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Astonishing Electrical Invention

Protects Your Car from Thieves
.. Automatically !

This unquestionably is the queerest, most incredible in-
vention since the first discoveries of radio! A magical,
shouting, automatic watchman that actually is far more
than human! Never sleeps, rests or gets tired! Stands

guard over your entire car from spare tire to headlights
and steering wheel! Endorced by police! Approved by
Motor Associations! Now offered on generous 5-day test
basis! The coupon brings full details.

A Startling, Uncanny Money Maker For Agents

“W HAT makes it work?” ‘“Where on earth did you
get it?”’ ‘“‘Bet you five dollars he’s got some one
hiding in there!” It simply can’t be true.” A running
fire of comment like this breaks out whenever and wher-
ever this new invention is exhibited. And why not?
When no one ever heard of such a startling,
uncanny device before! In fact few people
would even dare to dream there could be
such a thing! So this, men, is something
really NEW, something to grip the imagi-
nation of everyone, something that sells to
every autoist on sheer novelty alone. Dis-
tributors, ‘‘star” salesmen, every man who
wants to double and triple his present in-
come should note carefully the following
facts.

The Secret of a Theft-Proof Car

Now in this amazing new way, every car
tan be protected from theft for 24 full hours
a day. In the efarage or parked on the
street, if any thief so much as pulls at your
spare tire or touches his foot to your run-
ning board—ZOWIE! A riot of noise
starts instantly! And your car never shuts

Test it.
today.

wire and sealed | con
taining the ‘‘activator’ is
all there is to it. The en-
tire cost is scarcely more
than an ordinary radio tube!
Mail the coupon

“Devil Dog.” Among its amazing features is the fact that
it can be installed by anyone in 10 minutes or less. There
is absolutely no cost for operation. It will last as long as
the car. Fits any car from Ford to Rolls Royce without
adjustment or fussing.

For introductory purposes a special 5-day
test offer is now being made. If you are
interested in learning about the most as-
tonishing invention since the radio first
came in, use the coupon at once. If your
present income is less than $50 a week, the
profit possibilities as our agent may aston-
ish you. The coupon brings details of all
offers. Mail it now.

NORTHWEST ELECTRIC CORP.
Dept. L. 490
Pukwana, So. Dakota

up till the thief leaves. And listen to this.
Even if the thief is wise to what’s up, you alone place the
secret control button anywhere you want it around the
car. The thief can’t possibly find it. If he wastes time
looking for it—Bingo! He's caught and on his way to
jail! This astonishing invention guards your spare-tire,
head-lights and spot-lights as well as the car itself.
Installedin 10 Minutes—Costs Nothing to Operate
The inventor has asked the U. vernment to pro-
tect his patent rights in this revolutionary discovery.
Because of its uncanny powers and to distinguish it from
everything else on earth this queer discovery is now called

Automagic
DEVIL %5 DOG

Northwest Electric Corp.,

Dept. L-490,

Pukwana, So. Dakota.

Rush details of your big 5-day test offer and big profits

- for agents. |
Name
Address s
Town State........ —
[0 Check here if interested only in one for your own car
I and not in agents’ money-making offer.




He wants to get married -

HEN Smedley came East to take a big

job as Sales Manager, he wanted to get
married. Like his father and his grandfather he
believed in early marriage; said it settled a man,
kept him out of mischief, helped to make him
successful in business.

Smedley was attracted to a Boston girl; grew
fond of her and was about to propose marriage
when the girl suddenly made it plain that she was
no longer interested in seeing him. It was a
blow. He put her out of his mind.

After that there were several in whom Smedley
got interested. Any one of them would have
made Smedley a good wife.

But Smedley never had a chance. They usually
saw him once or twice and then made excuses
for not seeing him again. One by one they
dropped out of his life.

Yet, fundamentally, the man was attractive—
good husband material. His buoyancy, his vigor,
his charm, his success, were qualities not found
in everyday men.

But he had one fault they simply couldn’t
overlook.

He still has it. And he is still looking for a
girl who will marry him.

There is no greater barrier to pleasant personal
and business relations than halitosis (unpleasant
breath). It is the unforgivable social fault.

The insidious thing about it is that the victim
never knows when he has it. And even a good
friend won’t tell him. The matter is too delicate
to discuss.

The one way of putting your breath beyond
suspicion, so that you know it doesn’t offend
others, is to use full strength Listerine as a mouth
wash and gargle. Every morning and every night.
And between times before meeting others.

Listerine ends halitosis because it is a germicide*
which allays fermentation and checks infection,
—each a cause of odors. Itis also a rapid deodor-
ant and counteracts odors as soon as they arise.

Keep Listerine handy in home and office. And
carry it with you when you travel. It is as much
a part of the fastidious person’s toilet as the
tooth brush. Lambert Pharmacal Company,
St. Louis, Missouri, U. S. A.

*While safe to use full strength in any body cavity,
Listerine is an active germicide which kills even the
resistant Staphylococcus Aureus (pus) and Bacillus
Typhosus (typhoid) germs in counts ranging to 200,-
000,000 in 15 seconds. (Fastest killing time accurately
recorded by science.)

Please mention NEwssTAND GrouP—MEN’s List, when answering advertisements
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WHERE TO HEAD IN

A COMPLETE WESTERN NOVEL
By Forbes Parkhill

It’s a hard job to find a man, when you must recognize him by the way he draws
his six-gun.

CHAPTER I
Blaze Away!

LASH GREET paused at the
door of the eating house, eased
the gunbelt which sagged
about his lean hips, and
scanned the length of the

dusty street with keen gray eyes. The
June sun was twenty minutes below
the rim of the mesa, and the softening
shadows of dusk were beginning to
veil the scabby adobe shacks and false-
fronted frame store buildings.

“Lessee, Supy,” he said to his stocky,
red-faced companion, a suspicion of a
smile playing about his dectermined
lips, “this is the burg yuh said was the
wildest, toughest town west of the
Pecos, ain’t it? Looks plumb peaceable
to me. Too peaceable.”

Supy’s pale yellow brows contracted
into a worried frown.

“Don’t talk thataway, Flash. It’s bad
luck. Sorta spittin’ in the face of
Providence, so to speak. I onct knowed
a gent talked like that, and he went
into a decline and died inside of two
year. Even the fastest gun-slinger in
the country, like you are, ain’t got no
call to monkey with Fate. ’Cause this
town shore is tough. They’s more kill-
in’s here in a week than in the whole of
the Panhandle in a year!”

Flash’s gray eyes widened in mock
astonishment. “Yeah? I don’t see the
gutters runnin’ knee-deep in gore,
Supy. Besides, a town with a name like
this’n simply can’t be that tough. With
a name like Rosebud, it oughta be—"

“Look!” interrupted Supy, pointing
to the window of the eating house. The
pane was pierced by two bullet holes,
each plugged with a twisted fragment
of pancake. “It’s peaceable enough
now, Flash. But maybe that’s just the



4 ACE HIGH MAGAZINE

calm before the storm. Tomorrow’s
election day. If hell don’t pop off, I'm
a Piute. I just knmow we’re due for
trouble. Didn’t I spill the salt down
at Carrizozo two weeks ago?”

“Trouble?” grinned Flash. “That’s
my dish. Never did have a bellyful.
But right now, I'm empty as a dry ar-
royo. C’mon inside, and let’s wolf us
down a armful of pigstrip and gar-
banzos.”

The eating house was crowded, but
the customary clatter of dishes and
clamor of voices was strangely lacking.
For the most part the customers were
eating in grim silence. What conver-
sation there was was conducted in
hushed voices. Flash and Supy twined
their legs about stools at the lunch
trough, and proceeded to inspect the
motley assemblage as reflected in the
broad mirror behind the counter.

It included many tanned cowpunch-
ers, in chaps and spurs; bearded
miners; raw-boned, husky tie hacks,
several of whom Supy guessed to be
sheepmen; a sprinkling of Mexicans,
and a few in ‘“store clothes,” who
doubtless were storekeepers and travel-
ing salesmen. One huge, pasty-faced
fellow, seated in a rear booth with
three others, was garbed like a parson.
His meal finished, he rolled an un-
lighted cigar between thick lips as he
listened impassively to the hurried
whispers of his companions.

“Supy,” said Flash, gazing in the
mirror, “you rode for a outfit here-
abouts three year ago, and claim to
know something about this burg.
Where ’bouts at does that fishbelly-
complected cuss, rigged out like a sky
pilot, deal ’em?”

“He don’t deal ’em, no more, hisself.
That’s Chuska Joe Tarbo. He owns
the Rosebud Monte Carlo, where I fed
the kitty my wages for five months,
hand runnin’. He owns ’most every
joy-juice shop and dive in town. He
owns the sheriff and the county com-
missioners. He doggoned near owns
Datil County. ’Less things have
changed sinct I flagged my kite, he’s

the big political boss hereabouts. Long
as he pulls the strings, Rosebud will be
the widest open, hell-roarin’est town
between the Canadians and the Mogol-
lons.”

Flash nodded. “Lessee—far’s I can
tell, they’s only one gent in this whole
place that ain’t heeled: that feller in
the store clothes alone at the table at
t'other end of the room. Know him?”

Supy shook his head. ‘“He musta_
come here sinct my time. He’s crazy as
a Nueces steer if he don’t pack a gun
in this man’s town. Maybe he’s got.
one under his coat. Looks like he.
knows how to take care of hisself, .
though. He wears range boots under
his pants legs, and his mug is burnt
saddle-color. So I reckon he’s a
rancher, maybe. Don’t yuh think?”

But Flash failed to answer. Supy
turned, to find his pal gazing with rapt
attention at the waitress.

“A woman!” he exclaimed disgust-
edly. ‘“Thought yuh was offa women?”

“Yeah. I was. But this—this'n’s
different! Man, grab yoreself a look!”

Supy grabbed himself a look at the
smiling dark eyes, the chestnut curls,
the vivid coloring, the trim figure—and
burst into an involuntary whistle of ad-
miration.

“Different? You said it! Makes a
feller thankful he ain’t blind!” And
than a tinge of jealousy crept into his
voice. “You ain’t goin’ to lose yore
head over this lulu of a hasher, are yuh
now, Flash? ’Member, a gent in yore
line can’t afford to bother hisself none
about women. When she learns yo’re
a professional gun-slinger, she’ll give
yuh the snake-eye, like all the rest.
G’wan, Flash, look t’other way. Please,
Flash—me and you is pals, and we
don’t want no female woman comin’
betwixt us. Aw, compadre—"

But Flash continued to gaze, fasci-
nated. When she took their orders she
flashed them a dazzling smile, tossing
the chestnut curls out of her eyes with
a little jerk of her head. Flash was a
bit disappointed to note it was the same
friendly smile she gave nearly all the
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customérs—ifriendly, but with a certain
“keep your distance” air about it which
forbade undue familiarity.

The girl was wearing a silk kerchief,
the ends of which were passed through
aring. Flash wondered who had given
her the trinket, for it was fashioned
of 'bone, probably the vertebra of a
-sheep, delicately carved and polished—
a kerchief ring such as is occasionally
worn by a cowpuncher to fasten the
ends of his bandanna.

Nor was Flash the only one who
noted it. Gazing into the mirror, he
watched her as she approached Chuska
Joe’s booth. One of the gambler’s
henchmen, a squint-eyed, ratty indi-
vidual, grinned at her and said:

“Where d’yuh get the doo-dad, Glo-
rieta? It’s new, ain’t it?”

“What’s it to you, Squint?” she re-
turned easily.

“I don’t like it,” he scowled. He
slipped a ring from one of his fingers
and held‘it out to her—a ring set with
a flashing stone. “This would look a
heap prettier, Glorieta. Feller I won
it from says it’s worth seventy-five
bucks. It’s yore’n, if yuh’ll swap it for
that bone thingumajig. Is it a go?”

Glorieta smiled. “Thanks, Squint.
But I don’t want to swap. I'm keep-
ing this ring for a particular friend.
You keep your ring for a stake, the
next time you go broke. You boys go-
ing to win the election?” As she spoke,
she fingered the kerchief ring at her
throat.

“Shore. But election day don’t come
till tomorrow. Meanwhile, how about
stepping out to the dance over at
Moose Hall, me and you? Yore trick’s
’bout over for the day, ain’t it?”

“Yes. I'm ready to call it a day. But
I can’t go to the dance with you. Sorry.
I—I've got something else to do.”
With a flip of her head she tossed the
chestnut curls out of her eyes.

“Yo're stallin’,” Squint scowled.
“Yuh don’t wanta go with me. Yuh—"

Here Chuska Joe cut in, rolling his
cigar between his lips.

“Lay offa her, Squint,” he said heav-

ily. “You ain’t got any time tonight,
see, to go gallivantin’ around.”

Glorieta walked through the swing-
ing kitchen doors with an armful of
dishes. When she reappeared, she had
discarded her apron for a coat and hat.
Flash swung slowly about on his stool,
and followed her with his eyes until
she had vanished through the street
door.

“Yeah,” he said to Supy slowly, “I'm
goin’ to like this town. Reckon we'll
linger here awhile, Supy.”

Supy groaned. “I knowed somethin’
was goin’ to happen. I knowed it from
the time I spilt that salt in Carrizozo.
Sometimes I think that carryin’ a rab-
bit’s foot don’t do a body a mite of
good.”

Shortly afterward, as they were
leaving the restaurant, Flash’s foot en-
countered something and sent it clat-
tering across the board sidewalk. He
stooped, picked it up, and broke into a
broad grin. It was the pretty hasher’s
kerchief ring. '

“Reckon the breaks are comin’ my
way, Supy—and I don’t pack no rab-
bit’s hoof, neither. Lessee—just what
had I better say when I hand it back
to her in the mornin’?”

“If yo’re wise, Flash, yuh'll take it
inside and get shet of it, right now.
Leave it with the hash house boss for
her. I’d as soon think of gettin’ friend-
ly with as pretty a little trick as that
Glorieta gal, as I would of walkin’ un-
der a ladder. No good will come of it.
No kiddin’—the prettier they come, the
more trouble they make.”

“As I said,” grinned Flash, “trouble
is my dish.”

“I got a good mind to see her first,
and tell her who yuh are,” growled
Supy. “T’ll tell her yo’re the gent that
cleaned up Socorro, that yuh got eight
notches on yore gun, that yo’re the one
that kilt The Whiskey Kid, that yuh
make yore livin’ with yore gun, that—"

“You let out a cheep to her, and I'll
wring yore neck,” threatened Flash,
grinning. “What she don’t know won't
hurt her.”



“She’ll find out, soon enough. The
name of Flash Greet is known all over
this here country. Soon as she hears
it, she’ll have yuh pegged as a gun-
man. And then—blooey! The skids
for Flash.”

“Aw, snap out of it, Supy. C’mon—
let’s head for Chuska Joe’s dump. It
sounds like a joint where we can get
action for our money. I got a sockful
of jack cravin’ to be turned into chips.”

They got action. Within an hour
Supy was cleaned, and dropped out.
Flash tripled his stake. Squint sat in
in Supy’s place, and Flash’s pile be-
gan to dwindle steadily. Chuska Joe
strolled among the tables, rolling his
cigar between his lips, but taking no
part in the play.

Flash reached in his vest pocket for
the makin’s. As he drew forth the to-
bacco sack, out rolled the bone kerchief
ring he had found in front of the eat-
ing house. Squint saw it, and sneered.

“Man, yo're a fast worker,” he said
acidly. “So yo’re the one she give that
doo-dad to. Yo're the ‘pa’ticular friend’
she was a-savin’ it for! TI’ll tell the
cock-eyed universe Glorieta don’t lose
no time in pickin’ the live ones!”

Flash reddened. “Looky here, yuh
squint-eyed louse. Nobody give me this
ring. I found it.”

“Found it?” sneered Squint.
chanct!”

“And what’s more,” went on Flash
coldly, “where I come from, men don'’t
speak the name of a decent woman in
a dump like this!”

Squint laughed mirthlessly. “They
don’t here, neither,” he snapped.

The imputation was too plain to be
ignored. Flash had exchanged but a
dozen words with the hasher. Yet his
instinct told him she was as clean and
wholesome as she was attractive. Any
man could tell she was of a class apart
from the women of Chuska Joe’s dives,
with whom Squint’s remark had
classed her. There was really no rea-
son Flash should constitute himself
her champion—no reason other than
the instinctive repugnance of a red-
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blooded man when he hears clean wo-
manhood traduced. When he spoke, it
was with an icy, deceptive calm.

“Fella, I reckon that was a slip of
the tongue. I’'m going to give yuh a
chanct to say it was. Tell these gents
yuh take that crack back, and I'm will-
ing to let it pass!” :

“And if I don’t?” sneered Squint.

“Yuh’ll take the consequences. Yuh'll
take a polecat’s deserts. It’s time yuh
began to talk—fast and pretty!”

“I reckon,” rasped Squint, “that yuh
don’t know who I am. When it comes
to gunplay, I'm the quickest and the:
slickest—"

“I don’t know who yuh are.
know what yuh are!”

And Flash proceeded to tell the
world, in stark, profane, unvarnished
language; in words that bit like the
lash of a quirt, that seared like a red-
hot branding iron—in words that no
man can swallow, and ever again hold
up his head before his fellows. Fight-
ing words they were, words that
brought the snarling Squint leaping to
his feet, his hand flashing to his hol-
ster.

The muzzle of Squint’s Colt was free
of its holster before Flash made a play
for his own weapon. So lightning-
swift were the movements of both men
that the panic-stricken crowd had no
time to surge back from the line of fire.
Tables were overturned, chairs went
spinning, the smoke-laden air was rent
by frantic cries.

Four crashing reports rang out, so
closely spaced they seemed almost like
one. A look of startled terror flitted
across Squint’s face. His six-gun
dropped from his hand, unfired. He
clutched at his chest, tottered on his
heels an instant, and then toppled
straight forward. He struck the floor
on his face with a resounding crash.

For an instant, silence. Then the
voice of Chuska Joe boomed out:

“He’s done killed Squint! Get him,
boys! Nail him ’fore he makes his get-
away! A hundred bucks to the one that
drills him!”

But I
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CHAPTER 1II
The Fightin’ Fool

LASH was in a tight hole, and he

knew it. It is one thing to shoot
it out, face to face, with a single
enemy. It is quite another to fight
one’s way free through a bloodthirsty
mob.

Customarily, Flash kept the hammer
of his forty-five on an empty chamber,
which left him five shells. Four of
these were empty now. And he always
had scorned to pack two guns, holding
that if he couldn’t get his man with
one, the second would be worthless.
Which theory was all very well in a
stand-up fight with a single enemy. But
against such overwhelming odds, an-
other six-gun would have been invalu-
able.

Two factors there were in Flash’s
favor. First, the enemy surrounded
him on all sides. Unless one could
press a gun against his side and pull
the trigger, he was temporarily safe,
for they dared not fire for fear of wing-
ing one another. Second, there was
Supy. Supy was no great shakes with
a six-gun. But he was a veritable rag-
ing hellcat when it came to a rough-
and-tumble scrap. Supy was back there
somewhere in the crowd. For the mo-
ment Flash had lost track of him.

Perhaps a score of the frequenters
and employees of the joint responded
to Chuska Joe’s booming command.
The others, while they could scarcely
be counted as friends, had no stomach
for a free-for-all gun battle. These
were surging toward the windows and
doors, or flinging themselves on the
floor, where they would be less likely
to stop flying lead.

Flash’s first impulse was to get his
back against a wall and trust to Supy
and to his one remaining cartridge to
nail the first man who showed fight,
and thus throw the fear of hot lead into
the rest of the pack. But he was al-
most in the center of the hall. It was
as far to a wall as to the swinging
doors.

A1l this flashed through his mind al-
most before the sound of Chuska Joe's
voice had died away. He raised his
gun and fired again. One of the two
oil lamps, swinging from the ceiling,
shattered into bits.

“Supy!” he yelled at the top of his
voice. “Get the other lamp!”

And then pandemonium broke loose.
A bullet whistled past his head. At his
left, one crashing shot after another
rent the air. He ducked, for he thought
someone was banging away at him. He
did not know it was Supy, blazing
away at the other lamp, which hung
near the entrance.

Then the pack closed in on him. His
last shot had doused the one lamp.
There was no time to reload. He
slashed at the nearest head with the
muzzle of his revolver. The fellow
doubled up, and flopped into the
wreckage of a table.

A pair of arms was flung around his
neck from behind, and he felt strong
fingers groping for his throat. Simul-
taneously a creeping figure clutched at
his ankles, and sought to jerk his feet
from under him.

Shooting out the one lamp with his
last bullet had gained him little, for
the light from the other still illumined
the hall. He wondered what had be-
come of Supy. The gun was still crash-
ing out at his left. But his enemies
were so close about him he could not
tell it was Supy.

He jabbed viciously over his shoul-
der with the muzzle of his six-gun. He
could feel it rip through flesh, could
hear a gasp of pain from the fellow
clinging to his back.

A mighty tug at his ankles almost
upset him. He kicked one foot free,
and lashed out viciously with it. The
toe of his range boot caught the creep-
ing enemy squarely under the chin.
Flash saw his head snap back, saw him
wilt into a sprawling heap.

Desperately he twisted sidewise,
striving to shake himself free of the
bulky figure clinging to his back. He
succeeded merely in shifting his en-
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emy’s weight over to his left shoulder.

This time, instead of jabbing with
the muzzle of his gun, he struck with
it, a slashing blow at the head to the
left of his own. He was in an awk-
ward position, and couldn’t put much
steam into the wallop. But he saw the
barrel smash down onto the skull so
close to his own.

Blood spurted onto his cheek from
the split scalp. The fellow was not
knocked unconscious, but was partly
stunned. Flash felt the grip of his
clutching arms relax slightly. He
seized one of the arms, bowed his back,
and with a mighty heave, flung the foe-
man straight over his head. Flailing
arms and legs of the hurtling body
crashed into the enemy ahead of him,
bearing two of them to the floor, send-
ing the others staggering.

Instantly Flash leaped forward,
tramping upon the struggling form
of the fallen foe, slashing and jabbing
with the barrel of his forty-five at the
faces before him.

“Supy!” he cried out at the top of
his voice, panting with exertion.
“Douse that other lamp!”

Few of the foe knew Flash had an
ally in the hall. Those who learned it
from his cries could not identify his
pal. Had they spotted Supy, blazing
away at the lamp, he most certainly
would have gone with a cracked skull
or with a bullet through his ribs.

Ordinarily, even so poor a shot as
Supy would have had no difficulty in
shooting out the remaining lamp. But
Supy was tremendously excited. Be-
sides, he was trying to keep one eye on
the mélée centering about his pal. And
so he emptied his gun without strik-
ing the lamp.

For an instant Flash’s head rose
above the struggling forms about him
as he leaped upon the body of the
enemy he had flung from his shoulders.
A filled quart bottle soared through the
air from the direction of the bar. It
bounced off Flash’s broad shoulders
and thudded into the face of one of his
foes, bringing forth a shriek of pain.

Supy, cursing himself for his miser-
able marksmanship, flung his empty
six-gun at the remaining lamp. It
struck the bowl, and set it swinging
crazily, but failed to break it.

Flash drove his left fist into a snarl-
ing face in front of him. With a slash-
ing blow of his gun muzzle, he laid
open a swarthy cheek from ear to chin.
Someone raised a chair behind him,
and swung at his head. ;

At the same instant he lunged for-
ward. ‘The seat of the chair missed his
head, but the rounds splintered over
his skull. He staggered, and almost
fell. The jagged end of one of the
rounds ripped through the flesh of one
cheek. Blood began to trickle down
over the muscles of his jaw.

He seized the now-legless chair with
his left hand and swung with it at the
close-packed figures in front of him.
The edge of the seat smashed into a
snarling face, and knocked out a whole
row of teeth.

Meanwhile Supy was wrenching a
leg from an overturned table. With
this club in his hands, he ran toward
the front of the hall, leaped upward,
and struck at the lamp.

Instantly the room was plunged into
pitch blackness as the lamp shattered
upon the floor. But the very next in-
stant a tongue of flame burst into life,
leaping upward from the pool of oil.
By its flickering yellow light Supy saw
the huge form of Chuska Joe rushing
toward him.

“Here’s where I take this baby!” he
gasped. And he did. He swung his ta-
ble leg. It smacked the proprietor of
the place alongside the ear. He
dropped to the floor like a heeled steer.

Supy swung about, and tore into the
milling crowd like a raging tornado.
He was in his element in a rough-and-
tumble fight. At first it was too dark
to see anything except a jumble of hu-
man forms. But Supy knew his pal
was in the center of the mélée, and that
he’d be perfectly safe in picking ’em
off the edges. He laid about him with
his club, striking blindly.
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“Wham!” he panted, as he felt the
table -leg crack down on somebody’s
skull “That’s two! I gotta make up
for lost time! Bam! There’s another!
Sounded like cracked ribs that time!
Whuf! That'n won’t use an arm for
a coupla weeks! Rabbit foot, do your
stuff! Now’s when me and Flash needs
luck, and plenty of it!”

A long tongue of yellow flame leaped
toward the ceiling from the pool of oil.
A bartender was sousing it with
‘schooners of beer, but with little ef-
fect. By its uncertain light, Supy saw
a glint of shining steel above Flash’s
head.

“Duck, pal!” he screamed at the top
of his voice. “They’re knifin’ yuh!”

But Flash was packed in so tightly
among his foes he could not duck. He
raised his left arm above his head in
an instinctive movement to ward off
the blow. The knife slashed down-
ward. The blade sliced across the
back of his hand, cutting to the bone.
As the blood spurted from the gash,
Flash twisted about and struck at the
fellow’s wrist with his six-gun. The
knife clattered to the floor, and its
owner shrieked in agony.

Black smoke from the blazing oil
was rolling along the ceiling now.
Flash’s breath was coming in great,
hoarse gasps. He choked and sputtered
as he drew the first gulp of acrid
smoke into his lungs. He struck out
again and’again; with gun and bloody
fist, slowly forging his way toward the
spot where he could see Supy working
’em over with his table leg.

And then, suddenly, another bottle
came whirling out of the smoke. It
clipped Supy on the back of the head,
and he dived for the floor.

That was when Flash really went
on the rampage. With a bellow of rage
he tore into the ring of foes with tri-
pled fury. He smashed his way
through the weakened cordon, until at
last he was standing over the prostrate
body of his pal. He reached down and
snatched up Supy’s table leg.

Supy was struggling weakly, dazed

by the blow. He managed to raise him-
self to one elbow, tried to hunch him-
self to his knees, and then sagged back
helplessly. Then someone yelled,
$Rire!l2

The blazing oil was due to burn it-
self out within a few moments. But
none stopped to think about that. Thus
far everyone’s attention had been
focused on the fight, and little heed
had been paid the blaze.

But the sudden panicky cry was all
that was needed to stampede the bunch.
For the first time the combatants
seemed to become aware of the smoke
and flames. There was a sudden break
for doors and windows. In a momcnt
Flash was left alone, over the prostrate
form of his pal. And at no time since
the beginning of the battle had he
been so fearful of their chances.

For now they were packed in with
the enemy no longer. They were in
the open, silhouetted against the flames
—perfect targets for the foe.

“Cmon, yuh lummix,” he gasped at
Supy. “We gotta get outa here!”

Ie reached down and grabbed one
of Supy’s legs. Then he lunged to-
ward the door, dragging his helpless
comrade behind him. In a moment
they were enveloped in a cloud of oily
smoke. And they were none too soon.
Someone had overcome his panic long
enough to realize their prey was es-
caping. A gun crashed out thrice
somewhere in the room behind them.
Bullets whistled past Flash’s head,
thudded into the door jamb, splintered
through the window glass.

“Leggo my leg, yuh louse!” Supy
muttered thickly as they emerged from
the door of Chuska Joe’s. “Whadda
yuh figger this is, anyhow?”

Flash released his grip. Supy stag-
gered to his feet. Together they darted
across the street, and around the cor-
ner of an adobe house. There they
paused for an instant, panting, while
Flash shoved a fresh supply of shells
into his forty-five.

“Man!” breathed Supy thankfully.
“We’d shore of been dead meat if I
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hadn’t walked round my chair three
times a while ago! That’s one of the
best ways I know to get shet of bad
luck!”

CHAPTER III
Gunman’s Quest

LASH, with his teeth and his

right hand, was twisting his ban-
danna about the knife wound on his
left hand. The crowd which had so
suddenly spurted from the Rosebud
Monte Carlo was now clustered about
outside. For the moment the fugitives
were forgotten. Smoke was pouring
from the shattered windows. Some,
realizing by this time there was far
more smoke than fire, had climbed back
inside, intent on cleaning up on the
chips that lay scattered about the floor
of the gaming establishment.

“Our hosses,” panted Supy, “are in
the livery barn three blocks up the
street. We can saddle up and start
shovin’ the country behind us ’fore
they know what’s what. C’mon.”

“What’s the big idea?” Flash de-
manded, breathing heavily. “A while
ago, I figgered I was goin’ to like this
town. Now I know I'm goin’ to like
it!”

Supy gasped.

“Yuh mean—yo’re goin’ to stay?
While that pack is aimin’ to peg yore
hide on their door? Are yuh loco?”

Tlash laughed softly.

“Business is pickin’ up, Supy. Yeah,
I figger on stickin’ round awhile. This
is a right lively town, and I sorta ad-
‘mire the scenery. What more can a
gent ask?”

Supy groaned. “They’ll be measur-
in’ us to fit a coupla holes in the
ground, that’s what they’ll be doin’, if
we don’t drag it outa here.”

“Well,” smiled Flash, “we all got to
be buried somewheres. I'd as lief be
buried in Rosebud as anywheres I
know. I sorta like the name. He
paused, drew forth his jackknife, and
carefully cut a ninth notch in the butt
of his six-gun.

Chuska Joe emerged from: the gam-
ing house, holding a swollen jaw. They
could hear him cursing. Flash
chuckled.

“Yuh done noble, Supy,” he said. “I
envy yuh the chanct yuh had at that
four-flusher. First chanct I git, I'm
goin’ to set ’em up to yuh. Yuh scat-
tered them tough babies like a wildcat
in a-herd of deer.”

“My only regret,” grinned Supy, “is
that I didn’t get a chanct to lay one
alongside the ear of the gent that
beaned me with that bottle. My head
aches like the morning after. Let’s
hiper over to the hotel and get slicked
up. If we’re gonna stay in this man’s
town, I druther be washed and curried
proper. Then I won’t be troubled about
soilin’ the white satin in the coffin.”

They made their way unmolested to
the Pajarito House, a pink-plastered,
one-story adobe structure, built about
a hundred-foot patio. They found that
word of their exploit had preceded
them. '

“You must get out of my hotel, gen-
tlemen,” insisted the clerk, half fear-
ful of the two who had cleaned up the
toughest joint in Rosebud. “Chuska
Joe and his friends have sworn to kill
you. I do not want violence in my
place.”

“Lessee,” frowned Flash. “We paid
for our room in advance, didn’t we? So
yuh won’t lose nothin’ when we’re mas-
sacreed.” He tossed a bill onto the
desk. “Here’s an extra five bucks, to
pay for swabbin’ up the gore if they
slaughter us in yore hotel. Gimme that
key.”

“But—" began the clerk protesting-
ly.
“Gimme that key!” snapped Flash.
“Better do like he says, fella,” ad-
vised Supy. “Just in case yuh don’t
know, that’s Flash Greet yo’re talkin’
to so fresh.”

“Flash Greet?” gasped the clerk.
“Yuh mean the gunman that killed
Whiskey Kid? The gent that cleaned
up Socorro? The feller that run the
outlaws out of the Mogollons? . . .
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No wonder—no wonder!” He tossed
the key across the desk. ‘“Excuse me,
Mister Greet. I—I wouldn’t of talked
that way if I'd knowed it was you!”

Supy grinned. “If we have any call-
ers, have ’em wait for us in the patio,”
he instructed.

The hotel was built Spanish style,
with all the rooms opening off the
patio. And there, to their astonish-
ment, the bruised and bleeding war-
riors came face to face with Glorieta,
the eating house hasher.

“I beg yore pardon, ma’am,” said
Flash, forgetting, as he reached for his
hat, that it had been lost in the battle.
He drew the kerchief ring from his
pocket and held it forth to her. “Did
you lose this? I found it just outside
the hash house door.”

Glorieta tossed the curls from her
eyes with a flirt of her head. She
looked him over from head to foot,
taking in his bandaged hand, his bleed-
ing cheek, his dusty, sweat-stained
face. She wasted not a glance on
Supy.

“Thank you,” she said coldly, taking
the ring and starting to turn away.

“Please, ma’am,” Flash went on, “I
wonder if you—"

The girl turned and cut him off
sharply, her voice tinged with chilling
scorn.

“I have heard what happened to-
night. And I have been told who you
are. So you will understand why I ask
you not to speak to me again. I—
I hope I never see you again—
you brutal, cold-blooded professional
killer!”

The color ebbed from Flash’s bloody,
begrimed face. He stepped back a
pace, as if she had cut him across the
face with a quirt. No quirt lash could
have hurt like the sting of her words.

“I—I’'m plumb sorry I offended you,
ma’am,” he apologized in a strange, flat
voice. “I won’t—won’t trouble you no
more.” He turned and strode, spurs
clinking, across the patio toward his
‘room. With a scornful toss of her
chestnut curls, Glorieta started for the

door. She found her path barred by
Supy—indignant, belligerent, loyal
Supy.

“Lady,” he said bitterly, “there goes
the bravest, cleanest, squarest gent that
ever forked a cayuse! And you've
treated him like he was the dirt under
yore feet!”

“Let me pass,” said Glorieta icily.

“Not till yuh realize what yuh've
done. Lady, do yuh know that feller
risked takin’ a bullet ’tween his eyes,
just to keep yore name from bein’
soiled?”

“What—what do you mean?” For
the first time doubt crept into her
voice.

“Just what did yuh hear about our
fracas?” countered Supy.

“Why, they say he shot Squint in
cold blood—murdered him!”

“Lady, was Squint a friend of
yore’n?”

Glorieta evaded his eyes.
wanted to be, I guess.”

“Excuse me, lady, but it’s a helluva
friend that’ll miscall a good woman’s
name. My pal, he never seen yuh till
tonight, but he pegged yuh as bein’
true blue. He aimed to make Squint
swaller his words. Squint made a play
for his gun. Flash let him have it.
That’s all.”

“Is that—the truth?” asked Glorieta
huskily.

“And you,” went on Supy as if he
had not heard, “you tromple him un-
der yore feet like he was dirt! Him,
that was willin’ to face a blazin’ six-
gun—for you!” He laughed harshly.
“Women are all alike, I reckon.”

Something very much like a sob
came from Glorieta.

“I—I didn’t know.
What can I do?”

“You can humble yoreself, lady. You
can tell him yo’re plumb sorry for
what yuh said. Yuh can thank him
for what he done—for you. It’s the
least yuh can do.”

“But he—he’s a professional gun-
man, isn’t he. Or is that—another
lie?”

“He—he

Truly, I didn’t!
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“Shore, he’s a professional gun-
slinger. What of it? They ain’t any-
thing to be ashamed of in that, is they?
He’s got notches on his gun, of course.
But he never killed a man except in
seli-defense. He never plugged any-
body that wasn’t trying to kill him. He
never killed anybody that didn’t de-
serve to be killed. Like this Squint.

“He’s a fighter, lady, but he always
fights on the side of the law. Don’t
peg him as a outlaw. He killed The
Whiskey Kid, who was the worst out-
law in the Panhandle. He cleaned up
Socorro when the law officers was
plumb bluffed out. That’s the kind of
a gunfighter he is, lady. I'd be awful
proud if I had a record like his’n.”

“I'm glad you told me all this. I
didn’t know—"

“That ain’t the half of it, lady. He’s
a real man, clean through. Two years
ago I was a lousy bum. He drug me
outa the gutter, gimme a stake, made a
man outa me. I'd give him the shirt
off my back, ma’am. I'd fight for him
at the drop of a hat. That’s what I'm
doin’ now, lady—fightin’ to make you
cee him true. He’s my pal. A man
can’t say more. But I reckon a woman
can’t savvy all that means.”

“But who is he? Where did he
come from? What’s he doing here?”

Supy paused. “By rights, lady, I
reckon I shouldn’t tell yuh this. He
never mentions his private affairs to
anybody. But me, I'm his pal, and a
man talks to his pal.

“Years ago, when he was a little
shaver, he lived up in the Gros Ventre
country in Wyoming. His daddy was
a ranchman, and his ma was dead. He
had a brother, Jack, that was consider-
able older than him. He fairly wor-
shiped this brother, who was a curly-
headed, laughin’ youngster, just
turned nineteen at that time. Jack was
a whiz with a six-gun, and as soon as
Flash was old enough to hold a twenty-
two pistol, he started to learn him to
shoot. He learned Flash all he knows
about shootin’, except what come later
through constant practice.

“Well, ma’am, this older brother got
into some sort of a shootin’ scrape. A
feller was found dead, shot through
the back, and Jack blew the country.
The disgrace and all killed his daddy.
Year or two later a gent that was be-
in’ turned into cottonwood fruit ’count
he drug a greedy loop, squawked and
says Jack wasn’t the one that killed
this feller, a-tall. Said it was a frame-
up, and that a bandit name of Frisky
Dick was the killer. Nobody knew
whether Flash’s brother knowed it was
a frame-up, or whether he really be-
lieved, his own self, that he was the
murderer.

“All this made a powerful impres-
sion on young Flash, of course. He
practiced shootin’ every day, till he
was the fastest human with a hogleg
in them parts. He swore that he
wouldn’t rest till he’d nailed the skunk
that framed his brother.

“Soon as he was old enough, he
started out. He’s been driftin’ ever
sinct. He’s lookin’ for his brother, to
tell him it was all a frame-up. And
he’s lookin’ for this Frisky Dick, to
square things with him. Until he
finds them, lady, I reckon he’ll keep a-
driftin’. That’s why he come to Rose-
bud. He’s hopin’ against hope he’ll
find one or both of ’em here.”

As Supy paused, the girl shivered
slightly.

“But how will he know them, if he
finds them? His brother, believing
himself an outlaw, would change his
name. The real murderer, if he heard
the truth was known, would change
his.”

“Lady, that’s just what’s got him
guessin’. He never even seen this
Frisky Dick. He’s got a second-
handed description of him, but a feller
changes considerable in fifteen year.
Flash only knows he’s powerful quick
on the draw and a quick shot, but
treacherous and merciless and a side-
winder.

“As for his brother, he ain’t much
better off. Flash was only knee-high
to a horned toad when Jack drug his
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freight. He remembers him as a
laughin’, curly-headed cuss, yon side
of twenty. Flash admits he mightn’t
be able to spot him by his looks alone,
bein’ as how they change a heap as
they sprout into manhood.

“But he says Jack had a trick way of
shootin’, which he’d know anywhere,
’cause it’s the way Jack taught him to
shoot, and nobody but them two uses
it. Lots of gunfighters pull the trigger
with their middle finger, usin’ their
forefinger alongside the barrel to
steady their aim. But Jack and Flash,
they both steady their aim by layin’ a
thumb alongside t'other side of the
barrel. When he sees a feller shoots
like that, he’ll know it’s his brother.
Me, I got a better system than that. I
bank on a rabbit’s foot—"

“The trouble is,” interrupted Glori-
eta, “that he won’t be able to recognize
his brother until he sees him shoot.
And then it may be too late. “What if
—what if Squint had been his brother?
Flash couldn’t have known it until the
instant before Squint’s finger closed on
the trigger. In such a case, he’d have to
—to shoot his brother! How terrible!”

“Lady,” said Supy. “I know Flash.
He wouldn’t shoot his brother. If he
ever run up against a situation like
that, he wouldn’t shoot at all. Sooner
than that, he’d stand up and take a bul-
let through his own gu—’scuse me, I
mean his own bel—what I mean to say
is, his stummick.”

Glorieta shuddered.

CHAPTER 1V
Chuska Joe’s Proposition

PON returning to the room, Supy
found Flash seated on the edge
of his bed, head in his hands, the pic-
ture of dejection. He had washed the
blood and grime away, combed his
hair, and had strapped up the cuts on
his face and hand with adhesive tape.
“I been talkin’ with Glorieta,” Supy
announced.
“Yeah? I ain’t interested. I wish
I was dead.”

“Don’t talk thataway, old-timer. I
usted to know a old geezer up in North
Park who was allatime a-sayin’ he
wished he was dead. And, by golly,
within ten year he was dead!”

“Aw, go jump in the lake. I got a
good notion to take a runnin’ jump, my
own self.”

“She lives right here in this hotel,
Flash. With her ma, who’s a widder
lady, name of Missus Kenton. Her
dad was a sod-buster, who was found
dead near here, robbed of his wad and
with a bullet through him. She didn’t
say as much, but I know she suspects
Cruska Joe’s gang. Winters she
teaches, and summers she hashes for
spare change.”

Flash pretended to yawn, and peered
into the blank blackness of the win-
dow.

“Oughta be nice weather for the
election, to-morrow,” he remarked.

“First chanct she gets, she’s goin’ to
apologize to yuh for what she said.”

“She’s—what?” Flash leaped to his
feet.

“I thought yuh wasn’t interested? 1
said, she’s goin’ to beg yore humble
pardon, likely on her bended knee,
maybe.”

Flash gripped Supy by the shoulder
and shook him.

“Yuh louse—yuh been stuffing her
with a lot of lies!”

“Cross my heart, I ain’t,” grinned
Supy. “I told her yuh was a pore
boy, tryin’ hard to get along. I said
the minute yuh clapped eyes on her,
yuh decided to stop tumbleweedin’,
and settle down.”

“l got a notion to bust yuh one!”
growled Flash.

“When yuh get ready to talk pretty
to her, I'll lend yuh my rabbit’s foot.
It always brung me luck with the la-
dies.”

“I'm going to keep outa her way. I
don’t want to talk to her. I'm offa
women. For good.”

“Uh-huh. I know. I’ll betcha forty
buck that within a week you and
her—"
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He was interrupted by a knock on
the door. Flash put a finger to his
lips, eased his gun in its holster, tip-
toed to the door and opened it an inch.

“A gent to see you, Mister,” came in
the nervous accents of the hotel clerk.
“It’s—Chuska Joe!”

“Yeah? Here’s another dollar to
pay for swabbin’ up the doors. Where
is he?”

“In the patio. Alone. And without
a gun. He asked me to tell you that.
Says he came to pay you a friendly
call.”

Flash turned to Supy and grinned.
“Wonder what he’s got up his sleeve?
C’'mon—TIet’s see.”

He pushed past the frightened clerk,
with Supy at his heels. Chuska Joe
was in the patio, rocking back and
forth on his heels, with his back to
them, gazing at the stars, rolling an
unlighted cigar between his thick lips.
He was in his shirt sleeves, quite evi-
dently so they could see he was un-
armed. As further evidence his inten-
tions were peaceable, his hands were
clasped behind his head.

Knowing by this time that Flash
was a professional gun-slinger, and
that he must have heard the shouted
offer of a reward to any man who
would “get” the killer of Squint,
Chuska Joe’s call was a nervy venture.
Under the circumstances, if Joe had
come armed, none would have blamed
Flash had he started shooting on sight.

But the big boss of Datil County
was nobody’s fool. He must have
known the best way to avoid a shoot-
ing scrape was to go to the hotel un-
armed. Not even the most cold-blooded
gunman would dare alienate public
opinion by shooting down an unarmed
man, especially when that man’s back
was turned to him.

Flash approached to within a few
paces and said:

“You wanted to see us?”

Chuska Joe turned slowly, and as
slowly lowered his arms.

“No. I come, see, to talk with you.”

“Me and Supy is pals,” said Flash

shortly. Chuska Joe shrugged. When
a man said another is his pal it means,
under the code of the range country,
that he is entitled to share in all con-
fidences.

“They say you’re Flash Greet,”
Chuska Joe went on, without remov-
ing his cigar.

“I always thought so, myself.”

“I wouldn’t of believed it, see, till I
seen what you did to Squint. He had
four buttons on his vest. You shot
four times, and every bullet hit a but-
ton. You didn’t start shooting till
after he’d drawed, and then you nailed
him four times ’fore he could pull his
trigger.”

“That’s nothing,” broke in Supy
boastfully. “When they examined the
carcass of The Whiskey Kid, they
found all the fillin’s had been shot
outa his teeth.”

“He’s right handy with a gun,”
Chuska Joe observed. He eyed Supy
distastefully, rubbing the lump along-
side his ear which Supy had raised
with his table leg.

“He is that,” Supy admitted. “He
was in a gunfight onct, and only fired
one shot. But they found two bullet
holes in the corp.”

“Don’t kid me,”
Joe.

“S’fact,” Supy assured him. “One
where the bullet went in, t’other where
it came out!”

“Lessee,” put in Flash, “what was it
yuh wanted to see me about?”

“Just wanted to let yuh know, see,
that they ain’t any hard feelings over
this shooting.”

Flash laughed shortly. “Yeah?
Fella, yuh can change yore mind
quicker’'n a bronc can swap ends. Lit-
tle while ago, yuh was bellerin’ out a
offer of a hundred bucks to the gent
which would peg my hide on yore
door.”

“I was a mite excited. And that
was before I'd learnt the circumstances
of the shootin’. Squint always did
shoot off his mouth too much. He got
what was coming to him.”

frowned Chuska
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“I' thought he was a friend of
yore’n?”

Chuska Joe removed his cigar and
eyed it thoughtfully as he rolled it be-
tween his fingers.

“Not a friend, exactly. He was
working for me, see? He was a pretty
fair hardware wrangler, but he talked
too much with his mouth.”

“Yeah? But what’s all this got to
do with me?”

“I’'m coming to that. Some of the
boys, see, that didn’t quite savvy the
lay, was all for having the sheriff salt
you down in the juzgado. Not know-
ing who you was, them that didn’t ac-
tually see the fuss said it was unpos-
sible that you could of give Squint a
even break. They said, see, that nobody
could of shot Squint four times after
Squint had beat him to the draw. They
figgered the mere fact Squint was per-
forated so many times proved you
drawed first. Most juries would figger
it the same way, lacking evidence to
the contrary.”

Flash smiled. “I would be plumb
glad to demonstrate on anybody that
thinks it can’t be done.”

“Sheriff McMarr, he misdoubted it
could be done. Until I fronted for
you. I happen, see, to have a little
drag with the sheriff. I squared it for
you.”

“That was right kind of yuh. Yuh
musta had some reason.”

“I did. You see, tomorrow’s election
day. Branson Colfax and his crowd
of reformers want to turn Rosebud
into a Sunday school. You’re a stranger
hereabouts, see, but I aim to put you
wise. They want to run me out, and
turn the Monte Carlo into a pink tea
joint. They’d put Rosebud’s biggest
industry out of business. They want
to see tumbleweeds and sotol growing
in the streets. They’re a lousy bunch
of crooks.”

“Yeah. In politics, t'other side is
always crooked, ain’t it?”

Chuska Joe grinned as he replaced
his cigar. “I've always carried the
county before, see? And I will this

time, if the election is square. But
this Branson Colfax, the rancher who's
leading the Reform party, has got
brains as well as guts. He’s due to slip
something over, if I don’t watch my
step.”

“Yo're the boss of the ‘wide open’
party, ain’t yuh?”

“The Liberal party, we call it. Yep,
I reckon I'm the boss. We’ll carry
Chloride, the mining camp back in the
hills. We concede Colfax will carry
Buckskin, the cowtown out in the
short grass country. He’s awfud
strong with the cowmen.

“The big battle will be fought right
here in Rosebud. Colfax, he won’t
stop at anything, see, to put his gang
across. The side that carries Rosebud
wins. He’s figgering on voting a bunch
of cowhands and sheepherders, that
ain’t permanent, legal residents.
That’s what we got to look out for.”

“Yeah. And yo’re votin’ only up-
right, legal, permanent citizens, such
as yore case keepers, barflies and dance
hall gals, I reckon.”

Chuska Joe rolled his cigar between
his lips and grinned.

“I see you wasn’t born yesterday.
Well, I was sort of relying on Squint
to act as a watcher at the polls to-
morrow, to see that justice was done.
But him being deceased so unexpected,
I was wondering, see, if maybe you’'d
like the job.”

Flash whistled softly.

“Lessee—what is there in
me?” '

“Gunman’s wages for the day. Pro-
tection. And afterwards, if you want
it, a soft job as chief deputy sheriff.”

“And how about my pal, here?”

“Don’t worry about him, see?
take care of him.”

“And what’ll my duties be?”

“To keep Colfax’s repeaters from
voting. We’'ll tell yuh who they are.
All you have to do is to run ’em away
from the polls. But some of these
cowpunchers are right smart gun
wranglers, and hard cookies. I'm
warning you, they may show fight. If

it for

i
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they get tough, it’ll be up to you to
tame ‘em.”

“I see. What if one of ’em should
stumble in front of my gun, accidental,
when it went off ?”

“I said I'd furnish protection. Sher-
iff McMarr and the prosecuting attor-
ney are my men. If you should hap-
pen to exterminate a few of ’em, I'll
provide the witnesses to swear it was
done in self-defense. We got to pre-
serve the sanctity of the ballot.”

“Yeah. That’s right. But what if
these hard gents should gang up on
me? What if some of ’em should drill
me from behind? Yuh guarantee doc-

tor’s and undertakin’ bills, I reckon?”:

“Oh, I don’t look for any trouble.
Not after the killing of Squint to-
night. Not after it’s noised around
that you’re the Flash Greet. Every-
body hereabouts knows your reputa-
tion. They know you're one of the
two fastest gunmen in the whole coun-
try. So they won’t start any trouble.
They don’t dast. I figure, see, that the
mere fact we got Flash Greet on our
side means the election is won.”

“Yeah. Yuh say I'm one of the two
fastest gun-slingers in the country.
Who'’s t’other?”

“Lightning Dan Grady, from over at
Tres Palmas. They say he’s greased
lightning. Know him?”

“I heard of him. Always wanted to
meet up with him, to see which was
fastest, me or him. But what if I don’t
take up yore proposition?”

“Then I reckon I'll send for Light-
ning Dan. But you won’t turn us
down. I know you gunmen. I've hired
a lot of ’em, one time or another. There
ain’t anything you won’t do, see, if
you're paid enough. 1 know your
kind.”

Flash’s face reddened, and his eyes
narrowed.

“If yuh know my kind,” he said soft-
ly, “yuh’ll know enough to duck—yuh

rat! Here’s my answer!”
His answer was a handful of
knuckles, which smacked against

Chuska Joe’s thick lips.

CHAPTER V
Trouble Wrangler

HE big boss of Datil County

staggered back under the impact,
spitting out the crushed remnants of
his cigar.

“You wouldn’t dast do that,” he
snarled, “if you didn’t know I wasn’t
heeled!”

“Is that so?” snapped Flash. He un-
buckled his cartridge belt and tossed
it, with its holstered weapon, to his
pal. “Hold this, Supy, while I do me
a bit of bare knuckle arguin’. This
Chuska gent seems plumb hard to con-

vince. And whatever happens, don’t
you horn in! Remember, it's my
party.”

A slow grin overspread Chuska Joe's
face. He was an inch taller than Flash,
and a good forty pounds heavier. He
would have been no match for him in
a gunfight, but in a fist fight the advan-
tage seemed all on his side.

“Lemme take yore place, Flash,”
Supy pleaded. “Swappin’ wallops is
my dish! Besides, I can’t lose. I got
my rabbit’s foot—"

But before he could finish his sen-
tence, Chuska Joe had rushed at Flash,
his thick lips drawn back from yellow
teeth. Flash sidestepped his first blow,
and shot in a good, stiff poke which
landed on the swelling caused by
Supy’s table leg. :

“Atta baby!” Supy cried encourag-

ingly. “Cauliflower his ear for him,
compadre! Hand him a snootful of
knuckles! Make him think the roof

done fell on him!”

With a snort of rage, Chuska Joe
lowered his head and came boring in,
arms working like pistons. Flash par-
ried the first blow, but the second
smashed through his guard, caught
him over the heart and sent him stag-
gering.

Instantly the gambling house pro-
prietor followed up his advantage. He
rushed again, swinging a huge fist as
he came. It caught Flash off balance.
He went spinning, to bring up against
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a wall with a crash. Supy groaned.

“Sock him, Flash!” he cried. “Be a
badger—gnaw his guts out! Chaw him
up and spit him out in chunks!”

Flash recovered. His left fist shot
out - like a flash of lightning. It
smacked home squarely on Chuska
Joe’s mouth with such terrific force
that it burst the adhesive tape with
which the knife wound was bandaged.
Blood spurted over Chuska Joe’s face
from Flash’s reopened wound. It
mingled with the blood from the gam-
bler’s torn and bleeding lips. He
choked, sputtered, and spat out a frag-
ment of a splintered tooth.

“Now yo’re fightin’!” Supy cheered
enthusiastically. “Twist his tail for
him! Step on him like yuh would a
louse! Stomp him into the ground,
compadre!”

Flash lunged forward, ripped a
couple home to Chuska Joe’s ribs, and
danced sidewise before his foe could
recover. The uproar was beginning to
arouse the few occupants of the hotel,
who were in their rooms. Heads began
to appear in doors and windows open-
ing on the patio. The hotel clerk came
darting from the office door.

“What’s this?” he shrieked excited-
ly. “You can’t fight in my hotel! Get
out into the street!”

“Who ast you to horn in?” Supy
demanded belligerently. “You better
tuck yore tail ’tween yore laigs and
hiper back into yore den, less'n yuh
crave to be tooken apart and scattered
’mong the scenery! I'm here to see
these gents ain’t disturbed while
they’re settlin’ their argument! Scam-
per along now, fella, ’fore I mistake
yuh for a accident lookin’ for some
piace to happen!”

The clerk looked at the two figures
going round and round in the patio.

“But—" he began in protest.

Supy lifted Flash’s gun from the
holster he was holding, and flourished
it in the direction of the clerk.

“Scat!” he barked.

The clerk scatted.

Meanwhile, Flash had accumulated a
AH.2

swelling eye. He was hammering away
at Chuska Joe’s face. The latter’s thick
lips had been battered into a sodden,
pulpy, bleeding mass. But, for the
most part, he had been on the aggres-
sive. The lighter Flash had been
forced to give ground almost continu-
ally.

Flash was fighting a long range
fight. He would dart in, slash at
Chuska Joe’s face, and dance away
again, usually before his enemy could
retaliate. What Flash lacked in weight
he made up in speed. The knife wound
on his left hand was troubling him
considerably, and was bleeding pro-
fusely. Chuska Joe was splattered with
blood from his waist up, but it was
mostly from Flash’s wounded hand.

Chuska Joe lifted one off the
ground, and slammed it home in
Flash’s short ribs. It forced a grunt
of pain from him, for it almost lifted
him off his feet. He feinted, pivoted,
and drove his bloody left fist into the
gambler’s face.

“Wham!” yeiled Supy. “Hand him a
mouthful of loose teeth, yuh fightin’
fool! Mouse his eyes! Ram yore fist
down his guzzle, up to the elbow!
Show him yuh pack a thunderbolt in
one fist, and a hunk of dynamite in
t'other!”

Both fighters had taken some ter-
rific punishment. But Flash was
breathing easily, while Chuska Joe was
panting for breath. Flash’s muscles
were like corded copper. Chuska Joe
was far from flabby, but the life he led
built no sinew or physical stamina. He
was beginning to play out, but he was
still dangerous.

Gradually he ceased his aggressive
tactics. He was content, now, to fight
a standstill fight, hoping, doubtless,
for an opening, a break.

Flash noted his condition, and
rushed him. He ran into a wallop over
one eye that caused him to see fire-
works. He danced away, feinted, and
came in again, weaving from side to
side, dancing lightly on the balls of
his feet. He lashed out with a left to
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the face and instantly hooked a right
to the ribs.

“Zowie!” screamed Supy, dancing
up and down in his excitement. “Feed
him the old one-two, compadre! Slip
him a six-month ticket to the hospital!
Call the undertaker, somebody! They’ll
be a carcass for him to measure in
about two shakes of a piggin’ string!”

Chuska Joe was standing flat-footed,
slugging away at the dancing figure of
Flash. His lips were sodden and mushy
where Flash had hammered away at
them. His breath whistled through his
teeth. His piggy eyes still glinted
dangerously. He deliberately took one
on the mouth again so he could get an
opening. Just one bone-crushing, pile-
driver wallop from one of his huge
fists might bring the battle to a sudden
end, if planted fairly on a vulnerable
spot.

This one landed squarely in the pit
of Flash’s stomach. It drove the breath
out of him, left him gasping and al-
most paralyzed. He doubled forward
involuntarily. Chuska Joe whipped
over a short hook to the jaw. Flash
crashed to the ground.

A groan broke from the lips of Supy.

“Snap out of it, old-timer!” he
shrieked. “Don’t let that big hunk of
coyote bait trim yuh! Untangle, fella!
Up and at him! ... Watch out for his
boots!”

As Flash went down, Chuska Joe
leaped forward. Whether he intended
to “give him the boots,” to finish him
off by kicking him into insensibility,
no one ever knew. It was a common
practice in the frequent brawls in the
Monte Carlo. But Chuska Joe seldom
took a hand in these quarrels, himself.
It was to handle such cases that he
employed bouncers.

Flash, dazed and groggy, heard
Supy’s frantic shout. Simultaneously,
he thought he heard a woman’s shrill
scream. He rolled over and bounced
to his feet. His faculties were still
numb, his vision blurry.

As through a haze, he saw Chuska
Joe rushing at him. He raised an arm

to protect his head, and stumbled side-
wise. The pain in the pit of his
stomach was excruciating. His mouth
was open wide as he gasped for breath.

He realized he was not badly in-
jured; knew the breath was merely
knocked out of him. Yet he knew, too,
that this moment was likely to decide
the winner of the battle. It he could
stall long enough to recover his wind,
he was confident he could finish off his
foe in short order. If he couldn’t—
well, he’d be the one to be finished off !

His upraised arm caught Chuska
Joe’s blow, but failed to fend it off en-
tirely. The force of it spun him half
round. The gambler crashed into him,
caused him to stumble and fall to one
knee and one hand.

The impetus of Chuska Joe’s rush
carried him past the kneeling Flash.
The latter staggered to his feet, twist-
ing about and back-pedaling to escape
the next rush. Strength seemed to
surge back into his limbs as he filled
his aching lungs with air. He heard
Supy whooping triumphantly.

“Wow! Now yuh got him, Flash!
Take yore time, fella! Get yore breath,
and then mix it with him!”

Chuska Joe seemed to realize his
chances of victory were slipping with
every second. With a roar of rage he
came charging in. But Flash was more
wary, now. He knew his foe packed a
knockout in either huge fist, could he
but land it squarely. Overconfidence
had almost cost Flash the battle al-
ready. Now he gave ground, evading
each bull-like charge. His strength
and confidence were returning. He
knew Chuska Joe must be pretty well
spent. He knew the very fury of the
gambler’s rushes must be wearing him
down.

Now and then, as he danced away, he
shot in a straight left to the face. And
then, as he felt he was himself again,
he suddenly changed his tactics and
met one of Chuska Joe’s savage rushes.
For a moment they stood toe to toe,
battling desperately. :

“Yippee-e-e!” shouted Supy in a
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frenzy of elation. “Hammer and tongs
stuff, Flash—hammer and tongs! Chop
him down and whittle him to slivers!
Unravel him! Sock him—bust him—
make him like it!”

For a moment they stood, in a tur-
moil of frenzied fists. It was Chuska
Joe who first gave way. Flash, grin-
ning, kept right after him, driving in
at every opportunity, hammering,
slashing, smashing at the big gambler’s
blood-stained face.

“Finish him off!” screamed Supy.
“Now’s yore chanct! Rock him into
dreamland! Kiss him good night with
yore knuckles! Paste him in the
snoozer! Stretch him like a carpet!”

Flash clipped him on the chin. It
was no knockout punch, but it was
enough to send Chuska Joe reeling
backward. The next instant the big
fellow crashed down into the spiny
embrace of a three-foot ornamental
maguey cactus.

His howl of pain as the sharp
needles pricked his flesh mingled with
Supy’s roar of laughter. Chuska Joe
tried to struggle to his feet, but suc-
ceeded only in working himself deeper
into the prickly trap.

“He’s like a dog that’s been messin’
with a porcupine,” howled Supy with
streaming eyes, “only the dog can set
down afterwards. This galoot will be
eatin’ off the mantel for a week!”

Flash reached out helping hand, and
jerked Chuska Joe to his feet.
~ “Yuh said yuh knowed my kind,” he
grinned. “I reckon now yuh know it
a heap better. I may be a gun-slinger,
but I ain’t a hired killer! The sooner
yuh get that through yore skull, the
better off yuh’ll be.”

The boss of Datil County glowered

at him. “You’ll be sorry for this,” he
muttered thickly through tattered
lips. -~

“I’'m sorry already,” smiled Flash.
“Sorry that I didn’t knock yuh cold.
Better drag yore kite, now, ’fore I
change my mind and work yuh over
proper!”

Without a word Chuska Joe turned

and limped painfully from the hotel.
For the first time Flash became aware
of the dozen spectators who had
emerged from the hotel rooms. And
then he felt a hand resting lightly on
his arm, and heard a soft voice saying:
“Did he—did he hurt you—badly?”
He found himself looking down into
the anxious dark eyes of Glorieta.
“No’m,” he answered stiffly. “Not
half as bad as you hurt me awhile ago.”

CHAPTER VI
Bullets and Ballots

SPASM of pain flickered across
her flushed features.

“Can you ever—forgive me? I did-
n’t know—didn’t realize—"

“Sure, ma’am,” said Flash impassive-
ly. “That’s all right. No harm done.”
He wiped the blood from his bleeding
hand upon one thigh, groping in his
shirt pocket with the other hand for
the makin’s. '

“If I'd dreamed you—you did it for
me, I'd—"

“Yuh mean the killin’ of Squint.
Yo’re assumin’ a little bit too much,
ma’am. I didn’t do it for you. I did
it ’cause you’re a woman. I'd of done
it for any woman. I was brung up to
think of women thataway. I may be a
brute, a killer like you said, but—"

“Oh, oh!” cried Glorieta, shrinking
back, her hand to her lips. “How can
you be so cruel? Didn’t I tell you I
didn’t realize—"

Flash, striving to appear nonchalant,
was tapping a load of Duke’s into the
brown cigarette paper which formed a
tiny trough between his fingers. He
looked up at her as he drew the draw-
strings tight with his teeth. He had
told Supy he was off women, and he’d
meant it. He was determined he’d
never give this girl, or any other, a
chance to sling the spurs into him
again. He was going to take her down
a peg, he was. Going to show her
where to get off. Going to show her
she couldn’t tromple on a gent’s feel-
ings and then square it by talkin’
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pretty. Women were funny animals.
’Specially the pretty ones. ’Specially
this one. Well, he’d show her, he
would!

He stared at her. Something he saw
in her dark eyes made him vaguely un-
comfortable. Daggone it all, she was

making him feel all squirmy and guilty

—Ilike the time he’d shot a coyote and
then discovered it was a mother with
four helpless whelps which he had to
put out of their misery. Flash the
hard-boiled, Flash the man’s man,
Flash the gun-slinger, was facing a
racket far more potent than anything
he’d ever stacked up against before. He
had faced on various occasions half a
hundred blazing guns without flinch-
ing. Now he was growing helpless be-
fore the accusing gaze of a pair of
soft, dark, appealing eyes.

“Aw, shucks!” he exclaimed at last,
lowering his eyes. “You win, ma’am.
You've acted plumb white. Like a
gentleman. I've acted like a louse. I'm
awful sorry.”

A disgusted snort from Supy roused
him from his trance. Flash turned on
his pal and whispered fiercely:

“You get t’hell outa here, ’fore I
wipe up the patio with yuh. Savvy?”

Supy savvied, and got. Flash turned
again to the girl. She was laughing
softly, tossing the curls out of her eyes
with a flirt of her head.

“I’'m glad—glad you feel that way.”
She was holding something out to him.
“Won’t you take this—please? Just
to show you there aren’t any hard feel-
ings.”

The bone kerchief ring dropped in
his palm. And the next moment Glori-
eta was gone. Flash stared down at
the trinket, and scratched his head.

“Now, what the thunder did she
mean by that?” he asked himself as he
started after Supy. He recalled that
Glorieta had told Squint she was sav-
ing the doo-dad for a particular friend.
For a particular friend!

He found his pal in their room,
seated with his back to the door. Supy
was talking aloud as he entered.

“Pore old Flash! Another good man
gone wrong! He was a good old horse
in his day, before he done got bogged
down in—"

“You go to hell!” snapped Flash.

Supy arose, a feigned look of sur-
prise on his face-as he turned.

“Oh, is that you, Flash? How could
yuh tear yoreself away? Yo’re lookin’
as foolish as a buckety calf. What’s
that thingumajig in yore hand? How
come—"

“Button yore lip!” growled Flash,
stowing the ring away.

“Plumb th’owed and hogtied!” said
Supy dolefully, shaking his head.
“She’s got him where she wants him,
ready to slap her brand on his hide,
and_”

“Another yip outa you, and I'll take

yuh plumb apart to see what’s where
yore brains oughta be !’
, “Cuttin’ a X in the heel of yore boot
is a powerful good thing to keep the
devil away,” Supy volunteered serious-
ly. “But I never heard of a charm
that’s worth a whoop in Hades when
it comes to keepin’ a woman away! If
I did, I'd shore—"

Flash sprang at his pal, and choked
him into silence.

“I’ve a notion to dehorn yuh of yore
tougue, yuh mut!” he growled as he
relaxed the pressure on Supy’s wind-
pipe. “Lissen, yuh half-wit. We got
us a little job of business to transact
’fore we dive into the hay. Where
’bouts at d’yuh reckon we can find this
Branson Colfax, the boss reformer?”

Supy grinned and rubbed his neck.
“T’ll lead yuh to him if yuh promise
me yuh’ll reform, Don Juan. When
we blew into town I seen a banner
stretched acrost the second story over
the Rosebud Livery Emporium, read-
in’, ‘Rosebud Reform League.’ And,
by the way, don’t yuh thing ‘Rose-
bud’s’ a funny name for a livery sta-
ble? It didn’t smell like no rosecbud
to me.”

Flash collared him and dragged him
to the door.

“Rise up on yore hind laigs and
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prance over to the Reform League
with me. I aim to chew the fat with
this boss reformer. And yuh might as
well get ready to change yore politics.
From now on me and you is going to
be ring-tailed reformers.”

“At how much per vote?
don’t kick through liberal, I'm aimin
to—ouch! Don’t do that, Flash. If
yuh choke me dead, yuh won’t have
nobody for yore guardian. Which re-
minds me, we better look out a little
bit while we go down dark streets,
after what yuh done to Chuska Joe.
He’s liable to see can he bounce a slug
of lead off’'n yore skull, or hire him a
spick to dag yuh one in the ribs with
a scalp lifter. He’s right thoughtful,
Chuska Joe is. They say he never
forgets the courtesies of the occasion.”

Flash grinned and patted his hol-
ster.

“Old Kid Colt ain’t such a slouch
when it comes to respondin’ to such
courtesies. Let’s go.”

To reach the livery stable, it was
necessary to pass Chuska Joe’s dump.
Supy made the prudent suggestion that
they coze around the block and circle
the Monte Carlo to avoid trouble, but
Flash vetoed the plan.

“If they get the idea I'm a-scared of
’em, I might as well blow the town
right now, Supy. Long as I got the
width of the street between us, I'm
ready to take on the whole crew. Only
thing I gotta watch out for, is their
gangin’ up on us at clost quarters. And
with you sorta keepin’ a peeled eye to
the rear, we should worry ourselves
pink.”

Although the street was by no means
deserted, they passed unnoticed until
they were nearly opposite the Monte
Carlo. Then a group of eight, emerg-
ing from Chuska Joe’s, spotted them.

“There’s that Flash gun-slinger!”
someone cried.

“He’s come back to clean up the
joint!” cried another.

“Me for cover!” bleated a third. “I
don’t crave to kick off from lead
poisonin’!”

If they

They scuttled for cover like a fright-
ened covey of sage hens. Someone else
took up their cry, and in a moment the
street was cleared as if by magic.

A few hours before, this never could
have happened. When the lid had
blown off in Chuska Joe’s place, no
one had been in awe of Flash, because
he was unknown. They had ganged
up on him as readily as if he’d been
some stray cowhand.

But since his return to the hotel, the
word had spread like wildfire that this
rampaging young stranger was none
other than Flash Greet, gunman extra-
ordinary. He was known by reputa-
tion from one end of the state to the
other. His very name inspired terror,
and his exploit in outfighting Chuska
Joe’s henchman had done nothing to
lessen his reputation. When he was
seen caimly strolling down the street
toward the Monte Carlo, it is little
wonder they all leapéd to the conclu-
sion he was bent on the audacious pro-
ject of smoking up Chuska Joe and his
palace of chance. None cared to be
in range when the fireworks started.

Flash grinned, and strolled on past.
“A body would think we had the small-
pox,” he remarked dryly.

“I wished,” said Supy wistfully,
“that Chuska Joe would shove his
lousy mug through them swingin’
doors onct. I'd shore love to wiggle
my fingers at him, with my thumb on
the end of my nose. Though they say
it’s powerful bad luck to do that—
with yore gun hand.”

But Chuska Joe didn’t give them th=
satisfaction of appearing. Flash and
Supy reached the livery stable, and
climbed a dark flight of stairs to the
second floor, to the headquarters of the
Reform League. In an outer room,
blue with tobacco smoke, they found a
group of storekeepers and cowmen
gathered in earnest conversation.

At their appearance the conversa-
tion suddenly died away. It was plain
to be seen that here, too, the reputa-
tion of Flash Greet was known.

“Howdy, gents,” Flash said in greet-
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ing. “I crave to conversate with a fel-
ler name of Colfax. Am I in the right
corral?”

For a moment there was no answer.
Then someone spoke up, a bit nervous-
ly::

“Do you come as a friend, or—?”

Before he could complete his query,
the door of an inner office was flung
open, and out stepped a man of middle
age, tanned of face, wearing store
clothes, with his pants legs covering
range boots. Flash recognized the man
they had seen in the eating house—the
only male in Rosebud who had ap-
peared to be unarmed.

“l am Branson Colfax,” he said
evenly, gazing at Flash with level blue
eyes. “What can I do for you?” Alone
of those in the room, he seemed to
stand in no awe of the gunman. He
was hatless, revealing a head partly
bald, and a distinct line of demarcation
across his forehead between the bronze
of his face and the white of his brow.

“Yo’re the boss reformer?” asked
Flash. “If yuh are, me and my pard-
ner craves a word with yuh—in pri-
vate.”

“I'm busy,” said Colfax. He drew
forth a fat gold watch by its whang
leather thong, and glanced at it. “Set
awhile, and take your turn. It’ll be
five minutes, maybe ten.”

He turned on his heel, and passed
into the inner office. Those in the
outer room gasped at his effrontery in
asking Flash Greet, the gun-slinger,
to wait. Flash lounged on the edge
of a table, built himself a quirly, and
began to examine the election posters
on the wall. He could hear the horses
stamping in their stalls below. Gradu-
ally, in undertones, the others resumed
their conversation.

Presently Colfax emerged, ushering
two men from his office, and motioned
to Flash and Supy. They found the
inner office equipped only with a desk
and a few chairs. Colfax motioned
them to be seated.

“What’s on yore chests?” he de-
manded sharply. “Spill it quick. I got

a powerful lot of work to do this
night.”

“We're strangers hereabouts,” Flash
began. “We heard about Rosebud, and
that you was pulling off a election
here.”

“I’'m afraid Rosebud’s got a pretty
bad name,” Colfax remarked.

“What’s in a name?” cut in Supy.
“Rosebud by any other name would
stink as bad.”

Colfax’s face relaxed into a smile.
“It’ll have a better name after tomor-
row. We'’re going to clean out the out-
fit that’s been running things so long.
Or bust a gut a-trying!”

“We come to see couldn’t we help
yuh out,” explained Flash. “We got a
hankerin’ to be ring-tailed reformers.
We’d be tickled pink to help shove
Chuska Joe’s head in the sand. We
sorta crave to help tie a half-hitch in
his tail. We’d be powerful glad to
help yuh kick his backbone up ’tween
his shoulders.”

Colfax frowned. “Yo’re Flash Greet,
the hardware expert, ain’t yuh. Yo're
the feller that pulled off a killing in
Chuska Joe’s dump a couple of hours
back? ... Yeah. Well, I'm sorry. We
can’t use you. If we can’t win without
hired gunmen, we deserve to lose. We
aim to win with ballots, not bullets.
We're fixin’ to trim ’em without killing

off their voters. Thanks. Sorry. So
long.”
CHAPTER VII
Ring-tailed Reformers
¢ EY, wait a minute!” cried
Flash, scowling. “We ain’t

hired killers. If we was, we could of
had jobs with t'other side in a minute.
Chuska Joe, he sorta had us pegged
thataway. And now he’s wearin’ his
face in a sling.

“Mister, they say I'm the gent that
helped clean up Socorro. The lay of
things there was about like they are
here. I could of hired up with the op-
position, but I turned ’em down ’cause
I never fight except on the side I fig-
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ger is right. If yuh don’t want us, all
right. But before we go, yuh’ll apolo-
gize for intimatin’ we’re hired kill-
ers!”

Branson Colfax stared at him long
and hard.

“Chuska Joe and his crew are a
bunch of hellions. His games are
crooked, and them that squawk most
generally have been found in some dry
gulch with a peek-hole through their
skulls the next morning. There have
been more murders in his dives than
you can shake a quirt at. 'Most every
cent we pay our cowhands for wages
finds its way into Chuska Joe’s pock-
ets. People are scared to come to our
town. Datil County won’t ever get
anywheres, long as Chuska Joe is boss.

“He won’t stop at murder to win to-
morrow’s election. I'd hoped to get by
without any violence, because our Re-
form League stands squarely for law
and order. But if Chuska Joe starts
any rough stuff, maybe—"

“Excuse me,” interrupted Supy.
“But if yuh really want to aveid the
rough stuff, the best way to do it is to
have Flash Greet on yore side. As
long as Chuska Joe’s gang knows
it means shore death to turn a
crooked trick, they’ll remain plumb
meek and lawful. Without him on the
job, election day is likely to sound like
Fouth of July, ’count of the shootin’
at the polls. With him, yore election
will most likely run off as peaceful as
a Sunday school picnic.”

The reform leader frowned thought-
fully.

“There may be a heap of truth in
what you say. Sort of insurance
against trouble, eh? By gravy, I'd like
to do it. But we’ve spent every penny.
We haven’t any money to hire any
more election workers.”

“Shucks!” said Flash. “We’ll string
along with yuh just for the fun of it,
mister. Yuh needn’t be scared I'll go
off half-cocked. My hogleg stays
right in its holster, unless somebody
draws on me first. I never shoot less’n
it’s plumb necessary, and there ain’t

any other way out. I ain’t a trouble-
maker. I'm a trouble-shooer.”

Colfax tapped on the desk with his
fingers. “Boys, I've sorta taken to you
two. I like yore faces, and I'm awful
tickled that yuh want to join up with
our side. If they’s anything I've said
that yuh don’t like, I'll take it back.

“But here’s the way things stack up.
Judge Blinn of the district court, he’s
a square-shooter. He called Chuska
Joe and me into his chambers today,
and he laid down the law to us. He
said he didn’t give a cock-eyed whoop
which side wins tomorrow, ’cause his
term runs for two years yet. But he
said he aimed to see there wasn’t any
crooked work on either side.

“He said he’d heard a lot of reports
about a certain party ringin’ in a bunch
of repeaters. He said he’d took the
matter under advisement and after
givin’ it judicial consideration had
cooked up a scheme to uphold the
majesty of the law and preserve the
sanctity of the ballot, and if we both
didn’t fall in line he’d adjudge us
guilty of contempt and lay us away on
ice for thirty days. So we agreed.

“So he ordered that the election offi-
cials at each polling place keep a pot
of this red-colored antiseptic dope on
the ballot box. You know—the stuff
yuh put on yore hide when yuh've
scratched it crawling through a rusty
bobbed wire fence, to prevent mortifi-
cation from settin’ in. And each voter,
as he cast his ballot, was to have a fin-
ger shoved into this pot of red ink.

“The stuff, yuh know, won’t come off
until it wears off, which takes three-
four days. Yuh can scrub at it all dav
long, and it won’t wash off. Well,
thataway nobody could vote but onct.
Anybody that come in to vote with red
fingers, we’d know he’d already voted.
There just wasn’t any way of gettin’
round the judge’s branding scheme. I
agreed, and Chuska Joe, he didn’t have
any choice.”

Flash scratched his head. “I don’t
see what that’s got to do with us, mis-
ter.”
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“Just this—it means we don’t need
yuh. It guarantees the election will
be fair and square. If it is, and Chuska
Joe can’t vote all his sharpers eight or
ten times each, we’re due to win. On
the other hand, if we put yuh on as
watchers, the other side might have a
chanct to contest the election on the
ground we was hiring gunmen to in-
timidate their voters. Yuh see, don’t
yuh, that it might do more harm than
good if we was to use yuh?”

Flash shrugged his disappointment.
“Maybe yo’re right. But it never does
any harm to have somebody handy that
knows how to swing a eloquent forty-
five. What if some of Chuska Joe’s
ladrones was to take it into their heads
to puncturate you with a bullet? I see
yuh don’t pack a gun, yoreself, so
maybe—"

Colfax interrupted with a laugh. “It
wouldn’t do ’em any good to extermi-
nate me. I’m not running for any of-
fice. I'm just aimin’ to see that a de-
cent set of officials are elected, so’s a
honest man can get a square shake, and
so Rosebud won’t be a hangout for all
the crooks in the country.”

“Just the same,” advised Flash, “yuh
oughta pack a gun, mister. Fella can’t
sometimes always tell what’s goin’ to
break.”

“I don’t believe in gun-totin’—for
myself,” smiled the boss reformer.
“Fella might lose his temper, and do
something he’d be sorry for. I've
known of such cases. I'm not preach-
ing, but—well, I quit packing a gun a
good many years ago.”

“I’'m sorry,” said Flash as he arose
to go, “that yuh feel thataway about
us linin’ up with yuh. I was figgerin’
for a minute that we’d help yuh out
whether yuh wanted us or not. But if
it’d really hurt yuh more’n it would
help yuh, I wouldn’t do it. Mister, I
want yuh to know I sorta admire yuh
for the way yuh look at things, and I'd
be plumb proud to shake with yuh.
... So long. And remember, if yuh
happen to change yore mind, we’re
stoppin’ at The Pajarito.”

As they emerged upon the street
once more, Supy uttered a sudden cry
of alarm.

“Oh, my gosh, Flash!
that?”

“What?” snapped Flash, his gun
hand instinctively streaking toward
his holster. He leaped back into the

Did yuh see

doorway, half crouching, glancing
warily up and down the street.
“That—that black cat! It hipered

’crost the street plumb in front of us!”

“Yuh pore prune!” snorted Flash in
disgust. “I thought we was being am-
bushed.”

“It’s worse’n that,” Supy insisted.
“If a black cat crosses in front of yuh,
it’s a sign of shore death! Oh, laugh
if yuh want! Onct I knowed a feller
didn’t pay no mind when a black cat
crossed in front of him, and within six
year he was caught draggin’ a long
rope and found hisself danglin’ from a
cottonwood.”

“All right,” grinned Flash. “Wait’ll
we get to the hotel, and yuh can heave
some salt over yore left shoulder, and
that’ll take the curse off’n us.”

“But it won’t!” protested Supy fran-
tically. “Ain’t nothing on earth will
do it, ’cepting to circle round and shoo
the cat back the way he come. C'mon,
quick! It snuck in betwixt that sa-
loon and the pawn store! We can head
it off, yet!”

“G'wan and head it off, then,”
growled Flash. “I don’t aim to waste
my time shooin’ kitties. I’'m headin’
for the hotel. You can shag cats down
all the alleys yuh want to. Yo'’re crazy
enough—Ilike a steer chuck full of rat-
tleweed.” :

“You wait and see what happens!”
Supy flung over his shoulder as he
took out after the cat. “I wouldn’t
take a chanct like that!”

Flash found another clerk on duty
at the hotel. He unlocked the door to
his room and fumbled in his pocket
for a match as he groped for the lamp.
And then, without warning, a gun
crashed down on his head. His arms
were pinned to his sides. Something
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cold and metallic clicked about his
right wrist.

His heavy Stetson absorbed much of
the force of the blow on his head. It
failed to knock him out, but sent him
staggering forward, and he would have
fallen had it not been for the pair of
arms twined about his own.

Instinct sent his hand darting to-
ward his gun. But with his elbows
pinioned to his ribs, he was helpless
as a hogtied steer. He felt his forty-
five being snatched from the holster,
just as the handcuff snapped about his
wrist.

“Got him, boys?” came a gruff voice
from the darkness. “Don’t let him get
his claws on a gun, or it’s shore death
for some of us!”

The white beam of an electric torch
‘suddenly cut through the darkness.
Flash caught a glimpse of half a dozen
figures surrounding him, and then the
beam was directed into his eyes and he
was almost blinded. He permitted his
muscles to relax, and asked mildly:

“What’s the big idea of the surprise
party, gents? Ain’t yuh in the wrong
pew, or somethin’?”

There was no answer, but the gruff
voice queried anxiously:

“Have yuh amputated his artillery,
boys? . . . Fair enough!”

And then, with the suddenness of a
striking diamondback, Flash unhinged.
With a terrific twisting wrench he
flung himself sidewise. He tore him-
self free of the arms which had twined
about him, and which had relaxed mo-
mentarily when he apparently had
capitulated. He drove his left elbow
backward with terriffic force, and heard
an agonized gasp behind him.

Simultaneously he yanked desper-
ately with his right arm. He hoped ta
use the handcuffs as a weapon, before
the remaining cuff could be shackled
to his other wrist. By grasping the
chain which linked the two bracelets,
he felt he could administer a few nasty
wallops with the free cuff, and plunge
backward through the doorway into
the patio, to freedom.

But the handcuff did not jerk free
in his grasp. With a sinking heart he
realized the other cuff must be linked
about a wrist of one of his assailants.

“Bend a gun bar’l over his skull!”
barked the gruff voice of the leader.
“But don’t shoot—yuh might drill the
wrong man!”

Chained to one of his captors, Flash
realized escape was impossible. The
most he could do would be to go down
fighting; to let these cookies know
they’d been in a real scrap.

With his free hand he lashed out
into the darkness in front of him. His
fist collided with flesh, and knocked an
oath out of someone. He took a glanc-
ing blow on one cheek, ducked, and
again lurched sidewise, dragging with
him the fellow to whom he was shack-
led. He brought up against a mass of
struggling human forms.

His right hand closed upon the wrist
of the man to whom he was chained.
An instant later his other hand found
a grip alongside it. He jerked the fel-
low off balance, and then leaned back-
ward and swung off his feet. Like a
human scythe the fellow’s struggling
body cut the feet from under three of
Flash’s assailants.

But the force of the swing brought
about Flash’s downfall. The weight of
his human weapon twisted Flash off
balance. An instant later the two of
them crashed to the floor. And then
Flash was smothered under an ava-
lanche of enemies.

When, a moment later, he was jerked
to his feet, he found another handcuff
about his left wrist, the remaining
bracelet of which was linked about the
wrist of still another of his captors.
The two of them drew apart, leaving
him with outspread arms, helpless.
The beam of the electric torch flashed
in his eyes again.

“Good!” came the gruff voice, with
an air of relief. ‘“This’'n’s the gunman,
all right. I was afraid it mighta been
his pardner!”

“I was astin’ yuh,” panted Flash,
“what was the big idea? I always aim
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to entertain my guests. I hope yuh
ain’t disappointed.”

“I’m Sheriff McMarr,” spoke up the
gruff voice. “Yo’re pinched.”

“Pinched?” exclaimed Flash.
what for?”

“We aim to slough yuh in the can
while we investigate a little matter
concernin’ the murder of a gent, name
of Squint. Outside of that, we ain’t
got anything against yuh.”

“And

CHAPTER VIII
Unjailed

“CN O Chuska Joe did have somethin’

up his sleeve!” grinned Flash.
“Soon as he cracked the whip, you
jumped. What yuh aim to do with
me?”

“Yuh can’t shoot up our town, and
get away with it,” growled the sheriff.
“We're tired of flash gun-slingers
blowin’ in here, thinkin’ they can run
the town. We know how to handle
yore kind.”

Flash laughed. “Yuh ain’t got any
case on me, and yuh know it. There’s
a heap of persons witnessed that shoot-
ing will tell yuh Squint drawed first.”

“And they’s a heap say he didn’t,
too! We'll let a jury decide who’s
talkin’ true. When they learn he was
shot four times before he could fire his
own gun, it'll take a armload of evi-
dence to convince ’em he beat yuh to
the draw.”

“If yuh doubt it can be done, just
step out into the patio, and give me my
gun, and I'll be glad to demonstrate,”
grinned Flash. “Yore carcass will be
the best evidence to convince the jury.”

“There are two sides to every case,”
admitted Sheriff McMarr, to Flash’s
surprise. “Maybe yo’re right. If yuh
are, I'll be glad to give yuh a floater—
take yuh to the edge of town and turn
yuh loose, on condition yuh dust it in
t'other direction.”

“Yuh needn’t go to all that trouble,
Sheriff. I can prove my case in twenty
minutes. My pal—"

“I'm afraid I ain’t got the time to

bother, now. And tomorrow I’'ll be
busy, ’count of election. Maybe next
day I'll have time for yore case.”

“Yeah, I get yuh, Sheriff.” Flash
smiled dryly. He thought he could
guess the lowdown on it all, now.
Chuska Joe, or some of his henchmen,
had seen him visiting the Reform
League headquarters. They had jumped
to the conclusion he had joined up with
Colfax. Chuska Joe had said the mere
fact that Flash would be on his side
would mean the election was won. Lo-
gically, he feared the same thing might
be true with reverse English—that
with Flash on the other side, the elec-
tion would be lost.

“And so,” Flash concluded to him-
self, “he framed this deal. He knows
he can’t make the murder charge stick.
All he wants is to keep me behind steel
until the election is over. And the
helluvit is he’s liable to do it! If I'd
dickered Colfax into lettin’ me throw
in with him, he might've unjailed me,
somehow. Way it is, I'm liable to stay
in the ice box with the rest of the dain-
ties, less’'n I can figger some way to
pry off the lid, myself!”

“Where,” asked the sheriff gruffly,
“is yore pardner?”

“Up the alley, chasin’ a cat.”

“Don’t try to kid me, fella,” growled

McMarr. “It won’t get yuh anywheres.
I'll pick him up tomorrow, if he starts
anything. Yo’re the one I really want,
though. . . . C’mon, boys—herd him
along to the crook corral. And watch
him like a hawk—he’s liable to pull a
whizzer on us yet, if we don’t keep a
peeled eye on him every second!”
- Ten minutes later the iron door of
the Datil County jail clanged behind
the sheriff and his deputies, and Flash
found himself in an unlighted cell.

“Maybe there’s something in this
black cat business, after all,” he told
himself ruefully. “I’ll bet if Supy was
in this fix, he’d charm hisself out with
his rabbit’s paw. Me, I don’t have
nothin’ to get me out with ’ceptin’ two
hands and a brain that seems to be
limpin’ slightly.
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“Still I don’t see why I should want
to get out. The boss reformer won’t
let me work for him tomorrow, so
there’s no reason I should sprain a
brain figgerin’ myself free. I might as
well wait until I'm turned loose. Only
thing is, I hate to let Chuska Joe think
he’s slippin’ somethin’ over on me. Be-
sides, as long as I paid in advance for
a hotel room, I might as well be usin’
it. And I got a constitutional contra-
riness against bein’ cooped up by any-
body, anywhere. It rubs my fur the
wrong way to be penned up when I
haven’t done anything to deserve it.
Reckon I'll snoop round a bit, and see
can the roof be pried off.”

His only light was the light of the
stars, which came through the barred
windows. He tried the bars and found
them all to be solid. The jail was of
brick and had been built to withstand
considerable wear and tear from the in-
side. Besides shucking off his forty-
five, the sheriff had taken his jack-
knife, his keys, watch and money. He
tried the door. It was covered with
sheet iron, and the hinges were on the
outer side. The floor was of oak.

“Less’'n I can chaw my way out, or
bust my way out with my head, looks
like I’'m due to spend the night here,”
he admitted. “Wonder if Supy’s cir-
cled round that cat yet? Wonder what
he’ll think when he gets back to the
room and finds his pal has flew the
coop? If it was him that had disap-
peared thataway, first place I'd think
of lookin’ for him would be in jail. But
me bein’ so upright and virtuous, he
ain’t likely to figger I'd be in the coop
thisaway. Trouble is, he’s liable ‘to
keep trailin’ that dad-blamed pussy all
night.”

He built himself a cigarette and sat
down on the lower deck of the bunk to
think. He began going through his
pockets in search of something, any-
thing, which he might use to aid in
prying himself loose from the jail. The
only thing of metal on his person
promising any hope was his belt
buckle. He took off his belt and, more

as an experiment than anything else,
began testing it by scraping at the
mortar between the bricks with the
metal tongue of the buckle.

At first the mortar came away free-
ly. But when he had reached the full
depth of the metal tongue, the task be-
came more difficult. At the end of an
hour he had succeeded in removing a
single brick from the wall and a quan-
tity of skin from his fingers.

“At this rate,” he grimaced, “I'll get
a hole dug big enough to squeeze
through by Christmas, and my fingers
will be wore off plumb to the shoul-
ders.”

But it was the only plan which prom-
ised the least hope. And so he kept at
it, hour after hour, digging away indus-
triously, pausing only to roll and light
an occasional cigarette. When dawn
came he had removed but eight bricks
from the inner facing of the wall. He
braced himself on the bunk and tried to
kick the others out. But all he suc-
ceeded in accomplishing was bruising
his feet. Judging by the thickness of
the wall at the window, he must cut his
way through three more thicknesses of
brick before he could hope to win his
way to freedom.

And then, presently, he heard the
jailer stirring about in the outer room.
He decided to call it a day. He replaced
the loose bricks, swept up the mortar,
and piled the blankets on his bunk to
conceal the results of his night’s labor.
He was tired and disgusted, and
stretched himself out on his bunk at
full length so the jailer would suspect
nothing when he brought him his
breakfast. Lying there, he noted that
the ceiling was coated with ordinary
plaster, and that he could reach it by
standing on the upper bunk.

“If it’s just plaster over lath, a gent
oughtn’t to have such a tough time
clawing his way out,” he speculated.
“Wish I'd thought of it last night.”

When the jailer brought him his tin
pan of hash, his slice of bread and tin
cup of coffee, Flash requested an in-
terview with the sheriff.



128 ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE

“’Count of election, he ain’t likely to

' be here,” the jailer informed him. “Not

less’n he makes some arrests and brings
yuh some company.”

Flash was satisfied. He hadn’t really

.wanted to see Sheriff McMarr, but had
been fishing for information, seeking
to learn if that officer would be on duty
at the jail during the day. For a vague
plan was assuming form in his mind.
He didn’t know whether it would mean
a clash with his captors, but if it did,
he wanted to know how many he’d be
up against. If it came to a tangle, he
thought he could handle the jailer,
even though he were armed. He had
contemplated an attempt to overpower
him when he brought the breakfast, but
had been forced to abandon the plan
when the jailer had remained outside
the cellroom, merely shoving his cup
and pan through an aperture in the
door.

He wolfed down his unappetizing
chow and then, armed with the spoon
which was the only grub tool furnished
him, climbed to the upper deck of the
bunk. By tapping on the ceiling with
his spoon he located the nearest joists.
Then he hacked away at the plaster un-
til he had chipped away an area slight-
ly larger than his hand, and cleared a
space between the laths large enough

' to insert his fingers.

It was the work of but a moment to
rip away the lath and plaster until he
had opened an aperture between the
joists large enough to crawl through.
In another moment he had swung him-
self up through the hole and found
himself beneath the roof.

He had hoped to find a window by
which he could escape to the roof, and
then drop to the ground. But he was
in inky blackness. His next best bet
was to find a trap door leading to the
interior of the building. Such an open-
"ing would not be above the cellroom,
he knew. So he started crawling care-
fully over the bare joists toward the

' front of the building.

And then he heard a door slam some-

where below him. A moment later he

detected the gruff voice of Sheriff Mc-
Marr. Flash froze, motionless, for he
feared the creaking of the joists would
betray him.

“How’s the prisoner?” came the

muffled voice of the sheriff. “Reckon
I’ll step in and see what’s on his chest.
These gunmen ain’t so tough when yuh
know how to handle ’em. Takes some-
body like me to trim their claws for
'etn."
The voice seemed to Flash to come
directly below him. He knew that the
moment the sheriff looked in the cell-
room, his absence would be discovered.
Unless he could make his getaway in
the next few seconds, the game was up.
Throwing caution to the winds, he
started scrambling forward across the
joists toward the spot where he be-
lieved the trap door to be. And then
he missed his footing, stumbled and
fell!

.For an instant the sheriff and the
jailer were too astounded to move as
Flash crashed to the floor between
them in a shower of plaster. They did
not recognize the powdery figure
floundering in the cloud of plaster dust
as the prisoner they believed safe in
the cellroom—until too late.

Flash, prone on the floor, snatched at
an ankle and jerked. The sheriff, arms
flailing wildly, toppled to the floor
alongside him. Flash bounced to his
feet and swung at the jailer, whose
hand was already on his gun. The jailer
dodged in time to miss the full force
of the blow, which caught him on the
left shoulder and spun him half round.

Instantly Flash launched himself at
the fellow. By this time Sheriff Mc-
Marr had rolled over and was sitting
up, his hand on his gun. Flash sprang
on the jailer’s back, hooked his left ei-
bow under his chin, and swung him
round to serve as a barrier.

As McMarr scrambled to his feet, he
darted to one side in the hope of get-
ting a clear shot. The jailer bent kis
uplifted right arm back until the gun,
upside down, was pointed toward the
man clinging to his back.
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Flash could have asked nothing bet-
ter. His free right hand struck at the
weapon, deflected it, and then closed
upon the muzzle. The jailer writhed
and twisted in a desperate effort to
fling him off or to swing him aside so
the sheriff could bring his forty-five to
bear. Flash wrenched at the six-gun
and succeeded in twisting it from the
jailer’s fingers. He could have rapped
the fellow on the head with it and
knocked him cold, but this would have
left him unshielded from the sheriff’s
hand, with a reversed weapon in his
hand.

Not the least of his problems was to
get the business end of the forty-five
pointing in the right direction. He
dared not release the left arm, which
was still hooked under the jailer’s chin.
He flipped the weapon into the air, but
the jailer wrenched aside at the same
instant, and he almost missed catching
it by the grip as it spun.

With a gun in his hand, Flash was
the master of almost any situation.
Sheriff McMarr, knowing his reputa-
tion, realized it. Before Flash could
bark out a command to drop his hog-
leg, the officer let it fall and grabbed
for the ceiling.

“Don’t shoot!” he pleaded. “I’ll do
anything—"
.CHAPTER IX

W here to Head In

S$LNLIDE that gun over towards me

with yore foot!” barked Flash as
he shoved the jailer aside. The latter
shrank back against the wall, his arms
upraised, his face colorless.

“Lessee,” remarked Flash dryly as he
stooped and picked up the sheriff’s six-
gun with his left hand. “Yo’re the gent
that was just braggin’ that yuh knowed
how to trim my claws, ain’t yuh?”

“I—1I didn’t mean nothin’ by it,” fal-
tered Sheriff McMarr. “How in the
name of glory did yuh ever get outa
that cellroom? I thought a bolt of
lightnin’ had struck the jail when you
came bustin’ through the ceiling!”

“I chawed my way out,” grinned
Flash. “I got a powerful good set of
teeth. I'm liable to snap a arm off’'n
yuh with ’em less’n yuh stand up on
yore hind laigs and talk pretty!”

“What yuh going to do with us?”
queried the sheriff a bit uncertainly.

“Lessee,” said Flash thoughtfully.
“Yuh kinda misdoubted I could shoot
a feller four times ’fore he could get
his gun drawed, didn’t yuh? Reckon
maybe I'll give yuh a gun, and then
prove it to yuh.”

“Yuh don’t need to demonstrate,”
Sheriff McMarr hastened to assure
him. “I give it to yuh—you can do it.”

“If yuh admit that, Sheriff, yuh gotta
admit I shot Squint in self-defense.
That bein’ the case, yuh ain’t got any
reason to hold me in jail. Don’t yuh
reckon yuh better turn me loose?”

“Me turn you loose? Run along,
fella—I ain’t detainin’ yuh.”

“That’s right kind of yuh, Sheriff. I
want you and yore sidekick to know I
shore appreciate the hospitality yuh
shown me durin’ the night. So’s I won’t
forget yuh, I'm goin’ to take a couple
of little mementoes with me—yore
guns, I mean.”

“Go ahead,” said McMarr, with a
sigh of relief. Doubtless he had feared
a gun-slinger like Flash might put bul-
}e;s through the two of them before he
ett.

“Where do yuh keep yore jewelr ;
Sheriff ?” : . : Y

“In my pocket. Why?”

“Fish out the bracelets—and yore
keys. Now, snap one cuff round yore
wrist. . . . That’s good. If yuh don’t
mind, I'll ast yuh to step inside the
cellroom. Yore hotel clerk can stay
with me.”

A minute later the sheriff and the
jailer were handcuffed together, wrist
passed through the barred aperture in
the cellroom door, with the sheriff on
the cellroom side of the door and the
jailer on the office side. Flash tossed
the key to the handcuffs out the win-
dow and paused to build himself a
quirly.
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“If yuh get lonesome, I may bring
Chuska Joe up to keep yuh company,”
he grinned.

“Look here, Flash,” said the sheriff
in the most conciliatory manner. “Yo’re
a pretty good feller. Speakin’ personal,
I like yuh fine. Now, what’s the use of
makin’ monkeys outa us thisaway? I'm
ready to make a deal with yuh.”

“What sort of a deal?” demanded
Flash suspiciously.

“Well, first you turn us loose, and
promise to say nothin’ about bustin’
outa jail, which’ll save us a heap of ex-
plainin’. Then you get yore hoss and
line out for some other town. I’ll say
I turned yuh loose, and everybody’ll be
satisfied.”

“Why should I blow the town,
Sheriff ?’ asked Flash. “I've sorta
taken to the place. And it oughta be
a heap nicer place to live, after this
election. I might settle down, and run
for sheriff, some day. I’ll take up yore
proposition, ’ceptin’ that it’s under-
stood I stay right here in town.”

Sheriff McMarr shook his head. “T’'m
givin’ yuh yore chance, fella. You don’t
dast stay in Rosebud, anyway. If yuh
try it, yuh’ll be back in jail ’fore the
day’s over—either that, or yuh’ll be a
corpse. Take yore pick.” :

“I done tuck it, Sheriff. I told yuh
onct I aimed to stay in Rosebud. May-
be it’ll be in jail, like yuh say, but I
been in worse jails. Maybe it’ll be as
a corpse, but the prettiest place in
Rosebud is the cemetery. So long, boys.
See yuh some more again!”

Before leaving, he discovered his
own gun and the valuables which had
been taken from his person. Then he
calmly strode out the door and down
the main street to the hotel. In re-
sponse to his query the startled clerk
told him Supy had returned, had been
told of his arrest, and had disappeared,
raging and cursing.

“I don’t know what all he said,” the
clerk told him, “but he cracked some-
thing about a black cat, and that you
aught to have known better.”

“If he comes back,” said Flash, “tell

him I've gone down to the eating house
to wrap myself round a steak.”

Flash wasn’t hungry, having break-
fasted in jail. But he wanted to see
Glorieta—wanted to learn if she enter-
tained any prejudice against a jailbird.
This time he didn‘t sit at the lunch
counter, where his back would be to
the rest of the diners, but sought out a
table in the rear, where his back was
against the wall. Glorieta gasped
when she saw him.

“I—I thought,” she stammered, “that
you were—were—"

“In jail? No'm. That ain’t sayin’ I
hadn’t oughta be, maybe. Lots of folks
would like to see me there, I reckon.
I eased myself out, and the sheriff, he
didn’t stop me.”

Glorieta’s dark eyes were troubled.

“I—I half wish you—you’d stayed in
jail. Itisn’t—isn’t exactly safe for you
to be on the streets, today. I've heard
lots of talk—Chuska Joe’s men. They
thought you were out of the way. But
now—oh, you’ll be careful, won’t you?”

“I’m always careful, ma’am.”

“They wouldn’t stop at—at murder,
you know. Chuska Joe boasts that he
never forgets. More than one of his
enemies has been found dead—am-
bushed. I'm afraid—so afraid they’l1—"

“Keep yore shirt on, ma’am. I mean,
don’t worry yoreself none about me. I
can take care of myself.”

“I know. In a fair fight, yes. But
do you know what they've done?
Chuska Joe and his gang, I mean.
When you refused to side with them,
and they thought you’d joined forces
with Colfax, they wired to Tres Pal-
mas for Lightning Dan Grady, the
killer. They’re boasting that the elec-
tion is as good as won, with you in jail
and Lightning Dan on their side. They
say he’s a dead shot and the fastest man
with a gun in the country, not except-
ing even you.”

Flash’s brows lifted with curiosity
at the news Lightning Dan Grady had
been imported to win the election for
Chuska Joe.

“That’s right interestin’, ma’am. It’s
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_ right fortunate I boiled outa jail when
I did, ain’t it? I've always wanted to
meet up with this Lightnin’ Dan. I've
heard a heap about him.

“But without braggin’, ma’am, I
doubt if he’s better’'n me. There’s only
one man I know of that’s quicker on
the draw, and that’s the one that
taught me 'most all I know about hard-
ware handlin’—my brother. And he’s
square as they make ’em, while this
Lightnin’ Dan, from what I hear, is a
sidewinder, a dry-gulcher, a polecat
that kills just for the fun of watchin’
’em kick.”

“I—I wish you’d keep out of his
way.”

“No’m, Miss Glorieta, yuh don’t. Yuh
wouldn’t ever speak to me again if I
showed traces of coyote blood, that-
away. I couldn’t ever look yuh in the
eye again if I did. And I hope to look
yuh in the eye a heap, from now on.
They’s nothin’ I druther do, ma’am.”

Glorieta’s color deepened, but she
did not seem displeased.

“But if you should clash with this
killer, and he should—"

“If we do, ma’am, they’ll be a funeral
tomorrow—and it won’t be mine.
Don’t yuh worry yore pretty head
none, Miss Glorieta, ’cause—"

He broke off as a group of men
pushed through the door. In the lead
was Chuska Joe, his face bruised and
discolored, his unlighted cigar rolling
between swollen, purple lips. Custom-
arily the gambling house proprietor re-
mained abed until after noon, but this
was election day.

Flash sat and gazed at him, smiling
slightly. Chuska Joe’s eyes fell upon
him, and the boss of Datil County went
white. He spun about suddenly and
stampeded through his companions,
bolting out the door.

“It's Flash—the gunman!” someone
cried. “He musta bust outa jail!”

There was a break for the door.
Chuska Joe’s startled and panicky
henchmen surged out, close on his
heels.

“I don’t know why they should do

that,” said Flash, smiling dryly. “I'm
right sorry, Miss Glorieta, if I seem to
be drivin’ customers away from the
eatin’ house. I didn’t go for to do it—
honest. Maybeso they think I've got
the smallpox, or somethin’. They shore
ain’t very sociable, are they?”

Glorieta tossed her curls from her
eyes and breathed a deep sigh of relief.

“I thought they were going to—make
trouble. It must have given them quite
a start to find you here when they
thought you safe in jail. Where are
you going now?”

“Me? Why, I hadn’t figured on go-
ing anywheres, special. I sorta aimed
to set around and talk awhile, if yuh

- didn’t mind. But if yuh—"

Once more he was interrupted. This
time is was Supy who came bursting
through the door. Flash called out:

“Still lookin’ for that pussy? I ain’t
seen it in here.”

“Aw, go jump in the crik!” retorted
Supy as he strode toward Flash’s table.
“I circled round that midnight yowler
hours ago. And as a result, I ain’t slept
in no jail, neither, like some folks that
wouldn’t pay no mind to such warn-
in’s.”

“Where yuh been keepin’ yoreself ?”
grinned Flash. “I was sorta expectin’
yuh to come to my aid, and at least toss
yore rabbit’s hoof through the jail win-
dow to me. I s’pose if yuh ain’t been
chasin’ cats all night, yuh been pound-
in’ yore ear while yore misfortunate
pal was a-languishin’ in the juzgado.”

“Ain’t I been doin’ my daggonest to
disincarcerate yuh?” Supy protested
indignantly. “I ain’t had a wink of
sleep—all ’count of runnin’ myself
ragged tryin’ to spring yuh. And just
when I've framed things to ease yuh to
liberty onct more, what do yuh do, yuh
ongrateful louse? You unjail yoreself,
that’s what yuh do! Lady, if that ain’t
ingratitude for yuh, I'd like to know
what is! Ain’t it the truth, ma’am?”

Glorieta refused to commit herself.
Flash assumed an air of solicitude.

“What yuh been doin’, Supy? Spend-
in’ the night heavin’ salt over yore
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shoulder to take the curse off'n me?”

“Well,” admitted Supy, “I did do
some things calculated to stave off bad
luck. But I done more than that. I
figgered and sweated and milled it over
'in my mind a long time, and then I
hunted up Colfax, the boss reformer, to
see wasn’t they some way he could
snake you outa jail. He says he was
powerful sorry, but as long as he hadn’t
made any deal with yuh, twasn’t up to
him. I wrangled with him so long he
cussed me and run me out.

“Well, I happened to remember a
scheme which is awful good to bring
good luck, and which is also used to
get rid of warts. But to work it I
needed the tails from three mice and
the ears off’n a bat, and when I tried to
get ’em folks thought I was drunk and
I almost got in trouble, so I had to
pass it up.

“I did some more powerful thinkin’,
and got me a scantlin’ and started for
the jail to pry the bars off’n a window.
But on the way I heard Chuska Joe had
wired to Tres Palmas for Lightnin’
Dan Grady. It was 'most daylight by
that time, but I routed Colfax out and
told him his only chanct to save the
day was to spring yuh outa jail and
line yuh up on his side. I talked like
a Scandihoovian uncle and, by golly, I
convinced him!

“Me and him, we hunted up Judge
Blinn, and then we went to the jail.
That was half an hour ago. We found
the sheriff and the jailer chained to-
gether, madder'n a bronc with a burr
under the saddle blanket. I've heard
some tall cussin’ in my time, but man,
I gotta hand it to that sheriff! He’s the
eloquentest sheriff ever I hear.

“He swore he was goin’ to organize
a posse and corral you and slam yuh
back in the can and keep yuh there till
yuh rotted. Colfax told him to take
himself another guess, and flashed the
paper in his face we’d got from the
judge. He said he’d come to habeas
corpus yuh outa jail. Told him if he
dared lay a finger on yuh without a
warrant from the court, he’d be the one

in jail. He said you was a ring-tailed
reformer, now, and you was goin’ to
show Chuska Joe and Lightnin’ Dan
and the sheriff and the whole kit and
kaboodle of em where to head in!”

CHAPTER X
The Lid Blows Off

“Q O Colfax done changed his mind
about me, did he?” asked Flash

after a moment’s silence. “Decided to

fight the devil with fire, I reckon.”

“Well, he craves to see yuh, right
away. He ast me to round yuh up and
haze yuh down to Reform headquar-
ters. So I come here, right off. I
knowed where to find yuh.”

Glorieta flushed prettily, tossed the
curls from her eyes and hurried away
to attend the needs of another cus-
tomer. '

“And,” continued Supy, “when I
seen Chuska Joe and his boys a-boilin’
outa the door just now, I says to my-
self, ‘Flash is there, shore enough.” So
swaller that coffee and pie, and let’s
get goin’.”

“Wait a minute,” said Flash between
gulps. “I ain’t finished talkin’ with
Glorieta.” -

Supy shrugged and sighed hopeless-
ly. Then he began to sing softly,
“Glory, glory, Glorieta—” Flash
threatened him with a wedge of pie.
He ducked, scurried away, and waited
resignedly by the door, until his pal
finally joined him. Together they hur-
ried to the Reform League headquar-
ters. Flash’s appearance on the street
was the occasion for many an anxious
look and whispered conversation, for,
while news of his arrest had spread
through the town like wildfire, word
that he was out again was not generally
known.

They found Colfax’s headquarters
bustling with activity. Every buck-
board, buggy and surrey in the Rose-
bud livery had been hired to convey
voters to the polls, and they now were
being decorated with Reform League
banners. Colfax admitted Flash and
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Supy to his private office immediately.

“It’s hard to keep a good man in jail,

isn’t it?” he smiled. ‘“Supy’s told you
I've changed my mind, I suppose.”

“Yeah. He said Chuska Joe is im-
portin’ Lightnin’ Dan Grady to per-
suade the voters, and that yuh decided
a counter-persuader wouldn’t do no
harm.” :

Colfax regarded him with steady, ap-
praising eyes. “I’'m not hiring you to
make trouble. I'm hiring you to pre-
vent it. I want no intimidation of the
voters on the other side. But I want
you ready to go into action if this
Lightning Dan starts any rough stuff.”

“Yeah. I savvy. But why not settle
it right away? It'll save time and
trouble. I’'ll hunt up this firearms-
walloper from Tres Palmas. If he’s
feelin’ right wolfy, he’ll start some-
thin’. And I’ll finish it. And every-
body’ll be happy.”

The boss reformer shook his head
decisively. “In the first place, he can’t
possibly reach Rosebud before the four
o’clock train this afternoon. At that,
he’ll be in plenty of time to raise hell
with a lot of voters. A lot of the tie-
hacks can’t get in until just before the
polls close. We’ve got a big Mexican
vote that can’t ballot till after working
hours—a class that’s mighty easily in-
timidated. All I want you to do is
stand by, ready to go into action when
I give the word.”

Flash sighed regretfully. “How will
I know this Lightnin’ Dan when I see
him? I never laid eyes on him, yuh
know.”

“Neither have I. But I've heard a
heap about him. He’s a curly-headed
gent with blue eyes, about—well, about
twelve or fourteen years older’n you, I
should say. And he has a trick way of
shootin’, they say. Just what it is, I
never been able to find out, exactly.”

Flash stared at him in silence. Curly
hair and blue eyes—like his missing
brother! About the same age his
brother would be. With a trick way of
shooting—Ilike his brother! Moreover,

by reputation Lightnin’ Dan was a
AlH.2

more accomplished gun-slinger than
Flash himself. And to the best of
Flash’s knowledge, there was but one
person in all the country more skilful
with a six-gun than Flash himself—his
missing brother, Jack!

“Do yuh know anything more about
this Lightnin’ Dan?” he asked present-
ly. “Where he come from, original?
Or whether he’s wearin’ his right
name?”

Colfax shook his head. ‘“He never
talks about his past, they say. The only
gent that ever ast him died of lead
poisonin’ a minute later. A killer like
he is ain’t likely to have a past that’ll
bear close inspection. Nor he ain’t
likely to be wusing his real name,
neither. Why d’yuh want to know?”

Flash shrugged. “Thought maybe I
might of run acrost him before—under
another name.”

But Flash was far from being as calm
as he appeared. Disturbing thoughts
were racing through his mind. If
Lightning Dan Grady were really his
brother, what a helluva fix it left him
in.. When it came to the inevitable
showdown, what could he do?

But Flash knew well enough what
he’d do—if he were really convinced
the other gunman was his brother. He
could never bring himself to shoot his
own brother. He’d hold his own fire,
and take it between the eyes, sooner
than do that!

“If I could only find out before-
hand!” he said to himself. “But I
reckon that’s plumb unpossible. No-
body would know about that old shoot-
in’ except Jack himself, and he would-
n’t ever tell. If I ast him, it would
only start the fireworks—Ilike with the
feller Colfax says ast him onct.

“The helluvit is, they ain’t any way
in the world I can tell if it’s Jack until
the instant he begins shootin’. Curly
hair and blue eyes are so common, they
don’t spell nothin’. The only shore
way I can tell is by watchin’ to see if
he steadies with his thumb while he
shoots. That leaves me about a bil-
lionth part of a second to decide.”
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All this passed through his mind in
an instant. He shrugged again and
said:

“All right, mister. I won’t go out of
my way to start anything with him.
But if he makes the first play—well,
I’ll act accordin’.”

What else was there to do, he asked
himself. It looked as if he were due
for a nasty jam. And yet he couldn’t
duck out on such slender evidence—
evidence that, after all, was merely an
uncomfortable suspicion.

“Shucks!” he said to himself, as he
strove to dismiss the uncomfortable
possibility from his mind. It just can’t
be possible that Lightnin’ Dan is my
brother! Why, Dan’s a killer—a
treacherous, cold-blooded killer, from
all I've heard. And my brother was as
square as they make ’em. I'm bankin’
on that. I got to.”

When he spoke to Colfax again, he
appeared perfectly at ease.

“How did yuh work this habeas cor-
pus gag on the sheriff?” he asked.
“Looks like yuh got him hogtied with
a string of red tape. I’'m no law sharp,
so I don’t exactly understand it.”

“The law won’t stand for anybody be-
ing held in jail without an official
charge being lodged against him,” Col-
fax explained. “Some of these sheriffs
get away with it with prisoners that
don’t know their rights. McMarr can
jail you again, if he wants to take the
responsibility of swearing out a war-
rant charging you with murder.

“But he won’t. He knows that no
jury would find you guilty, because
you have a perfect case of self-defense.
That means you could sue the shirt
off’'n his back—slap a judgment onto
him that would wreck him. It’s a risky
business trying to railroad a gent to
the gallows. And after all, the im-
portant thing from their standpoint
was only to keep you on ice over elec-
tion day. As long as Chuska Joe isn’t
in control of Judge Blinn’s court and
can’t pack a jury on you, you needn’t
worry.”

“I was on a jury onct,” chimed in

Supy. “We was tryin’ a Spick which
had killed his mama and papa. We was
sorry for him ’cause he was a orphan,
so we turned him loose.”

“You was lucky you wa