
them and don’t know it. Let's talk
it over.”

“Talk!” Vail snorted. “You fel-
lows are good at that! Rules and

regulations. Why, you young pup,
I was runnin’ cattle before you were
born! You've got nothin’ to talk to
me about!”

Walt shrugged. He turned to his
horse, flipped the reins up over the
animal’s neck. Then he faced the
pair standing together at the edge of
the shaded veranda. His eyes went
to the girl, and he saw that her lips
were pressed together in a hard little
line; she looked as angry as her
father.

“Suit yourself, Vail,” he said.
“There’ll be no more talk. No more
orders. Only get this straight:
There’ll be no more fires down here,
either— you burning timber to get
clear grassland. You've got the
best range in southern Arizona al-
ready. And what have you done
with it?” He curved an arm over
the ranch layout. “If this isn't a
run-down outfit, | never saw one!
You're standing there flat-footed
broke this minute, I'll bet. But
you'll never see there might be
some better way of saving your grass
instead of ruining it!”

The girl's lips parted. He saw a
change come over her face. She
was staring at him, listening, and
the angry expression was gone.

His words were still for the man,
but he continued to look at Nola
Vail. “That isn’'t all,” he said.



70 Street & Smith’'s Western Story Magazine

“Killing a forest ranger down here
last month didn’t end your troubles
with the service. It only started
them.”

Suddenly, as he watched, the girl’s
eyes darted past him down toward
the corrals, and her body stiffened.

He reached back to his saddle
horn, swung up and covered the lot
in a quick look. Red Dowd,
mounted, was talking to the two
Mexicans. The animal beneath him
was a tall gray.

According to the reports, Ranger
Gregg had been killed at his Black
Peak cabin—apparently called to
the door and shot. His horse had
been found near by, saddled. But
Walt Burnet had a different hunch.

He had seen the dead man’s diary.
The last entry in it had said that the
telephone line was not working; he
was going to ride it and find the
break. Had he ridden the line,
maybe, and found something more
than that?

Putting his horse into a lope along
the three-mile trail that led east be-
tween the Vail ranch and the Black
Peak station, Walt considered his
hunch. Already the things he had
discovered in this country were be-
ginning to make a pattern. There
were the riders last night. There
was this Red Dowd. There was the
Vail ranch, with not a sign of any-
thing on the hoof. And then there
was the girl, Nola. She could do
things to a man. Red Dowd wanted
her, and she didn't want him; that
was plain. Perhaps Gregg had
wanted her, too.

ALT rode on thoughtfully.
W Dowd might have Killed

Gregg over the girl. But
the redhead’s game here looked like
something more than that.

Black Peak station had only one

building, a log cabin set at the edge
of timber, with a fenced meadow be-
low. The door was open. Swinging
down in front of it, Walt took one
step across the frame and brought
himself to a sudden stop.

The inside was wrecked. Chairs,
table and the stove had been over-
turned. Shelves had been torn
down. Papers were piled in the
middle of the floor, and going on in,
he saw where a match had been
dropped, yet hadn’t caught. He
stood with a dull rage filling him.
A warning, was it? Rangers weren't
wanted! His hands clenched. Until
this moment the Black Peak assign-
ment had been just another job, hut
now it was something else. He'd
clean up this district, stick here if it
took the rest of his life.

Stopping only long enough to set
the stove in place, hoil coffee, and
grab a handful of crackers from his
emergency ration bag, he climbed
into the saddle again. Guided by the
strand of telephone wire overhead,
he struck east, working on his hunch.

Last night's hidden canyon had
twisted north from close to the
Mexican border. If this forest
service line, on its thirty-mile stretch
to headquarters, continued east long
enough, it would lead him into that
same canyon somewhere deep inside
the range.

There was no trail. The wire was
hung by insulators from pine trees
or from knobs of rock when it
spanned the gorges. It made rough
going for a man and a horse. But it
continued straight cross-country,
holding east, until at the end of an
hour’'s hard travel Walt suddenly
pulled his black in and sat staring
ahead.

He could see the end of the forest
in front of him, and beyond that
nothing but blue sky. He got down,
went on afoot, and all at once looked
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over the rim of a two-thousand-foot
cliff. A slashed and broken coun-
try lay below, miniature bad lands of
red rock, black tongues of lava,
streaks of gray that might be either
brush or scrub pinon.

Reaching up to a leather case
strapped against his saddle horn, he
pulled out a pair of field glasses,
turned and focused them downward.

Off toward the south the powerful
lenses picked up the deep twisting
canyon that he had been in last
night. He followed it slowly, came
to a narrow throat almost closed by
great chunks and slabs of loose rock.
Above that was a basin. Abruptly
his movement stopped.

Cattle were being bunched down
there. They weren't grazing; there’'s
a difference in the way they act
when men are around. It was
several minutes before he discovered
the riders. Two were working along
the edge of the gray pinon. Even
as he watched, one of them darted
in, came out again hazing a cow
along toward the little bunch.

“Neat!” he said. “Rustling in
broad daylight!” Without the
glasses a man would never see what
was going on there far below. The
set-up was perfect. A hundred
small ravines of the bad Ilands
branched out into the Black Peak
range, and down these Grant Vail's
cattle were being drained off as
easily as the flow of water.

Once more Walt brought the
basin and narrow throat into focus.
To-day the cattle were being
gathered. To-night they would be
shoved down the canyon. To-mor-
row they would be in Mexico.

As he stood fixed, staring, the
slabs of loose rock that choked the
throat remained in the center of his
vision. If he only had half a dozen
sticks of dynamite! The glasses
came down from his eyes. There

'this place wrecked.

must be powder cached at the sta-
tion. He still had time.

But nightfall darkened the forest
as he back-tracked over the way he
had come, and then, as the log
cabin loomed ahead of him, all
thought of cattle was swept from his
mind.

IGHT showed behind the
L square window. A shift in
the evening breeze brought
the sharp odor of smoke. Next he
made out a horse tied at the hitch-
rack. Then as if his approach had
been heard, the door swung back
and a figure stood there against the
lighted opening. It was Nola Vail.

Puzzled, wary, Walt rode in.

“Who is it?” she called. “The
ranger?”

“Yes,” he answered.

She moved back. She was stand-
ing in the center of the small room
when he dismounted and reached the
doorway. The girl was alone.

Walt stared past her, sweeping his
eyes around the cabin. He had left
Now it looked
as if nothing had ever happened.
All the shelves had been nailed up
against the logs, with papers and
books neatly arranged. The floor
had been swept. The table was un-
der one window with a red-and-
white checked oilcloth spread over it,
chairs pushed up and places set for
two. Something was cooking in a
kettle on the stove. He had never
walked into a room so homelike.

His gaze came back to the girl.
“You did this?” he asked. “Why?”

She came toward him and stood
looking up. This wasn't the girl he
had seen earlier to-day, and called a
little wild cat. There was no anger
in her face now; her lips were warm,
smiling. He saw how softly her
dark hair swept back from her fore-
head, catching the lamplight in
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golden glints when she moved. Her
nearness stirred him, and her words
sent a dull throbbing through his
veins.

“1 was sorry this happened, that's
why,” she said. “You didn’t deserve
to come into a place that had been
so torn up.” Her blue eyes danced.
“You see, for two years I've been
hearing about a man named Walt
Burnet—how he settled that trouble
up in the north district, how he
tamed a gang of rustlers over in the
San Simon. News travels and |'ve
heard quite a lot. And to-day | met
him. He is about what 1'd hoped
for—some one who could get things
settled here, too, and so | hated to
think that the wineglass cowboys
had wrecked his cabin.” She
sobered, adding after a little pause:
“My father didn't tell them to do

it. He isn't so bad, really. It’s
only------- well------- ” A troubled
look filled her eyes. She didn't
finish.

“What?” Walt asked.

“Just what you said to-day—he is
flat-footed broke. All the past years
have gone against him. That's what
makes him fight everybody—you,
the forest service, every one who
conies on the ranch. He’'s backed
against a wall. You don’t under-
stand.”

“Maybe | do,” Walt answered.
“For one thing, he’s losing cattle,
isn't he?”

“Yes, steadily. He isn't able to
hire more than two regular hands
now, and they can't watch every-

where. How did you know?”

Walt shrugged. “Guessed it
maybe.” He looked down into her
troubled face. “Nola, who is Red
Dowd?”

“Red? Just a man who used to

work for us. He’'s over east some-
where now, but comes back every

week or so.” There seemed more,
but she didn't say it.

“Because of you,” Walt put in.
“That it?”

She nodded.

Once more, tensely aware of her
nearness, Walt stood looking at her,
saying nothing. She was real. He
suddenly knew that here was one
girl in a million. “Were you in love
with Gregg?” he asked.

“Heavens, no!” she answered
strongly. “We didn’t like him very
much;,we fought him. But none of
the wineglass cowhands killed him.
You've got to believe that. My
father had nothing to do with that,

either. You must believe it!” One
of her hands caught his right wrist,
gripping it hard. “Please,” she
begged. “Tell me----—--- "

ITH no warning whatever,
W the cabin door burst open.

There had been no sound.
Gun leveled, Red Dowd stood cover-
ing them.

Walt Burnet had seen the killer’s
look in a man’s eyes before, but
never a more cold, savage face, with
mouth twisted, muscles bulging over
clenched jaws. He saw that the
hammer of Dowd’s .45 was pulled
back, trigger finger pressing. He
stood rooted, with the girl still
gripping his wrist.

With a lunging step, the man
came in. His gun stabbed at Walt's
middle. Reek of raw liquor came on
his snarling breath. “The great
Burnet! Heard about you! Smart
forest ranger, like Gregg, huh?
Want to know what happened to
him? Make one move and I'll show
you!”

He turned his burning eyes on
Nola Yail. “Get ready. You and
me’re traveling!”

Her hand dropped. She drew a
guick gasp, started to say something.
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“Shut up!” Dowd shapped. “I’'ve
fooled with you long enough. Told
you once 1 took what | wanted.
Got what | want out of this country
and I'm leavin’ it. And you’'re goin’
with me!”

Rigid, waiting for his chance,
Walt watched the savage face. Rut
the chance never came. Suddenly
the heavy gun barrel slashed up-
ward, caught the point of his jaw,
sent the room spinning around him.
Blindly he made a grab for his own
weapon. Hard metal crashed down
onto his head. Everything went
black. The third blow came as he
was falling, and in the instant that
blackness engulfed him completely
he heard Nola scream.

That terrified sound was still ring-
ing in his ears as he came back into
numbed consciousness. But his eyes
opened onto a dark and empty
cabin. Cold night air blew in
through the doorway. Painfully
turning his head, he saw that the
fire in the stove had died.

There was a rope around his arms
and legs. Yet the job had been
hurried, for the loops that held his
wrists gave a little when he strained
against them, and in a few minutes’
tugging he had his hands free. He
was lying face down. The hard
lump of his .38 was beneath him.
Rolling, he hunched into a sitting
position, pulled the rope from his
legs and got groggily up onto his
feet.

His head was clearing. It was
only his body that refused to work
right. He stumbled outside. Nola’s
pony was gone. His black had
moved down to the corral and was
standing there, dozing.

Walt reached the animal. Cold
night air, and the action of walking
brought life flowing into his numbed
body, and by the time he had led his
horse to a tool box beside the cabin,

both body and mind were working
again.

Dowd, he was sure, had taken the
girl and headed toward the basin
where the Mexicans were gathering
rustled cattle this afternoon. The
man was crazy. And yet he must
have been planning this play for
some time—getting Vail's cattle,
selling them helow the border, then
taking the girl by force if he had to.
Once he got her down into Mexico,
he could lose himself easily enough.
But there was a chance to head him
off, even now.

Working fast, Walt opened the
tool box, saw axes and shovels in the
racks, then sticks of dynamite, caps
and a roll of fuse on a shelf. He
thrust six powder sticks into his coat
pocket, put the caps gingerly in a
pocket of his shirt, turned and hung
the roll of fuse on his saddle horn.
Mounting, he put the black horse
into a dead run.

HE way was so familiar now

I that there was no need to

watch the telephone line for
a guide. In time he saw the expanse
of open sky through the pine trunks,
and with no stop, swung south along
the deep canyon rim. When it be-
gan to shelve off into lower levels,
he followed the slope, still keeping
back in the trees, until suddenly
there was a break, and he drew in
with the basin on his left less than
a quarter of a mile away. Swiftly he
pulled the glasses from their case,
flipped the night lenses over the eye-
holes, and took a long searching
look.

Starlight flooded the open bottom.
As objects came up close to him,
hugely magnified, he picked out the
gray tongue of pinon, the broad sand
flat—and then a bunch of cattle
moving rapidly across his vision. In
a moment, they had passed. Five
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* Mexican drivers rode into view be-

hind them. Next instant Walt had
shoved the glasses back into place
and was urging his black on down
toward the throat; for Red Dowd
was trailing the Mexicans, with
Nola riding her roan between him
and his men.

It was going to be close. Reach-
ing the canyon just below the throat,
he flung himself from the saddle,
grabbed the coil of fuse from the
horn and knelt at the base of the
great cracked slabs of rock that
formed the throat walls. Quickly
he thrust five sticks of dynamite far
back into a narrow fissure and piled
them there. The sixth, he slit with
his knife, fitted a cap to one end of
the fuse, inserted it into the opened
stick, and then laid that on top of
the others.

Now the thud of hoofs and the
faint lowing of cattle stirred the
night silence. By that sound he
judged how far off the drive was, and
cut his fuse short. Lighting it, he
leaped again into his saddle.

There was an overhang of rock
with deep shadow that sheltered
him as he moved away from the
throat and out along the widening
walls of the basin. Soon the cattle
came into view off on his right, mak-
ing a dark blot against the sand
bottom. He halted, swung his
black’s head toward the herd, and
sat gripping his .38 in its holster.

The blot drew nearer. Shapes of
separate animals became plain, then
the forms of the Mexican riders, and
at last Nola, and Red Dowd on his
tall gray.

Walt waited. The herd flowed on.
It was past him, with the mounted
figures abreast of where he sat when
the whole mountain country rocked
around them in a tremendous thun-
dering blast. A thousand echoes
multiplied the roar. A grinding

crash came from down toward the
canyon throat.

The cattle had wheeled into an
instant stampede, charging back
upon the riders. Mexicans yelled,
pivoted, and rode lashing their
mounts in front of that unchecked
flood of animals. But Walt Burnet
was no longer watching. He had
seen the gray and Nola’'s roan split
off from the rest, turn and leap into
an angling run toward his side of
the basin. Red Dowd was behind
the girl, forcing her pony ahead.

If he heard the pounding of hoofs
behind him, the man must have
thought it was only the stampeding
cattle. Walt was racing beside the
gray’s rump before Dowd turned to
look. For one brief second, his face
went blank. Then as he grabbed for
his gun, Walt’'s arm rose and the .38
chopped downward.

Dowd reeled under the blow. A
lunge of their horses carried them to-
gether, stirrups touching. With a
sweep of his long arm, Walt hooked
Dowd around the neck, hauling his
black to a sudden stop at the same
time. The gray raced on. Dowd
came from his saddle. His heavy
weight pulled them to the ground.

ALT got his arm free and
W struck again with the gun
barrel. Dowd was digging
at his own weapon. As it came from
the holster, Walt caught it with his
left hand, thrusting his thumb in
front of the hammer. He felt Dowd
squeeze the trigger and the hammer
fell, biting into his thumb with quick
pain, but he had blocked it from the
firing pin. There was no report.
Savagely Dowd jerked again.
Metal bit once more into Walt's
flesh, cutting to the bone. A third
fall of the hammer would break it.
Walt gave him no chance. A full-
armed swing was behind the .38
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aimed squarely into the man’s face.
The butt caught Dowd’s jaw; the
barrel smashed him between the
eyes. His huge body shuddered,
gave a convulsed heave, lay still.

It wasn't until Walt had leaped
up that he was aware of Nola, afoot,
running toward him. Her face was
dead white against the darkness.
She reached him, almost stumbling
over Dowd’s motionless form.

“Walt!” she cried. “Walt!”

He caught her in his arms and
hugged her close. “Honey,” he said.
“It’s all right now. But quick—
let’'s get out of this hole!”

Walt Burnet had been gone three
days when Supervisor Ramsey re-
ceived a call over the repaired tele-
phone line from Black Peak station.
There was a grin in the voice at the
other end.

“Just letting you know that every-
thing’'s 0. K.,” Walt was saying.
“Got me a Killer that I'm sending up

to you. Got me a friend, too, named
Grant Vail—good fellow when you
know him.” The grin changed into
a chuckle. “And I've got me a
wife! You win, Ramsey. | like this
place. I'm going to stick around
here!”

NO HORSE AND MULE DEPRESSION

the Horse and Mule Association of America, Wayne Dinsmore.

EVEN the horse and mule trade is picking up,” says the secretary of

Modern machinery has not entirely taken place of the animals for-

merly used on the ranches.

In fact, there are fewer tractors used to-day

than at any time since 1920. Throughout the United States the horses
and mules at work aggregate fifteen million.

“Conservatively speaking,

says Secretary Wayne, “sales of harness to

take care of horses and mules on farms should amount to six hundred thou-

esand sets or their equivalent in harness parts.

It is apparent that annual

sales of saddlery in the central and Southern States alone should be over

twenty-five million dollars.”

WHITES VS.

INDIANS

statement recently, to the effect that white men can outshoot their

T HE president of the archery club at Berkeley, California, made a

red brothers.

The reason for this is purely scientific, rather than en-

tirely skill, for the white man’s equipment is far superior to that of the

average Indian equipment.

However, shooting at a target and shooting at wild game are the best

tests of marksmanship.

It has been found that, when it comes to bringing

down wild game, the Indian is quicker and has a peculiarity of slinging
his arrows that makes him the winner. If a white man were hungry and
depended upon wild game for sustenance, only an empty stomach would
be the result of hitting the bull's-eye on a man-made target. So, for all
practical purposes—and we must be practical—the red man takes the
booty.



Interesting And True
By H. FREDRIC YOUNG

NAVAJO INDIANS
PUNISH A TRIBES-
MAN BY PLACING
THE CULPRIT INSIDE
A RING OF OLD
CHIEFS, WHO MAKE
FACES AT HIM,
SCOLD AND INSULT,
HIM.
BY JACK WILSON,
THOEEAO, N. MEX.

STOCR ACTUALLY
BECOME AODICTS TO
LOCO WEEDS, WHICH
WILL EVENTUALLY
MARE THEM PtR-
ATANENTLY CRAZY

THE AMERICAN CROW IS
A NEAR RELATIVE OF
THE SOUTH AMERICAN

BIRD OF PARADISE.
RAT'S MILA IS MUCH RICHER IN

FAT AND PROTEIN THAN COWS
MUR..

Mr. Young will pay one dollar for any usable Western “Interesting And
True” features which readers may send him in care of Street & Smith’s
Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. Return
postage must be included for suggestions found unsuitable.



Beaver Snapped

HE State game inspector,

about to step into the

warmth of the railroad

station at Sagamore, out

of the raw November
wind, heard his name called,

“Mr. Chambers!”

The inspector turned. “Oakley!”
he cried. “I'm glad you showed up,
boy. | had intended coming up to
your camp, but got a telegram call-
ing me back home.”

Ray Oakley, the young game war-
den of the Sagamore forest reserve,
laughed as he shook hands. “I'm
playing in luck. | just happened to
come into town and heard you were
here. I hope your train isn’'t on
time as I've got something | want
to talk to you about.”

“Twenty minutes late,”

the in-

spector told him. “Shall we go in-
side?”

Oakley glanced through the win-
dow and shook his head. “Too
many people in there.”

The attention of Chambers
focused on the candid blue eyes of
the warden, and Oakley explained:

“Inspector, somebody is stealing
beaver from the game preserve.”

Chambers frowned. “Are you
sure?”

The warden nodded. *“I’ve pulled
four traps already and I've found
other signs of poaching. But I'm

blessed if I can get a line on them.
Do you suppose”— he hesitated—
“that you could send somebody up
to help me for a while? 1| can’t keep
on watch both day and night.”

The inspector’'s frown deepened.
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“l wish | could, boy. But it just
happens that we're short-handed
right now. Two deputy wardens
down sick, and another called back
East by the death of his father. I'm
afraid you’ll have to get along the
best you can alone, for another two
months, anyway.”

Oakley agreed resignedly, watch-
ing a load of baled hay which had
pulled up alongside a box car, oppo-
site the station. He nodded to the
three men on the load.

The inspector asked. “Do you
think this poaching is extensive at
all?”

“I'm afraid it is,” Oakley told
him. “I've found------- "

He broke off. In a bound he was
across the tracks. “Look out, Mal-
let!” he called to the man loosening
the ropes on the hay wagon. “That
load’s going to fall!”

The words were scarcely out of his
mouth when a top bale pitched off
and burst wide open across a rail.

Oakley sprang to hold the other
bales that were toppling.

A man cannoned into him, hurl-
ing him backward with such force
that he barely kept his feet. As he
regained his balance, he saw a dozen
bales cascade over the broken one
on the track.

He demanded, scowling, “What's
the big idea, Riker?”

“1 didn’t mean to bump you, war-
den,” the man explained. “l was
just going to help you steady the
load.”

Oakley dismissed the matter with
a shrug. “Well, it's your hard
luck.”

He stepped back upon the plat-
form beside the inspector, and the
latter asked in a low tone: “Did you
notice the gray color in the middle
of that broken bale?”

Oakley nodded grimly. “I've
heard it was a trick of Horton’s to

put moldy hay in the middle of his
bales. He’'s shipping a lot of it this
year, too. Rented a baler and has
bought up the hay on several of the
ranches around here.”

“Horton?” the inspector asked.
“Is he the long-faced fellow driving
the team?”

“Yes,” Oakley answered. “He's a
rancher up here near the-------

The whistle of an approaching
train cut short the sentence.

The inspector smacked a fist into
a palm. “I nearly forgot the thing
that | particularly wanted to see you
about!”

Oakley brought his superior’s lug-
gage from the waiting room, and
Chambers explained as the train
drew in: “I'm trying to get together
a book on game preservation. | re-
member that you took some fine pic-
tures of wild life last year, and |
wonder if you'll be good enough to
help me out with the illustrations?”

“Be glad to,” was Oakley’s hearty
response. “Anything special you
want?”

“Anything you can get,” the in-
spector told him. “Try and get
some of those beavers they’re steal-
ing from us.”

Oakley’s face lighted with a grin.
“There’s one old fellow that would
make a swell frontispiece for your
book. I'll see if I can't get his
photograph.”

ARDEN OAKLEY was on
W his regular survey of the

game preserve. It was all
of it rough, wooded country. Most
of the trees stood bare. Only the
conifers retained their foliage at this
season. Chipmunks, scampering up
the broad trunks, scolded at the
man, swinging their pert heads from
side to side. Wild life was all about
him, some of it timid, some of it
bold, having grown used to him.
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Oakley never used his saddle
horse on such a survey, as did many
wardens. It took longer, but he be-
lieved he did a better job on foot.

It was afternoon before he reached
his main goal, on Otter Creek. This
once fast-flowing stream had been
checked by the numerous beaver
dams built across its course. One
of these lay directly below him.
Two beaver lodges stood back of it
in the deep water, while another had
been built close to the bank.

Screened by brush along the rim,
the warden scanned the creek for
signs of poachers, but could discover
nothing suspicious. Two beavers
were swimming toward the lodges,
carrying small branches of aspen in
their mouths. Suddenly they caught
his scent and, almost without a rip-
ple, sank from sight, leaving the
aspen cuttings to float on to the
dam.

“Just my luck to come without
my camera,” Oakley lamented.
“That would've made a good picture
for Chambers’s book.”

He walked on down to the edge of
the creek. He passed many stumps
of aspen, poplar, and willow, all
showing marks of beaver teeth.
Suddenly he heard a splash close at
hand, then another and another.

“Now, what's that?” he asked
himself, peering along the bank.
“Sounds like a beaver and a trapped
one!”

He sprang up a well-defined trail,
which led along a water-filled canal
which the beavers had made to float
their food down from the hillside.
There he saw a big beaver struggling
in a trap.

Oakley’s brows were a straight
line above his angry eyes. The
chain of the trap was fastened to an
iron pin driven deep into the bank.
“Those dirty thieves!” he muttered,
and with his knife quickly cut a

forked branch from a tree. He
grasped the chain and pulled beaver
and trap out on the bank. The ani-
mal lay quiet, showing no fight; but
Oakley wasn't taking any chances of
a bite from those powerful teeth
which could cut down a tree. He
placed the forked stick over the back
of the animal’s neck and sprang the
trap.

The freed beaver slipped into the
water. Oakley picked up the trap
and went on. He found two more at
different dams, but still no sign of
the men who had set them.

The sky was darkening, and he

thought: “Looks like we're in for
our first snowstorm. Coming late
this year. But the weather seems

too muggy for snow.”

He left the bank of the stream and
circled a wooded knoll above. From
this shelter he could view the largest
dam on the creek. It stretched from
bank to bank, long and narrow.
Five lodges lay behind it, rising
some four feet above the stiff sur-
face of the pool.

Suddenly the smooth water
splashed and broke with the flashing
bodies of fast-swimming animals.

Oakley tensed with excitement.
An otter! The beavers’ archenemy!
The warden did not notice the splash
of a big raindrop on his hand. His
whole attention was centered upon
the battle below him. He saw the
other break to the top, a long snaky
shape of dusky brown. A big beaver
was at its heels, following its every
move.

Oakley grinned as he thought,
“Old Samson himself! That otter
should’ve picked out a day when the
old -boy wasn't home. What a
fighter he is! And there come the
rest of the clan!”

Twisting and turning, dodging in
and out among its foes, the otter
finally managed to escape. He clam-
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bered up the bank to waddle Into
the safety of the brush, with Sam-
son taking a farewell nip at his heels.
Oakley had a special affection for
this gallant old broad tail, and had
followed Samson’s fortunes closely
for the last two years. The beavers
milled about in the water until satis-
fied that their enemy was gone.
Then, one by one, they sank from
sight to enter their lodges.

Oakley chuckled. “I wouldn't
have missed seeing that for all the
rice in China. That otter knew
when he’'d had enough. What a pic-

ture it would’'ve made! And | had
to leave my camera at-—-- 7

He broke off. Rain! When had
it begun raining? The camera

wouldn’'t have been much good after
all. He gathered up the traps and
hurried home.

AKLEY wakened to a black
O dawn and the gentle patter

of the still falling rain. Ordi-
narily, he would have turned over
and slept a few more hours, but this
time he could not.

“1've sure got the jitters,” he mut-
tered, pulling on his clothes. “If I
don’t put a stop to this poaching
soon, it'll drive me loco.”

He made short work of his break-
fast, donned oiled slicker and hat,
and set out down the trail that led
to the big dam. All about him the
evergreens stood, drenched and
drooping, nodding their pointed
heads to the wind that lowed among
them.

Suddenly a dull roar broke above
the beat of the rain. He stopped,
ankle-deep in a mat of dead leaves
to listen, and thought:

“Sounds like the creek is running
the banks.”

He proceeded to his observation
post on the knoll. Here he stopped
short in amazement. The beavers

were cutting their dam. And Sam-
son appeared to be bossing the show.
Oakley watched with awe a sight
that was seldom seen by man. The
rain had swelled the lake behind the
dam to twice its normal size. The
tops of the beaver lodges were a
scant two feet above the surface.
Along the crest of the dam, the water
shot over in a roaring cascade, which
threatened at any minute to break
the barrier.

About fifty feet out from the
bank, seven beavers worked furi-
ously at a section that appeared to
be the weakest. Biting, tearing,
pulling and digging at the mud and
sticks, they finally managed to open
up a gap in the dam a few feet
across. The pressure thus relieved,
there would be far less risk of the
whole dam going out and possibly
taking the lodges along. Careful of
the undertow, the beavers milled
about for a moment, then by differ-
ent ways made for the shore.

Oakley watched the big brown
body of Samson cut a line in the wa-
ter toward a runway that led up the
bank. “What a leader that old boy
is!” the warden marveled. “I'll bet
he’s on his way right now to fell
some trees to plug the gap when the
water goes down.”

Samson had climbed up the bank
and sat for a moment looking at the
other beavers, as they, too, left the
water and entered the woods along
the stream.

“He’s the king of this layout all
right. Wonder how he’s going to

Oakley’s thoughts jarred to a stop.
The ground under the big beaver
had suddenly exploded. For the in-
stant, the warden was as bewildered
as Samson himself. Then Oakley
saw the steel jaws that had closed
on the animal’s hind leg.

With an exclamation of fury, he

WS—5B
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sprang down the slope. Beaver and
trap were a twisting, whirling blur
as Samson fought to tear himself
free. He rolled down the runway
into the water.

“Thinks he’ll get rid of it by div-
ing,” thought Oakley. “He’ll be up
again in a moment.”

All at once the water was boiling
as if some battle was going on below
the surface. Instantly Oakley un-
derstood and acted. A pole trap!

This style of trap was designed to
drown the beaver. A notched sap-
ling was slipped through the ring on
the trap chain, thep the pole was
driven into the mud. When the
beaver, trying to get rid of the trap,
would dive, the ring would slide
down to catch in the notch, holding
the animal under the surface until
he drowned.

Oakley was down the bank in a
flash. He seized the trap pole, the
end of which thrust above the water
close to the bank. He shook it back
and forth to loosen it. He felt the
tug of the chain at the bottom as
Samson fought his shackles.

The warden knew that a beaver
could stay under water for nearly
twenty minutes. But his greatest
fear was that Samson, trying to tear
free, would injure his leg.

Oakley braced himself and got a
good hold on the slippery pole. He
jerked upward, again and again. At
last the pole came free. Careful not
to let the trap ring slip off the end,
he hauled the sixty-pound beaver
out on the bank,

bright, beady eyes fixed on the
man. Then he sat up on his
haunches and began to comb the
heavy fur on his chest with his front
claws.
The warden choked, so much did
the action resemble a dumb plea for
W S-6B

SAMSON lay for a moment, his

mercy. He knew that a beaver al-
most never fights its captor, but ac-
cepts fate, striving only to ward off
the death stroke with its hands.

“I'm not going to hurt you, old
fellow,” Oakley promised. “But I'll
have to tip you over while | spring
that trap.”

A minute later, Samson was free.
He slid into the water and sank with
a slap of his great tail. Oakley
turned away, more moved than he
would admit to himself. If he
hadn’'t been here-------

That night he lay in his bunk,
gazing out of the window at the
storm clouds as they broke away, re-
vealing the stars. For hours he had
been racking his mind for some
means of apprehending the poach-
ers. So far, they had outguessed
him at every turn. Would they
ever make a slip-up so that he could
get a line on them? He was now
convinced that they had a lookout
that kept him spotted.

“There’'s only one way to catch
those buzzards,” he thought, “and
that is to hide out by the dam, both
day and night. They’ll be showing
up pretty soon to look at their traps.
Yes, sir, that’s what I'll do. [1'll take
along blankets and grub to-morrow,
and stay on watch all day and
night.”

He was at the knoll before day-
light the next morning. He saw
with surprise that the break in the
dam had been plugged during the
night. Some of the beavers were
putting the finishing touches on their
work.

He kept his post throughout the
day, snapping an occasional picture
of the animals as they worked and
played below him. When night
drew on, he built a fire in a hollow
and cooked his supper.

To Oakley, that night was one of
the longest he had ever spent in the
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woods. Many times he caught him-
self dozing off. He was stiff and
cold from the raw winter wind. In
the morning the grass was white
with frost and his discomfort had all
been in vain. He had gotten neither
sight nor sound of the thieves.

In the first gray light of dawn, he
walked down to the dam. An idea
for a picture had come to him. It
was Samson’s habit to sun himself
on top of his lodge. If Oakley could
set the camera there, so that the old
patriarch would snap a close-up of
himself, it would make a wonderful
picture. It took some calculating
and a hazardous journey along a
fifteen-foot pole, laid from dam to
lodge top, to get the camera set.
But Oakley finally had things ar-
ranged to his satisfaction, and
tramped home to breakfast and a
few hours’ sleep.

The sun was sinking behind the
western hills, when the warden
again returned to his lookout. He
made his approach as carefully as
any Indian, keeping under cover all
the way to the knoll.

“By golly,” he growled to himself,
“if those rats spotted me this time,
they have the eyes of a ferret!”

When he reached the top, he
crawled forward on hands and knees,
to look down on the creek. He
leaped to his feet with a cry of rage
and plunged down the slope. By a
cutbank was a wide pool of blood,
still fresh. All around were signs
of a slain beaver.

“The rats got another!” he sput-
tered. Could it have been Samson?
Surely, the old boy was too wise to
be caught a second time. But Oak-
ley was uneasy until he saw a famil-
iar head at the farther end of the
pool.

He walked carefully along the
bank. Suddenly his glance narrowed
as he studied the ground. He

stooped to pick up a short piece of
sapling and poked it into the dirt
close to the water’'s edge. Instantly
the sandy soil shot upward, and the
jaws of a hidden trap closed on the
pole.

AKLEY exploded. “They
had the nerve to reset their
trap, and leave all this evi-

dence around! Maybe they got
wind of me, and had to leave in a
hurry. But how could they?” Sav-
agely he jerked out the trap. “This
has got to come to a show-down
pretty soon, or I might as well turn
in my badge.”

The warden’s thoughts were bit-
ter while he poked about the bank
for other traps. But darkness set in
rapidly, and he had to give it up be-
fore he had gone far. He had started
home, when he suddenly remem-
bered his camera. He found it had
been tripped, but thought grumpily:

“The way my luck’'s been run-
ning, | suppose the picture’s foozled,
too.”

That night Oakley paced the floor
of his cabin, his mind more troubled
than ever, as he reviewed the situa-
tion. He stopped to jerk down the
window shade, and growled: “I'm
getting so jittery over this poach-
ing, that every time I make a move
I imagine somebody’s watching me.”

Suddenly, he cried out, his eyes
shining with a new thought. “Why
didn’t I think of that before? Those
hills on the other side of the creek!
A man up there with a pair of field
glasses could spot me a mile away.
I'll sure scout those hills to-morrow.
Now I've got something to work
on.”

He started to get ready for bed
when he noticed the camera on the
table. He opened it up and pulled
the roll free. “1 might as well de-
velop this to-night. If Samson
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didn't take a good picture of him-
self, I'll have to try again.” He
finished his work, hung the film up
to dry, and rolled into bed.

He was ready to start on his scout
of the hills the next morning, when
he thought of his camera. “1'd bet-
ter take it along,” he concluded. “I
might be able to get another snap
of Samson. Wonder if I got any-
thing yesterday.”

Oakley held the strip of film up
to the light and frowned. “Did I
make a double exposure on that last
one? But when did | ever take a
picture of a couple of men? And
what's this thing in the corner?
Looks like a boulder on top of a
lodge! Well, it won't take long to
make a print.”

A little later the warden was star-
ing at the glossy square of paper in
his hand, bewildered. “What in-—-—---
Why, those are-—-—- But | never
took a picture of--—-

Oakley stopped with a gulp. That
boulder in the corner! It wasn't a
boulder. It was the tail of a beaver.
Oakley’s eyes began to glow. And
that was the top of Samson’s lodge.
The old fellow himself had taken the
picture.

By this time the warden’s
thoughts were racing, putting to-
gether stray facts, memories, small
items that hadn’'t seemed important
before.

“1 have it!” he cried aloud. “l’ve
got the whole thing! It's plain as
print!”

He flung out of the house and
dashed for the small pasture, where
he kept his saddle horses.

At his first sight of the Sagamore
railway station, Oakley felt a sharp
disappointment. There were no box
cars on the switch track. Then, on
the other side of the building, he saw
an empty hay wagon near the open
door of the freight shed. Quickly he

slid from the saddle and tied his
horse to a ring on the station plat-
form.

“I'm in luck,” he muttered. “Hor-
ton and his men are inside getting
warm.”

A minute later he entered the shed
and was eagerly scanning the bales
of hay stacked on either side of the
door. Suddenly his eye lit, and he
looked about for a hay hook. After
some search, he discovered one
hanging on the wagon outside. As
he started back into the shed with
it, he thought:

“I'd better spike their guns.”
Keeping an eye on the station, he
ran back and pulled out the wagon
hammer, thus releasing the horses’
doubletree.

pulled down a bale from the
third tier and snapped the wires
on it with a twist of the hay hook.
It broke apart, and his hand thrust
into the middle of the hay. He drew
out a gray object and stared down

INSIDE the shed once more, he

at it. “Wrapped in birch bark!” he
thought. “So that's the way they
do it. Wonder if they put more

than one to the bale.”

Oakley was stooped over, his
hand searching through the hay,
when he heard a sudden swish be-
hind him. Before he could turn, he
received a stunning blow on the
head. For an instant he wondered
if the piled hay above had toppled
over on him. He fell forward across
the broken bale, realizing that it
wasn't hay that had hit him. He
had made a bad mistake. Horton
wasn't in the station. He was in the
freight shed.

Dazed, unable to move, Oakley
was dimly aware of figures above
him, of guarded whispers. Soon
there was a crackling sound and the
closing of a door. Involuntarily he
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relaxed, feeling himself slipping to-
ward oblivion. Then something
seemed to grip him. What was that?
He sniffed, drew a deep breath—and
stiffened with realization. Smoke!
He rolled over, got on hands and
knees, shook his head, fighting his
way back to consciousness. Those
scoundrels had set the hay afire!

He staggered up and groped his
way to the door, his eyes beginning
to smart from the smoke. As he had
feared, the door was fastened on the
outside. Oakley turned about to
look along the length of the shed.
Flames were crawling up between
the wall and hay, and the heavy,
acrid smoke was rolling in billows
under the roof.

He heard yells of “Fire!” outside,
but help couldn’'t come in time to
do him any good. He dashed the
length of the shed toward the small
windows in the end. They were set
so high in the wall that he had to
drag up some of the baled hay to
reach them.

Oakley was never very sure how
he got through the window. Shirt
in tatters, face torn by the glass, he
dropped to the ground on the out-
side and dashed around to the front
of the building. He was greeted
with yells of astonishment from the
crowd that was gathering.

The warden gave one look at the
old-fashioned fire apparatus that
was trundling into view and knew
that there was no saving of the shed
or its contents.

His glance swept the crowd. His
arm shot out, pointing, as he cried:

“Don’t let Horton and his men
there, get away!”

As if this astounding order weren't
sensation enough, Oakley snatched a
pieces of scrap iron from the ground
and tore loose the hasp of the pad-
locked door. As he rolled it open,
the smoke poured out over him. He

disappeared into it at the instant
that flame burst through the roof.

The amazed spectators saw their
warden plunge into view again, tum-
bling a bale of hay before him. He
stood a moment, clearing the smoke
from his eyes, then stooped to
scrutinize the bale. He shook his
head, whirled and dashed back into
what was now a roaring furnace.

In a moment he appeared with
another bale. Men closed in on him,
friends who were determined to stop
this apparently insane conduct.
Oakley saw them coming and disap-
peared once more before they could
lay hands on him.

Behind him, the frame of the door-
way crashed in flames. A gasp of
horror rose from the crowd, followed
by another of astonishment, as a
third bale of hay came hurtling
through the blaze and smoke. After
it, stumbled a choking, half-blinded
man.

“Get those bales away from the
fire!” he shouted.

“Qakley, have you gone abso-
lutely batty?” somebody demanded.

The warden made no answer as he
stooped to examine the bales. His
singed, blackened face lighted up
with joy.

“Two of them!” he yelled. He
whirled on the crowd. “Have you
got Horton and his men?”

“We got 'em,” one lantern-jawed
individual responded. “They tried
to get away, but somebody’d pulled
their wagon hammer. But for Pete’s
sake, Oakley, what's this all about?”

Warden Oakley promptly pro-
ceeded to satisfy the curiosity of the
crowd on that point.

O you see, Mr. Chambers,”
S Oakley explained to the in-
spector a week later, “Horton

and his hired men smuggled the pelts
into the next State where there’s no



Beaver Snapped 85

elosed season on beaver. The baled
hay was a good idea, while it lasted.
And they were clever about it.
They used black wire on the bales
that were all hay, and white wire on
the ones that held the smuggled
pelts. When | saw the faces of Jig
Riker and Bill Mallet on the picture
that Samson took, I remembered the
incident of the broken bale, that last
day you were in Sagamore. | no-
ticed then that the bale had wffiite
wire around it.”

“And,” remarked Chambers, “the
reason that fellow bumped into you
was because they didn't want you
to see what was inside. By the way,
have you got that picture here?”

Oakley showed it to him and the
inspector asked, “They just hap-
pened into the range of that cam-
era?”

Oakley nodded. “You see, Sam-
son was on top of his lodge, sunning

himself, when those fellows broke
from the brush on the bank. of
course, he made for the water.
That's when he hit the string that
snapped the shutter.”

Chambers looked at the section of
the beaver tail showing in the corner
of the picture, and laughed. “The
old fellow didn't take such a good
photo of himself.”

Oakley smiled and drew another
snapshot from the drawer. “How
does this one strike you?”

Chambers whistled. “Boy! That's
a beauty! Sitting right on top of
his lodge, big as life. It's the thing
for the frontispiece of my book. And
I can give him quite a write-up,
too.”

Oakley’s eyes twinkled with mis-
chief. “You might recommend him
for a deputy warden’s badge, while
you're at it.”

A Complete Novel,
“FOSSIL ISLAND" by FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE,

in Next Week’s Issue.

FAMOUS CLUBHOUSE WRECKED

HE date set for the heyday of cattle barons is about 1881. It was
I then that some of these men who did so much toward building up
the West, erected a clubhouse known as the Cheyenne Club at
Cheyenne, Wyoming. Of late years this building has been owned by the
Chamber of Commerce of Cheyenne. Hundreds of cowboys and cowgirls
have gathered here to pay their entrance fees to the annual frontier days
celebration, collected their prize money, if any, and gathered together in
amicable groups to discuss roping, and riding and other subjects that cow-
boys and cowgirls do talk about.

This old building of a thousand memories has been torn down to make
way for a forty-thousand-dollar modern structure of stores and offices
which will house the Chamber of Commerce. Many relics of the old days
taken from the former building were turned over to the State Historical
Museum. Among these mementos was a painting called, “Paul Potter’s
Bull,” bulletrriddled by shots from a pistol fired by the late John Coble,
one of the well-known early-day ranchers. It was during a Cheyenne Club
celebration that this display of marksmanship took place.



Free=range Venture

R many years ranchers had
Fobeen fencing in range land

that was actually public do-
main and using it for their individual
herds. An order comes from Wash-
ington declaring all such lands free
range and all fences down. To Cody
Venture, U. S. deputy marshal, falls
the unpleasant task of enforcing the
order. “Big Tim” Auliffe, owner of
the TA and an old-timer, has a par-
ticularly large area fence-inclosed.
The order means disaster for Tim.
His near neighbor, Bradford, is
stocked with Chihuahuas— a lean,
half-wild breed. Open range means
that they will overun the range and
starve out the TA cattle— heavy,
with a big strain of shorthorn. Brad-
ford, an Easterner and ignorant of
the ways of the West, insists that the

order be enforced. To make matters
worse his foreman, Clay Stevens, is
a scamp and an enemy of both Ven-
ture and Auliffe. The latter brought
Venture up from boyhood. He can-
not believe that Cody will turn
against him. Cody serves the notice,
and Big Tim refuses to recognize it.
Timmy, his daughter, sides with her
father against Cody. Business calls
Cody to Wilcox and he leaves in an
uneasy frame of mind. Stevens and
his partner, Burt Randall, plan to
profit by fence removals on TA.
When Cody reaches Wilcox he
finds a letter from U. S. Marshal
Pendergast calling Cody to Tucson.
Cody goes there. Pendergast tells
him that the government is letting
contracts for fence removals and
that deputies must protect fence
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pullers. Bradford is to have con-
tract for his district, and Cody
knows that that means war between
the TA and the Seven Slash, Brad-
ford’s ranch.

Cody returns to Wilcox, then
pushes on back to Bowie where Scott
McGuire, deputy sheriff, tells him
of the holdup of a Southern Pacific
train just below Rodeo and the loss
of the Douglas pay roll. Cody can’t
see why he must be dragged into it,
but Scott insists, and Cody goes
with him to organize a posse. The
posse starts out on what seems a
wild-goose chase, but at Rustlers’
Park they narrowly escape an am-
bush. One of the posse, Juan de
Cespedes, is killed. The posse, all
except Cody, return to Bowie. Cody
insists upon going on alone. He
camps in a cave. A storm comes
up suddenly. His horse nickers and
Cody grabs his gun expecting the
enemy, but the visitor is Timmy.
Against her wishes she is forced to
spend the night in the cave. Before
Cody is awake in the morning,
Timmy slips away.

Later in the morning Timmy goes
riding. Hearing a shot, she investi-
gates and meets Clay Stevens. He
tells her he can fix it up about her
father’s fences if she wall be nice to
him. Furious, Timmy repulses him.
He retorts that he knows that she
spent the night in the cave with
Cody. Timmy spurs her horse
homeward. Cody meets her. He
realizes that something has upset
her, but she refuses to explain.

Big Tim visits the Seven Slash and
quarrels with Bradford about the
fences. Mad with anger, he returns
to the ranch and fires his cook, Bill
Longee.

Later Big Tim quarrels with
Timmy, and she packs up and goes
into town to stay with her aunt,
Maria Summerford.

After Timmy has gone, her father
drinks continually. Stevens at-
tempts to remove the fences, and
Big Tim protests. The sudden ar-
rival of Cody Venture saves Big Tim
from being shot from ambush.
Bradford arrives on the scene. He
sees through Stevens’'s game and dis-
charges him. He goes, taking all the
hands with him.

Some time afterward, while under
the influence of liquor, Big Tim at-
tends a party and quarrels with
Bradford so bitterly that the party
is broken up. Later that night,
Bradford is found on the road seri-
ously wounded. Big Tim is arrested
and charged with the crime. Cody
works night and day to find the
guilty man, as he is sure Big Tim
would never stoop to such a das-
tardly crime. He suspects Stevens,
but before he can make any charge
he must find some proof. Assisted
by Felipe de Cespedes, brother of the
dead Juan, he starts looking for sign.
Cody tries to tell Timmy that he is
doing his best to clear her father,
but she refuses to listen.

CHAPTER XII.
PAY-ROLL MONEY.

ODY VENTURE'S busi-
ness in Wilcox kept him
busy for several days.
There was an accumula-
tion of mail in the United

States commissioner’s office. There
was one warrant to serve in a civil
suit. There were other things to look
after. Bradford had been appointed
commissioner, but Bradford was in
Bowie, hovering between life and
death, unconscious, and Cody had
no immediate boss.

During those three days Cody re-
ceived telegrams from McGuire. He
had asked the Bowie deputy to keep
him posted, and McGuire was faith-
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ful to his promise. Bradford had
not improved, McGuire wired.
Timmy Auiiffe was still nursing him.
Nothing had turned up—nothing
worth mentioning. McGuire did not
advise Cody in his telegrams of the
fact that he had sought out Timmy
Auiiffe and talked to her about Cody
Venture and Cody’s discovery.
Scott McGuire was a warm friend
of the younger man. He took it
upon himself to set Timmy right.
Timmy had listened and said noth-
ing, and Scott was not sure whether
or not he had helped Cody’s case.

On his third day in Wilcox, Cody
received his monthly check. The
check came in the late mail and, the
bank being closed, Cody was forced
to cash it at a store. He took his
money, bills for the most part, and
stuffed them into his wallet, thank-
ing the merchant for the accommo-
dation. As he left the store and
started down the street toward the
commissioner’s office he saw a fa-
miliar figure step from the door of
the land office. It was Clay Stevens.

Cody did not hurry his pace, but
Stevens, apparently seeing Cody,
waited for him beside the door. As
Cody came abreast, Stevens spoke.

“Venture!”

Cody stopped. “Well?” he said.

“What you goin’ to do about them
fences in the Chirieahuas?” Stevens
demanded. “They come down yet?”

Cody shook his head. “Not that
I know of,” he answered. “Brad-
ford contracted to pull them an’
Bradford isn't able right now.”

Stevens grunted. “Takin’a damn’
long time,” he announced. “1
thought you marshals was in charge
of that.”

“We are,” replied Cody. “You
seem mighty interested, Stevens.”

“1 am.” There was a hint of tri-
umph in Stevens's voice, a self-
satisfied smirk on his face. “l got

a lot of cattle that could use the
grass behind those fences.”
Cody’s face was blank.

he drawled.

“D Cross is the brand,” said
Stevens. “I just filed on the head
of Bonita Canyon, in case you're in-
terested, Venture. I'm goin’ to' run
stuff clear down the west side of the
mountains.”

“l see,” Cody drawled. *“Settin’
up as a rancher. You branch out
sudden, Stevens.”

“l want them fences down!”
Stevens was enjoying himself. “I'm
entitled to a share of the grass be-
hind 'em, an’ I aim to have it. Hear
me, Venture?”

“You talk loud enough,” replied
Cody. “I reckon the fences will be
pulled in good enough time.”

“By heavens, they better be!”
Stevens blustered. “I'm goin’ to

“ Cattle?”

write to Washington about it. I'm
goin’ to write Pendergast, too.”
“1 would, if I was you.” Cody

kept his temper. “Anythin’ else you
got on your mind?”

Stevens was not making the head-
way he had expected. He was try-
ing to bullyrag the deputy marshal;
wanted to make him angry. He had
not succeeded. He opened his mouth
to answer but closed it without
speaking and shook his head.

Cody nodded. “I'll see you, some
time,” he drawled, his voice expres-
sionless. “Don’'t forget to write
those letters.”

Turning away from Stevens, Cody
went on down the street. Just below
the land office he saw Wig Parsons.
Wig was standing on the sidewalk.
As Cody passed, Parsons turned his
back.

There was turmoil in Cody’s mind.
Clay Stevens a ranchman! Clay
Stevens filing on the land at the head
of Bonita Canyon, right above the
TA. D Cross cattle in the valley
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mixed with the Seven Slash. There
wasn’'t a chance for the TA.

Cody could not understand it.
He knew that Stevens had been a
moneyless puncher. He knew that
Stevens was in disrepute in the
country except with a certain ele-
ment. He couldn’t set up a cow
outfit on nothing, yet those D Cross
cattle had come from the THS, had
been bought and delivered in Mex-
ico. Cody had Felipe de Cespede’s
word for that. Where had Stevens
got the backing?

NCE again at the commis-
O sioner’s office Cody sat down

in a chair behind the desk.
Mechanically he pulled out his purse
and opening it, counted the bills in-
side. Three of them were bright
new twenty-dollar notes. He put
the bills back in his purse. Clay
Stevens and Wig Parsons!—he
thought.

Cody shook his head. He couldn’t
get an answer to the puzzle.

Later that evening he received a
telegram. The customs men at
Naco had answered his query. Duty
had been paid on three thousand
head of cattle at Naco, three thou-
sand head bought by the Seven
Slash. They had no further knowl-
edge of any cattle crossing the bor-
der. Cody folded the telegram and
put it away. He had yet to hear
from Douglas and Nogales.

With the work fairly well cleaned
up at Wilcox, he was free to return
to Bowie. There was nothing
further to keep him at headquarters
and, anxious to get back, he wired
Pendergast that he was leaving
Wilcox. In the morning he took
the train east.

When he arrived at Bowie he
found that Scott McGuire was out
of town. Cody went from the
deputy’s office directly to Doctor

Harper's and there made inquiry
concerning Bradford. Harper was
more reassuring than he had been.

“He had lost a great deal of blood,
Cody,” said Harper. “He hasn't
turned the corner, and he is very
weak, but he has a better chance
than he had a week ago, though.”

“Has Scott talked to him?” de-
manded Cody. “Have you found
out what he knows about who shot
him?”

Harper shook his head. “We
haven't dared excite him,” he said.
“He’'s just about half conscious.
Perhaps in a day or two--—- "

“You let me know when he’s able
to talk at all, will you?” asked Cody.
“1 want--—— "

“Certainly,” agreed Harper. “If
he makes it through, it will not be
entirely my efforts that have done it.
Timmy Auliffe stays beside him al-
most constantly. The only time she
leaves him is when she goes to see
her father. 1 tell you that girl just
wouldn’t let him die!”

“Could I see Timmy a minute?”
Cody requested.

Harper nodded and went back
into the house. Presently Timmy
Auliffe, her face impassive, appeared
at the door.

“Well?” she said.

“Timmy, |- ” began Cody.

The girl looked at him. His trou-
bled face, the gray eyes filled with
grief, touched some responsive chord
in her mind. “I can’'t talk to you
now, Cody,” she said.

Was there a tinge of kindness in
her voice? Cody was unable to tell.
He blurted out what he had to say.
"1'm goin’ to clear Tim,” he told her.
“He never shot Bradford. It was
somebody else. | got ideas. I'm

“Timmy,” Harper called from in-
side the house.



90 Street & Smith’'s Western Story Magazine

The girl turned. Cody caught at
her hand, seized it.

“You got to believe me, Timmy!”
he urged hoarsely. “You--——-- "

“1 must go now,” said the girl hur-

riedly. “I'll talk to you when | can,
Cody. Do what you can for Big
Tim.”

She was gone.

R an instant Cody stood on
I:Othe porch of Doctor Harper’s

home, then turning, his face
alight, he walked down the steps and
started toward the Alcatraz. His
heart was lighter than it had been
for weeks.

Bud Jessop always had any news
that was in circulation. However,
he had very little to tell to-day.
While Cody was in the saloon Bill
Longee came in and bought a quart
of whisky. Bill, apparently, had
some money—a thing almost un-
heard of. After the old man had
gone out Cody commented to Jes-
sop on the fact.

Jessop explained Bill's affluence.
Tim Auliffe had rehired Bill as cook
at the TA.

“Tim bosses the ranch from jail
then?” inquired Cody.

Jessop nodded. “Johnny Bowen'’s
runnin’ the place,” he Said. “He
comes in for orders.”

Cody said, “1 see.” He wondered
if Tim Auliffe had given Bowen or-
ders to remove the fences.

Jessop answered that question
without being asked.

“Bein’ in jail’'s had a mighty so-
berin’ effect on Tim,” said Bud.
“He’s changed a heap. When he
first was throwed in it seemed like
all the country was against him.
Now there’'s been some change.
Lance Blount come in, an’ he backed
Tim up, right to the hilt. Seems
like some more are changin’ over too.
Tim’s give Bowen orders to pull

down them fences of his, an’ now
pretty near every man you talk to
says what a damn’ shame it is that
an old-timer like Tim has to lose
what lie’s got.”

Cody nodded. “Is Bowen pullin’
the fences?” he asked.

“Not yet he ain’t,” answered Bud.
“Leastwise he hadn’t started yes-
terday.”

“Well,” said Cody, “a lot can hap-
pen in three days. What happened
to the boys Tim had at the place?”

“Still there,” answered Jessop.

“An’ has Bill- parted company
with Bar Fly?”

“Not so as you could notice it.
They're thick as thieves. Scott
swears he’s goin’ to run Bar Fly out
of town but he never gets around to

Cody laughed and pulled out his
tobacco. The little cotton sack was
empty and, with a word to Bud that
he would be back, Cody left the
place and went across the street to
a general store.

When he had purchased his to-
bacco, he found that he had no
change and proffered a bill from his
wallet. It was one of the new
twenty-dollar notes. Abe Meyers,
the storekeeper, took the money
back to his till. Presently he re-
turned, still carrying the note.

“Where did you get this, Cody?”
asked Meyers, looking curiously at
the young marshal.

“In Wilcox,” said Cody readily.
“1 cashed my pay check there. Why,
ain't it good?”

“Good enough,” said Meyers.
“There’s somethin’ funny about it,
though. | checked the serial num-
ber with the list we got on the
Douglas pay-roll money. This bill
is one of 'em.”

“What?” Cody fairly snapped the
word.
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“It's part of the Douglas pay-roll
money,” reiterated Meyers.

Cody produced his purse again
and took the bills from it. “Let’s
see,” he said.

He accompanied the little mer-
chant back to the office and there,
with the list of serial numbers from
the Douglas pay roll in his hand, he
checked the bills in the wallet.
Three of the bills had numbers cor-
responding to those on the list.
When he had finished Cody looked
at Meyers.

“Don’'t say a thing about this,” he
warned. “l’'ve got to go to Wilcox
and see who paid this out. | know
Where | got it, and it ought to be
easy enough to do.”

Meyers promised silence, Cody
paid for his tobacco with another,
old, bill, pocketed his change and
went out. As he walked down the
street back toward the Alcatraz,
puzzling over the recent develop-
ment, an idea struck him, and he
stopped short.

The bills he had came from Wil-
cox. He had seen Clay Stevens in
Wilcox. Stevens had been affluent,
if appearances meant anything.
Stevens was starting an outfit.
Stevens had a lot of D Cross cattle.
Clay Stevens— Cody frowned. He
was jumping to conclusions. Better
go slow. Better take the regular
order of procedure. Go to Wilcox,
find out who had paid for goods with
those bills. Track the thing out step
by step. Cody went on down to the
Alcatraz. As he approached the
saloon he saw Bill Longee come out
the door. Bill was carrying another
bottle.

with Bud Jessop, Cody decided
to wait for Scott McGuire. He
wanted to talk things over with the
older man. The pay-roll robbery

IN the Alcatraz, talking again

really belonged in McGuire's juris-

diction. Cody decided to wait until
Scott returned.
Later in the afternoon, while

Cody was Killing time near the
blacksmith shop, be saw Mrs. Sum-
merford coming hurriedly toward
him. Maria Summerford was angry;
it showed in her walk and her ex-
pression. Cody rose as she arrived.

Maria wasted no time on pre-
liminaries. “Where's Scott Mec-
Guire?” she demanded.

Cody shook his head. He didn’t
know. “Can | do anything?” he
asked.

“You’'ll have to.” Mrs. Summer-
ford scowled. “That Bill Longee
and that drunken sot they call Bar
Fly are down by Doc Harper's an’
they got a fiddle an’ accordeen.
They're makin’ the day miserable.
You better stop it.”

Cody promised that he would.

As Maria Summerford had said,
he found Bar Fly and Bill Longee
close to the hospital, sitting in the
shade of a paloverde, indulging in
what they fondly believed to be
close harmony with violin and ac-
cordion. Both were drunk, just
drunk enough to argue, and Cody,
threatening to put them both in jail,
jerked them to their feet and started
them up the street. With that done,
he turned to leave but saw Timmy
Auliffe at one of the windows of Har-
per's house. The girl beckoned to
him, and Cody hurried toward the
house.

Timmy met him at the door. She
was filled with repressed excitement,
so stirred that she could hardly talk
coherently. *

“Mr. Bradford has just been talk-
ing to Doctor Harper,” she said, her

voice low. “Oh, Cody, | know
father didn’'t shoot him!”
“What does he say?” snapped

Cody. “Can | see him?”
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“Not yet. Doctor Harper won't
let any one in to see him for a
while. He says he turned back to
see father again that night. He
started back to Gantry’s. He didn't
meet father. Mr. Bradford says that
he doesn’'t remember seeing father
at all. He was riding toward Gan-
try’s and he heard a horse coming
up. He stopped. He says that he
saw the horse but he couldn’'t see
the rider’s face. He remembers that
the man fired a shot at him and that
he fell from his horse, and that’s all.
It couldn’t have been Big Tim!”

“He didn’'t see the rider?” Cody

had caught the contagion of
Timmy’s eagerness. “He didn't see
his face?”

“No, but he did say that he was
sure it wasn't father!”

“Huh!”  Cody jerked out the
ejaculation. “Sure, is he?”
“Yes.”

“Don’t build too much on it,

Timmy,” warned Cody. “He's a
sick man an’-—- "
“But his mind is clear. | was in

the room when they were talking,
Cody. He kept looking past Doc-
tor Harper at me.”

“Hm-m-m!” Cody’s eyes left the
eager face of the girl. He almost
shook his head. He could see what
Bradford was doing. The Eastern
man liked Timmy. Cody had Har-
per’s word for that. Bradford was
trying to shield the girl’'s father and
through him the girl.

“It will clear Big Tim,” Timmy
said earnestly.

Cody nodded. “There's some
other things that will help,” he said
carefully. “I found a trail that ran
beside Big Tim’s to the ranch. |
don’'t--—-- "

“Scott McGuire told me about
that,” interrupted Timmy.

“He did?” Cody looked his sur-
prise.

“Yes, Scott said------- ” Timmy
stopped and blushed. Cody, staring
at his boots, did not notice the sud-
den rush of color. Scott McGuire
had bluntly told Timmy Auliffe that
Cody loved her, and that she was
treating him like a dog.

“There’s lots of funny things hap-
pening,” drawled Cody, talking
more to himself than to Timmy.
“Some of that pay-roll money has
turned up. Clay Stevens------- " He
stopped short, recalling where he
was and what he whas saying.
Timmy Auliffe’s eyes were suddenly

bright. She, too, had recalled some-
thing.

“1've got to go in, Cody,” said the
girl.

Cody nodded. “I reckon,” he said
lifelessly. “Just keep stickin’,

Timmy. This talk of Bradford’s will
help, an’ we're workin'—Scott an’
me.”

Timmy turned. She took a step
in through the door and then
stopped, turning again. “l know
you had to do what you did, Cody,”
she said softly. Then, before Cody
could move, the door closed.

ODY went back downtown.
C Though he should have been

thinking of other things, of
the pay-roll money and of Tim
Auliffe, he was thinking of Timmy'’s
last words and the tone in which
they were spoken. Cody’s face was
expressionless, but his spirit was in
the clouds.

As he passed the Alcatraz he was
recalled to the present. Bud Jessop
with some profanity, was putting
Bill Longee out of the door. Bar
Fly was already in the street.

“You goin’ to do anything about
this, Cody?” demanded the perspir-
ing Jessop. “These two sons are
makin’ damn’ nuisances of them-
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selves. You better put 'em in the
ju%” _ . ,

ody grinned. They got their
liquor here, Bud,” he observed
mildly. “Seems to me like you ought
to stand for ’em a little.” Cody
walked on, leaving Jessop swearing
and staring after him.

At the jail Cody stopped. He
went in, asked the jailer to let him
see Tim Auliffe, and was escorted by
the man to Tim’s cell. When Cody
was inside, the jailer departed. Big
Tim looked much better than when
Cody had last seen him. Abstinence
and the fact that once again men
were rallying about him, had helped
Tim. Cody walked over, sat down
on the bunk, and spoke.

“1t doesn’'t look so bad, Tim,” he
said. “Bradford talked to Doc Har-
per. He says that it wasn't you
that shot him.”

Big Tim sat down. His shoulders
sagged suddenly and his face worked
as he controlled his emotions. After
a moment he found his voice,

“Thanks, Cody,” he said.

Cody nodded, his face averted
from the old rancher. Cody’s own
emotions were pretty close to the
surface.

“Who did Bradford say done it?”
asked Tim after a moment.

“He don’'t know,” answered Cody.
“Tim, you were where Bradford was
shot, all right, Scott an’ me trailed
you straight to the ranch from there,
but somebody else was there, too.
Somebody was with you, about a
hundred yards away, and opened the
gate for you and let you in to the
TA. | followed the trail.”

Big Tim drew an incredulous
breath. “You sure of that, Cody?”
he demanded.

“Sure,” said Cody. “After he let
you in the gate, he closed it and then
headed back into the hills,”

“Did you trail him there?”

Cody shook his head. “I missed
several things,” he said wearily. “I
didn’'t back trail from where Brad-
ford was shot and | didn't go on
from the fence. | overlooked my
hand twice.”

Tim Auliffe sat down on the bunk.
“When can | get out of here?” he
demanded.

Cody shook his head. “I don’'t
know,” he answered frankly. “I
don’'t know, Tim. There's a lot to
be done yet.” He paused and
thought for a moment, then faced
the big man.

“Tim,” said Cody Venture, “I
think this hangs on one man. If
you are out of here he’ll mebbe get
suspicious. With you in jail he may
make a break that we can use. Are
you willin’ to stay here for a while
an’ side us?”

It was a hard thing to ask. A
harder thing to answer. Big Tim
Auliffe took a deep breath. “.You're
not sure, Cody?” he asked softly.

“Not sure,” agreed Cody. “We
might clear you with what Bradford
has said and that trail 1 found; we
might not. Remember Scott found
a gun that had been used, in your
saddle pocket, an’ we trailed you
straight to the ranch. A jury might
think that Bradford was out of his
head. | want it clear, Tim. Clear
and clean. If you stay here, you'll
mebbe help catch a murderer.”

Big Tim Auliffe nodded his gray

head. “I’'ve stood it a while, Cody,”
he said slowly. “I'll stand it a while
longer. 1 want it clear an’ clean,
too.”

Cody got up from the bunk. Tim,
too, arose. Cody called the jailer
to let him out and, as the man came
down the corridor, Big Tim’s hand
descended on Cody’s shoulder and
Big Tim’s voice boomed.

“Stay with it, kid,” said Big Tim.

On the way to the door Cody
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stumbled over a rough spot in the
corridor. Cody was not seeing very
well. It had been a long time since
Big Tim Auliffe had slapped him on
the back and boomed, “Stay with it
kid!”

CHAPTER XIII.
BILL LONGEE's MEMORY.

T was late that night before
I Scott McGuire came in. Scott
had been north, toward the
Peloncillos, investigating rustling.
He had accomplished nothing, he
was tired, short-tempered and iras-
cible. Cody was waiting at the one-
room adobe that Scott called home,
when the deputy sheriff arrived. He
unsaddled and put McGuire’s horse
away while Scott cleaned up and
ate a bite of supper. The meal over,
Cody outlined his* latest findings to
McGuire.

“It looks mighty queer,” Cody
told him. “Here’s Clay Stevens with
a cow ranch an’ money, when a
couple of months ago he was a broke
puncher. Here's me gettin’ some of
that Douglas money in Wilcox. |
don’t know as | told you, Scott, but
the time we had that fight in Rus-
tlers’ Park | run onto two trails after
we'd split up. They went into the
rocks up above Bonita an’ | lost 'em.
There’'s a heap of things that point
that one way.”

“You told me about the trails,”
answered McGuire, sucking medi-
tatively on a cigarette. “Go on an’
do your thinkin’ out loud, Cody. I'll
put in a chip whenever | want to
ante.”

“Well,” drawled Cody, *“here’s
Burt Randall receivin’' cattle down
in Mexico, Seven Slash cattle. | got
a wire from Naco, an’ the customs
has no record of anythin’ but three
thousand head of Seven Slash.
Where did the D Cross come from?”

“l don’'t know,” answered Mc-
Guire.

“Neither do I. Burt an’ Stevens
was thick as thieves. Where's Burt?
He’s just left the country, but before
he went he burnt his bedding.”

“Burnt his beddin’?”

“Yeah.” Cody fished in a hip
pocket and pulled out a charred
piece of wool. Passing it over he
continued. “Felipe and I found that
in the fireplace at the Seven Slash
bunk house the night that Stevens
an’ all his crew quit Bradford. Kind
of queer, ain't it?”

McGuire examined the piece of
cloth. “Hm-m-m,” he said.

“Now I'd like to find Burt,” pur-
sued Cody. “He received cattle
from the THS down below Naco.
1'd like to know if these D Crosses
paid duty.”

“And if they didn't?”

“1t would be some help. Remem-
ber Tim’s fences got to come down.
The Chihuahuas outside will take the
grass away from Tim’s cattle like it
was greased.”

“An’ if they hadn’t paid duty then
they’d be impounded an’ held by the
government until the duty was

straightened up. | see,” mused
McGuire.

“It would help Tim’s grass,” of-
fered Cody.

“It  would,” agreed McGuire.

“That's sort of by the way, though,

ain't it? What about the rest?”
“Well,” Cody’s drawl slowed,
“there’s a heap of the rest. There's

Bradford bein’ shot after a quarrel
with Tim. There’s tracks we found
to the TA. There's the gate that
was opened for Tim to go through.
There’'s the gun in Auliffe’s saddle
pocket. There’s Stevens takin’ up a
homestead above Bonita Canyon an’
figurin’ to run cows all along the
Chiricahuas. There's Stevens with
an ambush for Auliffe at the fence.
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Damn it, Scott! | can’t help but
think it all hooks together.”

“Mebbe it does,” said Scott Mc-
Guire, meditatively. “But where
are you goin’ to break in, Cody?
You got nothin’ definite to hook on
to. Where you goin’ to start?”

Cody dropped his dead cigarette.
“1 thought,” he said slowly, “that 1'd
start at the beginnin’,”

“An’ where's that?”

“Some place above Bonita Can-
yon,” Cody replied decisively.
“That's where the Douglas pay roll
went, I'm dead sure.”

“You figure then,” drawled Mc-
Guire, “that it's Clay Stevens. You
think that he was behind the pay-
roll robbery. You think that he's
the man that shot Bradford. You
think he’s usin’ that pay-roll money
to stake him in his ranch. You don’t
like Stevens, Cody.”

“No,” agreed Cody.

“1 don't,” McGuire answered,
frankly. “You might be right about
the pay roll an’ him bein’ in on that.
I don't know. But about Bradford
I got some other ideas. Tim Auliffe
an’ Bradford were at outs over this
fence business. They had a fight.
We find Bradford shot an’ a plain
trail to the TA. We find Tim drunk,
not able to say where he was an’ a
gun that had been shot, in his sad-
dle pocket. It looks mighty like Tim
to me.”

“You're forgettin’ the other trail,
'an’ that Bradford says it wasn't
Tim.”

“Bradford is mighty weak. He
might be out of his head, an’ he
might be protectin’ somebody.”

“1'll agree to that,” Cody nodded.
“1 thought of that, too. Just the
same, 1 can't see it that way. |
want to find Burt Randall.”

“An’ where you goin’ to look for
him?”

“Some place in the rocks above

“Do you?”

Bonita,” answered Cody.
up to-morrow.”

“An’ I'm just damn’ fool enough
to go with you,” answered McGuire.
“You go on to bed, Cody. I'm tired
an’ | want to turn in.”

Cody nodded, got up and retrieved
his hat. “I'll see you in the mornin’,
Scott,” he said.

Cody went back to the room he
had taken at the hotel, undressed,
and turned in. For a while he lay
awake, thinking things over, trying,
definitely to substantiate the hunch
he had. There was a wealth of clews
to work on, but they ended in a
blank wall. Cody finally pillowed
his head on his arm and slept.

HILE Cody Venture and
W Scott McGuire talked and
considered ways and means
in Bowie, two other conversations
were taking place. One was between
Maria Summerford and her niece.
Maria took Timmy to task. The
girl, worn out by her duties in Brad-
ford’s sick room, was pale and wan.
“You look like a drowned rat,
Timmy,” announced Maria, frankly.
“You got to get out more. You've
worked and fretted about all this
until you're just a shadow.”

Timmy nodded. “lI've been in
quite a while,” she agreed. “I'll go
to the ranch to-morrow, Aunt
Maria.”

Maria Summerford sniffed. “You
ought to stay out there,” she said.
“You have no business tyin’ your-
self down in a hospital.”

“1 couldn’'t let Mr. Bradford die,”
Timmy said slowly. *“I couldn’t.
People think that father shot him.
If he died-——-- "

Maria put her arm over Timmy’s
shoulders. “He isn't goin’ to die,”
she comforted. “He’ll be all right
and so will Big Tim. You go on to
bed now, dearie, You're wore out.”

“I'm goin’
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The other conversation was at the
TA, between Bill Longee and his
friend and coworker, Bar Fly. After
his explusion from Bud Jessop’s
saloon, Bill had collected the gro-
ceries he had come to Bowie to buy,
loaded them in his two-wheeled cart,
and urging Bar Fly to accompany
him, finally got his inebriated friend
in with the load. Bill drove grandly
out of town, got the mules straight-
ened out for the TA, and lolled com-
fortably in the seat.

The two were late getting to the
ranch. Supper was over and Johnny
Bowen, Curly Archer and Ranee
Davis were more than a little wroth
with the cook. To avoid trouble,
Bill turned the mules into the corral
without unhitching, and he and Bar
Fly sought the shelter of the cook-
shack. Johnny Bowen, swearing
that he'd be damned if he would do
the cook’s work, left the mules as
they were. With the other two
punchers he went to the bunk house,
after promising Bill various and sun-
dry punishment in the morning.
From behind his barred door Bill
listened and made uncomplimentary
noises.

Johnny and the other two had
been gone for some time before Bill
unbarred the door. It was hot in
the cook shack, and the heat had put
Bar Fly to sleep. Bill, made of
sterner stuff, kept awake and drank
a little extract. When he opened the
door the night air cooled off the
shack, and Bill felt the need of con-
versation. He shook Bar Fly until
he was awake.

“Le’s play some music,” suggested
Bill while Bar Fly rubbed his eyes.
“You got your accordeen?”

Bar Fly didn’t have the instru-
ment.

“Well,” said Bill agreeably, “le’s
sing.”

He tried a note or two, found that

Bar Fly had gone back to sleep, and
ceased vocalizing long enough to
shake the man awake again.

“You're drunk,” said Bill sternly.
“Drunken bum, Bar Fly!”

Bar Fly, used to such appellations,
paid no attention.

“1'm goin’ to take you home,” an-
nounced Bill, seized by a drunken
vagary. “Drunken bum! Got no
business at the TA.”

He fortified himself with a drink
of vanilla. Bar Fly nodded in the
corner. Bill, firm in his belief that
he was doing the right thing, went
out of the door, carrying a lantern.
The mules were in the corral, still
hitched to the cart. Bill opened the
gate and led them out and to the
cookshack. The ranch hands had
unloaded the cart and the bed was
empty.

It was necessary for Bill to awaken
Bar Fly again. This he did with
some labor. After he had Bar Fly
awake he took several more drinks.
He shared his bottle with Bar Fly
and got that individual to a state
where he could get to the cart with
some aid. Bill climbed in the cart
and started the mules.

oW, with wheels rolling under
N him, Bill was struck by -an-

other notion. The Seven
Slash needed a cook. Bill knew that.
He knew that the Seven Slash crew
had quit, and that Felipe de
Cespedes and three others were hold-
ing down the ranch. Drunkenly,
Bill resolved to be a good Samaritan.
Here was Bar Fly. Bar Fly could
cook; Bill himself, had taught him.
What could be more reasonable,
more friendly to all concerned, than
to take Bar Fly to the Seven Slash
and thus give Bar Fly a job and the
ranch a cook? It was a good idea.
Bill started the mules west.

The moon bathed the cacti and
WS—6B



Free-range Venture 97

the tall grass in silver and sent long
dark shadows sloping to the west.
The shadovr of the cart and mules
was gigantic. Bill Longee opened
the TA gate in the west fence while
Bar Fly snored.

Bill left the gate down. He drove
on, the wheels turning softly on the
sod and sand. Occasionally Bill re-
enforced himself with a drink.
Gradually Bill was reaching the
point of intoxication he had achieved
on the day Tim Auliffe fired him.
The tired mules walked steadily
along. Bar Fly, unable to maintain
his balance, toppled from the seat
into the back of the cart, and Bill let
him lie there.

Bill had forgotten his original idea
now. It was simply a pleasant,
moonlit night, and Bill was taking
a ride. He pulled in the mules, con-
sulted his bottle, and sat on the seat
staring around. Something was
working in Bill's mind. Gradually
the alcohol that he had just taken,
worked up to his brain. Just at the
edge of recollection, Bill looked back.
Bar Fly lay in the cart, the moon-
light striking his pallid face. To
Bill it recalled another face. Burt
Randall! Burt Randall, dead in a
draw with the back of his head shot
away. Bill screamed. The mules
sprang forward under the lash of the
blacksnake and Bill's scream. Like
frightened rabbits they stretched to
the ground, making time. Bill
clung to the seat, riding that rocking,
lurching vehicle. The road stretched
straight to the Seven Slash and the
mules held to it.

Felipe de Cespedes, asleep in the
Seven Slash bunk house, was awak-
ened by the arrival of the cart.
Bill was still yelling, so hoarse now
that his voice was almost a whisper.
The mules ran into the corral fence
and stopped, throwing Bill back into
the cart with Bar Fly. When Felipe

WS—7B

and his men, guns in their hands,
piled out of the bunk house, Bill was
lying there, still trying to yell, and
the mules were standing, panting,
their heads down.

to the root of the matter. Bill

Longee, Felipe was convinced,
had the delirium tremens. He pulled
Bill from the cart, uncovering Bar
Fly who still slept. Bill was chat-
tering hoarsely of Burt Randall, of
Burt Randall, dead.

“His brains oozin’ out!” screamed
Bill, and fought against the hands
that restrained him.

It was all confusion to Felipe.
They carried Bill to the bunk house,
lit a lantern and tried to quiet
him. Bill would not quiet. He chat-
tered of an arroyo and of Burt
Randall, dead in that arroyo, of
being fired from the TA, of how
sorry Tim Auliffe would be; of his
prowess as a fiddler. It was all con-
fused.

Felipe, resourceful, produced a
guart of tequila as a hist resort. He
gave Bill a big drink from the bottle,
and then another. Bill quieted
under the effect of the drink. He
was over the edge now, beyond recol-
lection. Restrained by Felipe and
the three men Bill ceased threshing
on the bunk and gradually quieted.
Finally he slept, his mouth open, and
the fumes of alcohol pouring from it.

Felipe sat down. Bill Longee h#d
seen something, Felipe was con-
vinced. He remembered that Cody
had found a piece of blanket in the
fireplace when he and Cody had first
come to the ranch. He remembered
that there had been the initials,
“B. R., on that blanket. Felipe
scratched his head and reached a
decision. Bill Longee might be see-
ing snakes, but in the morning he,
Felipe de Cespedes, would take a

IT took Felipe some time to get
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look around. He would examine the
arroyos close to the Seven Slash.

The four men comprising the
Seven Slash crew, ate breakfast at
four o’clock. They did not disturb
the sleeping Bill Longee or Bar Fly.
With breakfast finished, they sad-
dled and, obeying Felipe's com-
mands, paired off.

Felipe and his partner, Carlos
Garcia, took the country to the
south and east of the ranch. There
was, Felipe believed, no use in going
on west. Whatever Bill had seen was
between the Seven Slash and the TA,
The other two Seven Slash riders
were instructed to search the draws
north and east of the ranch.

It was some time after ten o’clock
before Felipe made the discovery.
Riding down an arroyo near the TA
fence he saw the glint of an empty
bottle. Rain and wind had long
since washed away the wheel tracks
of Bill Longee’s cart, but Felipe rode
toward the spot where the sun struck
the glass. He recognized the type of
bottle, a square, high-shouldered ex-
tract bottle, but that meant nothing
to him. What did strike and hold
his attention as he came closer was
a small white object. Felipe called
Carlos and got down from his horse.
When Carlos arrived, Felipe was
down on his knees, scooping away
sand. As he straightened up Carlos
could see what Felipe had uncovered.
Carlos crossed himself swiftly. There
in the little depression that Felipe
had made were the bones of a man’s
hand, stripped of flesh by wvultures
or coyotes. It lay there, mute evi-
dence of what was underneath.
Water, rushing down the arroyo, had
stripped the sand partially away
from the deep-buried body.

“Go to the house and bring a
shovel,” Felipe commanded.

Carlos nodded, climbed to his sad-
dle and spurred up the draw.

CHAPTER XIV.
BURT RANDALL.

ODY VENTURE and Scott
‘ McGuire didn't get away

from Bowie as they had
planned. During the night there
had been a fight in the native town
across the tracks. A man had been
cut with a knife and Scott had offi-
cial duties to attend to. It was
noon before Scott was ready to go,
and he decided that they might as
well eat dinner before they began
their trip.

While the two ate, the noon train
came in. As they left the restau-
rant they saw Verne Richards ap-
proaching, Richards, the sheriff of
Cochise county, was a small man,
square and weather-beaten. He wore
a gray goatee that jutted forward
like the bow of a clipper ship. His
eyes were blue, with sun wrinkles at
the corners, and he perpetually
chewed tobacco that leaked down on
the gray goatee. Cody liked
Richards. Every law-abiding citizen
of Cochise County liked Richards.

The sheriff saw his deputy and the
young marshal and approached
them. He greeted the two, shook
hands, and smiled faintly at Cody.

“Kind of had your hands full
down here, ain't you, Venture?” he
said. “I had a talk with Pendergast
an’ he said you'd been busy.”

Cody nodded. “Pretty busy,” he
answered.

“You got your fence business
'tended to yet?” asked Richards.

Cody shook his head. “They’ll be
down shortly,” he answered. “I
think we maybe got a lead on that

Douglas pay-roll business, Mr.
Richards. Some of that money
turned up in Wilcox. Scott and I

are going to look into it to-day.”
“That's why I'm down here,”
Richards said. “I was in Wilcox yes-
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terday.
there.”

“That's where | got it.” Cody
squinted his gray eyes and looked
at the sheriff. “You know who had
it, Mr. Richards?”

“1t narrowed down to a few,” an-
swered Richards carefully. “Who
were you goin’ to look up, Cody?”

“We were goin’ up into the coun-
try above Bonita,” answered Mc-
Guire. “You know, Verne, when we
run into them fellows up there, two
of ’em got away into the rocks.
Cody saw the trails. We worked out
that country pretty careful a time
or two, but we didn’t find a thing?”

“An’ you think you can now?”

Cody nodded.

“Hm-m-m,” said Richards. “I
think you can, too. You know
there’'s been a filin’ made on the
head of Bonita?”

Both Cody and McGuire nodded
their heads.

“Well,” Richards spoke casually,
“1'd come over to see the fellow that
made that filin'.”

“ Stevens?”

“Stevens,” agreed Richards.

Some of that money was

“Did he spend that pay-roll
money?”  McGuire lost his cus-
tomary drawl.

“No.” Richards shook his head.

“But it seems like some of the men
with him did. Either of you boys
know Wig Parsons?”

“He used to work for the Seven

Slash,” Cody said slowly. “I think
he's with Clay now; | saw him in
Wilcox the day I left.”

Richards turned briskly. “Well,”

he announced, “we might as well get

at it. | want to go up to Stevens's
place. You boys can come along.”

“We were goin’ there,” replied
McGuire. “We---—-- What the

devil is this?”
The exclamaation was caused by
the appearance of a little crowd in

the street. There were horsemen
and a wagon, all surrounded by
curious townspeople. Cody recog-
nized one of the riders. It was
Felipe de Cespedes.

HE three officers hurried to-

I ward the crowd, broke

through, and stopped beside
the wagon. Felipe had seen them
coming and had dismounted. He
grinned dashingly at Cody and
nodded to McGuire and Richards.

“I'm bring something in to jfou,”
he said. “We find something.”

“What have you got in the
wagon?” snapped McGuire.

“Mebbe”—Felipe looked around
—“better go some place where we
don’t have so many.”

“The wagon yard,” said Cody.

Felipe nodded. Richards and Mc-
Guire faced the crowd.

“We won't need you fellers,” said
McGuire pointedly.

Cody led the way to Summer-
ford’s wagon yard. The wagon,
flanked by Felipe and his men, and
with Richards and McGuire walking
beside it, followed. At the gate to
the yard the crowd stopped. Felipe,
the wagon and the men with it, went
in. Cody swung the gate shut. Out-
side curious men applied their eyes
to the openings between the gate
palings. Well toward the middle of
the yard the driver halted the wagon
and the mounted men swung down.

“Well?” said Richards, facing
Felipe de Cespedes.
Felipe eyed the sheriff. "Las’

night,” he said, speaking islowly,
“Bill Longee an’ Bar Fly come
drunk to the ranch. Bill was

scared, an’ Bar Fly was asleep. Bill
talks much about Burt Randall. He
says that Burt's head is shot open
an’ his brains leak. 1 think Bill is
loco. He talks about arroyos, an’
he's getting fired an’ play the fiddle,
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an’ it is all mixed up, so I give him
two more drinks an5he goes to sleep.
Then | sit down an’ | think that Bill
maybe see something in an arroyo.
So this morning me an’ my men ride
the arroyo east of the house and me
an’ Carlos find this.”

Felipe pulled back the tarp that
covered the wagon bed. The men,
Richards, McGuire, and Venture,
looked at what was revealed. They
stepped back quickly after that first
look and even the weathered face
of Richards was a little white.

“It's Burt, all right,” McGuire
stated, his voice shaken.

Felipe was meticulously rolling a
cigarette. He finished the process,
lit it and puffed once. “An’ if he’s
got brains they leak out all right,”
said Felipe. “The back of his head
is all gone.”

Richards stared at Cody and Mc-
Guire. “What could 'a’ done that?”
he asked. “Who------- "

“l don't know,” said Cody. “I
can tell you this, though. Felipe an’
me was at the Seven Slash. Stevens
an’ the whole crew had quit Brad-
ford, an’ we helped him out a lit-
tle. We found a piece of blanket in
the fireplace at the bunk house, an’
it had Randall’s initials on it.” He
reached in his pocket, produced the
charred cloth and held it out to
Richards.

Richards took the piece of blanket
in his hands and examined it. “It
looks like,” drawled Verne Richards,
looking up at Cody, “that we'd
mebbe have a little somethin’ else to

Stevens when we find him.
Somethin’ besides what Wig Par-
sons was doin’ with those bills.”

They adjourned from the wagon
yard, leaving the stolid Carlos on
watch. There were things to do
now; other things than to saddle
horses and ride to the Chiricahuas.
Scott McGuire set about summon-
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ing the justice of the peace and a
coroner’s jury. Verne Richards and
Cody walked down the street. They
had gone but a short distance when
Doctor Harper joined them. Har-
per had been looking for Cody.

“Bradford’'s feeling pretty good
to-day,” he said. “He wants to talk
to you, Venture.”

“And | want to talk wdth him,”
agreed Cody. “Can Sheriff Rich-
ards go with me?”

Harper nodded. “Bradford wants
to clear up this thing about Auliffe,”
he said. “It will do him good to
get it off his mind.”

“We can go right with you,” said
Richards, eying the doctor. *“Scott
won't be ready for a while, an’ this
other thing can wait.”

Cody nodded, and turning, they
accompanied the doctor.

N the way to the house Har-
O per spoke encouragingly of

Bradford’'s condition. “It
looks as though he’ll pull through,”
said the doctor. “The wound was
never infected. It was the loss of
blood that hurt. Timmy Auliffe has
stayed right there and nursed him
and that has helped a lot. Brad-
ford has been fretting all day be-
cause she's gone.”

“Gone?” Cody echoed the word.

“She went out to the ranch,” said
Harper. “She needed to get out.
She’s been kept in mighty close.”

The three went into the doctor’s
home. Harper cautioned them
against exciting Bradford or asking
too many questions.

Bradford lay on a bed near the
window. His face was waxen, pal-
lid, the lips colorless. His hands,
lying on the coverlet, were white
and thin, and the veins stood out in
colorless ridges. Bradford moved
his head and smiled faintly as the
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men entered. Mrs. Harper rose from
a chair and bustled out of the room.

“This is Sheriff Richards, Mr.
Bradford,” said Cody, nodding to-
ward Richards. “Doctor Harper
said you wanted to see me, and |
brought Richards along.”

Bradford moved his eyes, but said
nothing. He was husbanding his
strength. Cody spoke again,
“Doctor Harper said you wanted to
make a statement about what hap-
pened,” he said. “Would you like to
have me write it down?” -

Now Bradford spoke. “Yes,” he
said faintly. “I'll sign it.”

Harper hurried out to return with
pen, ink, and paper. Cody moved a
table close to the bed and sat beside
itt. When Cody was ready Brad-
ford began.

“1 left Gantry’s,” he said, pausing
between the words. “l had gone
quite a distance when | decided to
turn back and see if | could not talk
with Mr. Auliffe again. | wanted
to talk with him about our ranches.”

Cody’s pen scratched busily as
Bradford paused. “You wanted to
tell Tim Auliffe that there could be
some sort of agreement made about
a line between the places, didn't you,
Mr. Bradford?” Cody asked.

Bradford said, “Yes.”

Cody wrote again. “Il’'ve written
that in,” he announced.

Bradford’'s weak voice continued.
“ Auliffe was intoxicated when | saw
him earlier in the evening. He was
quarrelsome, but | hoped that we
could get together.”

Again Cody wrote while the man
on the bed paused.

“1'd ridden back perhaps a quar-
ter of a mile,” Bradford spoke again.
“l heard a horse coming and |
stopped and called to the rider.
There was no answer, but the horse
came nearer.”
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The pen scratched on the paper.
“Yes?” said Cody.

“The man came up.” Bradford
seemed to gain a little strength. “I
could see the horse and the outline
of the rider. | am positive that it
was not Tim Auliffe. 1 asked who
it was. He didn't answer, but
leaned forward on the horse and
fired at me. | fell and struck the
ground. | heard more movement
and then I must have fainted.”

“And you're sure it wasn't Tim
Auliffe?” Richards interjected the
guestion.

“Sure,” agreed Bradford.

“Do you have any idea who it
was?”

“No,” said the man on the bed.

Cody finished writing. “I’'ve said
here that you make this statement
of your own free will,” he an-
nounced. “Will you sign it now?”

“Will it clear Mr. Auliffe?” asked
Bradford.

“1t'll help,” said Richards.

“I'll sign it.”

Bradford’'s hand was limp, but he
managed to hold the pen and scrawl
his name.

“Doctor Harper and | will sign as
witnesses,” Cody announced.

Harper signed his name and
straightened up. “In about three
weeks you will be out of here help-
ing round up the man who shot
you,” he informed Bradford cheer-
fully. “All you need now is to get
some strength. Your wound is heal-
ing fine.”

Bradford essayed a wan smile.
“Where is Miss Auliffe?” he asked.

“She’'s gone out to the ranch,”
said Harper. “I told her she had to
get out for a while, and you are com-
ing along so well she took a vaca-
tion.”

“She is a fine girl,” said Bradford,
and closed his eyes.
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AS they left the doctor’s house
/A Richards spoke to Cody. “It
don't look like there’s any
more need of holdin’ Tim,” he said.
“There's some things that's got to
be cleared up, such as that gun in
Tim’s saddle pocket, an’ Tim’s trail
from where Bradford was shot, but |
think that we can get the J. P. to set
bail an’ turn Tim loose. What do
you think, Cody?”

Cody hesitated. “I thought that
maybe with Tim in jail, the fellow
that really did this might get care-
less,” he answered. “If you say so,
though, | guess we could turn Tim
out.”

“l1 do say so,” Richards was posi-
tive. “Jails ain't good for old-
timers like Tim. We'll see about
it.”

When the two reached the main
street they found Scott McGuire
waiting for them. He had two tele-
grams for Cody, and told them a
coroner’s jury had been impaneled.
The message were from the customs
men at Douglas and Nogales, an-
swering his inquiry concerning the
D Cross cattle. There was no rec-
ord at either place. Cody showed
the wires to Richards and McGuire.

“It looks like there'd have to be
a round-up of Seven Slash an’
D Cross stuff,” Cody said. “I think
I'll wire to Nogales an’ have the
chief inspector come up here.”

Richards nodded.

“You seem mighty anxious about
it,” said McGuire. “I reckon you'd
like to find all them D Crosses was
smuggled cattle.”

«1 would,” Cody said seriously.
“1t would just about save Tim’s ba-
con if the D Cross stuff was im-
pounded for duty.”

“Go ahead an’ wire the inspector,”
said Richards. “You say you're all
ready, Scott?”

McGuire nodded, and the three
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men walked on. As they reached
the jail where the jury and the
justice of the peace were waiting,
Cody showed McGuire Bradford’s
signed statement. McGuire nodded
after he had read it. Richards told
his deputy that he intended to have
bail set for Tim Auliffe.

“1 can fix it with the district at-
torney all right,” said Richards. “He
ain't been overly active in this case
anyhow.”

There was some friction between
the sheriff's office and that of the
district attorney. Cody and Mc-
Guire were silent.

The jury viewed the remains of
Burt Randall, heard the testimony
of Felipe de Cespedes and Carlos
Garcia, and listened while Cody told
of finding the remnant of Randall’s
blanket in the Seven Slash bunk-
house.

Under instruction of the justice,
the jury brought in a verdict, find-
ing that Burt Randall had come to
his death at the hand of a person or
persons unknown to them.

With the jury dismissed, Verne
Richards still had business for the
justice of the peace. He asked for
and received a John Doe warrant for
Randall’s murderer, and produced
Bradford’'s statement with the sug-
gestion that Tim Auliffe’s hearing
be reopened.

The justice of the peace was will-
ing. He reopened the hearing, ad-
mitted Bradford’s statement as evi-
dence, and heard Cody’s statement
concerning the other trail to the
TA. When that was done the justice
set bail for Tim Auliffe.

Cal Summerford willingly signed
Tim’s bond, and Meyers, the store-
keeper, agreed to be the other
signer. The bond signed and posted,
Scott McGuire released Tim Auliffe
from his cell and brought him into
the little office.
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IM and Richards shook

I hands. Auliffe was silent.

He could not comprehend his
release, and Richards and Cody ex-
plained the situation. When Tim
finally realized just what had hap-
pened, he shook hands with Rich-
ards again and expressed a desire to
see Bradford.

“I've come to know he’'s a white
man,” saidTim Auliffe. “1'd like to
thank him.”

“You can't see him now,” said
Cody. “Doc Harper just let us in
for a minute, long enough to get
this statement. Mebbe in another
week you can see him, Tim.”

Auliffe nodded his shaggy white
head and considered Cody thought-
fully.

Richards took charge of the con-
versation. “I think you’'d better go
out to the TA an’ stay there, Tim,”
he said. “This ain't all cleared up,
an’ you're just out on bail. 1'm go-
in’ to stay here a while an’ see what
| can do. Cody’s got some ideas he
wants to work on.”

“Where's Timmy?”
Tim.

“She’s at the ranch,” answered

asked Big

Cody. “I think like Mr. Richards
does, Tim. You'd better go out
there.”

Auliffe nodded. “I'll go out to-
night,” he said decisively. *“Cody,
I give Johnny Bowen orders about
the fence. 1 told him to start takin’
it down.”

“l heard,” said Cody. “I don't
think that Johnny’'s done much

about it yet.”

“1 will,” promised Auliffe. “I'll
start right out. | reckon | was
wrong about you, Cody. | reckon
—————— " Auliffe broke off. It was

hard for him to confess his fault.
He eyed Cody doubtfully.

Cody took a step and seized Tim
Auliffe’s hand. “Well say nothin’
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more about it,” he said swiftly.
“You're all right, Tim.”

Tim Auliffe looked away, one
hand brushing his eyes, then he
turned back to the men in the office.

“I'm a blame old fool,” he grated.
“One thing you boys won't have to
worry about. | ain't drinkin’ no
more.”

“That's good, Tim,” Richards said
cheerfully. “Now | reckon we bet-
ter clear out of here. You’'ll want
to start to the ranch before it's any
later, an’ | want to get organized.
Let’'s go.”

As they left the office. Scott Mc-
Guire parted from the group to ar-
range for the burial of Burt Ran-
dall's body, and Cody and Rich-
ards walked down to the livery barn
with Tim Auliffe. Tim got a horse
from Summerford. When the horse
was saddled, the big man climbed
up slowly and looked down at the
two men on the ground.

“1 ain’t goin’ to forget this,” he
said.  “l------- ”  He leaned down,
shook hands with Richards and
Cody, then turned his horse and
started out of town.

When Auliffe had left, Richards
and Cody looked at each other.

“Damn’ good lesson,” Richards
said. “l--—-- Hell, Cody! There's
only a few old-timers left.”

Cody nodded. “I'm goin’ to send
a wire to Nogales,” he announced.
“When do you want to pull out,
Richards?”

Verne Richards looked at the sun
hovering over the Dos Cabezas.
“Early in the mornin’,” he answered.
“Is there anybody you want to take
along?”

“1'd like to take Felipe,” answered
Cody. “His brother Juan was Kkilled,
you know, an’ it seems kind of like
Felipe ought to go.”

“Get him,” said Richards.
see you at supper.”
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CHAPTER XV.
THE POSSE BIDES.

that Verne Richards, wise in the

ways of the border country, con-
templated a serious expedition.
Richards organized a posse. He did
very little talking about it, and he
didn't tell the men he chose just
what his objective was, but he made
careful selections. When the sheriff,
his deputy, and Cody ate their sup-
per together, Richards casually men-
tioned the men he had selected. Be-
sides Cody and Scott McGuire,
there was Wyatt Brown and Cal
Summerford. In addition Cody had
spoken to Felipe de Cespedes. Rich-
ards said that he wanted another
man.

“You must figger on a battle,
Verne,” said McGuire.

Richards shook his head. “I'm
takin’ men enough to fight a battle
if 1 have one,” he said. “What 1
want is men that know the country
an’ men | can depend on. The
county’s got a little money, an’ it
might as well be spent on deputies.”

After the meal the men adjurned
to Bud Jessop’s Alcatraz Saloon.
McGuire and Richards, with Jessop
and Meyers started five-cent-ante
poker. Cody and Felipe watched the
play. Felipe had sent his riders
back to the Seven Slash with the
wagon that had brought in Ran-
dall’'s body.

The game lasted late. No one
seemed to want to gd to bed, in spite
of the hard day that probably lay
ahead. No one was winning or los-
ing a great deal of money, but both
players and spectators were enjoy-
ing the session. About eleven
o’'clock Verne, dealing, declared that
this was his last hand. He had
dealt the cards and picked up his
hand just as a horse slid to a stop

IT was evident to Cody Venture
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outside the Alcatraz. Johnny
Bowen, disheveled and dust-covered,
came through the door. The men
at the poker table came to their feet.

“Timmy ain't at the ranch,”
snapped Johnny Bowen, wasting no
words. “She ain't been there all
day. Tim sent me in to tell you.”

They all gathered around the TA
rider. Bowen’s story was short. He
and the other two TA riders had
been working at the fence all day,
removing wire and posts. They had
come in to the supper that Bill
Longee had prepared—Bill and his
crony Bar Fly having returned to
the TA some time while the men
were out. After supper there had
been a pitch game in the bunk house
which Tim Auliffe’s arrival had in-
terrupted.

Tim had asked at once for Timmy
and a hasty search about the place
had disclosed that the girl had not
been there. Immediately, Tim had
sent Bowen to town with the news,
and he and the other two men, with
lanterns, started searching the coun-
try north of the TA, hoping to find
some trace of the girl.

Bowen had scarcely finished talk-
ing before general activity struck
the Alcatraz. Cody went to the
livery stable and found that Timmy
had left early that morning, bound
for the TA. She had been riding
Cry Baby, and the hostler had seen
her leave town.

A brief interview with Cal and
Maria Summerford disclosed the
fact that the girl had not returned
from the TA and that they had not
seen her since breakfast. Cal had
supposed that Timmy had decided
to stay at the ranch, and so neither
he nor his wife had been unduly
alarmed,

“You know the horse she rode?”
asked Richards.

Cody replied that he did.
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“Know it well enough to trail it?”
Richards was insistent.

“1 think s0,” answered Cody.
“Cry Baby has a narrow heel on the
nigh front foot, and he toes in a lit-
tle. 1've shod him for Timmy.”

“Do you know anybody Timmy
might visit out that way?” asked
Richards.

“There's Lance Blount,” said
Cody doubtfully. “She might go to
his place, but if she went there she'd
turn more east an’ go around the
mountains.”

“Tim will find her if she's along
the road,” said Richards reassur-
ingly. “Now let's get goin’ an’ meet
Tim.”

ODY led the way out of the
' Alcatraz. The men saddled

horses in the livery barn, Cal
Summerford joining them there.
Wyatt Brown was aroused, and he,
too, joined them. With horses sad-
dled, they secured additional lan-
terns from Meyers's store and, light-
ing them, started out of town, tak-
ing the road that ran south.

They spread out on both sides of
the road, forming a long line. Cody,
because he was familiar with Cry
Baby’s tracks, held the road. Next
to Cody was Brown, and on the
other side was Felipe. Beyond
Felipe and Brown were Scott Mc-
Guire and Summerford, and beyond
those two were Johnny Bowen and
Richards. So, like flickering fire-
fllies, they rode south.

They did not find Timmy Auliffe.
In several places Cody was able to
identify Cry Baby’s tracks. At these
spots he called the others to him so
that they too might familiarize
themselves with the distictive prints
Timmy’s horse had left. They rode
slowly, examining the road and the
country about it, now and then
checking restive horses and listening,
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hoping to hear a call.
nothing, found nothing.

When the little party of horse-
men had traversed eight of the
twenty miles that lay between
Bowie and the TA boundaries, they
saw lights approaching. It was Tim
Auliffe and his two men.

Tim Auliffe was half crazed. The
big man, his eyes red and his face
strained, could scarcely talk. Again
it was Richards who took command.

“She’s turned off the road some
place,” Richards said grimly. “As
soon as it’s light we’ll find the place.
Right now the thing for us to do is
to head back to town in a bunch.
We don’'t want to cover any tracks
she’'s left. Maybe we've done that
already. Let's go.”

Riding wide of the road they re-
turned to Bowie.

Morning was streaking the sky
when they reached the town. They
left their lanterns at the livery, con-
sulted with Bud Jessop about send-
ing out other searching parties later
in the day, and again started out
over the ground they had covered.
Big Tim Auliffe and Cody Venture
rode side by side, just out of the ruts
that were the road, watching the
ground, trying, searching with anx-
ious eyes, to discern signs tkat they
could recognize.

It was Cody who first saw Cry
Baby’s tracks and definitely identi-
fied them. He called the others in
and they consulted, then rode on.
Again it was Big Tim who found
the trail proving that Timmy had
come that way, but it was Felipe de
Cespedes, far to the left of the
others, who came upon a patch of
smooth sand, stopped and raised a
shout.

The party closed in swiftly. Felipe
pointed to what he had found, and
Cody and Big Tim, dismounting,
searched the place. They found in

They heard
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the firm sand a track of a horse with
a narrow heel. Farther along were
other tracks. There was a mark
where a front foot pointed in. They
went on and in another open spot
found more sign. Tim faced Cody
and questioned him with his eyes.
Cody nodded.

“It was Cry Baby,” he said
definitely. “He come this way.”

Felipe, adept at tracking, added
his word. “She was ridin’,” said
Felipe. “The horse stays in line an’
does not wander.”

Verne Richards raised his eyes to-
ward the hills, now beginning to be
tipped with the sun. “We’'ll work it
out careful, boys,” said Verne Rich-
ards. “It looks like she headed to
the Chiricahuas.”

“Likely she went to the Blounts.”
Cody afforded Big Tim what conso-
lation he could give. “She probably
changed her mind and decided to go
to Lance's place instead of going
home.”

Big Tim nodded, but his eyes
were worried.

“Why don't you go to Blount’s,
Tim?” questioned Richards. “You'll
find her there.”

Big Tim shook his head. “I'll
stay with you,” he said slowly. “If
we strike her tracks in a trail that
goes to Blount’s I'll ride ahead.”

Richards nodded, and again they
took up progress,

HEY traveled rapidly. When

I the trail broke they sep-
arated. These men were ex-

pert. Where a shod hoof had slipped
on a rock, where Timmy had
twisted aside to avoid cat’s-claw or
mesquite, where Cry Baby had torn
out a mouthful of coarse grass in
passing, they saw the sign. Only
solid rock would baffle them. They
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swung under Rough Mountain, and

Cody, McGuire, and Richards,
drawing together, looked at each
other.

“She ain't headed for Blount’s,”
said McGuire, low-voiced, giving ex-
pression to the thought uppermost
in the minds of the other two.

“Can’t you go through this way?”
guestioned Richards.

“You can bet it isn't a good trail,”
answered Cody.

“Mebbe------- ” Scott McGuire be-
gan.

“Mebbe she got an idea like we
had,” said Richards. “We might at-
tend to our other business on this
trip anyhow. If we find her up here
we can send her back with Tim an’
go on.”

Cody and McGuire nodded, and
once more they swung apart.

Beyond Rough Mountain the trail
was more difficult to follow. Timmy
had meandered from one high point
to another, searching the country,
and the men that followed her
wasted time. Finally they came to
the maze of rocks above Bonita
Canyon, definitely lost the trail, and
stopped. By that time it was noon.
The sun was straight overhead. The
posse dismounted and gathered
about Richards. Consultation fol-
lowed, each speaker being careful of
what he said, fearing to alarm Tim
Auliffe.

“She went through the rocks,”
said Richards, speaking absently.
“She sure come in here.”

“Timmy always liked it up here,”
said Cody, looking at Big Tim. “She
might have decided to come up here
just for the ride.”

“But where did she go from here?”
Big Tim blurted the words. “She
didn’t go to the ranch. She wouldn’t
have gone to Blount's from here.
Where is she?”
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“Clay Stevens told me in Wilcox,”
said Cody steadily, “that he’d home-
steaded above Bonita. There's a lit-
tle park down below the rocks.
That's likely where he’d build his
cabin. We'd better go down there.
If we find anybody we can ask them
if they've seen Timmy. Mebbe her
horse fell with her, an’ she’'s afoot.”

Richard took the suggestion.
“We'll do that,” he said. “Lead out,
Venture. You know the way.”

They mounted again and, with
Cody in the lead, left the rocks and
started west. Within half an hour
they came to the little mountain
park.

There were buildings in the park,
or rather the beginnings of build-
ings. Logs had been cut and laid
for foundations, and as the Bowie
men rode in, a man came from be-
hind one of these sites and advanced
toward them. Cody recognized the
man as a former Seven Slash rider,
Bill Lackey.

The horseman stopped, and
Lackey came up, a question written
on his face. Richards made known
their errand.

“You seen Timmy Auliffe?” he
asked. “She started out from Bowie
yesterday mornin’ headed for the
ranch. She didn't get there. We
followed her trail up to the rocks an’
then lost it. Seen her?”

Lackey shook his head. Cody was
watching the man intently. There
was something in Lackey’s eyes that
Cody didn’t like.

“l ain't saw her,” said Lackey.
“She ain’t been through here.”

“Is this Clay Stevens's place?”

asked Cody, glancing about the
park.

Lackey nodded. “I reckon,” he
said shortly.

“Clay here?” Richards took up
the questioning.

“Naw.”
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Cody looked at Richards. “We
might as well go on,” he said slowly.
“There's nothin’ here. If you see
the girl shoot a couple of times, will
you, Lackey?”

Lackey nodded. “You cornin’
back?” he asked. Was there a tinge
of anxiety in his voice?

“Not unless we hear you shoot,”
answered Cody, before Richards
could speak. “We’'re goin’ to work
on down to the TA fence an’ then
back north. Then,” he spoke more
slowly, “we’ll come back an’ comb
out the rocks if we have to move 'em
one at a time.”

Both Richards and McGuire
seemed about to speak. Cody caught
Richards’s eyes. His own carried a
warning Richards refrained from
voicing his thoughts.

“But-—-- ” McGuire interposed.

“Come on!” Cody's order was
rough. “Come on, Tim!”
ALKING JOHN started

across the little park. Per-

force the others followed.
The trees at the far side of the park
closed around them. Silently Cody
moved his hand, beckoning. Rich-
ards and McGuire spurred close.
The others, following, watched the
movement.

“He knew something,” snapped
Cody as Richards reached his side.
“1 watched his eyes. 1'm goin’ back
an’ watch him. You go on a piece
an’ then circle back.”

Richards nodded.
was shifty,” he said.

Cody swung Walking John. The
others continued straight ahead.
Their horses clattered over a little
rock slide. Cody dropped from
Walking John, tied his neckerchief
over the horse’s nose, and leading
him, started back. Where the trees

“1 thought he
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began to thin he stopped, tied the
horse, and then afoot slipped back
toward the clearing.

For a time, from a vantage point
behind a big pine, he watched the
little opening. He saw nothing.
Then suddenly Bill Lackey ap-
peared, leading a horse. The man
looked about the park, mounted,
and started up the hill. Before he
was out of sight, Cody went back to
Walking John and mounted. For a
moment he thought of spurring after
the others and recalling them. Then
he decided against that move. They
would return shortly, in any case.
Cody pulled his book of cigarette pa-
pers from his pocket. He would
leave a plain trail, plain enough for
any one. He didn't want to lose
sight of Lackey. Tearing off a pa-
per he impaled it on the spiky
branch of a little tree and then rode
on toward the park.

He did not cross the open park.
Instead he circled it, now and again
removing a paper from the book and
putting it in a conspicuous spot. On
the far side of the park he turned
toward the rocks. He took pains
now. Lackey might not be a fool.
He might be watching his back trail.
Cody picked a high spot, dis-
mounted and went toward it. He
climbed up the rock and searched
the surroundings with his eyes. He
was rewarded. He saw Lackey’s
horse rounding a pinnacle that
sprang up from the barren ryolite.
Cody piled rocks in a little mound,
put a cigarette paper under the top
stone where it fluttered white in the
little wind, and, mounting Walking
John, rode toward the spot where
Lackey had disappeared.

Again, cautiously, he dismounted
and stole around the rock. Again he
saw the rider he was following.
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Again he piled rocks conspicuously
and went on.

Now he progressed afoot. He left
Walking John tied to a little knob
of stone that was a natural and con-
venient hitching post. Ahead he
could hear a horse scrambling over
rocks. He must be close to Lackey’s
destination.

It seemed to Cody that the horse
was making a great deal of noise.
He stopped and looked around.
There, just ahead, the wind and
water had carved a gargoyle from the
stone. Cody raised himself a little
and peered over the edge. Two hun-
dred yards away he could see two
men—Bill Lackey and another.
Lackey had dismounted from his
horse. The two were arguing, as was
evident from their gestures. Cody
watched them. As he watched he
saw another figure emerge from a
crevice in the rock wall before which
the men stood. A woman! Timmy
Auliffel  The man with whom Bill
Lackey argued turned to the girl, put
his hand on her shoulder and shoved
her toward the crevice. Timmy
reeled under the force of that shove,
but caught herself before she fell.

Behind Cody, Walking John nick-
ered. He had rubbed off the necker-
chief that bound his nose. That
whistle was answered twice! The
horse that Lackey rode lifted his
head and neighed, and from some-
where to Cody’s left and the rear,
not one but two horses bugled.

Lackey whirled around. His com-
panion seized Timmy and half car-
ried her into the crevice in the rock
wall. For an instant Lackey stood,
then he too dived for the crevice,
and from behind Cody Venture came
a shot, another, and then a fusillade.
The posse, following his trail, had
encountered something!

To be continued in next week’s issue. \



SPOILED

IDING home that April

afternoon little old Andy

Green knew he was in a

jack pot and was unde-

cided just how he got

there and what to do about it. The

idea never occurred to him that his

horses might be at the bottom of

the trouble. To his way of thinking

both Fan and Red were the essence

of perfection. No man owned a bet-
ter pair of ponies.

Andy, however, was the only per-
son of this opinion. Every one else
considered the horses next door to
worthless, and this was, in a manner,
true. For example, take the mare,
Fan:

Fan had everything a good cow
horse needed. She was fast, sure-
footed, and would follow a cow with
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the unerring precision of a hound on
scent. She knew what to do on the
end of a rope, too. Yet, in the face
of these admitted qualifications she
was a thoroughly spoiled chunk of
horseflesh. Let anything prick her
right flank, a spur, a jutting sliver of
rock or a projecting end of bush,
and, after one disconcerting sidewise
leap, Fan would explode like a Chi-
nese cracker.

Andy had devised a method of
riding the mare with his right, leg
stiffly outthrust to act as a sort of
shield. Not that this trick was by
any means sure fire. In the open, it
served very well. But riding Fan
through brush, especially at night,
was about as risky a proceding as
riding a chunk of dynamite through
a match factory.
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With Red, Andy'’s other horse, the
story was entirely different. Red
was a powerful animal, active, gen-
tle, and he could handle a cow at the
end of a rope like nobody’s business.
But like his running mate Fan, Red
also was a complete washout. He
was a confirmed circler, which, all
things considered, is undoubtedly as
irritating a fault as a range horse can
have.

Like all horses suffering from this
sort of complex, Red staged his best
show in a close country. Head him
in any certain direction after enter-
ing a brushy pasture, and shortly he
would begin an imperceptible veer-
ing to the right. So smooth was his
technique that his rider, unless he
was extremely watchful, would
eventually find himself back exactly
where he started. Riding old Red,
providing he was not in company of
another horse, demanded too much
concentration. One had to steer him
constantly if he wished to reach his
destination.

Now in a country where horses
play an active part in the everyday
scheme of existence, men are prone
to rate their neighbors by the quality
of their horseflesh. A spoiled horse
means a black mark. In a good-
sized string, one spoiled horse may
be condoned. But two out of two, as
was the case with Andy, is entirely
too high an average. It denotes lack
of character in the owner. So, as a
consequence, Andy just didn't meas-
ure up.

“A weak sister! You can tell that
by his horses,” was Doug Hodgee's
grim outspoken comment whenever
Andy’s name cropped up. Doug was
Andy’s nearest neighbor, a good
stockman, and a good hand with
horses himself. So his opinion was
accepted without reserve, and in
time the belief became general.

The truth of the matter was no
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one else knew Andy very well, any-
way. He'd drifted in the previous
year during the height of the big
drought when stockmen were turn-
ing cattle back to the banks right
and left. Andy had saved a little
money. Not much, but enough, he
figured, to get by on until condi-
tions improved. So he made a deal
with the bank to take over three
hundred-odd heads of cows which
had been turned back to them, as-
suming at the same time an over-
hanging mortgage of five thousand
dollars. The bank appeared only too
eager to shift the responsibility.

“You stay with the cattle, and
we'll stay with you,” the cashier,
with whom Andy concluded the deal,
promised.

Andy leased a pasture which was
largely cedar brake, fixed up bach-
elor quarters in an abandoned cabin
that lay up a draw a quarter of a
mile from the county road, and set-
tled down to dry-nurse the cows.

Somehow, he brought them
through. However, it took every
cent of his savings, and on top of
that he was forced to dispose of
practically everything he possessed
save his own rigging and a battered
old spare saddle he kept for emergen-
cies. There were even times when
he stinted on his own meals in order
that Fan and Red might have oats.
But that was Andy all over. He'd
starve himself any day rather than
see his beloved horses go hungry.

Yet on the April morning he
started into town to arrange about
renewing his mortgage, Andy felt
like a million dollars. And who
wouldn’t? With the drought broken,
cattle were climbing steadily in price.
Right now the cows lacked only a
little of representing the face value
of the mortgage. One more year and
—well—he’d have the world by the
tail with a downhill pull.
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Andy’s first faint premonition of
trouble came when, shortly after
noon, he walked into the bank and
saw a stranger seated behind the
cashier’s desk. The new cashier was
busy examining a line of stationery
a salesman was displaying. Upon
catching sight of Andy, he waved
the salesman to one side.

“Suppose you come back after the
bank closes,” he suggested. “I’ll
have a chance to look your line over
without being interrupted then.”

The salesman started packing his
samples, and Andy introduced him-
self. “l come in to see about gettin’
my mortgage extended,” he ex-
plained.

“Oh, yes, Andy Green,” the cash-
ier said, drumming the desk with his
fingers. He was a likable chap, this
new cashier, and he didn’'t much
relish the task that confronted him.
But he had his orders from higher
up.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Green,” he said at
length, “but the bank has decided to
liquidate several of their accounts,
and yours happens to be one of
them.”

It took Andy several seconds to
determine just what the cashier was
driving at. “You mean | got to sell
the cattle?” he finally gasped.

“That’s about the size of it,” the
cashier agreed miidly. “Unless, of
course, you can negotiate a loan else-
where.”

Andy cogitated. He, of course,
had no way of knowing that the
bank’s decision to call his loan
hinged entirely on his growing repu-
tation as a weak sister; or that he
had achieved this reputation simply
through owning two spoiled horses.

“You may pull out of this in bet-
ter shape than you think,” the cash-
ier resumed when Andy remained
stolidly silent. “At the present price

111

the cattle should about cover the
face of the mortgage, and the two
horses ought to bring enough to take
care of the back interest. You
probably won’'t owe anything at the
wind-up, and that's something ”
This time it was plain enough that
Andy was shocked. He had no illu-
sions concerning the bank’s right to
foreclose on the cattle. They held
the mortgage, as that was their pre-
rogative. Moreover, the cattle be-
longed to the bank in the first place.
But by the same token the horses
were his—and always had been.
“You mean | got to sell Fan and

Red, too?” He gulped trying to
swallow a growing lump in his
throat.

“1 wouldn't know the horses by
name,” the cashier admitted, won-
dering a little at Andy’s sudden show
of agitation. “The mortgage simply
specifies a sorrel and a bay.”

Andy cast back. He remembered
now describing his horses to the
former cashier. But this his
first intimation they had been in-
cluded in the mortgage. “I'll—1I"ll
drop back a little later,” he said
thickly, and, pushing past the sales-
man, who was still putting away
samples, he went outside.

More than anything else, Andy
wanted to be alone and think. He
regretted losing the cattle, of course.
But his greatest concern was the
threatened loss of Fan and Red.
Somehow, he must devise means to
salvage them from the general wreck.
He crossed the street, and, entering
an empty restaurant, slumped mood-
ily down on a stool and ordered cof-
fee.

Presently a second man came in
and took an adjoining stool. He or-
dered, glanced at Andy, and said
carelessly:

“Why didn’t you jump right down
that cashier’s throat when he said he
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was goin’ to sell you out, fella? The
only way to get along with those
banker birds is to hand 'em the hard-
boiled stuff.”

Peering over his cup, Andy recog-
nized the stationery salesman. He
was a slim fellow, with sharp black
eyes and a rather hard-looking face.
Andy didn’t cotton to the man much,
yet he couldn’t help but feel that
some sort of an explanation was in
order.

“It’'s like this,” he said, setting
down his cup. “I really ain't got
any kick cornin’ about the cattle. |
simply took a chance on the bank
stayin’ in behind me and lost. But
havin’ my horses grabbed off me is
somethin’ else again. | raised 'em
both. AnNd, to tell the truth, mister,
I'd about as soon lose both arms as
Fan and Red.”

“Well, if you're that crazy about
‘'em, why don’t you take a run-out
powder?” the salesman suggested
idly. “You could have 'em a long
ways from here by the time the bank
woke up.”

Here was a solution Andy hadn’t
thought of, and the idea held a cer-
tain amount of appeal.

“1 got a good mind to, at that,” he
declared. “I1 got a mind to cut loose
from everything and light out for
San Pedro in the mornin’.”

“San Pedro, huh? Well, all I got
to say is you’'d be biting off a con-
siderable horseback ride. San
Pedro’s over a hundred miles east of
here.”

“It's only about seventy across
country,” Andy corrected. “And it's
brushy all the way, too. I could
make it without a soul seein’ me.” ;

The salesman considered this as-
sertion, glanced sharply at Andy,
and then seemed to lose interest in
the conversation.

Andy wandered outside. He
didn't go back to the bank. He

Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine

lacked the heart just then. Instead,
mounting old Red, he set out for
home. He rode slowly, sunk in a
brown study, and it was nearing
dusk when he reached the trail lead-
ing up the canyon to his cabin. He
was unlatching the gate when a pass-
ing car drew to a stop.

“Hear what happened in town a
while back?” the driver called ex-
citedly.

“No,”
“What?”

“The bank was robbed—that'’s
what. Seems the cashier had some
bird in after hours who turned out
to be a holdup man. He stuck up
the cashier, then let in his partner.
Together they cleaned the place and
left town. That was between four
and four thirty, and the robbery
wasn’'t discovered until they found
the cashier, bound and gagged, just
a while back. The law’s gettin’ busy
now, but, with all that start, it looks
like the bandits will make a clean
get-away.”

Pondering over the robbery as he
rode the quarter mile, uphill stretch
to his cabin, Andy failed to see where
it affected him any. Of course, there
was a possibility that, with other
things to worry about, the bank for
the time being would forgo their in-
tention of selling the cattle imme-
diately. But given all the time there
was, where would he get the money?
He couldn’t even redeem his own
horses.

Andy didn’'t have much appetite
for supper. His throat still felt dry
and oddly constricted. However, he
fried himself a little bacon and man-
aged to force it down. He was wip-
ing the last of his supper dishes when
a single sharp report came echoing
up the canyon.

Possibly fifteen minutes later he
heard some one coming up the trail
toward the cabin. Somewhat eu-
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replied Andy pausing.
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rious, for visitors, even in the day-
time, were few and far between,
Andy hastened to the door.

“Your name Green?” a stranger
called to Andy who stood framed in
the doorway.

“Sure,” replied Andy, failing to
recognize the voice. “Come on in.”
He set out the single chair, and,
turning, went into the lean-to
kitchen after a box. When he
stepped back into the room again, he
looked squarely into the muzzle of a
45 automatic. It was the first time
Andy had ever gazed into the busi-
ness end of a .45 at such close quar-
ters, and the muzzle looked as big
around as a rain barrel. He dropped
the box with a little clatter.

“Back up against the wall!” the
man behind the gun snapped
brusquely. “And if you don’'t want
to get blasted, keep your hands in
sight. You know who I am?”

Crowding the wall until he could
almost feel the partition give, Andy
studied the stranger fearfully. He
was a thickset, swarthy man, with
opaque black eyes and thick lips that
looked ready to curl into a snarl at
the slightest provocation. His
clothes proclaimed him from the
city. Thinking fast, it didn't take
Andy long to arrive at a conclusion.

“1 reckon you're one of those fel-
lows that stuck up the bank in
town,” he hazarded.

“You heard about it then?”

“A man | met down at the gate
told me,” Andy explained. “I fig-
ured you’'d be a hundred miles away
by this time.”

“You and me both, pal,” the ban-
dit said in a flat voice. “But one
horse went lame, and the other
stepped in a gopher hole and broke
its leg. So we pulled into the brush,
and after dark circled town and came
out here. You shot off your mouth
once too often to-day, and my part-
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ner had sense enough to find out
where you lived in case we needed
you.”

Andy’s jaw slackened with sur-
prise. “Why, | never--—-——- "

“What about that fellow you
talked to in the restaurant?” the
bandit snapped. “Didn’'t you tell
him you could make it to San Pedro
without bein’ seen?”

“0Oh?” A gleam of remembrance
lighted Andy’s eyes. “I thought he
was a salesman.”

“Well, that's where you and the
cashier both made a mistake,” the
bandit sneered thinly. “That guy
was a finger, see? He went in to case
the bank and got a break when the
cashier fell for his stall.”

“WTiere’'s he at?” Andy asked.

“Never mind,” said the bandit.
“Now let's can this chatter and get
down to cases. | want to make San
Pedro without bein’ seen, and you're
elected. You either get me there or
else-——-- ” He fingered the automatic
suggestively.

Considering briefly, Andy could
see no clear way out of this present
jam. However, he did think of one
possible obstacle. “There’ll be three
of us, mister,” he said, “and | only
got two horses.”

“Two’ll be enough,” the bandit
growled. “Let’s get goin’,”

They went outside, Andy in the
lead, the bandit’'s gun boring a cold
little spot between his shoulder
blades. The moon had risen, and
the canyon was almost as light as
day.

With the bandit supervising his
every move, Andy saddled both
horses. He put his own saddle on
Fan, flinging the battered old spare
across Red’s back. As he cinched
the spare saddle home, Andy discov-
ered there were but two good strands
remaining in the girth. He pursed
his lips at this, but said nothing.
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When the horses were both sad-
dled, the bandit ordered Andy to
lead them to the edge of a wooded
dell. “The dough’s buried back of
that third tree,” he said. “Rake it
out and tie it on my saddle.”

Andy discovered the second ban-
dit huddled on the ground, near
where the moneybags were only
partly buried. He was entirely cov-
ered with a robe and apparently
asleep.

“Never mind him,” the bandit
growled when Andy hesitated. “Dig
out those two sacks.”

Andy pulled at the nearest sack,
and, at the first tug, the robe slipped
down revealing the face of the bogus
salesman. It was ghastly in the
moonlight. Both eyes were wide
open and staring, and there was a
round powder-blackened hole
squarely in the middle of the fore-
head.

Utterly incapable of further mo-
tion, Andy remained frozen. It was
clear, cold murder.

“Get busy,” the bandit snapped,
prodding Andy into action with his
gun. “Ain’t you ever seen a dead
man before?”

His thoughts racing, Andy forced
himself back to work. If he was any
judge, his number was up. This
thickset, swarthy bandit was as
lethal as a rattlesnake and as treach-
erous. As soon as they were within
striking distance of San Pedro, or
possibly before, the bandit meant to
shoot him down without compunc-
tion. His only chance, so far as
Andy could see, would be to jump
Fan into the brush at the first op-
portunity and trust to luck. Pro-
viding she didn't immediately go
crazy, he might make it.

Later, however, as he was fasten-
ing the second of the two currency-
laden sacks to Red’s saddle, this re-
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mote possibility became a thing of
the past.

Uncoiling the rope that hung from
Fan’'s saddle, the bandit flipped the
noose over Andy’s head, and, after
ordering him to raise his arms, jerked
it tight around his body.

“Just as a reminder, cowboy,” he
warned grimly. “In case you run
me into trouble, I'll have you where
I can blast you first.” He mounted
then, tying the free end of the rope
to his own saddle horn. “Climb
aboard!” he ordered Andy. “We’ll
have to leave that other five grand
for some one else.”

One foot in the stirrup, Andy
paused inquiringly, and with a thin-
lipped chuckle the bandit flirted his
head toward the body. “I'm talk-
ing about Slim down there,” he said
callously. “The bankers association
of this State offers a five thousand
reward for bank robbers, dead or
alive. The first man to find him
will get the reward.”

They started down, taking a trail
that led up the draw. As they con-
tinued upward, the canyon gradu-
ally narrowed finally, pinching out
on a mesalike, brush-covered flat.
The brush, largely mountain cedar,
grew somewhat higher than a man
on horseback, and the turgid, dark-
green foliage seemed to soak up the
moonlight like a sponge.

Choosing a well-defined trail,
Andy pushed onward, the bandit
keeping close behind. They rode si-
lently, the only sound being an occa-
sional clink of shod hoofs on stone
and the creak of saddle leather. A
mile passed. Then another and an-

other. Sometime after midnight,
they came to a gate. Andy pulled
up abruptly.

“1 reckon,” he said half turning,
“we best wait here till daylight.”

The bandit, who during the entire
ride, had kept Andy under constant
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surveillance, glowered suspiciously.
“What's the big idea?” he demanded.

Andy pointed down the fence line
to his right. “That's east,” he said,
“the way we want to go. But if we
turn now, we'll run into a chunk of
broken country a horse can’t cross
even in daylight. What we got to
do is keep on north till we head
Hodges’s draw. From there, we can
turn east and have plain sailin’ with
nothin’ but brush and a few fences
all the way to San Pedro.”

“All right, then let’'s push on,” the
bandit snapped. “What you want
to hang around here till daylight for,
anyway? You got something up
your sleeve?”

Andy dismounted, but, instead of
reaching for the gate latch, took a
deep breath and turned to face the
bandit. “Mister,” he -said, and there
was no mistaking the anxiety in his
voice, “just take a look at that brush
yonder. It's twice as thick as what
we’'ve come through. Then look at
my horse. She’s scared to death of
it. She's startin’ to sweat right
now.”

“Well, what of it?” snapped the
bandit.

“Just this,” said Andy, arguing
desperately. “In daytime, when |
can see to pick my way, | can ride
her through brush all right. But
dark as it is in there now, she
wouldn’'t go a quarter of a mile be-
fore she’d throw a fit. And what
would happen then? Likely, you'd
think it was my fault and fill me full
of slugs. I'm figurin’ for myself, mis-

ter. | got to get you safe to San
Pedro if 1 want to save my own
skin.”

Obviously impressed by Andy’s

sincerity, the bandit let his eyes rove
over the distant expanse of brush.
It was dark and grimly forbidding
even in the moonlight. He let his
glance drop back and rest on Fan.
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She was sweating profusely and
blowing little gusty drafts through
her nostrils. The bandit knew prac-
tically nothing about horses, but it
was impossible to mistake these
signs.

“1 believe you're telling the truth,
cowboy,” he said. “We’'ll wait here
for daylight.”

After that, time dragged. Squatted
in the lee of a bush, neither man
spoke. The bandit remained alert
and watchful while Andy, still roped
to Red’s saddle, brooded morosely.
He wondered if, after all, he hadn’t
made a mistake by persuading the
bandit to remain here until day-
break. It was only delaying fatali-
ties. Still, he reflected, but without
much faith, while there was life there
still was hope.

Daylight finally broke—gradually,
like the lifting of a blanket. A heavy
mass of clouds lay banked in the
east. The morning would be cloudy,
Andy thought, with no sun by which
to set a course. The bandit was first
to his feet.

“Let’s shove on,” he growled.

Leading their horses through the
gate, they mounted and headed
north. As they progressed, the brush
became increasingly thick. Soon
Andy was perspiring almost as pro-
fusely as his horse. It was a tricky,
difficult task to negotiate this sort of
country on Fan, even by daylight.
Possibly an hour passed. Then an
abrupt break in the dark-green wall
ahead signified they were approach-
ing a canyon.

“Yonder’'s Hodges’'s draw,” Andy
said over his shoulder. “We've hit it
a mite below where it heads up, but
that’s all right.”

He rode close to the edge of the
draw and stopped. The canyon rim
broke sharply at this point, and the
sides, pitched at almost a straight
up-and-down angle, were covered
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with loose shale. The bottom of the
canyon was overgrown with brush.
Andy pointed up the draw.

“That way is due east,” he said.
“All we got to do is follow this draw
to the end and keep on goin’ till we
reach San Pedro. A greenhorn could
make it.”

“Providing he didn't get lost,” the
bandit said thoughtfully.

“How could he?” demanded Andy.
“The sun’ll be up by noon, and he
could set his course by that.”

The moment the words left his
mouth, Andy realized his mistake.
He saw a slow resolve harden the
bandit’'s face as it dawned on him
that he no longer need rely on any
one else’s guidance.

In a sudden panic, Andy cast
about for some way of escape and
his eyes encountered the frayed girth
holding old Red’s saddle.

“Look,” he said quickly, pointing
downward, “your girth's about to
pop. There's only two strands left.”

Postponing his lethal intent for
the moment, the bandit leaned side-
wise and attempted to see beneath
Red’s belly. When he was well off
balance, Andy drew in his breath
with a convulsive gulp and sank his
right spur home in Fan'’s flank.

It was undoubtedly the most
vicious jab the mare had ever re-
ceived, and her reaction was all that
might be expected. She tensed into
a quivering lump, then exploded in
one high, sidewise leap.

However, Andy was prepared.
The instant he felt Fan contract, he
wrapped his legs about her barrel
and grabbed the saddle front and
back. Everything hinged on Red’s
frayed girth. If the remaining two
strands held, Andy would be jerked
from his seat and left dangling at
the other’s mercy.

The show-down came while Fan
was at the height of her leap. The
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rope, running from his body to Red’s
saddle horn, sawed into Andy'’s ribs
as if it would cut him in two. For
what seemed like eternity, the pres-
sure increased. Then, with a sud-
den twang, the two strands broke.
From the tail of his eye, Andy saw
the bandit spill sidewise to the
ground and the saddle, freed of its
weight, come flying toward him. He
turned loose all holds then, kicked
himself clear, and, landing on his
neck and shoulders, went rolling
downward, the spare saddle raising
a cloud of dust behind.

As soon as he reached the canyon
floor, Andy freed himself of the rope
and crawled into the brush where
Fan, who after lighting on all fours
and sliding gracefully to the bottom,
had already disappeared.

Possibly ten minutes later, after
tying the thoroughly subdued Fan
to a paling fence, Andy knocked at
the back door of the Hodges ranch
house. A woman answered.

“Land sakes!” she exclaimed after
a sharp glance. “If it ain't little
Andy Green! You look like you'd
been in a fuss with a wild cat.”

“Yas'm, Mrs. Hodges,” Andy
agreed mildly. “Me and Fan went
over the edge of the canyon a while
back, and I got mussed up a little.
Is Doug home? What | come for
is to borrow his gun.”

“No, Doug ain't been home all
night. | don’t guess you heard
about it, havin’ no phone, but the
bank was robbed yesterday evenin’.
Doug’s out with one of the posses.
They seem to think the robbers are
hid out in the brush somewhere
south of town. He started to go by
for you, but he figured that ridin’ a
spoiled horse you’d just be in the
way.”

“Yas'm,” Andy said
“But about that gun.”

meekly,
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“Doug took his rifle with him,”
Mrs. Hodges explained. “We got a
shotgun, though, and some buck-
shot shells if that’ll answer.”

Turning away a moment later
with the loaded shotgun cradled in
one arm, Andy had another thought.

“About them two robbers,
ma’am,” he said, softly, “you might
telephone town and have 'em send
a posse out to my place. The slim-
est one of the two is there dead, and
I'll have the other rounded up before
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long. Right now, he’'s out in your
pasture, bareback on old Red, and
thinks he’'s headed east. But you
know how Red is, ma’am. He'll have
him circled right back to the gate
where they went in before that ban-
dit knows what's happening.”

Andy patted the shotgun and
grinned. “And | aim to be there
waitin’ for him,” he concluded.
“Them robbers is worth five thou-
sand dollars apiece, and | sure can
use the money.”

HEAVY CHICKENS

W

HETHER the owner of the chicken which a hotel keeper bought
made a practice of feeding his chickens heavy food is not known.
But the fact remains that a particularly healthy chicken which the

hotel keeper opened up had its crop filled with’ seven stove bolts, four nuts,

two fence staples and one wire nail.
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BRAVE AND
INTELLIGENT
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Author of “Hep Foretells The Future,” etc.

E and my partner,
“Hep” Gallegher, were
on our perennial hunt
for something to do.
Hep never could stay
put very long in any one spot; he
was as restless as a Colorado mos-
quito. While he’'d followed the cow
business ever since he'd been old
enough to ride, the itch to try some
other line of human endeavor was
eternally with him. He’d already
tried ten or a dozen different occupa-

tions, but had always ended up
within a week or so by coming back
to cow nursin’. Yet hope sprang
eternal in his bosom that one of
these days he’d make a connection
where, instead of using his muscles,
he could use what he called his
brains.

“My head will be my eventual
salvation,” he said to me as we rode
up to a little place called Butler’s
Ford. “Now here’'s a new town.
I've never been here before. No-
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body knows me. [I'll ride in here as
fresh as a daisy. The past will be
buried, and I'll be all ready to tackle
life just as though | hadn't already
tackled it. I'll carve me out a ca-
reer.”

“The beef critters ain't done so
bad by you,” I reminded him as we
jogged down the street. “At least,
they’'ve kept you from starvin'.
What particular brand of lunacy are
you thmkin' of indulgin’ in this
time?”

Gallegher began heating up. “It’s
you, George, that’s the lunatic. Al-
ways contented to stay in the same
old rut. If somethin’ was to happen
to the beefsteak-on-the-hoof busi-
ness you'd wither up and blow away.
Look at me! I'm as enterprising a
fella as you ever laid an eye on.
Can turn my hand to anything in
an emergency—and on two minutes’
notice. If the price of prime steer
meat was to go down to an eighth
of a cent a pound, I'd start a news-
paper or become a lawyer or open
up a bank. It pays to be versatile
and have a lot of irons in the fire.”

Hep’'s voice trailed off, but his
mouth still stayed open. We were
by this time halfway down the street
of the town. Gallegher’'s horse had
come to a halt and he, himself, was
looking with astonishment at a little
building which fronted on the board
walk to our left. New signs, the
paint still fresh, had been nailed onto
the two posts that supported the
roof of the veranda. One of them
read:

JENNY HOOKSTRATTEN

DETECTIVE
The other one read:
BRAVE AND INTELLIGENT HELP
WANTED
“Well, I'll be dumed!” muttered
Gallegher. “All momin’ premoni-
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tion has been hoverin’ over me like
a buzzard over a dead calf. | knew
that somethin’ good was goin’ to
turn up, and, by Jiminy, if it ain’'t!”

“‘Brave and intelligent help
wanted,”” | repeated. “That lets
you out. ‘Jenny Hookstratten, De-

tective.” Never heard of a woman
goin’ in for such an occupation out
in this country.”

“Destiny spelled with a big ‘D'
has led me here,” said Gallegher. “1
ain’'t too hot at the notion of workinl
for a woman, but shucks! That sign
was put up there for my own par-
ticular benefit. Brave and intelli-
gent. Opportunity’s knockin’ and
wants to come in. This oughta be
a job that'll call for pure reasoning.”

“Pure or impure,” | told him,
“you’d better forget about it.
There’s a barroom across the street
with some beer in it, and | got four-
t%;()s, in my pocket that ain't work-

“Beer?” repeated Hep, and temp-
tation was upon him. “Nope. You
can go and drown yourself if you
wanta, but not me. I'll go in and
give this lady sleuth the once over.”

allegher shoved his
G horse over to the hitch rail

and dismounted. | hesitated
between going with him or going for
the beer. But, seeing that he was
my partner, and seeing that he usu-
ally needed looking after, I went
with him. We shoved open a screen
door and stepped inside the building
that had the signs on it. It con-
tained but a single room. There was
a table and four or five chairs. A
woman had been sitting behind the
table when we came in, but she got
up. A very large woman who wore
tortoise-rim glasses and looked as se-
vere as a couple of blizzards. Her
armament would have done credit
to a Mexican bandit; she wore not
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only a couple of guns, but two bowie
knives.

“Ma’am,” said Hep as he stood
there with his legs apart, his thumbs
notched in his belt, and a scowl on
his face that was meant to show how
tough and determined he was,
“ma’am, | notice you've got a sign
tacked up out front,”

“Certainly, I've got a sign,” re-
plied the lady. “I'm Jenny Hook-
stratten, and if there’'s anything |
can do for you, just go right ahead
and tell me.”

Gallegher found it hard to smile,
but he did smile just the same. “I
was thinkin’ of doin’ somethin’ for
you, madam. You make mention of
wantin’ somebody to work for you.”

The lady detective started to
laugh, and then she must have
thought better of it. Anyway, she
no more than started to laugh than
she stopped. “Well, I declare!” she
finally said. “Forty men, at least,
have looked at that sign durin’ the
past two days, and all of 'em thought
it was a joke. They think I'm a
joke. One of these days they’ll wake
up and find that | ain’'t a joke. Sit
down!”

The last two words had come out
like a couple of revolver shots. Me
and Gallegher jumped. Hep took a
few steps backward and sat down in
a chair, purely by accident. If the
chair hadn't been there, he’d have
sat down on the floor. Pretty soon
we were all seated. The woman
wanted to know what our names
were, and we told her.

“Gallegher,” she asked, “what are
your qualifications, if any?”

Hep appeared to be somewhat
puzzled, but the look passed. “A
fella once told me I had an instinct

for figuring things out. Sort of hu-
man bloodhound.”
Jenny Hookstratten snorted.
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“Maybe it was on account of your
ears!”

Now, Hep Gallegher had always
been sensitive about his ears, owing
to the fact that they were too large
for the rest of him. His face started
to get red, which was a bad sign.

“Listen, ma'am,” | said, “me and
my partner didn’'t come in here to
have our anatomy insulted. Galle-
gher thinks he wants to be a detec-
tive. If you don’t think he gught to
be one, that'll be fine with me. [I'll
take him out of here.”

The woman looked at us over the
tops of her glasses. Then a change
seemed to come over her. Slowly
she shook her head. “Maybe | was
mistaken. You see, Gallegher, I've
been laughed at so much since corn-
in’ to Butler's Ford that it's warped
my judgment. | thought you two
gents had wandered in here just to
make light of me. Of course, now,
if you're serious-------

“I'm not,” said I, “but my partner
is. He’'s itchin’ to be brave and in-
telligent.”

Jenny Hookstratten looked hard
at me and growled: “Get on out of
here, then! Gallegher and me’ll
make our arrangements in private.
Scat! Begonel!”

“Madam,” | respectfully an-
swered, “1've looked after Gallegher
now for ten years. We've shared the
same blankets, the same disasters,
and the same brands of nonsense.
We've even had our skulls dented at
the same time. Hep's probably rid-
in” for a fall. If so, | wanta be
around to pick him up.”

HE lady detective didn't like

I this very well, but she gave
in. “1 suspicion,” she said to

me, “that you have more sense than
your partner. But, heavens knows,
that’'s not sayin’ very much. But
Gallegher’s the kind of a man who'll
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get things done. He'll jump over
obstacles like he was a kangaroo.
You, personally, would never jump
over anything. You're lazy, shift-
less, good for nothing---—--—- "

Gallegher had brightened up until
his face looked like a new dollar.
“That's tellin’ him, ma’am!” he de-
clared. “I was sayin’ the same thing
to him as we rode into town. From
now on we'll ignore him entirely.
I'm ready to go to work this minute.
If it's a job of deducin’ you want
done, just let me know the particu-
lars and I'll be at it.”

“Spoken like a man,” said Jenny
Hookstratten, “Gallegher, do you
happen to know a gent who calls
himself Preacher Dougan?”

Hep Gallegher shook his head.
“I'm a stranger here. Don’t know
a soul.”

Jenny explained the matter:
“Preacher Dougan owns the Yellow
Jacket Bar, which is directly across
the street. I've been here now in
Butler’'s Ford for a solid week, try-
ing to lay my hands on him. He
eludes me. Dougan has holed up in
that saloon like a rabbit in a hay-
stack. He hasn’'t even put his head
out the door. They bring his meals
to him from the chink hash house,
and he sleeps in one of the back
rooms. Your first job, Gallegher, is
to bring me Preacher Dougan.” The
lady detective let out a great sigh
and rolled her eyes upward until
only the whites showed. Then her
mood changed, and so did her ex-
pression. Her eyes snapped, and her
jaws closed so hard that the muscles
showed on either side.

“Bri?ig him to you?” repeated
Hep. “Do you want me to literally
drag him over here?”

“Not exactly,” said Jenny. “I
want you to get him out of the sa-
loon, take him some place, tie him
up, and then come and tell me. [I'll
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go to him. That's simple and clear
—ain't it?”

“Sure,” admitted Gallegher.

“It’s neither,” said I. “It’s nei-
ther clear nor simple. This bird'll
naturally object to bein’ kidnaped.
He'll raise a squawk. He'll bring
the forces of law and order down
upon our heads.”

Jenny Hookstratten snapped her
finger at me. “Kindly remember,
George,” she said, “that I've hired
your partner, not you. If you want
to stay here and keep your mouth

shut—all right! If not, I'll throw
you out!”

“That's tellin” him,” chuckled
Hep.

Jenny Hookstratten continued:

“Kidnaping is no crime, provided the
end justifies the means. In this case,
Gallegher, it more than justifies it.
It'll take the cunningest kind of
planning on your part. 1 feel sure
you're capable of it. That's why
I've hired you. [I’ll leave the details
for you to arrange. There’'s a de-
serted nester’s shack down the road
a little way out of town. | suggest
that you take Mr. Dougan to that.
When I've laid my hands on him
I'll give you fifty dollars.”

Hep threw out his chest and
swelled up like a hop-toad. “It's as
good as done, ma’am.”

“Havin’ got that settled,” | said,
speakin’ to the lady detective,
“would you mind explaining some-
thing to me? From where you sit
to the spot that this Preacher Dou-
gan inhabits can't be much over a
hundred and fifty feet. If he's hid-
in’ in the saloon, why under the sun
don’t you go over there yourself and
drag him out?”

“Me!” screamed Jenny. “Mel
Me go into a saloon! Why, who ever
heard of a lady goin’ into such a
place!”



122

“Certainly!” put in Gallegher like
a parrot. “Whoever heard of it!”

“Well,” | persisted, “what’s this
Preacher Dougan done that he needs
to be run off with?”

guestion, either. “That, my
friend,” she stormed, “happens
to be a professional secret!” *

“Happens to be a professional se-
cret,” repeated Gallegher.

“By all that's reasonable,” |
yelled, “why can’t the local star toter
attend to this job?”

“Because,” replied Jenny, “the
Butler's Ford constable and you are
very much alike. Both of you are
pure mahogany from the collar bones
up.” She turned then to Hep: “Mr.
Gallegher, I ask you to attend to this
matter with energy and dispatch.
Don’t tell Dougan that you’'re work-
in’ for me. Don’t hurt him any more
than you have to. Be firm, but don’t
injure him so that he can't be fixed
up. Be cunning, like an Apache. If
everything comes off well, I'll see
that you have a steady job for life.”

Hep got up and swept the floor
with his hat. “Ma’am,” he replied,
“Gallegher always gets his man!”

Jenny Hookstratten waved us out-
side, and we went. First to the liv-
ery stable with our horses, and then
to a restaurant, where we laid in
enough victuals to last us for half a
day. Finished with that, we hunted
up the empty nester’s shack.

“Listen, Hep,” | pleaded for the
last time as we stood on the board
walk and picked our teeth, “don’t
you reckon we’'d better drift on outta
here before you get yourself
hanged?”

“The rope won't ever be wove
that’'ll hang me,” said Gallegher.
“I'll betcha that within forty-eight
hours I'll be the most-talked-of gent
in this valley. Did you ever meet

JENNY didn’t think much of that
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a more upstandin’ woman than this
Jenny Hookstratten! Now there’s a
woman with a strong mind!”

There was nothin’ much for me to
do except lapse into a dignified si-
lence. We went down the board
walk and into the Yellow Jacket Sa-
loon. As we passed through the bat-
wing doors | saw the lady detective
watching us from across the street
through a window. She waved and
then turned her back.

Two men were behind the bar. A
half dozen loafers were scattered
around here and there in the bar-
room in various states of sleepiness.
It was early afternoon, and the whole
town was drowsy. Most of the loaf-
ers were snoring. Of the two men
behind the bar, one was a regulation
bartender. The other was tall and
thin, and dressed in black. He might
have been anything from an under-
taker to a bitter-root medicine man.

Just as me and Hep came up to
the counter, the tall man said to the
bartender: “You might as well take
yourself a siesta, Gus. There won't
be much business. [I'll wait on the
trade.”

“Thanks, Preacher,” replied the
barman, and promptly started for
one of the rooms that were in the
back of the saloon.

“That's findin’ out things!” whis-
pered Hep to me outta the corner of
his mouth. “This is the bird we're
after.”

“A  remarkable deduction,” |
snorted, and tossin’ my four-bits on
the counter, ordered beer.

“Make it three beers,” put in Hep.
“Mister, I'll ask you to join us.”

“Now that’s darned kind of you,”
muttered the saloon man. “Don’t
care if | do.”

Preacher Dougan impressed me as
being one of those cautious, careful
sort of fellas who look a long time
before they leap. He appeared to
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be about as dangerous as a donkey.
There was a sad, patient light in his
eyes, and his drooping mustaches re-
sembled a couple of branches on a
weeping willow tree. It was a little
hard to imagine what kind of a crime
he'd committed.

Preacher Dougan took his time
about drawing the beers, but eventu-
ally he had them out on the bar.
We nodded at each other and drank,
smacked our lips in satisfaction.

Y the way,” said Dougan,

B “ain’'t you the two men who

dropped in a while ago and

talked to the detective lady across

the street? | was lookin’ out the

window and happened to notice
you.”

“Certainly, you saw us,”-admitted
Hep, displaying more sense than |
thought he was capable of. “We
dropped in there and then dropped
out again. Saw the sign about help
wanted. Of course, we didn’'t know
it was a woman who ran the outfit.
Imagine a couple of guys like us
workin’ for a woman!”

“Uh-huh,” grunted Preacher Dou-
gan. “By the way, Jenny Hook-
stratten didn’t happen to make any
mention of me, did she?”

Gallegher squinted up his eyes,
furrowed his forehead, and tried to
look as deep and cunning as possible.
“Without knowing your name, mis-
ter, 1 couldn’t tell you.”

The saloon keeper then introduced
himself, and we introduced ourselves.
He even drew us a couple of more
schooners of beer for nothing after
Hep had said that the lady detective
had made no mention of his name.

“Why do they call you Preacher?”
| asked.

Dougan came very near blushing.

“Well, I'll tell you,” he said. “I've
always been a moral sort of a guy
and sometimes | like to make
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speeches. It’s nothin’ to be proud
of, | suppose, but I've got no use for
trouble. | carry a gun on general
principles but, bless my soul, I'd
hardly care to shoot anybody. I
treat people fair and they treat me
fair. Of course, there're times when
somebody tries to take advantage of
me.” Dougan’s gaze had wandered.
He was looking up at the ceiling.
The lazy light had come out of his
eyes and they were as hard as flint.
The look passed instantly, and he
was smiling again. “People treat
you fair if you're fair to them.”

It struck me that Preacher Dou-
gan was the oddest saloon keeper I'd
ever encountered. Obviously there
was something the matter with him.
“This Jenny Hookstratten seems to
be a remarkable female,” | said, be-
cause the conversation had dragged
and somebody had to say something.

“Very remarkable, yes,” sighed
Preacher. “Very--—-—- "

After a while the bartender came
back from his siesta. By that time
all three of us were pretty full of
beer.

“Dougan,” said Hep, “l trust
you've got a room in back where the
three of us could sit down in com-
fort and put our feet on the table.”

Preacher waved his hand at the
opposite side of the barroom.
“There’s plenty of empty chairs
here and plenty of tables to put our

feet on. Ain’'t seen business so dull
in a month-—-——-- "

“Privacy’s what | crave,” inter-
rupted Gallegher. “Some place

where the three of us can sit down
and swap lies and nobody’ll disturb
us.”

Dougan scratched his head and
yawned. “Not a bad idea. | get so
infernally tired of hangin’ around in
here that I think I'll go nutty.”

Hep pricked up his ears. *“Listen,
Preacher, why don’t we go down un-
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der the trees by the creek and take
a snooze? The afternoon breeze is
biowin’.”

Dougan considered the matter,
and it was easy to tell that he was
mightily tempted. But discretion
came to his rescue. “Nope,” he said.
“It can’'t be done. A week ago |
could have done it, but not now.”

Gallegher tried to pry the reason
out of him, but didn't have any luck.
We had another beer, and then Dou-
gan led the way to a room in the
back end of the barroom. It was a
little room and had a poker table in
it and a few chairs. There were two
doors, one that led into the saloon
and the other into the back yard.

E sat down and plunked our
W feet up on the table.

Preacher sat between me
and Hep. Gallegher was looking at
the back door, and it wasn’t hard to
tell what was in his mind. A short
distance behind the Yellow Jacket
Bar ran a creek. Trees and brush
came up nearly to the back door.
The nester's deserted shack that
Jenny Hookstratten had mentioned
was a little way up the creek from
the town, and not much more than
on the outskirts of it. Brush sur-
rounded it, and only the peak of the
roof could be seen from the road.

“Did you boys ever hear the story
about the two Irishmen?” asked
Dougan as he stretched himself and
closed his eyes.

“You mean the one about Pat and
Mike?” queried Hep.

“Yeah,” muttered Dougan.
“Funny—but that happened to be
their names. You've heard it, then?”

“All Irishmen,” | put in, “are
named either Pat or Mike. But don't
let that bother you. Go on. Let’s
have it.”

The saloon keeper was growing
more drowsy with every passing sec-
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ond. “Pat and Mike------- ” he began,
and that was the end of it. Dou-
gan’s voice played out, he gulped a
time or two, rested his head on the
back of his chair and then began to
snore.

“The buzzard's gone to sleep,”
hoarsely whispered Gallegher across
the table.

“Let him sleep,” | whispered back.
“I1t’'ll be good for him. We oughta
do the same thing.”

And that's the way it happened.
If I'd kept my own eyes open, things
might have been different. But I
made the bad mistake of closin’ 'em.
I was dreaming something about a
train when a loud thump woke me
up. The damage had already been
done. Hep had hit Preacher Dou-
gan on the head with the barrel of
his Colt! Just as | opened my eyes,
Gallegher had one of his hands
clapped over the saloon keeper’s
mouth, and with his left arm was
keeping the man from falling out of
the chair.

“Knocked out colder 'an a stuffed
turkey,” chuckled Hep beneath his
breath. “Sh-u-u-sh!”

We listened, but no unusual
sounds came from the barroom.
Evidently the blow hadn't been
heard.

Gallegher eased Dougan out of
the chair and down onto the floor.

“If you've killed him,” | gasped,
“we’'ll get our necks stretched.”

“Ah, he ain’'t dead,” Hep cheer-
fully assured me. “In an hour and
he’ll be up and around and as frisky
as a chipmunk. What we've gotta
do is to get him down to that shack
before he wakes up. That oughta
be easy. This town’s as much asleep
as he is. Grab a hold of him and
we’ll carry him out of the back door.
Wait a minute. I'll take a look first.”
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Gallegher stuck his head out the
rear door, which wasn't locked, and
in a moment came back with the in-
formation that the coast was clear.
One thing sure, it would be better
to take Dougan down to the shack
than it would be to leave him here.
The loafers in the saloon had seen
the three of us go into that room,
and, if Preacher was found there
with a dent in his skull, a necktie
party would be in order.

Hep grabbed Preacher by the
shoulders, and | got hold of his feet.
He was as limp as a rag, and hard to
carry. A moment and we were out
the door and in among the cotton-
woods. Apparently no one had seen
us. For a hundred yards we carried
the saloon keeper and came to the
creek bank. Here we put him down
so we could rest. For all his thin-
ness, the man was heavy.

Gallegher cackled with delight.
“Finally,” he said, “lI've come into
my own. |I've always told you,
George, that I was cut out for some-
thin’ better 'an dogie chasin’. All
my brains needed was a chance.
Here I've trapped me a prime scoun-
drel.”

“Not much to be proud of,” I told
him. “The fella went to sleep and
you socked him. Even a sheep-
herder could have done as much as

that.”
W brush-covered creek bank to
the nester’s empty shack. It
was a filthy place and hadn’'t been
cleaned out in years. Just as we
went through the door Preacher be-
gan to stir and to make funny noises
with his mouth.

“Cornin’ to,” muttered Hep.
“We’'ll have to tie him up.” So we
laid Dougan on the floor and tied
him hand and foot. “You stay here,
George,” ordered Gallegher, “and I'll

E carried Dougan up the

Intelligent 125
shake a leg up to Jenny Hookstrat-
ten’s office. Already | can feel the
fifty dollars jinglin’ around in my
pocket.”

No sooner had Hep gone than
Preacher opened his eyes. He tried
to sit up, but couldn’t. Then he saw
me standing there by his feet. Grad-
ually his wits gathered and he spoke:

“What's happened, George? | got
a feelin’ that somebody tossed a ton
of brick at me.”

“Retribution has finally caught up
with you, Preacher,” | told him.
“You're a wanted man, and now
you've been found. By the way,
what's the amount of the reward?”

“Reward!” sighed Dougan. *“Mis-
ter, you make me laugh.”

“Well, anyway,” said |, “we've
got you.”

“A couple of snakes in the grass,”
muttered Dougan. “If my arms
were free, 1'd break every bone in
you.”

For the next ten minutes we called
each other names, and then there
was the sound of approaching foot-
steps. | went to the door, and there
came Jenny Hookstratten and Hep,
Both of them were half running and
nearly out of breath. | stepped aside
so that the woman could enter. Gal-
legher followed her into the shack.

“There on the floor, you see-—-—- "
proudly began Hep, but he got no
further.

Jenny had interrupted him by
yelling at the man on the floor:
“Preacher! Preacher! Why, you

Then a most surprising thing hap-
pened. Jenny Hookstratten turned
upon me and Hep. With one swing
of her fist she hit me right on the
point of the jaw. 1'd never felt such
a blow. 1 went over backward and
hit my head on the wall. There
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.wasn't any fight left in me, even if
I'd wanted to fight a woman.

“Madam!” shouted Gallegher.
“What's the meanin’-------

This time she interrupted him by
bringing her two clenched fists right
down on the top of his head at one
and the same time. Hep’'s knees
folded, and he sat down on the floor.
Gallegher was too stunned and as-
tonished even to open his mouth.

Jenny had already pulled one of
her bowie knives. “If you boys ei-
ther move or say a word,” she hissed
at us, “I'll slit your throats!” Then
she got out some stout cord that she
carried in the pocket of her riding
skirt and tied us up. Finished with
that, she tied bandannas over our
mouths. Then she picked Preacher
Dougan up in her arms and ran out
of the shack with him.

Me and Gallegher lay there in the
nester’s shack all night. Try as we
would, we couldn’t get loose. It was
along about ten o’clock the next
morning when we heard some one
coming. In a moment two people
had come in and stood there looking
down at us. Durned if it wasn't
Jenny Hookstratten and the saloon
keeper. They had their arms around
each other and looked as happy as
a couple of doves.

“Boys,” said Dougan to me and
Hep, “I have it in my heart to for-
give you for Kkidnapin’ me with
thoughts of robbery and murder. It
was a foul deed and | would have
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died had not this brave woman res-
cued me, this brave woman who is
now my wife. We were married last
evenin’ over in Holtville, but if it
hadn’t been for you, we might never
have been married. Boys, I'm ~
timid man when it comes to the
women. A month or so ago I met
this brave lady down in the next
county and proposed marriage. She
accepted me, and then, like a craven,
I ran out on her. But she knew my
heart better than | did. She fol-
lowed me, opened an office here and
set up a business. Still 1 avoided
her. But, thanks to you, my eyes
were again opened to her sterling and
exemplary qualities-—-- "

Preacher Dougan was wound up
for fair. He'd probably have con-
tinued to talk for an hour had not
his bride stopped him. “Listen,
dear,” she said, “you’ve told them
enough. All is forgiven and forgot-
ten. All that remains to be done is
to turn them loose and give each
gent a good swift kick in the pants
with the warnin’ never to come back
to Butler's Ford again.”

Nothing more was said, but in a
remarkably short length of time me
and Gallegher were ridin’ out of
town. Each of us was fifty dollars
richer than when we'd come to the
place. Mrs. Preacher Dougan had
slipped it to us on the side.

“There's no understanding
women,” said Hep.

“Nor you, either,” | told him.

EASTERN PRAIRIE DOGS

T has been proved that the prairie dog fares as well in the East as in

I the West.

A resident of Middleboro, Massachusetts, has a fourteen-

acre animal farm. To this farm he imported from Texas less than a
dozen prairie dogs, which, since their arrival, have multiplied to one hun-
dred of them. Thus it would seem that the only reason that these animals
are so prolific in the Western plains is because there is more room out there.



THE BURRO

By
FRANKLIN

HE one animal that
actually played the most
important part in the set-
tling of the inaccessible
areas of the West, has
been given very little attention by

writers. Yet volumes of fact might
be written around the sagacity,
loyalty, and hardihood of the

burros that packed the prospectors’
camp outfits into the trailess wilder-
ness, made stores and trading posts
possible, and helped to open up the
richest camps in the Rockies.

Like the early horses and domestic
cattle, our American burros came
originally from Spain, where they
were called borricas; and like the
horses, some of them escaped and
became wild as mustangs; inter-
breeding among the bands resulted
in a smaller animal, the same as the
plains ponies were descendants from
the larger horses of the Spaniards;

GEORGE CORY

then when the value of the burro as
a pack animal was discovered and
they were captured and redomesti-
cated, no attempt was made for a
century or more to breed them up.

Shortly after the Civil war, how-
ever, some larger Jacks were brought
up from the South, and the result of
this new blood became apparent in
the stockier, heavier bodied burros
that became the famous pack ani-
mals of the Mining camps.

In the early '70s, a burro that
weighed more than four hundred
pounds was considered very large.
Most of those used by prospectors
weighed about three hundred and
fifty pounds.

Long before gold was discovered
in the Rocky Mountains, trains of
burros carried merchandise up from
the southern coast, to be traded to
the Indians along the streams that
empty into the Rio Grande between
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Sante Fe and the head waters of the
Colorado. These trains of from
thirty to one hundred burros moved
slowly; each animal usually carried
about one hundred and fifty pounds
on these long trips, although double
that amount was sometimes loaded
on them for short packs of two or
three miles.

Normally a loaded burro will walk
about three miles an hour, and since
such trains rarely made over fifteen
miles a day, they were not under the
packs for more than five hour at a
stretch. Their tough little hoofs
were seldom shod by the early
pioneers, although later, when burros
were used for packing supplies
through the rugged fastness of the
mountains, and ore from the mines
down to the settlements, burro
shoeing became an art among
frontier blacksmiths.

Small saddles of every description
were fitted to their backs. The most
common type was the cross-tree,
which was merely two flat pieces of
wood shaped to fit on either side of
the back, and held in position by
two cross pieces fastened with
wooden pins and rawhide thongs.
A breast strap passed around the
shoulders, under the neck, and a
breeching around the hind parts, to-
gether with a cinch, completed the
outfit except for the ropes, with
which the load was held in position.
The back of the burro being straight
with no withers, it is absolutely
necessary to have both breeching
and breast strap in order to hold the
saddle and load in place.

No more patient and faithful ani-
mal than the burro ever served man.
He will live uncomplainingly on the
sparse bunches of grass to be found
between the rocks on a mountain-
side. He will stay near an isolated
camp for weeks, and, in the winter
time, when the snow is too deep for
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him to paw it off the grass, as a
horse or mule can do, he will eat
aspen bark, the paper from tin cans,
anything he can find about a camp,
including dynamite, if a stick is care-
lessly left where he can find it
Bacon rind is considered a choice tit-
bit, and sourdough bread will win his
affection completely. He is a
natural born beggar, and can put a
more pleading note into the queer
sucking sound he makes with his
nose than any other domestic animal
that asks man for food.

Burros are natural nomads. They
will stay faithfully near the master
who is kind to them for weeks or
even months, but, when a trip has
been decided upon and the burros
are brought in and loaded with the
camp outfit, they show every evi-
dence of joy over the promise of ad-
venture and change of scene. As
soon as the packs have been loaded
and the direction to be taken in-
dicated, they start off playfully,
nipping at one another, perhaps
bucking a pack off in their exuber-
ance and excess of energy. A
sharp word or a cuff on the neck is
usually sufficient to sober them
down, and by noon of the first day
they will have become lazy trail
loafers, stopping to pick a mouthful
of tender grass, or to hunt for wild
onions, of which they are especially
fond. This is the happiest time for
them as well as the men who use
them.

The length of the drive is usually
regulated by the feed, water, and
the abundance of game, and perhaps
for days at a time the camp will not
be moved. The burro shows his
approval of this life by becoming fat,
lazy and playful, attempting tricks,
not only upon the other animals, but
upon the men as well.

They are the best possible means
of transportation for the prospector,
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and will carry heavy loads over
places where a horse or a mule would
refuse to go at all. If the prospector
succeeds in finding pay ore, he may
want to pack timbers to his mine.
In that case he cuts them the re-
quired length, fastens the ends of
two of the pieces, one on each side of
the saddle, and the burro drags the
timber to the new work. When the
rich ore has been sorted and sacked,
the burro carries it down the moun-
tain to where it can be reached by
wagons, or in modern times by
motor trucks and transported to a
mill or smelter.

In early days, young, strong
burros were in great demand and
readily brought a good price, usually
thirty or forty dollars each. But
when some rich strike caused a
stampede for a distant camp, all
prices soared and a good “jack”
might sell for a hundred dollars.
Now they may be bought for two
or three dollars, or taken for nothing
in parts of the West where bands
have become wild and no one claims
ownership.

Probably none but the old-timers
fully appreciate the value of these
little animals and what they can
accomplish. Their strength is
greater in proportion to their weight
than that of the horse or mule, and
no other animal is more faithful and
yet asks so little in return for a hard
day’s work. They make ideal pets
for children who know how to handle
them, but should never be given to
an impatient or cruel child, for the
burro is smart enough to return bad
treatment in Kkind, just as surely as
he will show appreciation to a gentle
or considerate master.

Frequently, men, who owe a large
part of their success to the faithful
burros that have shared their hard-
ships, have made provision for them
as long as they live. Several such

WS-9B

129

cases have come to the writer's
notice.

One miner, who made a big stake
in Creede, bought a small ranch and
had comfortable little sheds built for
his burros. He keeps a man there
winter and summer, in order to be
sure that the animals are cared for.
Several times a year he visits the
place and seems to get more pleasure
out of the fact that Jack, Rowdy,
Bill, and Pete remember him and
come to be fed dainties from his
hands, than he does out of any
other friendships.

There was another case where a
man, whose sturdy little burro won
a grubstake for him by packing five
hundred pounds of concentrates a
distance of two hundred feet, on a
bet, with the odds at ten to one, was
able with the money won to com-
plete a cross-cut he was driving, and
open up a rich vein. Later when
he had become wealthy, he made a
contract with a livery stable to care
for the burro as long as it lived.

One of the most noted cases of
rescue work in the West was accom:
plished by the use of burros. A
mining village in the San Juan
Basin was devastated by flood.
There were many people injured so
badly that they could not be moved.
All trails and roads were swept
away. The food supply was low,
and it would take weeks to rebuild
the road so that wagons might enter
the camp. Burro Shaw, a packer,
volunteered, to take into the camp
all the food the charitable people
provided. This, he did with the aid
of half a dozen burros, making their
way over trackless wastes between
broken rock and tangled timber.

In several Western towns monu-
ments have been built to these small
heroes of transportation and, those
who know the burro, feel that the
tribute was well earned.



OLKS, we told you last
week that we were going
to give you the low-down
on some of these authors,
so we'll start in with that

old veteran, Frank Richardson
Pierce.
Frank was Eastern born, but

doesn’t remember very much about
the East, because, when he was five
months old, his mother and father
dumped him into a covered wagon
and started out for Kansas. When
he was still a small youngster, he
made a five-hundred-mile trip in a
covered wagon with his parents
through the West, and it is probably
this early traveling that started him
on the way, for, although he is per-
manently anchored in Seattle, he is
still trekking here and there. Some-
how, that boy never stays put very
long. We guess that the good wife,
Mrs. Pierce, puts a long leash on
him, and after he's been gone from
home a certain length of time, she
pulls in the rope, and then little
Frankie sits down at his typewriter
and writes a fascinating yarn about
some of the places where he has
been. He’'s visited all the important

mining camps from the Mexican bor-
der to Fairbanks, Alaska, and long
before Death Valley was converted
into a dude summer resort, he
crossed that.

The only un-Western thing we
ever heard of him doing was riding
a motor cycle. He and his bride
went on their honeymoon, she sit-
ting behind, while fearless Frank
guided the craft onto little used
roads through the Northwest.

Frank Richardson Pierce has
worked in logging camps, stone
guarries, orange packing houses, and
once he worked—he says he worked,
anyway—in an insane asylum. We
trust he was not one of the inmates
having an illusion th”~t he was work-
ing. He has fired boilers, served as
shellman on a navy gun crew, and
once came out steerage from Alaska

with several hundred Oriental sal-
mon cannery hands.
During the periods when rover

Pierce was tied close to home on a
short rope, he thought he'd like to
be a lawyer. Then came the day
when he took inventory of his travels
and decided to write stories about
them.
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Now and then he sneaks away
from his typewriter, tiptoes past the
watchful Mrs. Pierce, and goes hunt-

ing or fishing. As a watcher of
sports, he enjoys boxing, rowing,
and football. Now and then he takes

a mule pack train into the mountain
country, and he declares that next
to that, he likes flying—you know,
lunch on the coast one day, break-
fast in New York the next.

Mr. Pierce is over six feet tall, has
black curly hair, blue eyes, and a
dimple in his chin. It's the dimple
that fascinates every one he meets,
and, although we know he has one
of the best dispositions in the world,
we never dare mention this dimple
out loud in his presence. We are a
little bit afraid of these big he-West-
erners who drop in on us from time
to time, and we make it a point to
be very polite to them and not to rile
them in any way. Maybe one reason
we're so polite to “old man Pierce,”
as he calls himself, is because we re-
member that saying—“A dimple in
the chin, the devil within.” So far
we've had no occasion to believe this
true in his case.

And now we’'ll have something
about Palomino horses, which he
calls “Ysabellas.” It's Dick Halliday

speaking:
“B0SS and Folks: Three years
ago | started in on an intensive

search of the history of the ‘Ysa-
bellas.” | traced them from the new
world, through history, past the days
of chivalry, into the annals of bar-
barism and folklore, even into
mythology. Now the job is done
and a bunch of Texas and California
horsemen have formed the Palomino
Horse Association and Stud Book
Registry.

“We aren't seeking for fame and
fortune, not advertising, simply try-
ing to raise these fine horses and
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make them into a distinct, registered
breed of their own. It may take us
fifty years to do the work, but we
have made a start and we intend to
see the job through, for that's the
Western way. Plenty of hard work
ahead of us—plenty of disappoint-
ments and perhaps some heartaches
as well, but the ‘Golden Ones’ are
worth it, so we think.

“Few folks know that these horses
are known as ‘Ysabellas,” sometimes
as ‘cremolas’ and in old legends dug
up for me they are referred to fre-
guently as ‘The Golden Ones.’

“We Westerners find that a palo-
mino has an intelligence and docility
which marks him out from all other
range-bred animals. | will say one
thing—as a cowboy, | never rode a
poor palomino. All the palominos
I ever saddled were good ones,
smart, intelligent, bold, and friendly,
the kind that come into the wagon
at night to bum biscuits from the
cook and the boys. Do they get
them? Don’t ask such ridiculous
guestions.

“If the readers of The Round-up
want to meet us, then trail along
to Santa Barbara, California. This
month we foregather with silver-
mounted saddles and the finest palo-
minos that the West can breed. We
are going to parade with the Gov-
ernor at our head and all mounted
on horses, the least of which would
be fit for an emperor to ride.

“l have one on the ranch now.
The smallest palomino in the West
—La Chispa De Oro—our mascot,
and it would take her weight in gold
to buy her. She is so smart that
she does the tricks I've taught her
by herself, without being told. She
is only four feet—twelve hands high,
but she thinks she is at least seven-
teen hands high and that the entire
world revolves around herself alone.”



MINES AND
MINING

THOMPSON

This department is intended to be of real help to readers.

If there is

anything you want to know about mining or prospecting, a letter inclosing

a stamped and self-addressed envelope sent to J. A. Thompson,

care of

Street & Smith's Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York,
N, Y., will bring a prompt authoritative personal reply.
Letters unaccompanied by a return envelope will be answered in this

department in the order in which they are received.

But as space is limited,

please keep such letters as brief as possible.

EADING for the fas-

cinating wild, moun-

tainous region of north

central ldaho, one Ira

Buckley, of Chicago,
Illinois, is pointing his steps toward
one of the richest and most highly
mineralized sections of the North-
west. That's gold country out there,
Ira. Real gold country.

“For a number of years | have
had it in my mind to take a gold
prospecting trip somewhere in the
north central ldaho sector,” writes
Buckley. “This summer | am going
to be able to realize that long-
planned-for quest for yellow metal.
Anything you can tell me about that
region, its past mining history,
present opportunities, and so forth,
will be deeply appreciated by this
ardent Western Story Magazine
reader, and his pard.”

Always glad to oblige with mining
information, Ira. Besides, Idaho is
one of our favorite gold mining
States. It always has been.

The golden treasure box of north
central ldaho during its first bo-
nanza heyday supplied a steady
stream of millions of dollars’ worth
of yellow metal that was historically
important to the country. It helped
materially to replenish the war-
depleted treasury of President Lin-
coln. The great emancipator owed
much to north central Idaho’s lavish
mineral wealth.

Lewis and Clark, the famous ex-
plorers, are generally credited with
being the first white men to have
reached the wild uncharted region
of the Salmon River. In 1805, they
followed the Lemhi down to its con-
fluence with the latter stream, but
were unable to negotiate the diffi-
cult canyon of the Salmon. They
were skirting a million-dollar-gold
ground that vear.

It wasn't, however, until the fall
of 1860, that a Captain E. D. Pierce,
an Indian trader from Walla Walla,
Washington, founded the settlement
that still bears his name, and was
the first established mining camp in
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Idaho. February of '61 found three
hundred miners in the new district.
By July of the same year more than
five thousand pioneers were pros-
pecting the country. Lewiston was
staked out where the Clearwater
joins the Snake. This happened to
be a violation of a treaty then in
force which the U. S. army had en-
tered into with the Nez Perce In-
dians.

But where fortunes in yellow
metal are the lure, the treaty, like
many others that figured in the min-
ing history of the West, became a
mere scrap of paper. Treaties still
have that habit. It’'s world wide.

Among the first gold prospectors
to Pierce and the Orofino district it
was the common, and, as events
proved later, correct belief, that the
section was simply the edge of a
much larger gold-bearing area ex-
tending over and along the Clear-
water and Salmon River Mountains,
explored at that time.

It wasn't long before the boys
were taking out dough in the higher
brackets from the easily worked
bonanza diggings around Elk City,
Newsome Creek, French Gulch, and
Dixie; not to mention the rich
Florence district that brought one
thousand rough and ready prospec-
tors stampeding to the golden
gravels of Miller Creek as fast as
they could get there. Florence is
way up in the mountains—more
than a mile above sea level. Win-
ter strikes early there, and it strikes
hard.

That first winter in Florence
caught several hundred men snow-
bound in an isolated mountain min-
ing camp with provisions scarce.
By January the only item of food
stuff available was flour—and not a
very good grade, either—at two dol-
lars a pound. It was May before
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pack trains loaded with grub could
approach within ten miles of the
staving settlement. Gaunt, winter-
weary men, their belts tightened
against their slim waists, back-
packed the precious food over the
mountains for forty cents a pound
for the gruelling, ten-mile trek.

That's the sort of stuff those early
prospectors were up against. But
they found the gold-—in north cen-
tral Idaho. In one year— 1866—
these hardy miners, with nothing
better than gold pan, rocker and
sluice boxes, took out nearly eight
million dollars worth of yellow metal
from the gulches along which they
camped.

When the first boom was over,
the general inaccessibility of the
region, lack of roads for the trans-
portation of heavier mining ma-
chinery and milling equipment
necessary to develop the lode dis-
coveries, caused a temporary slump
in the activity of the section.

But don’'t make the mistake, Ira,
of thinking for one moment that you
are heading into a defunct gold min-
ing area. Far from it. With the
recent general revival of mining-
mindedness in this country, and the
increase in the price of gold, the old
camps are humming again. Men are
exploring new canyons, new moun-
tain gulches that the old-timers
might have overlooked.

The gold hunt is on again, with
the pack in full cry. Right now,
virtually all those old districts are
the scene of feverish activity. New
discoveries are being made. The
United States forest service is
cooperating in putting through, as
fast as funds and man power be-
come available, new roads, and well-
blazed mountain trails to the farther
reaches of the interior.

North-central Idaho is a swell bet,
Ira.



The HOLLOW TREE

Conducted by

HELEN RIVERS

It is a natural impulse and it is a good
impulse to desire to wander and to roam.
Not too much, of course. But the desire
to go places and see things should be and
is in all of us—in all of us who amount to
anything, at least, for traveling educates
us, and changing our geographic location
often is of great benefit to health, mind,
and economic well-being. A wise man once
said, “A rolling stone gathers no moss,”
but a wiser man, we think, added, “but a
standing pool stagnates.”

If you are one who would travel, it is a
mighty good thing to have man’s best asset
along the way, and at your destination.
We mean, of course, friends.

If you would like a friend or friends in
a certain section, write to Miss Helen
Rivers, who conducts this department, and
she will put you in touch with readers
who want to correspond with folks in your
part of the world.

It must be understood that Miss Rivers
will undertake to exchange letters only be-
tween men and men, boys and boys, women
and women, girls and girls. Letters will
be forwarded direct when correspondents
so wish; otherwise they will be answered
here. Be sure to inclose forwarding post-
age when sending letters through The Hol-
low Tree.

Address: Helen Rivers, care The Hollow
Tree, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N.Y.

HE Yuba River lands of

the Sierra country of Cali-

fornia offer an outdoor liv-

ing and the opportunity of

making a stake. “Indian
Valley Folks” are here to tell you-
all about life in the open in the Far
West.

D ear M iss Rivers:

About a year ago my brother and | were
looking for advice on a homestead in Ore-
gon. We left Colorado and started west-
ward. We got as far as the Yuba River
and found a little gold in the old Yuba,
so we stayed here.

Sometimes we take out quite a lot of
gold and then again hardly anything, but
we are able to make a living and we find
camp life great compared to living in a
city. It sure is surprising how many you

see making a living at this kind of work.
We get from $29 to $34.75 an ounce for
our gold and sometimes we make three and
six dollars a day and then again, of course,
we might not make but fifty cents. But
it sure beats working in a coal mine as my
brother did before coming here. It doesn't
cost much to live here and it sure is a
great life. 1 would advise any one who is
not making a decent living now to get out
and enjoy a life of this kind. Gold is fairly
easily found here, and there is not too
much hard work attached to it. We run a
dip box for top soil and pan the bed rock.
We live in tents at the present, but we
plan to build us a cabin as soon as we can
get a permit from the government, as this
is all forest reserve land.

If any one wants advice or information
about this part of California, | will gladly
give all 1 can. | sure hope you-afl will
drop me a few lines as it gets a little lone-
some here sometimes. We are still in-
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terested in a homestead in Oregon, so please,
Oregon homesteaders, write to us.
Indian Valley Folks,
Care o! The Tree.

Charles is one of Uncle Sam’s boys
stationed in Hawaii.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I'm twenty-two, and my home is in Mid-
dleton, Massachusetts, but just now I'm in
the army, stationed at Hawaii. Having
traveled some—Central America, United
States from coast to coast, and to the
Hawaiian Islands—1've seen quite a lot and
would like very much to hear from any one
who likes to travel. I'm interested in all
branches of science, but, best of all, chemis-
try, and I'm also interested in photog-
raphy. | have collected many pictures of
interest that | will be glad to exchange.

Charles Campbell.

Company A, First Sep. Chem. Battalion,

Schofield Barracks,
Territory Hawaii.

From Saskatchewan comes a new
Pen Pal seeker.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am a lonely lad of twenty-three sum-
mers, and my favorite hobby is letter writ-
ting. | was born and raised on a farm,
but my ambition is to become an author
and poet or else an actor. | have sung
over the radio and also from theater stages
in Manitoba and Saskatchewan. At pres-
ent | am on my father's farm near Church-
bridge, but plan on taking a trip for the
third time into the United States this
coming summer.

I love all outdoor sports, especially base-
ball, swimming, horseback riding and foot-
ball. 1 like to dance and sing and yodel
the traditional songs of the ranges, 1 love
music and play the violin and Hawaiian
guitar. L. E. Anderson.

Churchbridge, Saskatchewan, Canada.

Here is a small ranch that may be
rented on shares.

Dear Miss Rivers:

There is no place that beats the State
of Washington for climate, health, and op-
portunity. There are many small ranches
to be acquired in this vicinity for very
little. This is a good locality, situated on
beautiful Puget Sound, and near Seattle,
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Tacoma, and Bemerton. | am an elderly
woman alone on a twenty-acre ranch, and
the work is too much for me 1 can give
some honest, reliable couple a splendid
chance either to acquire outright or rent
my ranch on shares. Please inclose a stamp
and do not write unless you are really in
earnest, as | am a very busy woman.
Mrs. B. L. Gilson.
Olalla, Washington.

Indian Valley Folks will be glad to
tell you-all just what to expect if you
decide to try life in the open along the
Yuba River of California. Wear your
friend-maker,  membership  badges,
folks, and get in touch with these
chechahcos of the West.

Twenty-five cents in coin or stamps
sent to The Hollow Tree Department,
Street & Smith’'s Western Story Maga-
zine. 79 Seventh Avenue, New York,
N. Y., will bring you either the pin
style or the button for the coat lapel.
In ?]rdering be sure to state which you
wish.

Folks living in the out-back coun-
try are invited to correspond.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am especially interested in getting some
letters from people in the isolated parts of
the Western country—Ilonely cow camps,
people who operate pack-mule trains into
the isolated mountain regions, or any one
leading a similar outdoors life. 1 have
lived in the Colorado Rockies and | am
very much interested in the mountains of
California. | am a widow, thirty-two years
old, and | am fond of all outdoor sports.
I love horses and like to ride horseback.

Mrs. Mary Wells.

C/o General Delivery,

Fayetteville, Arkansas.

Montreal is a city you-all will
want to corral a Pen Pal from.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am seventeen years of age, a bit tom-
boyish, and love all sports, especially swim-
ming, | would like to get in touch with
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girls between the ages of sixteen and seven-
teen throughout the Southern States and
particularly Texas and Wyoming. Though
I have lived in the large city of Montreal
for the greater part of my life, yet I have
spent considerable time traveling through
Canada and am able to give interesting
travel talks on most of the large cities.
Betty D. Reid,
5928 Clanranald Avenue,
Montreal, Quebec, Canada.

Here's an English hombre.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am appealing for Pen Pals who are
interested in art and lyric writing, also
photography. All are welcome to send
samples of their work, and in return | will
send some of my own. | have traveled to
several continental countries including Ger-
many, Russia, Italy, and the Balkan States.

Artistique.

Care of The Tree.

You girls from the Southwest are
asked to speak up.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am a girl of fifteen, looking for some
Pen Pals around my own age. | would
especially like to hear from cowgirls liv-
ing on ranches in Arizona and other parts
of the Southwest. My hobbies are draw-
ing, singing, playing the guitar, and hik-
ing. | am also very fond of horses and
wish | could have one of my own to ride.

I will exchange snapshots with all who
care to, and promise to answer all letters.

Rosalind Tack.

R. D. 2, Box 163,

Matawan, New Jersey.

Here’'s a Canadian Pen Pal for you
folks.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am asking for Pen Pals from all cor-
ners of the earth, and | promise to answer
all letters. | am twenty-three years of
age, a teacher by profession. | suppose
getting letters from all parts of the world
is one way of traveling when the real thing
is out of the question. However, | enjoy
horseback riding, having ridden two hun-
dred days out of three hundred and sixty-
five last year. Erna Bogusch.

Bellevue, Alberta, Canada.

Street & Smith’'s Western Story Magazine

Donald is a sports enthusiast.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am very anxious to correspond with
any Pen Pals in any State in America. |
am a keen motor cyclist, and follow road
racing in the British Isles. | have visited
nearly every part of Great Britain and
Channel Islands. | am interested in all
kinds of sports, and | would like to hear
something of the life and sports of your
American people. | promise to answer any
letters | receive from anywhere.

Donald Alec Wallis.

Ssxonhurst, 220 Westbury Avenue,

Wood Green, London, N. 22, England.

This hombre would like to corral

plenty of Pals.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am a young man of twenty-five. |
sure want Pen Pals, and will some real
cowboy please write me? | am a lover of
the great, open spaces, and the West. |
am making a tour on the stage this sum-
mer, and maybe—who knows?—1 might be
lucky enough to meet some of my Pen
Pals! | have been on the radio, stage, and
screen. | will answer all letters, so let 'em
fly! Stanley Sandra.

6940 Broadview Road,

Brooklyn Station, Cleveland, Ohio.

Advanced stamp collectors will be
interested in this.

Dear Miss Rivers:

A Canadian, aged thirty-one, very fond
of all outdoor sports, desires correspond-
ence, particularly with advanced stamp col-
lectors in the United States and all British
Dominions and Colonies. Prompt replies
promised. A. D.

~719 Yonge Street,

Toronto. Ontario, Canada.

deSeorie.

From Detroit comes this Pen Pal
seeker.

Dear Miss Rivers:

I am a boy twenty years old, interested
in all outdoor sports, and | can tell a lot
about hunting and fishing here. 1 will ex-
change snapshots.

Andrew P. Michaels.

8040 Vanderbilt Avenue,

Detroit, Michigan.



WHERE TO GO And

How To GE

| HERE

By JOHN NORTH

We aim in this department to give practical help to readers.

The service offered

includes accurate information about the West, its ranches, mines, homestead lands,

mountains and plains, as well as the facts about any features of Western life.

We

will tell you also how to reach the particular place in which you are interested. Don’t
hesitate to write to us, for we are always glad to assist you to the best of our ability.

Address all communications to John North, care of Street & Smith’s Western
Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

HE Southwest is holding
its first World’s Fair this

year in the Texas Cen-
tennial Exposition, now
being staged in Dallas.
This colorful celebration, which

commemorates one hundred years of
Texas independence as a republic
and a State, is attracting many
visitors from near and far. Eager to
take in this affair, George W., of
Rochester, New York, is planning to
join the throng which is heading for
the Lone Star State.

“Never having visited a big
world’s fair, Mr. North, I'm mighty
anxious to pay a visit to the Texas
Centennial which opened on June
6th. | may not be able to get down
to Dallas, however, until fall, so can
you tell me how long it will be open?
I'd also like to know just what to
expect in the way of exhibits and
entertainment. As Texas is a big
cattle-raising State, | should think
there’d be some outstanding live-
stock exhibitions and would expect
something in the way of cowboy
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sports, such as a rodeo. Am | go-
ing to be disappointed?”

Not on your tin type, George.
You can bet your new sombrero on
that. And even if you can’t get
away until fall, you need not miss
this big Southwestern show, for it
will last until November 29th. Just
as other world’s fairs have featured
science, the arts, or some other major
phase of progress, the Texas Cen-
tennial Exposition is presenting as
one of its principal features an

Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine

and an outdoor amphitheater and
symphony shell. Music is also given
a prominent place by the presenta-
tion of opera, famous orchestras and

bands, and the National Folk
Festival.
Nor will you be disappointed,

George, in the program of sports.
Football games, rodeos, polo games,
field and track events and boxing
and wrestling are all included in the
calendar of events. You'll also find
a midway presenting the latest in

Agrarian Way, - thrills, amuse-
along which five ments, and eat-
great  buildings SPECIAL NOTICE ing places.

house the largest One of the
agricultural and outstanding fea-

livestock exhibit

tures of the ex-

ever assembled in A RECIPE FOR SQUAW DISH position is the
I And _ After a day of motoring, of hik- dail resenta-

one place. ing over a mountain trail, or of fish- atly — p
when one remem- ing in a rushing stream, the sports- tion of the

man welcomes some sizzling hot “

bers that not grub which may be easily and Cavalt’:,ade .of
only has the quickly prepared over the camp Texas.” This
whole history of e, I ool oy, digantic drama
the Lone Star Squaw Dish, is hard to beat. Read- tization portrays
State been per- ers may obtain the recipes for this four hundred
_ favorite camp dish by writing to _
mea.ted by cat John North, care of Street & Smith's years Of. the col
tle influence, but Western Story Magazine, 79 Sev- orful history of
that Texas to- enth Avenue, New York, N. Y. the Lone Star
day has more cat- State, during

tie, cowboys and

horses than ever before in her ex-
istence, this emphasis seems right
and proper.

But although the cattle industry
is prominently featured, proper at-
tention is also given to science and
manufacturing, for the leading in-
dustrial concerns of the nation are
participating in the Texas Cen-
tennial Exposition on a scale involv-
ing the expenditure of millions of
dollars.

One of the major sections of the
exposition is the cultural center,
erected by the city of Dallas, which
includes museums of natural his-
tory, horticulture and fine arts, an
aquarium, a hall of domestic science,

which time flags
of six nations have flown over Texas
soil—Spain, France, Mexico, the
Republic of Texas, the Confederacy,
and the United States. More than
three hundred actors take part in the
pageant, acted upon a stage three
hundred feet wide, and before the
footlights flows a real stream, with
replicas of the boats of the first ex-
plorers of Texas floating in its
waters.

We feel safe in predicting a
mighty thrilling time for you at the
Texas Centennial, George.

Bound also for the Southwest to
take in a colorful celebration is
Wilfred P., of Grand Rapids,
Michigan.
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“All my life 1've been greatly in-
terested in the American Indian, Mr.
North, and it has been a pet plan of
mine for many years to go down to
Gallup, New Mexico, to see the
Inter-Tribal Indian  Ceremonial.
This year I'm making the grade,
and wish you’'d tell me not only a
bit about that affair, but also what
sights are to be seen in that section,
as | expect to spend several weeks
there.”

When each year during the last
week of August, Gallup becomes
.host to thousands of Indians who
gather for the annual Inter-Tribal
Indian Ceremonial, this town stages
one of the most glamorous of spec-
tacles. More than twenty tribes are
represented, and during the three
days and nights of this affair each
tribe presents its favorite dances,
chants and ceremonials. It will be
an experience you'll never forget.

Readers who are planning to attend
the Texas Centennial should write to
John North for an address from which
full information about this big South-
western fair may be obtained. He will
also tell you where to write for a copy
of the special Centennial road map,
issued for the benefit of visitors to the
Lone Star State.

Nor will you forget the interest-
ing and fascinating Indian country
which surrounds Gallup. No people
on our continent are more vigorous,
more picturesque, and more inde-
pendent than the nomadic Navajos
who roam the great mesas around
this New Mexico town. To the east
of Gallup are also Pueblo villages:
Zuni, the largest in New Mexico,
and famed Acoma, perched atop its
four-hundred-foot rock. Not far
away is ElI Morro National Monu-
ment, often called Inscription Rock.

However long you tarry in
Gallup, you will not lack for sights
to explore in its vicinity, Wilfred.
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While some hombres trek to the
Southwest for their vacations,
others, including Bert K., of Okla-
homa City, Oklahoma, journey in
the opposite direction.

If you want to know where to go
and what to see in the Sunshine State,
you should obtain copies of the two
interesting pamphlets “Two Weeks in
New Mexico” and “Roads to Cibola.”
Ask John North where to write for
this free literature.

“1've heard such wonderful things
about the Umpqua Valley of Ore-
gon, Mr. North, that I'm going out
there to see it for myself. My pro-
gram is to scout around, doing a bit
of fishing and camping, meanwhile,
keeping my eyes open for a likely
site to settle down on. Can you tell
me what I'll find in the way of a
lake out from Roseburg? And if |
should stay into the fall, could I ex-
pect good hunting?”

The answer to both your questions,
Bert, is yes. Eighty-five miles by
trail from Roseburg, in the eastern
part of the Umpqua Valley, is
located beautiful Diamond Lake, set
among the mountains, at an eleva-
tion of 5,180 feet above sea level.
This sheet of water is alive with
Rainbow trout of large size and
gameness, and for an outdoor vaca-
tion spot, you'd journey far to find
its equal. If you prolong your stay
into the autumn, you will find the
valley a happy hunting ground, in-
deed, for it abounds in deer, moun-
tain lion, timber wolves, bobcats,
and coyotes.

The Umpqua Valley is known out
in the Beaver State as the “end of the
homeseeker’s trail.” Here in a great
unspoiled playground, one can live,
work and play in the healthy outdoors.
John North will be glad to send in-
terested readers an address from which
a free pamphlet describing this Oregon
valley may be obtained.



GUNS

AND
GUNNERS

CHARLES E.
CHAPEL

First Lieutenant, U, S. Marine Corps

Address inquiries regarding firearms,

marksman-

ship, and hunting, to Lieutenant Charles E. Chapel,
“Guns And Gunners,” Street & Smith's WESTERN
STORY MAGAZINE, 79 Seventh Ave., New York,
N. Y., and inclose a stamped, addressed envelope.

IFLE and pistol
manship are a lot like
golf. Golf in an indi-
vidual game which can be
practiced without any one

else being present. It is an outdoor
pastime, it is healthful, and not
necessarily expensive in its own
right. Most important of all, it can
be enjoyed from adolescence to the
grave with a steady increase in abil-
ity and personal satisfaction in one’s
progress.

marks-

So it is with shooting. We know
old graybeards who are getting at
least as much kick out of their
weekly matches as they did when
they were firing the old lever action,
black powder rifles back in the 90s,
and we know youngsters still in
grammar school who are regularly
pulling down medals for pistol pro-
ficiency.

Neither golf nor marksmanship
will ever command the cheering
crowds and brass bands that charac-
terize the ballyhoo of football, but
they do merit and enjoy the intel-
ligent respect and enthusiastic in-
terest of those who value real sports-
manship, healthy recreation, and
service to one’s community and

nation. Let us all work to promote
the popularity of marksmanship,
knowing that in so doing we are con-
tributing to national security and
the eventual solution of the crime
problems.

Here are answers to only a few of
the hundreds of questions that came
to our desk to-day. AIll were an-
swered by mail, but the most inter-
esting queries are answered here for
you.

Too long shotgun barrels.

T. D. B., McKees Rocks, Pennsyl-
vania: The reason a shotgun barrel
that is too long is not efficient is
that the excess bore merely adds to
the friction between the outside
pellets and the barrel, thus increas-
ing the stringing of the shot, and re-
ducing the uniformity of the shot
pattern.

Choke and velocity.

M. M. K., Cleburne, Texas:
Choke of a shotgun affects muzzle
velocity. A full choke gives
maximum velocity; a modified choke
causes a falling off of ten feet per



Guns And Gunners

second, and a cylinder bore has a
falling off of forty feet per second
at a range of forty yards.

The most powerful hand arm.

L. G. S., Seattle, Washington:
The world’s most powerful and
accurate hand arm is said to be the
Smith & Wesson .357 Maghum, with
a velocity of 1,512 feet per second,
using the 8% inch barrel. Another
claim is that the accuracy of this
gun is maintained with the widest
range of ammunition ever cham-
bered in one pistol or revolver. In-
cluded are the .38 Special Mid
Range, the .38 Special, the .38 Spe-
cial Super-Speed, and the .38-44
Special, all of these having less
velocity than the .357, but more
than most we&pons of their own
class.

Long barrels again.

A. C. H., Moberly, Missouri: If
you are a hunter who aims, instead
of points, a thirty-inch barrel may
not be so handy, but it is decidedly
more accurate in the 12-gauge than
a shotgun with a handier but less
aimable barrel, especially for water
fowl, turkey, and pheasants.

Reloading the Krag.

R. C. B., Oakland, cCalifornia:
Yes, you can remove the bullet from
a Krag cartridge and substitute
thirty-five grains by weight of the
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M -1 Service powder with safety, but
we do not encourage promiscuous
reloading experiments. Aside from
possible danger, the quality and
quantity of the powder is often not
suited to the bullet and gun used
for its discharge.

Stop watch for matches.

L. W. J., Des Moines, lowa: We
advise you to buy a stop watch that
will keep time like an ordinary
watch, and also serve as a stop
watch with checks not merely to
seconds but also to fifths of seconds.
A reliable stop watch of this descrip-
tion can be bought for about ten
dollars from various watch dealers,
sporting shops, and gun sellers.

Medals for shooters.

H. S. A., Clinton, Nebraska: This
magazine had considerable experi-
ence in buying medals for our mail
marksmanship matches. We found
that the ordinary manufacturing
jeweler does not have facilities for
guantity production of shooting
medals at economical prices. In-
stead, we discovered that there are
about three companies that spe-
cialize in medals and trophies de-
signed especially for shooters. One
of their decorations is certain to be
more appropriate than a medal or
loving cup that it used one week for
a bicycle race and the next week for
the lightweight boxing champion-
ship of the oyster fleet.

The U. S. Rifle, (Enfield), Model 1917, Caliber .30, in excellent condition,
is sold to citizens of the United States, by the government, for $8.85, under
certain conditions which will be explained to readers sending a stamped,

addressed envelope.

These assertions are the private opinion of the firearms editor, and are net to be construed as efileial, »r refleettni the

Views ef the Navy Department, er the naval service at iarte.
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MISSING

This department is offered free of charge to our
Its purpose is to aid them in getting in touch
with persons of whom they have lost track.

While it will be better to use your name in the notice, we will print your request

“blind” if you prefer.

In sending “blind” notices, you must, of course, give us your

right name and address, so that we can forward promptly any letters that may come

for you.

We reserve the right to reject any notice that seems to us unsuitable.

Because “copy” for a magazine must go to the printer long in advance of publication,
don’'t expect to see your notice till a considerable time after you send it.

If it can be avoided, please do not send a “ General Delivery” post-office address,
for experience has proved that those persons who are not specific as to address often

have mail that we send them returned to us marked “not found.”

It would be well,

also, to notify us of any change in your address.

Now, readers, help those whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would
like to be helped if you were in a similar position.

WARNING.—Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or tele-
gram, asking for money “to get home,” et cetera, until you are absolutely certain that
the author of such telegram or letter is the person you are seeking.

Address all your communications to Missing Department,

Street & Smith’s

Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

GOMOLA, STEVE.—About twelve years ago
he was in Herminie, Pennsylvania. Has not
been heard from since. Dail is in a State Hos-

pital. Mother can't last much longer. Her
last wish is to know whether Steve is living
or dead. He would be about thirty years old.

Has blond hair. Any one knowing anything
of him, please write to Anna Gomola, Yukon,
Pennsylvania.

CRONAN. JAMES.— He is my brother. In
1911 1 saw him in Mason City, lowa. Have
not heard from him in many years. Would be

forty-two years old. Has blue eyes and brown
hair. Any news of him would be greatly appre-
ciated by Thomas Cronan, Camp Clatsop, war-
renton. Oregon.

JORDAN. MRS. AL/TA NAN, or ROBERT
DAVIS.- When fifteen years old, Fred Allen
Jordan left his home. He is now thirty-three
and an engineer, as his mother always wished
him to be. He is married and has a baby girl,
Alta Nan, and a little boy. Donald Allen. ‘Fred
is now known as Jack Allen Jordan. He has
three sisters. He would be very happy to hear
from any of his people. Any Jordan who is
kin to Jack, please write to Mrs. Jack Jordan,
Box 853, Globe, Arizona.

THOMAS. WALTER, HUGH, BENJAMIN and
EVERETT.—They are my brothers and | have
not seen or heard from them since | left home
in 1900, They were then in Green Valley, Flor-
ida. We were all brought up in Coffeeville,
Kansas. Any one knowing the whereabouts of
any of them, please write to George Thomas, 21
North Second Street West, Brigham City, Utah.

FRAKES. GEORGE L.— Better known as Tom.
He was a C. & O. employee in Huntington, West
Virginia. He has been missing since February
8, 1936. Is five feet seven inches tall and
weighed one hundred and twenty-seven pounds.
Has blue eyes and gray hair. Would be forty-
one years of age. He left a wife and two small
children. Any one knowing his whereabouts,
please notify Mrs. Frakes, 457 Woodland Ave-

nue, Lexington, Kentucky.
MICK.— When did you see Billy Bogs? Last
heard of him he was near Flea Creek. Why

don’t you write to mother? D. M. B

VEZINA, GEORGES.— Would be about fifty-
five years of age. Used to be a house contractor
in Shawinigan Falls, Quebec, Canada. He left
his home in 1923 and lias not been heard from
since. His six children in Montreal would be
glad for any news of him. Please address An-
tonio Vezina, 1240 Clark Street, Montreal,
Canada.

TAYLOR, MARVIN.— When last seen lie was

working in Little Rock, Arkansas, with his
brother. Their home is in a little town in
Oklahoma. Marvin, if you see this, write to

Tennessee, care of Western Story Magazine.

BOWDEN, HARRY.— Sometimes known as
Thomas Homan. When last heard from he was
in New Orleans, Louisiana. That was in No-
vember, 1934. He is a. German Jew. Would
be about twenty-two. Harry, if you see this,
write at once. A lot has happened since | last
saw you. Your many friends in Macon would
like to hear from you. Any one knowing his
whereabouts, kindly write to Brannon H. Hutch-
Lnson, 613 Mulberry Street, Montgomery, Ala-
ama.

DE VOLL. FLORA.— Get in touch with your
husband. Am working for the government and
have a good job. Write to D. D., care of West-
ern Story Magazine.

OETH, CHESTER.— Was last hoard from in
Los Angeles, California, in 1930 or '31. Any
one knowing the whereabouts of this man. please
write to his brother, Virgil Oeth, Box 653, It. 3,
Turlock, California.

HILL, MRS. Maude.— Formerly of Chicago,
Ilinois. In 1931 she moved to Russell, Arkan-
sas. She married Ted G. Garrett of Chicago,
in 1932, but they separated shortly afterward.
Have heard that she is living in or near Kansas
City, Missouri. Her son John is with her. Any
one knowing her, kindly bring this notice to her
attention. Norris Wolverton, 6306 South Eggles-
ton Avenue, Chicago, Illinois,

STROH or STROLL.—Would like to hear
from any persons of this name or any one having
heard of the name. My parents were Swedish.
Father died before | was born, and mother
when | was seven months old. | was born on
July 27, 1903, in Kansas City, Missouri. When
mother died | was placed in an orphanage and
taken in adoption shortly afterward. Would be
very happy to find any relatives on either fa
ther’'s or mother's side. Please write to C. H.,
care of Western Story Magazine.

WINSLOW, G. W.— He is my father. | was
born in Richmond, in Houston, Texas, on June
18, 1918. | was left in care of Mrs. C. C. Warren
to dispose of as she saw fit. The affidavit was
signed on June 20, 1918. The witness was Sack
Smith. Any one knowing the whereabouts of
any  of these persons, please communicate with
Marie Conley, 42 North Chester Street, Bakers-
field, California.
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LICHTY, MIKE and LENA.— Your old Clear-
water friends, Steve and Gertie, now live on
R. 1, Winner, South Dakota. Write to them.

GORDON, WILLIAM RUDD.—Who left his
home about four years ago. Has not been heard
from for seventeen months. On June 10, 1036,
he was twenty years of age. He was in Phila-
delphia, Pennsylvania, when last heard from.
Has worked in a store in Baltimore, Maryland.
Was also employed around boats on Lake Erie.
Travels around with a friend. John Sevre. Am
not sure of the spelling of John’s last name,
nor do | know anything about his home. Gor-
don, your mother and sister long to hear from
you. Any one knowing this young man’s where-
abouts, please write to Mrs. Rudd. 4320 North
Vancouver Avenue, Portland, Oregon.

BURDICK.—Would like to hear from any
Burdick who is a descendant of the late A. A.
Burdick, of Alma, Nebraska. Please address

Gertie B. Poster, R. 1, Winner, South Dakota.

HANSEN or HANSON, CAMILLE.— Am try-
ing to help a young man locate a relative of
this name. Thirty-five years ago she placed him
in a home for foundlings. Her home at that
time was in Rushville, Nebraska. When be was
six months old he was taken in adoption. He
Ik now married and has a family. Any news of
relatives on his mother’s side would be much
appreciated. Kindly send any information to
Dick Poster, General Delivery, Seottsbluff, Ne-
braska.

VIOLA.— Please write to “French George,”
care of Western Story Magazine. | last saw you
In New York City just before Christmas in 1920.
You were then living on Second Avenue.

EDWARDS, THOMAS BENJAMIN.— He is my
brother, and | have not seen him for thirty-
nine years. When last heard from he was some-
where in Oregon. If living he would be sixty-
seven years of age. Has blue eyes, fair com-
plexion and brown hair. Was getting bald. He
Is six feet tall and weighed about one hundred
and seventy pounds. Would be happy to hear

from him. Please address George M. Edwards,
Neposet, Illinois.

MINTHORNE. H. H.— Nicknamed Bob. Was
last seen in Klamath Falls. Oregon. Would be
about forty-nine years of age. Is five feet four
and a half inches tall. He served in the Ca-
nadian nrrav in the World War. Is slightly
deaf Please send any information regarding

him to Walter Minthorne, 1640 Nebraska Ave-

nue, Salem, Oregon.

SEYMOUR.— Please do not worry, and take
care of yourself. We understand, and are all
rightt We want to get a letter to you, so try
to get an address to us. Will communicate with
you by air mail. Mart, Marilyn, and Mother.

LOCKE, FRANK L.— Six years ago last Janu-
ary he disappeared from Clinton, Oklahoma. He
is my husband. Since he left 1 moved to Okla-
homa City. He has blue eyes and browm hair.
Is blind in one eye. Seven toes are missing as
the result of amputation following severe frost-
bite one winter in Arizona. Is six feet two
inches tall and weighed around one hundred and
eighty-five pounds. Would appreciate any word
of him. Please write to Mrs. Laura Locke. 105
Sixth Street, N. E,, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

i
CAMPBELL, FLORENCE LORETTA.— She
was taken in adoption by Elmer and Jennie
Kimball when she was six months old. Would
be about twenty-three now. When last heard
from, the Kimballs lived on a ranch near Calhan,
Colorado. They had no other children at that
time. Florence had dark wavy hair and dark
eyes. Dear daughter, if you see this, write to
your mother. She can explain everything. Any
one knowing anything of this girl, please write
to William Sigler, R. 1, Broadway, Rockingham
County, Virginia.

POSTON, W. D., JR.— Usually called Bill. s
twenty-three years old. Has brown eyes and
light-brown hair. Is five feet six inches tall and
weighed one hundred and thirty-six pounds. He
left his home in Shelby, North Carolina, in Janu-
ary, 1036. His wife and children need him very
much. Any one knowing his whereabouts, please
write to Mrs. W. D. Poston, Belmont Mill,
Shelby, North Carolina.

EGGERS, CLARENCE.— Would be about
thirty-nine years of age. Was born in Takilma,
Oregon. His nose is quite scarred. Any one

knowing his present address, kindly advise Mrs.
Charles H. White, 652 North Second Street,
Grants Pass, Oregon.

BRADY, PAUL PETER— If living he is past
eighty years of age. Used to be red-headed. Was
tall.  Part of index finger of right hand was
missing. Any one having any information re-
garding him, please get in touch with his daugh-
ter, Mrs. H. H. Henderson, P. O. Box 572,
Downey, California.

ItOSTWICK. J. O.— Who left South Bend, In-
diana, where he had been living, on March 17,
15)34, for Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He is a
very dear friend, and I am much worried at not
hearing from him as he said that he would write
as soon as he arrived in Pittsburgh. Any one
having any news of him, kindly write to Miss
Flora Williams, West Point, Georgia.

PAGE, SHELVERTON or EDDIE.—Three
years ago he was in Denver, Colorado. Have
not heard from him since. Likely to be with
some vaudeville company. Write to your uncle,
same address, Atlanta, m connection with your
grandmother’s estate,

KROSE. JOHN C.— In May, 1922, he was in

Mesa, Arizona. Please communicate with Mrs.
G. M. N., care of Western Story Magazine.

COSTANZA, NICHOLAS C.— The babies and

I need you. All is forgiven. Please write.
Address me at 847, or care of Western Story
Magazine.

YATES, MARY ALICE.— This was my moth-
er's maiden name. She was the daughter of
William and Margaret Yates. About fifty-five
years ago she 'left her home, which, | believe,
was in IMekawav Countv, Ohio. She had three
sisters, Minnie, l.ura, or Lurrie, and Blanche,
and one brother, Fred. These last named would
all be about sixty years of age new. As far its
I know, tliev lived in, or aroundj«Cireleville and
Mount Sterling, Ohio. There are also two
cousins, Theodosia and Ariel Brown, daughters
of Newton and Mirinda Brown. Any one know-
ing anything of any of these persons, please
write to Mrs. Tempest M. Walker. Fairground
Koad, l'ainesville, Ohio.

CRUZ. BEN.— Sometimes known as Ben della
Cruz Flores. He is an old friend whom | have

not seen in seventeen years. At one time he
lived in Stockton. He left there for the island
of Guam. He has a brother there engaged in

the jewelry business.
lie much appreciated.
Maud Kristie, La Honda,
California.

Any word of him would
Please address Mrs.
San Mateo County;

NIELSON, MISS.— Her given name is not
known to me. She is a registered nurse, and
she took care of mv wife during her last illness.

The last heard of her she was in Midwest,
Wyoming. That was in 1(126. My ten-year-old
daughter would he happy to hear from her.

Please write to Rosemarie Paddock, R. 2. Ox-
ford, Wisconsin.

CORWIN, GEORGIA and DOC.— Of Burling-
ton, lowa. When last heard of, Doc was In
Brooklyn, New York. Kindly send any infor-
&nn" as to their whereabouts to Pearl Cun-
ningham, P. O. Box 466, Niles, California.
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Automotive engineers have
smashed down the barriers to perfected com-
buetlon, The new VACC.MATIC solves the secret
of greater power | With almost magical action, this
f mazln« Invention Instant_IP/ puts new life and pep
In any motor. It adds mileage to every gallon of

~soltne .. . produces split-second pick-up, sensitive

~

accelerator response, quicker starting* greater
speed and smoother running.
aztSinc& sS - Wothing Like Itt

Th(, wlf.starter_ , pur whwl brakw-ktw. action-

stream linin and now VACU-MATIC1 The
8ensl onn| neT sa lne Invention® With It en-
seénsational money- Y invention, vvnn It, én-

gineers have achleved a practical means of bal-
anclng nlr and gasoline autenmtleally for all speeds.

Vacu-iuutlc Is ntireM M .Srent!| It operates on the
super charger principle by automatically adding a
charge of extra osywn, drawn free from the
outer air, into the heart of the gas mixture. It is
entirely AUTOMATIC and allows the motor to
“breathe” at the correct time, opening and closing
automatically as required. No idling troubles—no
carburetor adjustments necessary. It is so simple
it will amaze you—so practical It will save you

"V (iollar8 00 Sa3 costs-
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Ne*FEENi*n | THE VACU MATIC COMPANY 1
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Gentlemen : Please send. roe_full partlculsrs concerning
splendid f)portumty ror the Vacu-matic and details of your' FreeOffer. ~This of
unusual sales and profits. I course does not obligate me Inany way. g
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| AM TREMENDOUSLY
IMPRESSED WITH THE
REMARKABLE PERFORMANCE
OF MY MIDW EST....
Montgorrery j

MUSICIANS EVERYWHERE

COMMENT ON THIS ...
REMARKABLE INSTRUMENT
Johnny Green j

Clectrik - Saver Reduces
Wattage Consum ption 50 i
The magical exclusive Elec-
irlk-Saver enables Midwest
radios to operate on low line
voltage— as low as 80 volts

and explains why they
consume no more current
ordinary 7-tube sets.
It laa real miser begrudging
every penny's worth of current
that flows through the meter.

mim

DEPT. B-42,
Established 1920

Suit =

NCE again, Midwest demonstrates its leader-
O ship by offering the world’s most powerful
ALL-WAVE 16-Tube, 5-Band Radio. A start-
ling achievement, it makes the whole world your
playground. Powerful Triple-Twin tubes (two
tubes in one!) give 18-tube results! It is a master
achievement, a highly perfected, precisely built,
radio-musical instrument that will thrill you with
its marvelous super performance glorious
crystal-clear "concert’ .realism . . . and magnifi-
cent foreign reception. Before you buy, write for
the FREE 40-page 1937 catalog. Never before so
much radio for so little money. Why pay more?

85 ADVANCED 1937 FEATURES
This Super DeLuxe Midwest is so powerful,
so amazingly selective, so delicately sensitive
that it brings in distant foreign stations with
full loud speaker volume on channels ad-
jacent to powerful locals Scores of
marvelous Midwest features, many of
them exclusive, make it easy to parade
the nations of the world before you. You

can switch instantly from American
programs ... to Canadian, police, ama-
teur, commercial, airplane and ship
broadcasts ... to the finest and most
fascinating foreign programs

cincinnRTi, ohio, u.s.h.
Cable Address 1T1IRHCO...All Codes

BY BUYinb BIBECT
FROIN miDUJEST FACTORY

No middlemen’s profits to pay! Buying direct
from the Midwest factory makes your radio
dollar go twice as far. See for yourself that
Midwest offers you greater radio value-
enables you to buy the more economical
factory-to-you way that thousands of radio
purchasers have preferred since 1920.

You can order your Midwest 1937 radio from the new
40-page catalog with as much certainty of satisfaction
as if you were to come yourself, to our great factory.
(It pictures the beautiful 1937 Radios ... in their actual
colors!) You save 30% to 50% —you get 30 days fr«0
trial—and you pay as little as 10c a day
Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.
‘Write today for FREE catalog

ym kbim m

MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION

T SpKlalattar
Dept. B-42, Cincinnati, Ohio

and pricae
prevail only
4

Without obligation on my part, send
your new FREE catalog and Inadiract

ith tactary

complete details of your liberal 30day Vf)y tactqy

This is NOT an order.

FREE trial offer-

Name-—

Address.......



[Urn -m-m | Al "Mother always said 1 |
would be a good cook
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1 1K K i if 1got a Kalamazoo. L

1swell cook 1 She had one for over i

11married 30 years."
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Oven t_hat “ Float_s_ln Flam(_a" Mai I Coupon TOday
R forNEW, FREE CATALOG

aaagaB t~gta floata®
Because You Will Make Big Savings at FACTORY PRICES

Beautiful New Stoves
Mail coupon for the bigger, more
colorful Kalamazoo FREE Catalog
—just out. Nearly 200 Styles and
Sizes of Heaters, Ranges, Furnaces.

Factory Prices

Get FACTORY PRICES for
New Coal and Wood Heaters,
New Oil Heaters and Ranges, New
Porcelain Enamel Coal and Wood
Ranges, New Combination Gas,
Coal and Wood Ranges, New Gas
Stoves, Furnaces. New color combi-
nations, new features such as Cop-
per Reservoirs, Non-Scorch Lids,
Enameled Ovens.

fr

Oil Heaters

Cash or Easy Terms—

18c a Day—Year to Pay
More Bargains than in 20 big Stores
—Cashor easy terms—Termsas little

as 18c a day for stoves—Year to pay. )
Kalamazoo Stove Co.,Mire.
. X 2329 Rochester Ave.,
Circulating Heaters Kalamazoo. Mich. !
Dear IS:iFrZSI:EEI%ZeTSAeE%ge |i-|vZJf1t$§S§A
. " our .
Circulating Heaters }(liheck articles in which

you are interested. H L n
CoalandWood RangesO

CoalandWood Heaters
Combination Coal,Wood

OilRangesJ Oil Heaters” Gas Ranges”®

A Kalamazoo, Print name plainly

J coes DiIrect toYou

State.



