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A Finer

at a Fair
Price

Typewriter

o
i

ONLY $3 A MONTH

AFTER FREE TRIAL

- Not a cent in advance. No deposit of any kind. No obligation to buy.
The Oliver comes to you at our risk for
Decide for yourself whether you
If you don’t want to keep the Oliver, simply send
If you do agree that it is the finest typewriter,
regardless of price, and want to keep it, take a year and a half to pay at

The coupon is all you need sead.
five days free trial in your own home.
want to buy or not.
it back at our expense.

the easy rate of only $3 a month.

Save $43

Our Latest and Best Model

After August 1, 1020, the
price of the Oliver Type-
writer will be $64. We
are compelled to make
this advance because of
the increased cost of pro
duction. The Oliver re-
mains the same. We will
not lower its quality. The
addition in cost insures

" During the war we learned many lessons.
We found that it was unnecessary to have
such a vast number of traveling salesmen
and so many expensive branch houses. We

This is the finest and costliest Oliver we
have ever bullt. It has all the latest im-
provements. It has a standard keyboard
so that anyone may turn to it with ease.

its superiority. The $57
price of the Oliver has
been widely advertised.
We want to be entirely

were able to discontinue many other super-
fluous sales methods. As a result, $57
now buys the identical Oliver formerly
priced at $100.

Send No Money

No money is required with the coupon.
free trial offer.

All at our expense and risk. If you don’t want to kKeep
the typewriter just send it back, express collect. We
even refund the outgoing transportation charges, so you
can't lose a penny.

Mail the Coupon

Note the two-way coupon. It brings you an Oliver
for free trial or our catalog and copy of our bhooklet
““The High Cost of Typewriters—The Reason and the
Remedy.”

Canadian Price, $72 until Aug. 1, 1920

The OLIVER Typewriter Gmpany

736 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

This is a real

170.08

.. Try this Oliver five days free and prove
its merit to yourself.

fair, so we notify you in
advance of the change.

MO — T ——————— -

THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY
736 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago, 1l
Ship me a new Oliver Nine for five days free inspection.

[] It Tkeep it,1 will pay $57 at_ the rate of §8 per month,
The title to remain in you until fully paid for.

My shipping Point 18 ssessesesssvessosaiansssassasy sens

This does not place me under any ohligation to buy. If I choose
to return the @liver, I will ship it back at your expense at the end
0 ive Gays,

2

Nameo.c.ossssissssancscsss

Do not send & machine until 1 order it. Mail me your book —
‘“The High Cost of Typewriters—The Reason and the
Remedy,’’ your de luxe catalog and further information.
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In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this” magazine.
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AWife Too M.

Into the hotel lobby walked a beautiful woman
and a distinguished man. Little indeed did the
gay and gallant crowd know that around these
heads there flew stories of terror—of murder—and
treason. Thaton their entrance, half a dozen detec-
tives sprang up from different parts of the place.

Because of them the lights of the War Depart-
ment in Washington blazed far into the night. With
their fate was wound the tragedy of a broken
marriage, of a fortune lost, of a nation betrayed.

It is & wonderful stery with the kind of mystery
that you will sit up nights trying to fathom. It is
just one of the stories fashioned by that master of
mystery

CRAIG
URB

Ghe American Conan Doyle i

He is the detective genius of our age. He has
taken science—science that stands for this age—and
allied it to the mystery and romance of detective
fietion. Even to the smallest detail, every bit of
the plot is worked out scientifically. Fornearly ten
years, America has been watching his Craig Kennedy
—marvelling at the strange, new, startling things
that detective hero would unfold,

FREE—-POE

10 Volumes

To those who send the coupen promptly, we will give FREE
aset of Edgar Allan Poe's works in 10 volumes

When the police of Paris failed to solve one of the
most fearful murder mysteries of the time, Edgar Allan Poe—
far off here in New York—found the solution.

The story is in these volumes.

In England and France, Edgar Allan Poe is held to be the
greatest writer that America has produced. To them he is the
great American classic.

This is a wonderful combination. Here are two of the
§reatest writers of mystery and scientific detective stories

ou can get the Reeve at a remlrklhls’ low price and the Poe

EE for a short time only. Sign an:

HARPER & BROTHERS (Established 1817)

mail the coupon nows

% mad e today
PE——

o i e ot i — s Srrmmn S Sme
HARPER & BROTHERS, 32 Franklin Square, New York  £55:3;

Send me, all charges prepaid, set of Arthur B. Reeve—in 12
volumes. Also send me, absolutely free, the set of Edgar Allan Poe
~—in 10 volumes. If the bhooks are not satisfactory I will return
both sets within 10 days at your expense. Otherwise I will send you

$1 within 5 days and $2 a month for 14 months,

Name. .
Address.

HOCOUDRLION . 40 ynavisarsnpssesransssosanassorssasesasascsssenns

Brings This 4-Passenger
Complete, Hard Wood, Durable

LAWN SWING

Here is the season’s greatest Lawn Swing value
—a genuine HARTMAN bargainsent for only $1.00
(see coupon below) at our risk for 30-day trial on
your lawn., Latest improved 4- assenger model,
made entirely from durable h nrdp Can be
set up in 10 minutes. Noiseless, malleable bear-
ings; easy motion; extremely comfortable; seat
and back can be quickly adjusted to two posi-
tions, and platform raised forming couch when
desired. Width of seat between arms, 85
inches; extreme height, 8 feet, Center brace
under seats adds rigidity. Slats are extra heavy, and sup-
porting frame is of 1x4-in. stock, giving great resistance
where strain is greatest. Shipped direct, carefully crated,
from our factory in Indiana or Wisconsin. Shipping weight,
about 110 lbs. Order Lawn Swing by Ne. 347BMA12.
Price, $9.65. Only $1 now; balance, $1 &8 month, Order
Canopy by No. 347TBMA13. Price, $3.95. Only $1 now;
50c a month, Mail coupon order today{
thh ecou-

Try It 30 Days ;i

this attractive Lawn Swing for actual usf_ Use it 30 days.
If not absolutely satisfactory, send it back and we will re-
fund your $1.00 and pay transportation both ways.

‘r’i‘E BARGAIN

CATALOG

Send post card for this big book.
Filled with thousands of bargaine in
furniture. carpets, rugs, stoves, jew-
elry, phonographs, sewing machines,
farm equipment, etc. Anythingsent
on easy terms and 80-day trial

HARTMAN

Furniture & Carpet Co.
3913 Wentworth Avenue
Dept. 2693 Chicago, lIl.

R SRR DRSO s TR TRe  sacewr h
HARTMAN Furniture & Carpet Co.

3913 Wentworth Ave. Dept. 2693 Chicago, lil.
Send me merchandise marked X for which I enclose §1 on each item

wanted. If I decide to returngoods after 30 days’ trial, you will refund

my money and pay freight both ways. If I keep it I will pay on terms
OW- "] Send FREE Hartman Bargain Book.

wn Swi No. 34TBMA12. Canopy, No. 847TBMA13.
DPnce $9.65, “f1 down, §1 amonth. DPncesgy% $1 down, 50c amonth

On Iy $1.00

City,svess

In answering any advertisement on this pige it is desiratic  that you-sention thismaganings .=



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. I want 100 men
and women quick to take orders for raincoats, raincapes and
waterproof ~aprons. Thousands of orders waiting for you.
$2:00 -an _hour for spare time. McDonough made- $813:00 in
one month, Nissen $19.00 in three hours; Purviance $267.00
in seven days. $5,000 a year profit for eight ayerage orders
a day. No delivering or ecollecting. Beautiful coat free.
No experienco or capital required: Write quick for information.
Comer Mfg. Co., Dept. Y126, Dayton, Ohio.

SALESMEN—SIDE OR MAIN LINE—to sell low priced
6,000 mile sguaranteed tires, ® 30x3% non-skid sells for $13.95;
other sizes in proportion. Good money-making proposition for
live wires. Master Tire Co., 618 So. Michigan, Chicago.

AMBITIOUS? We will establish you in business; manufacture
article in  demand everywhere, retailing $1.50, under your
name, for 35¢ each; show you how to sell to agents,
dealers ‘and  jobbers, personally and by mail; and advertise
under your name free. Tremendous repeat business: one
of “our customers made $1000 one month. Write for proof.

- Scientific Lab., 17 Court .Street, Brooklyn, N

“$65.00 A WEEIK AND YOUR SU IT FREE—
IF YOU TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR STARTLING OFFER
Write us at once and we will send you a full line of
samples and  everything necessary to - start . at once,
absolutely free, postage prepaid. -Spencer Mead Company,
Dept. 1195, Chicago. i

SELL WORLD'S GREATEST AUTO INVENTION. No
more rain blurred windshields; Mystic Chemical Felt works
wonders; one rub keeps glass clear 24 hours. Steel mount-
ings; fits pocket; whirlwind seller at $1. Vetter made $75 first
day. Security - Mﬁ; Co., Dept. 262, Toledo, Ohio.

SELL What Millions Want. New, wonderful Liberty Portraits.
Creates tremendous interest. Absolutely different; unique; enor-
,mous demand—30 hours’ service. Liberal credit, Outfit and
catalogue Free. $100 weekly profit easy. Consolidated Portrait Co.,
Dept. 22, 1036 W. Adams St., Chicago.

AGENTS: BRAND NEW WIRELESS UMBRELLA. Two
handles. Can be used by Lady or Gentleman. Only umbrella
ever made without wires to hold stays in place. Handles collapse
to fit suitcase. Not sold in stores. Popular price. Write quick
for sample. Parker Mfg. Co., 406 Dike St., Dayton, Ohio.

T AGENTS: $100 weekly possible introducing new winter auto-
mobile fuel. Specially adapted to cold weather, Starts easy.
Adds power, mileage and reduces operating expense. Endorsed
by thousands. Territory going like wildfire, Act quick. $28
sample outfit free, L. Ballwey, Dept. 2, Louisville, Ky.

AGENTS: §60 a week taking orders for Guaranteed shoes for
men, wom:n and children, Must give satisfaction or replaced
free. Brand new proposition. Write quick for territory and
samples. Thomas Shoe Co., 3607 North St., Dayton, Ohio.

AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR. Sell Mendets,
a patent patech for instantly mending leaks in all utensils.
Sample package free. Collette Manufacturing Company,
Dept. 306-B, Amsterdam, N.

'NEWSOM VALVE DOUBLES TIRE MILEAGE
seller out; motorists buy on sight. Make $20.00 dai
sample. Wrue for territory at once. R. T. Sales Lompauy.

Blggest

Dept. A, 3847 'W. Madison | Street, Chicago.

AGENTS — LARGE MANUFACTURER WANTS AGENTS
to sell hosiery, underwear, shirts, dresses, skirts, waists,
shoes, clothing, etc. Write for free samples. Madison Mills,
503 Broadway, New York.

HELP WANTED

RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTORS earn from $110 to $200
per month and expenses. Travel if desired. Unlimited ad-
vancement., No age limit. We trdin you. Positions furnished
under guarantee. Write for Buoklait, CM 30. Standard Business

Training Institute, Buffalo,
6 $18 A DOZEN DECORATING PILLOW  TOPS
HOME. Experience unnecessary. Particulars . for - stamp.

Tapestry Paint Co., 115, LaGrange, Ind.

LADIES TO SEW AT HOME FOR A LARGE PHILADEL-
PHIA FIRM. Good pay; nice work; no canvassing. Send
stamped envelope for prices paid. Universal Co., Dept. 26,
Wainut Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

W RITEA - NEWS, ¥TUE AND SHORT
STORIES for pay in spare time. Copvrlght book and plans free.
Press Reporting Syndicate, 433, St. Louis, Mo.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN, $140-$200.
Colored Porters, by railroads everywhere. Experience unneces-
sary. 836 Railway Bureau, Ea st St. Louxs, Ills,

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

LAND! LAND!

Make big money in Michigan’s best hard-
wood counties. No swamps or stones. 10 to 160 acres, at
$15 to $35 per acre. Small down payvment, easy terms on
balance. Good roads to near- by railroad, towns, schools,
churches, ete. Over twenty vears’ experience in helping settlers.
Warranty Deed and Abstract of Title with every purchase.
wigart Land Co., Y1245 First Natl Bank Bldg., Chicago, IlL

MO’I’ION PICTURE PLAYS

YTOPLAYS WANTED by 48 companies; $10 to $500 each
r plays. No correspondence course or experience needed;
ent free to beginners. Sell your ideas. Producers League,

‘wright, St. Louis, Mo.

SELL SOFT DRINKS—Make $1 $10 to $50 a day. Just add cold
water to our soft drink preparations and you have the most
delicious drinks you ever tasted. Ten kinds, Orangeade, Grape-
Julep, Cherry-Julep, ete. Thirty big glasses, 25c, enough for 200
for $1. Eighty-five cents clear profit on every dollar selling these
delicious drinks by the glass at ball games, fairs, dances, picnics,
ete. Big money selling the small packages to families, stores, ete.
Send 10c¢ for enough for 10 large glasses and particulars post-
paid. Morrisey Company, A 4417-20 Madison Street, Chicago.

YOUNG MAN, WOULD YOU ACCEPT A TAILOR-MADE
SUIT just for slmwlng it to vour friends? Then write Banner
Tailoring Co., Dept. 400, Chicago, and get beautiful samples,
styles and a wonderful offer.

AGENTS—OUR SOAP AND TOILET ARTICLE PLAN

A WONDER. Get our Free Sample Case Offer. Ho-Ro-Co,
134 Locust, St. Louis, Mo.

SELL TIRES direct to car owner. 30x3 non-skid $11.75.
Tubes $2.25; other sizes in proportion. Guaranteed 6,000 miles
on liberal adjustment basis. Big commissions paid weekly.

Experience or capnal unnecessary.
1551 West 15th, Chicago.

" MIRACLE MOTOR-GAS AMAZES MOTORISTS. 3 cents
worth equals gdllnn gasnlme Eliminates carbon. 3009, profit.
Isom, Idaho, wires: *“"Ship 500 packages.

Made $70 yesterday.””
Investigate. Chas. A. Butler Co., Dept. 197, Toledo, Ohio.
traveling.

SALESMEN—City or Experience unnecessary.
Send for list of lines and full particulars. Prepare in spare
time to earn the big salaries—$2,500 to $10,000 a year.
Employment services rendered Members.  National Salesmen’s
Training Association, Dept. 133-G, Chicago, 3

‘Mexican Diamonds Flalh Like Genuine, fool experts, stand tests,
yet sell for 1-50th the price. Few live Agents wanted to sell from
handsome sample case. Big profits, pleasant work. Write today.
Mexican Diamond Imptg. Co., Box 88, Las Cruces, N, Mexico.

DAVIS’ LUCKY ’LEVEN SELLING BETTER THAN EVER.
3.35 value sells for §$1.257 Mrs. Lewis sold 280 in 7Y%

days—profit $200. ** 37 ** varieties of other big winners—150%-
250% profit. Great crew managers’ proposition. E. M. Davis,
Dept. 58, Chicago.

INSYDE TYRES—Inner Armor For Auto Tires. Doubles mile-
age, prevents 90% of all punctures and blowouts. Thousands in
use. Tremendous demand. Big sales. Liberal profits. Details free.
American Automobile A ies (l0., Dept. 165, Cincinnati, O.

$10 WORTH OF FINEST TOILET SOAPS, perfumes, toilet
waters, spices, etc., absolutely free to agents on our refund
plan, Lacassian Co., Dept. 614, St. Louis, Mo.

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, furnishing everything.
Men and women, $30.00 to_ $100.00 weekly operating our
‘‘New System Specialty Candy Factories’” anywhere. Opportunity
lifetime ; booklet free. Ragsdale Co., Drawer 93, East Orange, NJ

AGENTS—YOU CAN_GET_ A BEAUTIFUL FAST COLOR
ALL WOOL ‘‘ MADE-TO-MEASURE " SUIT without a cent
of expensltl\i Write Lincoln Woolen Mills Co., Dept. 1433,

Chicago, for their liberal suit offer.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

START AN EASY AND LUCRATIVE BUSINESS. Wwa
teach you how to establish a successful collection agency and
refer business to you. No capital requlred Little competition.

Auto Tire Clearing House,

Wm. P. Taylor, Buftalo, N. Y., writes, ‘‘Made gross commis-
sions of over §8, mm 00 in 1918  and one day recently showed
Commlssmns of § 00."* 0. H. Overholser, Dayton, Ohio, writes,

‘“ Averaged over 5\3(.0 00 net monthly commissions last year.””
Start now in spare time. You can achieve the same success as
4,300 others. Write today for free “Pointers’” and new plan.
American _Collection Service, 779 State Street, Detroit, Mich.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

_PATENTS—Write for Free lllustrated Guide Book and
Evidence of Conception Blank. Send Model or sketch and
description for our opinion of its patentable nature. Free.
Highest References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable Terms.
Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C,

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. Promptness assured. Send drawing or
model for examination and opinion as to _patentability.
Watson E. Coleman, 624 F Street, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. If you have an invention write for our Guide
Book, ‘' How To Get A Patent.”” Send model or sketch and
description, and we will give our opinion as to .its patentable
nature. Randolph & Co., 630 F, Washington, D. C.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC,
cation. Good ideas bring big money.
Literary Bureau, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful lmle book ‘of money-
making hints, suggestions, ideas; the A C of successful
Story and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely free Send for your
copy now! Just address Authors’ Press, Dept. 19, Auburn, N. Y.

WANTED: COMPOSERS OF VERSE OR MUSIC to write
at once. Brilliant opportunity for good talent. Address,
Burrell' Van Buren, L18, Grand Opera House, Chicagc, .

TYOUR STORIES, PLAYS, SCENARIOS, etc., should be
judged by trained ecritic before submitting to  Editors. My
brice is for honest, frank ecriticism. Walter Stern,
493-A-Cramer Street, Milwaukee, Wis.

Classified Advertising continued on page 7.

are wanted for publi-
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ADVERTISING SECTION.

“$1,000 SA

“Last night I came home with
reat news! Our savings account
ad passed the thousand dollar mark!

“I remember reading one time that
your first thousand saved is the most
1mportant money you will ever have, for
in saving it you have laid a true founda-
tion for success in life.

“And I remember how remote and impos-
sible it seemed then to save such a sum of
money! I was making $15 a week and every
penny of it was needed to keep us going. It
went on that way for several years—two or
three small increases, but not enough to keep
up with the rising cost of living.

“Then one day I woke up! I found I was
not getting ahead simply because I had never
leanned to do anything in particular. As a result
whenever an important promotion was to be
made, I was passed by.

“I made up my mind right then to invest an
hour after supper each night in my own future,
so I wrote to Scranton and arranged fora course
that would give me special training for our busi-
ness. Ican’t understand why I had neverrealized
before that this was the thing to do. Why, in
a few months I had a whole new vision of my
work! The general manager was about the
first to note the change. An opening came and
he gave me my first real chance—with an in-
crease. A little later another promotion came
with enough money so that we could save $25
a month. Then another increase—I could put
aside $50 each pay day. And so it 'vent.

“Today I am manager of my department—
with two increases this year, We have a thou-
sand dollars saved! And this is only the be-
ginning. We are planning now for a2 home of
ourown. There will be new comforts for Rose,
little enjoyments we have had to deny ourselves
up to now. . And there is a real future ahead
with more money than I used to dare to dream
that I could make.”

For 28 years the International Correspond-
ence Schools have been helping men and women
everywhere to win promotion, to earn more
money, to have happy, prosperous homes, to

know the joy of getting ahead in business and
in life.

ED!”

More than two million have taken the up
road with I. C. S. help. Over 110,000 are now

turning their spare time to profit. Hundreds

are starting every day,

Isn’t it about time for yox to find out what
the 1. C. S. can do for you?

You, too, can have the position you want in
the work of your choice, you can have the kind
of a salary that will make possible money in
the bank, a home of your own, the comforts
and luxuries you would like your family ta
have. No matter what your age, your occu-
pation or your means—you can do it!

All we ask is the chance to prove it—without
obligation on your part or a penny of cost.
That’s fair, isn’t it?

Then mark and mail this coupon.

r—————‘rggpouf HERE "t te Susn Soms s S

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2152.B SCRANTON, PA.
Explain, without obligating me, how I can qualify for the posi~
tion, or in the subject, before which I mark X.

ELEOTRIOAL ENGINEER CJSALESMANSHIP
Electric Lighting and Railways ADVERTISING
Electric Wiring Window Trimmer
Telegraph Engineer Show Card Writer
Telephone Work Sign Painter
MEOHANIOAL ENGINEER Railroad Trainman
Mechanical Draftsman ILLUSTRATING
Machine Shop Practice Cartooning

Toolmaker BUSINESS MANAGEMENT
Private Secretary
BOOKKEEPER

Stenographer and Typist

Gas Engine Opeutlnz

LIVIL ENGINE

Surveying nnd M pin

MINE FOREMAN OR E‘Glﬂ!lﬂ

STATIONARY ENGINEER
Marine Engineer

Ship Draftsman
ARCHITECT
Contractor and Builder
Architectural Draftsman
Concrete Builder
Structural Engineer
PLUMBING AND HEATING
Sheet Metal Worker

Cert. Pu blic Accountanl
TRAFFIC MANAGER

Railway Accountnnt

Commercial Law

GOOD ENGLISH

Teacher

Common School Subjects

CIVIL SERVICE

Railway Mail Clerk

AUTOMOBILE OPERATING

Anto Repairing

Textile Overseer or Supt. Navigation Spanish
CHEMIST AGRIOULTURE Krench
Mathematics [ Poultry Raising 8(] Italiad

Name.

Present .

0 ion

Street

and No, * =

City State

Canadians may send this coupon to ‘19
International Correspondence Schools, Montreal, carwdo

In. answering. this advertisement it ig desirable that, you. mention .this magazine.



AGENTS 2%0%

Gold and Silver Sign Letters

For store fronts, office windows and glass
signs of all kinds. No experience neces-
sary. Anyone can. put them on and
make money right from the start.

$40.% to $100.2 a Week!

You can sell to nearby trade or travelall
over the country. Thereisa bigdemand
for window lettering 'in every town.':
Send for free samples and particulars.

Liberal Offer to General Agents.

METALLIC LETTER CO.

433 K, North Clark Street, CHICAGO, ILL.

CArTINIRELED)

e AT HOME—IN TEN WEEKS

Men and women in great demand.)
(Ages 16t0 45.) Salaries for beginners
average $225 a month. Opportunity to travel if de-

In order to introduce our wonderful sired, or locate at land radio office. . Women needed !
WEXCO TRIPLE FABRIC TIRES, at Radio Clompass stations. We train you by mail in ten
GUARANTEED 5000 MILES, we give weeks, and bhelp you secure position. No previous ex-
vou, absolutely free, a puncture-proof perience necessary. Oldestlcorrespondence Radio school
WEXCO TUBE with each purchase of in America. Wireless Outfit Furnished to Students.
a tire. Valuable Booklet Free.

No Repairs! No Blowouts?!|? NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. 229, Washington, D. C.

Tube Free! No more than eight tires

and eight tubes to each customer. DoN’T TﬂRow AWAY YOUR 0l‘D HAT!

Order at once: offer limited,
We’ll Make It as Good as New.

-
Prices Include Palaas, Serown Bl Hats OF
-
Tire and Tube

Cleaned, Blocked, | $2 00

Re_trimmed POST-PAID.

Size ~ Tires Size  Tires Seafaction, Goaratead,  Promed giss bo
28x3.....n$ 6.85  34xd....... 511,35

SR ADAMS HAT WORKS, 120 S. Clark Street, CHICAGO, ILL.
30x3 7.25  33x4%... 12.50 = W : ool :
30x3%. $.35 - 34x4%.... 13.00|— =
32x3% 8.95 g FREE BOOK arn 0 L ]
31X%mr 10.20 o s e 1ano!

10.55

HowTo L,

W21 This Interesting Free Book

shows how you can become a skilled player
vy of piano or organ in your own home, at one=
quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn’s famous

11.00 3%7x5....... 14,90
Free Reliner with Each Tire
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For This
9x12-Ft. Beautiful

Brussels
Rug

Without question the greatest
rug bargain offered. You must see this hand-
some, splendid rug actually spread before
your eyes on your own floor where it can
show with true beauty its wonderful, artistic
design and rich coloring to fully appreciate
the extraordinary value it really is at our re-
markable bargain price.

That’s why we will send it to you for thirty
dars’ use in your own home at our risk. Send
only $1 now. If not satisfied after thirty days,
return rug. We will refund your money and
pay transportation both ways. If you keepit,
pay the small balance of our low price in easy
monthly payments.
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Jor TWO HOURS WORK

ARREN BIGELOW, the Finger Print Detective,

was making his usual review of the morning news-

papers. He had just finished reading the press
reports of the daring robbery of the offices of the T—-
O—— Company when the telephone on his desk rang.,
It was the President of the robbed firm who was calling,
asking him to come immediately to the scene of the
robbery.

Although he drove his high powered roadster rapidly
and arrived very shortly at his destination. he had plenty
of time to consider the main features of the case as
reported by the press. The job had undoubtedly been
done by skilled cracksmen and robbers of uncommen
nerve. y-five hundred dollars in currency—the com-
pany pa )1l—were gone. Not a
single, apparent clew had been
found by the police.

On his arrival, Bigelow was
greeted by Nick Austin, Chief of
Detectives, who had gone over the
ground thoroughly.

“Hello, Warren. Here's a job
that has us stumped. I hope you
can unravel it for us.””

By this time, the district of-
ficers and the operatives from
Central Office had almost given up the investigation. After hours
of fruitless efforts, their work was at a standstill. They were com-
pletely bhaffled.

With lively interest and a feeling of relief they stepped back to
await the results of the Finger Print Detective’s findings. They
were plainly awed at his quiet, shrewd way. The adroit old Chief

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE =
Dept. A-107, 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago i
Gentlemen : Without any obligation whatever send me your

new, fully illustrated, FREE book on Finger Prints and your
offer of a free course in Secret Service Intelligence.
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Why dont You be a
Finger Print Expert?

himself was manifestly impressed at the quick, sure way in which
Bigelow made his investigation.

Almost immediately Bigelow turned his attention to a heavy
table which had been tipped up on its side. Examination of the
glossy mahogany showed an excellent set of finger prints. The thief
might just as well have left his calling card.

To make a long story short, his prints were photographed and
taken to Central Office, where they were matched with those of
““Big Joe” Moran, a safe blower well known to the police. Moran
was subsequently caught and convicted on Bigelow’s testimony and
finger-print proof. Most of the money was recovered. In the mean-
time the T O Company had offered a $500 reward, which
was given to Bigelow—his pay for two hours’ work.

Learn at Home in Spare Time

Could you imagine more fasci-
nating work than this? Often life
and death depend upon the deci-
sions of finger-print evidence—and
big rewards go to the Expert.
Thousands of trained men are now
needed in this great field. The fin-
ger print work of governments, cor-
porations, police departments, de-
tective agencies and individuals has
created a new profession. Many Ex-
perts regularly earn from $2000 to
$5000 a year in this fascinating game. And now you can easily
Jearn the secrets of this new Science in your spare time—at heme.
Any man with common school education and average ability cam

become a Finger Print Detective in a surprisingly short time.

Free Course in Secret Service

For a limited time we are making a special offer of a Free
Course in Secret Service Intelligence. Mastery of these two kindred
professions will open a brilliant career for you. Write quickly for
fully illustrated free book on Finger Prints which explains this
wonderful training in detail. Don’t wait until this offer has ex-
pired—mail the coupon now. You may never see this announce-
ment again! You assume no obligation—you have everything to
gain and nothing to lose. Address

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE
Dept. A-107
1920 Sunnyside Ave. - - -

CHICAGO
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CHAPTER 1.
HE PACKS TWO GUNS.

WRIENDLY blue-gray eyes a-twinkle
F in their nets of sun-born wrinkles;
light brown hair flaring out whimsi-
cally from under the clasp of his pushed-up
broad-brim, Ed Burlane lolled in the saddle
atop Midnight and listenéd in comfort to
the row. For the stocky, gnarled, sprandle-
legged big man with the butt of his six-gun
snugged into the grip of his right hand,
weapon half drawn, had the “ age ” on the
man he was discussing so successfully and
cussing so gracefully; and half of the popu-
lation of Coppered Jack knew it and was
watching from the outside.of the town’s
straggling buildings, and the other half
knew it and was watching from inside, out
of the line of possible fire.

“ You ornery, dog-faced, no-’count, long-
legged, swallow-tailed man-skinner,” the
man with the “age” fleered, his voice
heavy, ominous, “1I got to my gun first.
T've got ye cold, Bart Barnquist! Ye own
or graze them big herds o’ yourn over half
o’ San Felicé County, but there’s my lil
shack an’ home spot, an’ it stays with me.
I'm a son of a Native Son, so there’s no
way yo’ c¢’n ho’nswaggle me out o’ my

1-A-S

home; Texas law won’t ’low it, doggene
yow’ hide.”

“ You ca’m down, Peters,” the threatened
man pleaded, his face red, sweat on his fore-
head, from which his sombrero was pushed
back. His hands were up; his gun swung
futilely as his body swayed with tremors of
fear. “T ain’t projectin’ to git your mite
o’ a ranch—I'm only talkin’ lease—"

“ Then why n’t ye quit shoving an’ push-
ing ag’in’ my bound’ries with those irriga-
tion ditches o’ yourn? Ye got all th’ water
you c’'n use, but you’re bound to have my
two springs runnin’ into your pipes? An’
you quit rollin’ fakers ag’in’ me with those
papers to sign, which if I sign, losés me my
water holdin’s for a few measly dollars to
you. Get me?”

The hand holding the gun barely tensed,
yet the gun, like a living thing, had leaped
forth, and its muzzle was against the lower,
left-side ribs of the threatened man, the
barrel inclined gently upward, in line with
the heart.

“ Tl quit,” the cornered Barnquist slob-
bered; “ I’ll let you alone—"

“You better! I been badgered an’ pes-
tered eenuff! Twin Springs suits me an’ it
suits Ber’nice, my gal. We stick till ‘we
move ourselves, Barnquist. Tell that to all
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your runners-up an’ no-’count hirelings an’
man-killin’ deputies that you c’n control.
If there’s any more scrougin’ onto me, or
loco-weed balls dropped into my corral or
strychnin put into th’ waterin’ troughs,
you'll jus’ die—sudden. I won’t spend no
time a shooting it out with those hired men
o’ yourn; I'll come to you an’ I'll come a
shooting and I'll get you, cold turkey, if
so be I c¢’n.- Ever’ slug my gun throws is
nicked on th’ nose, so they’ll spread, too,
and one o’ them slugs sure would sprandle
out wide in your yellow fat.”

He ceased. The street was quiet. Men
here and there, frozen in their interest, com-
‘bined with fear of the gunman whose facile
draw bad proved his lethal skill in handling
-his chosen weapon, shifted their weight,
sighed, or spat. Peters swept a single
glance off Barnquist, but it took in every-
thing up and down the way, before, behind,
on both sides. Then he turned sidewise,
whisked about a building, and was gone,
with a speedy and pantherlike energy that
defied pursuit. Before they had awakened,
the spellbound folk, to the fact, he had
mounted, for the rataplan of horse’s hoofs
from behind the Thimble Belt saloon told
of Peters’s home-going up the alley behind
the town’s few business places.

Ed Burlane, who had followed the ac-
tions of the big man with such amused in-
terest, smiled as he heard the thrumming
of the hoofs that told of Peters’s disappear-
ance. He swept his glance about and noted
how, the danger gone, men came swarming
out, buzzing, gesticulating. Three or four
fellows, plainly hangers-on, came to Barn-
quist’s side and began to counsel with him
as to what measures should be taken.

Barnquist, tugging savagely at the left
horn of his black mustache, caressed the
butt of his gun with his right hand.

“We c’n git a posse together an’ skull-
drag him out’n his hole, an’ mebbe he’ll
try to shoot it out an’ then—"

So began one of the hangers-on, a man
with a dry, hard voice, very light hair and
" evebrows so thin and lacking in color they
seemed not to exist in certain plays of light
and shade. His eyes were like agates, cold,
unfeeling, keen.

“ You’re whirling a bigger loop than you
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cn throw,” Barnquist cut him off with,
“bellerin’ right out with all hell listenin’
to you shoot your wad, Maltrane.”

“T'm generally able t’ throw any loop I
whirl,” the other crisped, falling back, *“ but
I didn’t see you makin’ any fancy moves
while ol’ Peters had you stuck up.”

“Noj; I don’t work by main strength,”
Barnquist answered, quieter now and in
full control of himself. Why didn’t you
do something, Maltrane?”

“ Man, I was taking forty winks in th’
Thimble Belt, an’ only woke up when it
was all over. I was leanin’ against th’ back
wall with my chair tilted back. You ask
Barnum, th’ barkeep.”

“ He sure was a snoozin’,” another man
confirmed. He was a little, wiry, spluttery
fellow, with a much-chewed pipe-stem in
constant action between nervously active
teeth. ‘“ He was lost in dreams, far away.”

By now a score of men had swarmed
about Barnquist. He waved them aside
and started to plow through the crowd
toward the Thimble Belt. But Midnight,
towering up, was in the way. Burlane was
looking down amusedly, his smile proving
his enjoyment of the scene. He had ridden
in quietly to come squarely against the lit-
tle street drama unrolling and had stopped
his horse to watch the row, of a kind not
uncommon in old times in the long-horn
country.

The good horse did not move. Midnight
only heeded one voice—Ed’s. Burlane had
reared the big stallion from colthood when
he had worked for the X. M. T. outfit near
Vernon, Texas, and had found the colt al-
most starved, its mother dead. Ed had
bottle-fed the little fellow at first, then
made him his own special pet, had broken
him, put the first saddle on him, and so
the bond between them was strong, endur-
ing. Unless Ed spoke or twitched rein,
Midnight would not move from where he
had been halted.

Barnquist broke eruptively through the
human ring, head down, bull-like, intent.

“ C’me on into th’ Belt, you two,” he
called to Maltrane and the sputtery, wiry
man—*‘‘ Maltrane an’ Weaver, ¢c’'me on.”

He half turned, continued his headlong
onset. The people had parted from before
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him like chips before a wave. Be butted
his head into the solid haunch of Midnight.
The horse did not move, except to toss his
head.

Barnquist drew back and for the first
time saw the obstacle against which he had
hurtled so blindly. Saw also the easy,
good-natured smile of Ed Burlane, as he
Jolled in his saddle, viewing the whole scene
with the air of a philosopher.

“ Git that-hoss outa th’ way,” Barnquist
snarled.

“You seem to resemble youse’f,” Ed
dropped down pleasantly from his serene
height.

Barnquist’s face became purple. Mal-
trane and Weaver, backing him up, thrust
forward belligerently. Weaver, spluttering,
champed on his pipe stem; Maltrane’s agate
eyes clashed in glances with Ed’s own that
by now were steadying to keen regard of
the trio.

' Barnquist smacked his lips in a peculiar
manner. The nimble hands of Maltrane
and Weaver slid weaponward.

“rI'd not do that, if I were you, hom-
bres!” .

Burlane hardly seemed to stir, yet move
melting into move, his hands had flashed,
one to each hip and, with sure-fire accuracy
of the born two-gun man, his 45’s flicked
into line. The two hireling killers froze.
Barnquist stilled.

A pressure of Burlane’s knee, a whispered
word, and Midnight quietly stepped offside,
but so steadily that Ed’s weapons did not
deviate by a hair’s breadth from their aim.

“ Now, go where you was a-goin’ an’ be
quick,” he ordered. “ Vamose, poco pron-
to! T’m not aimin’ for trouble hereabouts,
but I'm not dodgin’ any that comes my
way. I'm just ridin’ for a job, after quit-
ting X. M. T., an’ if you’ll inquire back
to Vernen, they’ll tell you who I am.”

The baffled trio stalked by the big black
horse, whose ears were cocked at them and
whose aristocratic nose sniffed at them in
passing. The twin guns kept in line until
the two had passed behind the swinging
doors of the 8aloon. Then, at a touch of
Ed’s heel, the giant equine wheeled, as if
on a pivot, and was lost under a dust cloud
before the spectators could get their wits.
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As the horse galloped off, the saloon door
slammed back, and Weaver, gun in hand,
appeared. He swung the weapon up, his
left hand crossed over right, the wrist of the
right hand firm against the wrist of the left
that was atop—in the attitude for a long-
range shot. He was steadying for the pull
when a bluff, tall young man yelled from
the crowd: :

“ Put it up, now; put it up!”

The speaker broke from the crowd and
came to Weaver’s side in a few strides. He
was ruddy of face, well built, eager, alert.
His eyes were deeply set; his hair black, in-
tensely so. A neat suit of wide-wale cor-
duroy, a fine pair of high-heeled riding -
boots, a silver-trimmed stetson completed a
costume that became him well. His neck
was encircled with a white and black
checked handkerchief, carelessly knotted
under the collar of his gray flannel shirt.
Plainly he was of the blood of Barnquist—
the inheritance of shifty, glittering black
eyes told that, as well as the bulk of torso
and limbs. ‘

Maltrane had thrown the gun’s muzzle
out of line at the other’s first word, striking
over “Weaver’s shoulder from inside the
saloon to do it. Weaver grinned knowingly
at the young man who had given the com-
mand.

“ All right, Barney,” he agreed, holster-
ing the weapon.

“ What d’ y’ mean, letting him get off
like that?” and Barnquist came through the
swinging doors of the saloon quickly.

‘ Barney here said—"

“ Who’s bossin’ Ox Bow ranch, me or
Barney?” Barnquist demanded.

“1 reckon you are,” Maltrane said coldly.

143 Then_)) £

-“You let Mal be, old man,” the young
man said; “T saw it all, an’ I've got an
idea—"

“Let’s get under cover then; no use
shooting our wad before all the town, pup,”
the father growled. .

Barney took Maltrane’s arm and nudged-_
him into the saloon. His father followed.
A dozen men edged in, on one excuse or
another, to find the father, son and two
retainers gone into a rear room, where their
voices, rumbling, could be heard. Parley
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Brown, lean, morose, evaded queries with
the saloon keeper’s usual skill, and gradu-
ally it sifted into the united consciousness
of the populace of Coppered Jack that the
town’s boss wanted no enlightenment or
asistance, and the men dribbled out by ones,
twos or threes, leaving the barroom vacant
save for Barnum, wiping up the last drops
of spilled liquor, and Brown, one ear cocked
toward the tightly closed back room where
the four still talked in heavy undertones
that defied all attempts at eavesdropping.

The saloon keeper ordered:

“You, Barnum, I'm going in there, as
Barnquist ordered. You watch an’ discour-
- age any attempts to listen in against the
partition.”

The bartender cocked one sly eye at the
Thimble Belt’s owner, nodded casually, and
continued his wiping-up process. That-com-
pleted, he stood at ease against the back of
the rough bar, his lantern-jawed face avid
with a curiosity as to what was going on
behind the partition, but his dull, sunken
eyes denoting the caution of his ilk—a cau-
tion that kept him away from the dangerous
sport of eavesdropping on the quartet be-
hind the screening boards, where the buzz
of half-muted tongues told of plans being
made, plans of evil omen.

Coppered Jack! The very name the
proof of some hectic moment in border an-
nals! Vernon was far off to the east, south-
east; to northwest was Twin Springs, and
the main trail that forked to there went
on and on, whiffed to powdery dust by
hoofs of plodding teams from Little Soda.
To the south was but the open range, roll-
ing, vacant, for many an hour’s lope toward
Mexico and, almost directly southeast of
Coppered Jack, were the huge Barnquist
holdings, some legal, some illegal, more pre-
empted by right of the six-gun’s eminent
domain. And a little below the Barnquist
place, typical of its sort, was the Chaparral
Cock, a mere wayside aguardiente joint.
So, the geography of the region fixed, the
saloon keeper, Parley Brown, going to the
dividing door, claims attention.

Brown tapped at the rough-boarded door
to the rear room. The buzzing of voices
ceased and he was given:

“ Come in, Brown, if tha’s who 't is.”
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He dodged in and shut the door carefully,
The four—Barnquist, his son, Maltrane and
Weaver—were grouped about a table, seated

.on up=ended boxes.

“ Room clear?” Barnquist demanded, his
heavy-jowled face less red, now that his
anger was in leash.

“Neg a2

“Sit down,” and Barnquist wagged a
crooked forefinger toward a vacant box seat.

Brown obeyed. The four drew their
heads in toward the table’s center; Brown’s
joined them. They began to confer again,
Barnquist leading.

5 Parley Brown, we've got to meet this
defi o’ Peters.”

“Yes, boss; two blazers run on you in
one day calls for a showdown.”

“ Oh, that range rider from over Vernon
way has gone. Folks will forget him if we
don’t stir him up,” Barney Barnquist cut
in with.

“ He sure had a ready pair of weapons,”
Weaver spluttered, champing his pipestem
loudly.

“You’d 'a’ had hlm if Barney hadn’t
stopped you,” Maltrane offered.

“Yes, Lars, an’ we’d had the hull X. M.
T. outfit over to see what happened to him,”
Barney countered with. “ I’'m only a little
better 'n of age, but I got some sense
a’ready, if dad does call me pup,” with a
side glance of sinister import at his father,
who was too intent upon present business
to note it.

“How is a question,” his father said
shortly, “but what’s done is done. First
question is, how to run old Peters out of the
country. He’s got those twin springs on his
place, a clear title—"

“An’ a quick draw,” Weaver snuffled
between bites at his pipe.

“ No use rubbing it in thataway, Weav,”
Maltrane flicked, his white eyebrows down-
drawn.in a sinister scowl. His agate eyes
were hard, glinting.

“No; let’s not spend any time mouthin’
over what’s past,” the elder Barnquist
blurted, yet under his breath; “ one thing
at a time. How’m we goin’ to get Peters?
I ¢'n work it for a warrant, an we c’'n get
some of our men deputized—Maltrane and
Weaver here and others—and if he shoots
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it out, he loses. He can’t buck the hull
law forces of San Felicé County.”

“ Old man, let me have a throw at this?”
Barney offered suddenly.

“You got a plan, you pup?
time,” with keen derision.

“Yes. Peters will be in town soon. You
meet him, peaceable. T’ll be with you.
We'll git him into the barroom for a friend-
ly drink, and once inside—Brown here
maneuvering to have the room empty, ex-
cept for us—we c'n frame something on
him that will stick, with only we folks as
witnesses.”

The elder Barnquist’s hand shot out
across the rough boards.

“ You gof a head on you, pup,” he let out
admiringly. “1I allus told the boys you’d
be wo’th raisin’ after you got your gait.”:

“ Sure sounds good,” Maltrane agreed.

“ Good boy, Barney,” Weaver champed
on his pipestem.

Brown nodded silent assent. 3

“ And here’s what we frame,” Barney
went on, as the heads drew in closer and
closer. ‘ Ever’one knows old Peters shoots
a .38 and that he nicks the nose of ever’
bullet, so 't will mushroom or spread out
and make a bigger wound. Tha’s why he’s
got that name o’ Nicked-Nose Peters.”

“ Yes?” his father breathed, his fat
tongue licking his full lips. ‘ Sounds
good, pup. You show a few brainsy like
this, an’ you’ll be a man yet.”

“Well, we get him in here. Maltrane and
Weaver’s in the back room here. When
Peters’s back is to the door o’ this room and
he’s drinkin’ with us, you two shoot. Mal-
trane, you shoot at Peters. With your .45,
Weaver, you shoot all around the room, us-
ing a .38 and nicked-nose bullets. Weaver,
you shoot first, and at the shot Peters will
wheel, trying to draw., Pop and I will jump
aside. As Peters turns, Maltrane, you get
him. You never miss. Then pop can
shoot a couple o’ times, at Petérs or wild.
Weaver grabs Peter’s cold gun, shoves his
own, that’s like it—they both ordered by
mail th’ same day, three years ago, remem-
ber?”

“T get you, boy,” the father whispered
tensely; “ the crowd comes in, finds Peters
dead, me with my gun hot and smokin’ and

Near
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Peters’ gun seemingly good and hot; him

plugged, me O. K. The ceiling an’ walls are
full of nicked-nose bullets. Every one will
know what has made them mushroom out
so. Weaver-c’n manage to shoot once into
that pile o’ wet bar-clothes Barnum keeps
behind th’ bar, eh? That will save one
nick-nosed bullet unsmashed—a sure proof
that Peters was using his gun.”

“You got it, pop,” the younger Barn-
quist whispered excitedly, “ an’ in th’ ex-
citement it will pass off that no one will
think of Maltrane’s gun, seein’s Peters will
be plugged, seemingly, by yourn. It will
look like—"

“ Jus’ as if Peters came in, after you'd
made up,” Maltrane sibilated; “ got ornery
over his licker, drew, an’ Bart beat him
out on th’ draw an’ he shot wild after he
was plugged. We c’n all stick to that story.
No trial will be necessary.”

“No; a coroner’s jury—one that we’d
pick—would bring in a verdict that Peters
committed suicide,” laughed Weaver, end-
ing in a fit of sputtered champings that
testified to his satisfaction with the plot.

“ But won’t folks notice Peters havin’ my
gun?” Weaver suddenly spoke up.

“ Not in th’ bustle,” Barney Barnguist
judged; “ in a minute or two, when a good
chance comes, I ¢’n sneak Peters’s gun off
somewhere, shoot it out, so it'll be powder-
blackened in barrel and cylinder, substi-
tute it an’ give you back vours, Weaver.
Who c¢'n object? Mal, here, -as resident
dep’ty o’ this end o’ San Felicé, will have
charge o’ th’ corpse and effects until th’
sheriff comes in, an’ Sheriff Harvison will do

’bout’s pop says, eh?”

“ He will,” the father snapped; “ because
he knows who swings th’ big bunch ¢’
votes down in this corner that decides th’
county’s plurality on sheriff. It’s th’ Barn-
quist crowd, eh, boys?”

“ Easy ’nuff,” champed Weaver.

Maltrane grinned nastily, his cold, hard
eyes glitering. :

“T ¢'n see his back before me now,” he
breathed, “ an’ I wish ’t was right now we
were to put th’ slug into him.”

“If anything goes wrong, I'll back up
your play with my gun—th’ new .45 that
dad give me a while ago—"

/
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“ Mighty little need for you, after Mal-
trane draws one bead on him, at close quar-
ters and with the age in his favor,” Bar-
ney Barnquist interjected. “ Mal never
misses, Peters is ’bout th’ onliest man
hereabouts c’n beat him on th’ draw. But
he can’t shoot any straighter 'n Mal c’n,
though.”

“ Gimme the age an’ I’ll lay him out
cold,” Maltrane said.

“ And now we all want our parts planned
out, so there’ll be no slips,” Brown sug-
gested; “let’s go over it all, so there can
be no mistake on just what each is to do.”

“ Before we do that, though,” Weaver cut
in, “ We gotta think o’ this thing. If we
git rid o’ Peters, th’ little place ’ll be his
girl’s.”

“Leave that to me,” Barney said sud-
denly; “1I can take care of that part of it.”

“ Ho, ho!” his father laughed; ‘ have
you been trying to brand that maverick?
I’ll git a lease o’ th’ water at Twin Springs
f’om her, hell-bent quick.”

“Yes, an’ I'm sure I c¢'n throw my loop
over her, once her ornery dad is out o’ th’
way.”

“Does he object to your seeing her?”
the father asked.

“ Yes; ordered me off the place a week
ago “"—bitterly. I overplayed my hand, I
guess; got a bit rough with the girl.”

“ Ha, ha! chip o’ th’ old block?” his
father laughed, slapping the son on the
back. They got up and went out together,
only Brown remaining. On the way out
Barnum reported that no customers had
entered the saloon during their conclave.

CHAPTER 1I.
AT TWIN SPRINGS.

HEN Ed Burlane, swaying easily in
his saddle, despite the speed of
Midnight, topped the edge of the

little cup in which Coppered Jack lay, he
saw, off up-trail, the cloud of dust that
told of Peters going fast. Burlane was too
sensible to give Midnight his head and let
the huge black horse run down Peters’s
dappled dun cayuse. For to have ridden
-up suddenly from behind, in a cloud of
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trail-murk, would have invited and war-
ranted a shot, under the circumstances, as
Peters, fleeing from Coppered Jack, would
have substantial reason for supposing that
the stranger was after him for a deadly
purpose. v

Ed contented himself with keeping Mid-
night in sight of the sign Peters’s going cast
into the air far ahead. The trail was dry
—bone dry. So the dust-pillar of” the
fugitive was a safe guide.

“Looks to me, Midnight,” Ed confided -
to the horse’s off ear, ¢ as if that old nester
ahead o’ us two had a job on his hands.
An’ he’s got a gal with a pretty name.
What’s th’ use riding after a job when
there’s plenty fun right under our noses,
eh, old son-of-a-gun?”

Midnight twitched that off ear into which
the confidence had been poured. He
pranced and made a little pasear ofi-trail,
then back, then made up the ground he
had lost in a few strides. Ed didn’t even
notice this, so accustomed was he to the
horse’s playful ways.

After a time Burlane saw Peters turn
down a side trail, toward a group of butts
to the right. On the way they passed the
laborers—Mexicans—at work on the Barn-
quist irrigation ditches. Burlane studied it
out and saw how the water from the Peters
place could be turned into the ditch easily.
It only needed some straight digging across
the open plain to bring it about. :

Ed let Midnight walk until he could see,
in the shadow of the buttes, the sod-house,
the little corral, the sod-barn, the hen-
house of the old nester. The windmiil
creaked cheerily as the evening wind drove
it, and the trickle of water it was raising
into the troughs where the cattle were
watered was pleasant to at least one pair
of ears, and Midnight twitched his forward
at its tinkle, tinkle, tinkle.

“You go mighty slow, you old son-of-a-
gun,” Ed cautioned. “ We aren’t a going
bang up against this old gunman’s house
without a hail to let him know we're
friendlylike. If we do, he’s more ’n likely
to drill us first and investigate afterward,
and serve us right if he did.”

At a word the black horse stepped
slowly; then, at another, stilled like a
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statue. By now they were almost abreast
of the house that was fast closed as to
doors and windows. A little wreath of
smoke over the chimney-top told Ed of
supper to come, as did the spicy smell of
frying bacon that had remained on the air
after the last person in had slammed the
portal fast shut.

Peters’s tired horse, from the corral bars,
whickered. Midnight started a reply, but
the weight of Ed’s hand on his mane
stopped it dead.

Burlane raised his hand to hls lips,
cupped it and called:

‘“ Hello, the house!”

There was no reply. Burlane’s glance
wandered along the low front of the sod-
house, caught the glint of a muzzle that
he was sure had been covering him from the
first. He smiled a bit, called again:

“ Hello, the house! Will your.dog bite?”

“You jus’ sit tight whar you be, young'
timer, till I come out,” he heard Peters

. call through the window’s crack where the
glint of muzzle was. “ A gun’s on you. I
want to see what se’t of a harpen you are,
anyways.”

“Tll be good,” Ed called, settling back
more easily in the saddle, hands openly
crossed on the pommel.

“ Stay right like that; if you take those
han’s down, youll get a slug,” Peters
beomed.

“T don’t want to be slugged. I want to
be fed,” Ed laughed.

The door swung open., The old gunman
leaped out, his .38 at a “ready.” Ed
grinned at him.

“ Mighty handy with that tool of yourn,
old-timer. I saw you fade that crowd in
Coppered Jack.

“T did see ye on the aidge o’ th’ crowd,
sitting on that big, black hoess,” Peters said,
lowering his gun. ‘ Shucks, you ain’t noth-
ing to Barnquist?”’ ‘

“No; I had to throw down on him, too,
to get out of town. He tried to butt a hole
in my hoss and ordered me out the way.”

“He’s a habit of ordering folks off’n th’
hull green airth.”

“T noticed that.
whole lot.”

“ Yes; th’ resemblance is good, too, Ho,

He resembles himself a
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you Ber’nice. It’s all right. Come on out,”
holstering his gun so smoothly the eye could
hardly follow it.

Ed watched the door.
framed a vision.

Her face was good—open, filled with
womanly charm. The lips were full, sweetly
bowed, mobile. Her color was net high;
the nose was a bit short, perhaps, and the
warm-toned hair strayed over forehead and
down the nape of her neck in wayward at-
tractiveness. She was dressed in a faded
print dress, and her shees were stubbed
out as to toes, yet withal she was a girl
that any good man would want to know,
to please, and make his confidante.

Burlane’s broad-brim swept low over his
saddle as he bowed in answer to her greet-
ing, given at her father’s word of expla-
nation.
~ “You're sure welcome, stranger; light
down, put your hoss in our heme corral,
an’ come in an’ he’p us eat supper.”

“T sure will,” Ed said, with ne feigned
heartiness. He swung down, stripped saddle
and bridle from Midnight with a few deft
motions. He clouted the horse with friendly
zest into the corral, where Midnight joined
the Peters horses eagerly. He hung up
horse gear in the barn and then went in-
doors, to find Peters seated before the table
in the large room that did duty as living-
room and kitchen. Already the girl had a
platter of crisped bacon on the table. The
odor of coffee, well flavored, came to Ed,
and the alluring aroma of pone and baked
beans. : =3
“ Heap his plate, Ber’nice,” her father
urged; “we don’t of’en get a stranger in
to snack with us. Le’s treat him well while
we got him.”

She stepped about briskly. Ed saw his
plate mounded well, sampled the coffee and
began to eat. Between bites he told Peters
the details of his encounter with Barnquist,
the old nester nodding at ‘him sage}y the
while.

“You did right te throw down onto him,
pronte,” he approved; “ w'en ol’ Barn-
quist’s on th’ prod he’s apt to do anythin’
mean an’ low-down.”

“ What’s he-so bent on havin’ this little
nook of yours for?”

In a moment it
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- “Why, he’s got control of all the good
water hereabouts. There’s enough for Cop-
pered Jack from wells there, but Barnquist
owns the water rights that are good else-
where, except these two springs of mine,
that I've got tanked up. We're changing
here from open range to closed. Barnquist
sees that water, ditched in and owned out-
right, will be valuable. He’s surrounding
it. He’s ’fraid, he’s let drop so’t I got it,
that I’ll have a supply and head him off on
the monopoly he wants to get when the soda
company begins to team its stuff out to the
railroad from the Little Desert, where the
company owns a small borax slough.”

“ He opines to make money selling water
for the teams and teamsters, and mebbe
to the railroad that folks say will come
through one day,” Berenice added, with the
direct, easy manner of the plains girl.

“ He seems to whirl a mighty big loop,”
Ed said, luxuriating in the final draft of
coffee.

“ He sure does, but he’s made it too big
when he’s tried to -cover Twin Springs,”
Peters insisted.

“ Your title good?”

“Yes; one of those old Mexican War
titles that reads ¢ as long as grass grows an’
water runs.” The little place goes to my
gal here when I'm through with it.”

Ed glanced at her. Her eyes met his
frankly, fully. He liked that, no attempt at
coyness; no false modesty.

He rolled a cigarette. She was up in a
moment and back with two burning, pliant
splints, lighted at the hearth, one for Ed,
one for her father’s pipe.

“You don’t suppose they’ll try some
underhand game on you?” Ed inquired,
after the two men had puffed in silence for
a few moments, as the girl quickly and
deftly gathered up the dishes and made
ready for her household task of after-supper
cleansing. The two men had drawn back
into one*corner of the room to give her
full play for her womanly activities.

“ They can’t try much more ’'n they have
a’ready,” Peters puffed; ¢ they’ve tried loco
weed, poison, fire arrows shot into my
stacks of wild hay—about ever’thing. In-
cluding men trying to buy me out on fake
papers. I’'m going to stick, by mighty.
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What they’ve done is eenough! This home
suts me; I wouldn’t know what to do any-
whar else. Me an’ Ber’nice has made a
home here together since she was left a
babby for me to ’tend, after her mother
died. Her mother’s buried out behind the
biggest butte. There’s a little clump o’

“ willows there that she wanted to rest under.

We've got a seat there, and Ber’nice tends
the grave ever’ few days.”

“Then you are pretty much alone the
most of the time?”

“ Pretty much. Bew’nice, she sticks by
me. Young Barnquist was projectin’ around
here for a spell back. But I got rid o’
him—H

“1 didn’t see him. Is he like his dad?”

“ Not on top, but down under more so,
I guess. I’d ruther see Ber’nice dead than
tied to him.”

“ Uhuh,” and Ed wagged his head. He
rumpled up his hair with his strong fingers.
A keen sense of hominess was upon him.
He stretched out in his chair, rubbed his
lean, long legs and sighed contentedly.

“You ridin’ far, young timer?” Peters
asked.

“Who? Me?” Ed stalled, wondering
what he could say.

“ Yes, ’cause if you wasn’t in a hurry—"

“ Oh, I’'m not,” as the girl came in, bring-
ing the lamp needed to chase away the
gathering shadows the dusk had been bring-
ing forth from the room’s corners. Bere-
nice went softly out into the outer air, hum-
ming a bit of melody.

“ You might visit a while. We’d sure be
glad to have you stay. I’ve got two or three
triflin’ jobs that I've been saving till an-
other man came ’long to he’p, so you needn’t
feel you’re imposing on me.”

Ed puffed contentedly. Out somewhere
in the dusk he heard Midnight whicker. He
strolled to the door. The girl was at the
corral bars; the big stallion’s head was over
her shoulder. Burlane stared—Midnight,
so offish, making up to the girl stranger!

“IPm giving him a lump o’ sugar, Mr.
Burlane,” she called. “T hope you won't
mind?”

“Give him—a pound,” Ed called back
cheerfully.

“What do you say ’bout stayin’?”’ Peters
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reminded from within, as he thumped his
chair about into a new position of ease.

“ 1’1 stay ’ long’s you want me,” Ed said.
“T’'ve got no plans or projects ahead; jus’
riding for a job an’ to see th’ country here-
away.”

¢ All right,” Peters said heartily. “ We’ll
look things over in th’ morning an’ see
what’s needed. May have to ride in to
Coppered Jack to get some wire an’ staples.
Probably hitch up th’ buckboard to drag the
stuff out on. That suit you?”

“ Sure, old-timer.”

The girl had finished feeding the stallion.
As she left him he strained his neck out
after her and whickered again.

“ Oh, you old flatterer,” she chided, turn-
ing and spatting his muzzle with the flat
of her hand.

Midnight whickered again. The girl
laughed and strolled toward the house, sing-
ing, as she came:

“ Oh, the Chisholm Trail is a long, long road,
But when I ride it I don’t pack no load,
For it leads to one that I love best,

And the trail’s far end spells rest, pard, rest.

“ How long you goin’ to stay, Mr. Bur-
lane?” she asked, as she neared the door.

“Till you folks take a club an’ chase
me over the hills to th’ next range,” he
laughed. Her fresh, free laughter duetted
with his own, and the deep booming of the
old man’s made it a trio. Midnight, from
the corral bars, added his chest-deep whick-
er to the three, and then it was a quartet of
good will and agreement.

CHAPTER 1II.
CHIPS FROM OLD BLOCKS.

FTER the conference in the saloon, the
Barnquists, father and son, went to
the wagon-yard of Coppered Jack,

the place where all sorts and conditions of
men put out their horses. Weaver and
Maltrane followed, retainerlike, at a re-
spectful distance.

The two Barnquists, followed by the
others, were soon mounted and riding
toward their ranch, the Ox Bow, so called
because their brand was shaped like an ox-

THE RANGES. 207
bow. The Barnquist ranch-house was one
of the finest in the Southwest, rambling
over an ample space, and enclosing a ** gal-
lery ” in the center. It was white-painted,
with many airy, large windows. The bunk-
houses were ample and clean; and the best
of bedding, food and everything to work
with was furnished the Barnquist ranch-
hands and hangers-on. Barnquist was
known not to haggle over wages, if he could
get done those things he wanted done and
without question. Be it known, however,
that often -very fine range-riders, bronco-
busters and wranglers refused to work for
him. The Ox Bow clan were surly, offish,
mean. :

Barnquist was a widower. He had a
crew of subservient Mexicans about the
house who kept some sort of order, under
the captaincy of a big, half-breed Papago
who had been brought up on the place. She
had been separated from her own tribe ever
since Barney Barnquist’s mother had died,
and had looked after the boy, first as nurse,
then as preceptor in all sorts of ranch-life
escapades. This woman, Greasewood Kate,
dressed as a white woman, but had the
heavy face, sturdy body and quick actions
of the Papago squaw. As Barney had
grown in bulk and years he had escaped
from her tutelage; but she had taken charge
of the household and in some rough-and-
ready way managed to govern the other
servants. She was known to be honest and
decent, and Bart Barnquist heeded her-
somewhat and trusted her.

A little way out of Coppered Jack father
and son passed a group of Mexicans work-
ing on the irrigation ditch. They greeted
their employer cordially, and Barnquist
threw a handful of cigarettes to them, for
which they scrambled.

. The hulking ranch-owner laughed to see
them scrabble thus for his meanly bestowed
bounty. He spurred his horse, a magnifi-
cent roan, powerful and well-boned, and
Barney rode silently at his side for a while.'

Suddenly the elder man turned to the son. © -

“1 suppose you sometimes wonder, pup,
what I'm sinking all that money in that
ditch for? Especially ’s I don’t give you
much cash money?” he asked.

“ Yes, but I knew "twould do me no good

/s
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to ask,” Barney answered sulkily, twitching
meanly at the bridle of his rather peor-
shaped pinto.

“You bet it wouldn’t, pup, till T got
good and ready to tell. Now listen. You
showed headwork in planning that job on
Nicked-Nose Peters to-day and in stopping
Weaver from plugging him right in th’ open
an’ f'om behind, like. You’re raisin’ a few
brains under your wide brim. About time,
too. Now, listen:

“T ¢’n see what others can’t in th’ range
country. We big cattle-men have got to
buy land, or peel down to smaller holdin’s
and raise better steers, feed them on rough-
age we raise. The days of free range are
going to end, pup. Not right away, but
before your time is full. I'm going to grab
off what water my ditch will bring me down
and be ready. It ’ll pay for itself in water
sold to the Little Soda Lake teams and
teamers, if we ¢’n get shet o’ Peters, who
has those twin springs and c’n sell or give
water away and keep me from chargin’ what
I like. You'll see th’ day, pup, when them
irrigation works of mine Il be wo’th a

“T admire your head-piece, pap,” Bar-
ney said with a show of warmth. “ And
now’t you've seen my head’s on straight,
let me in on seme of your schemes and
treat me less like a kid, will you?”

The father turned and looked at the son
with an expression of contempt on his
florid countenance.

“You got fine hosses, good clothes, good
guns, for th’ askin’, pup. I give you a cer-
tain amount o’ coin—"

“Yes, pap, but you treat me like a kid.
I ¢'n ride better 'n most o’ your range-
riders; shoot like hell-fire—but no one
knows it; I practised secret, like you said.
Say, dad,” with a sudden burst of confi-
dence, “ gimme a few hundred dollars, to
" spend jus’ as I want, eh? I sure want
to__”

The father glanced back. The two re-
tainers were a safe distance behind.

“ You quit whinin’ like that, pup,” Barn-
quist sneered; “ when I’m gone, you’ll han-\
dle the money and be boss, but till then you
take what things I pass out to you; hear,
pup?” His tone became menacing, heavy.
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The young man flashed a glance of re-
sentment at the father, who laughed.

“1 like to see you look like that, pup.
You look jus’ like a Barnquist: black-
browed, scowling. No, pup; when you show
you’re a man, hard, able to handle it, yeu’ll
get plenty of meney.”

“TIl' show you—some day, pap,” the"
young man growled, his face drawing into a
meaner scowl still. “I want money, real .
money, like other folks has, cask money,
not credit at what ornery stores is in Cop-
pered Jack, and bar credit and tebacco
money. I want cas/z money—"

“ To spend on some of those Mexican gals
in town, eh? Or to buy some geegaw to
make it selid with that calice-skirted, half-
shod filly out to Twin Springs, eh?  Whyn’t
you take what you want in calicoe, eh, pup?”

He guffawed heavily, a flare of deeper
passion marking his face that had become
almost purple with the force of his argu-
ment. 4 '

‘“ Pap,” and the son’s voice grated-rough-
ly over the soft thudding of the hoofs of
the loping horses on the trail, “ I’'m goin’
to have money—plenty of money, cask
money. I'm goin’ to handle it myself, pap,
mind that!”

“You get it—ef you c'n, pup, but not
off’n me—wyet.” :

He cut his horse sharply with his quirt
and drove the spurs into its flanks., The

" animal bucked, and he smashed it with the

quirt’s butt and gripped it with his huge
knees, roaring with laughter as his spurs
tore its haunches to ribbens. Barney.
watched this exhibition with sullen face.
In a few moments the horse was reduced to
a quivering, abject condition. Barnquist
forced the animal back onto the trail again
and jeered.

“ There, son, is what ’ll happen to you,
if you buck-jump on me an’ try to get hold'
of any cas# money but what I give you.
I’ll ride you and spur you an’ make you a
sight for the hull range. But go as I want
you to, and when T feel a good ready, you’ll
have plenty of cask# money to spend.”

He let up on the cruel bit and relaxed
his knees. The horse groaned with relief. -
In a moment he had the animal leping again
toward home.
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Barney, a bit behind, ceased not to scowl
at his father’s back and refused several in-
. vitations to draw up beside him. Maltrane
and Weaver, quite a distance behind, had
not been direct witnesses of this little scene
and had overheard nothing of the heated
conversation between the two.

Leaving the main trail, the four went
loping up to the Barnquist ranch. Father
and son tossed the reins of their horses to
Weaver and Maltrane and went toward the
house. The son clung determinedly to the
heels of the father and followed him into the
doorway of a room on the corner of the
house—a large “ office,” where Barnquist
kept his few account-books and had a home-
made desk and chairs. Barney slammed the
door behind him as they ‘entered.

His father wheeled on the young- fellow
when they were inside.

“ Well, what ’re you naggin’ along back
of me Iike that for, pup? Didn’t I tell you
what there was to it?”

“ You had your say, pap,” his face mot-
tled with anger; “ an’ I've had mine. Now,
gimme some cash money. I want—a lot.”

“ A lot, eh?” spreading out his legs and
putting his big hands under the back of his
coat. “You’re not a-girlin’ it, are you?
You never showed no spunk like that be:
fore.”

“ Never you mind, pap.
money, #now!”

His jaw was set, his fists doubled.

Like lightning the father struck—once.
The son, caught fair, crumpled. Barnquist
stooped, flicked the gun from the son’s
holster, and threw it in the corner. Barney
staggered up, his hand to his jaw.

“You found who runs this ranch, then,
pup!” Barnquist growled. “ Go pick up
your fool gun—and git out!”

For a moment the son seemed about to
renew the fight. Then a look of submission
spread over his face and he took his hand
from his jaw and came forward. He put
out his hand and took that of his father,
who tried to avoid the clasp.

“1 say, pap,” he whined; “ don’t hit me
like that, pap. I’ll quit askin’ for cash
money and go on credit, like I have.”

He dropped the niggard hand of his
father, stooped, got his gun, holstered it

I want cash
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smoothly, and went out. As he went, his
father sneered.

“ Huh, I thought you’d hit ba.ck—tmce,
pup. I'm about sure you’re not wo’th rais-
ing; such a pulin’, no-’count, meek lam’ as
you are. Go in a corner an’ chaw a bone!”

The door slammed. Barnquist sat down
and laughed amusedly.

But outside the door the son, his face
convulsed with hate, was standing, one
clenched fist raised, the other hand gripped
about his gun’s butt. He wheeled and col-
lided with a heavy form in the passageway
that led from the outer entrance to the
ranch-house’s interior—the one leading
from office to living-rooms. It was Grease-
wood Kate, Ox Bow’s breed house man-
ager.

Barney gasped, then relaxed.

“Why, Barnee, another fight weeth
heem?”
“Yes, Kate. And sure as you’re a half-

Papago, I'll fight back, some day—"

Her broad, firm hand went over his
mouth. She drew him down the little side
corridor.

“ Careful, Barnee!
Bow yet.”

“But won't all-ways be,
when I’'m master—"'

“ You will marry my girl, like you have
promised?”’

“Yes, Kate; but don’t nag me on that,
doggone it. Time enough to talk about
that—later.” '

“Yes, time enough—if you talk right,
Barnee! But you ’member a Papago
squaw’s girl is not a Mexican flirt, to be
put off with a present.”

“ Draw in on your loop, Kate,” squirm-
ing past her and bursting into the room at
the end of the passage.

The half-breed woman was silent as she
followed him. She seemed about to renew
the conversation, when the door at the
farther end of the room opened, and a
girl of perhaps fifteen entered shyly. Her
face brightened as she saw the half-breed.
She was dressed in a simple white dress,
with a pink ribbon in her black hair that
was down her back in a thick, glossy braid.
Her eyes were dark, slumberous, liquid;
her lips and cheeks full, crimsoned with

He is master of Ox

Kate. And



300

health and not coarsely rich. She was al-
ready a woman in the full tide of young life.

‘“ Hello, Barnee,” her voice came full,
deep, like that of the woman. * Ai’m glad
you come.”

She came to him with a gliding, easy
grace, reaching her hands out to him.

Barney took her hands, drew her to him
carelessly, gave her a passing kiss, and
brushed by her with scarcely a word, He
went 'out of the -door by which she had
entered and left her with her mother. As
the door slammed behind the young ranch-
er, the girl turned to Greasewood Kate with
eyes that blazed.

“ He—he kiss no more same as he did.
He’s—a not goin’ love me some more.”

“You are a fool, £ss-Way,” her mother
said, but she drew the girl to her for a mo-
ment and patted her glossy braid. “ Bar-
nee, he’s had anoth’ fight weeth hees pap.
He'll be back. Vou must not mind, Ess-
Way. He promise me again he marry you
when he’s—a boss on Ox Bow.”

The girl straightened her shoulders and
drew away from her mother, saying:

“ He's—a goin’ marry me, yes! We're
white and Mex, yes. But we’re Indian,
too. Let Barnee keep that to his mind.”

She turned and went down to the pas-
sage toward the out-of-doors. Her mother
glanced through a side window and smiled
to see her, a moment later, mounted astride,
galloping off on a horse, riding it without
saddle and with only a twitch-rope about
its lower jaw, Indian fashion.

_“She said right; we are Papago,” the
mother thought as she saw the girl go out
of sight over the nearest roll of the open
prairie.

A

CHAPTER 1V,
WHY BARNEY WANTED CASH MONEY!

FTER supper Barney Barnquist, his
face smoothed out, a smile of bluff
good-will on his lips; lounged out

toward the bunk-house. He called to Mal-
trane, who, with several other hard-faced
men, was lounging before the building:

“ Hey, Mal, get out my fancy saddle an’
lil brown mare?” :
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x5 bure boss » Lars Maltrane responded
quickly. Whlle he went for the saddle and
to the corral for the mare, Barney joked
with the men. He carried himself with a
bluff assurance that seemed to take well
with them, and most of them seemed anx-

ious to please the young cattle prince.

Soon he was in the saddle, riding away
toward the main trail. Instead of turning
toward Coppered Jack, however, he turned
southeast.

“Off to Mescalero Pedro’s again,”
laughed Maltrane, “Off to th’ Chaparral
Cock, eh?”

“Yes, an’ Pedro’s got a new gal there
hﬁ s a stringin’ him along, or my name’s
not’ Weaver,” the spluttery, slim little man
joked.

There were many sly laughs and nudges.

“ Half th’ Mexicans—the nien—are wild
over the new woman Pedro’s brought up

from Las Alamos to tend bar, an’ half th’

women here are jealous a’ready,” Maltrane
said.

Barnquist put his sturdy little mare to a
brisk lope. She thudded the miles belind
her. A full moon was coming later; now
the open country was in the soft sunset
afterglow, After a while the trail dipped
into a draw, and at the mouth of it, on a
little rise of ground, was a squatty, sprawl-
ing building, with outbuildings grouped
about it—a typical roadside drinking-place
of the old Southwest.

There was no reason why it should have
been in just that place. It might have been
in @ hundred thousand others just as ac-
cessible or inaccessible. But there it was,
a place to drink in, to lounge in, to swap
lies in. And off behind, far down the draw,
were hackberries and a spring under the
fairly steep slope.

Barnquist found a few Mexicans dicing
it; a cow-puncher or two drinking. Trade
was dull, the woman leaning over the bar
languidly. Barney swaggered in, after
standing his well-broken mare at the tie-
rail.

“ Lo, Maretta,” he gave the dark-eyed
woman; ‘ gimme a—a shot o’ pulque.”

The woman smiled, reached down bottle
and glass, and spun them toward him. He
tossed off a drink, threw a coin down.
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She twisted a brown cigarette and held
it up for him, after lighting it between her
own lips. He giggled, put out a clumsy
hand in a rough, callow attempt at an en-
dearment. She drew back and laughed.
She went to the other end of the counter
to wait on a cow-puncher who called for a
whisky. She lingered, listening to his com-
pliments, while Barnquist glowered. She
went back to Barney soon, lips pouting.

“ Ah, Maretta,” he pleaded, “talk to
me—honest, I'm wild over you.”

She laughed and went to answer an-
other call. Barney sat down heavily.

The woman, over the shoulder of the new
customer, shot Barney a glance of encour-
agement. He glowered, pretending to be
miffed.. But when the customer went, he
stalked to the bar, bought another drink
of something—he did not notice what.

They had the bar to themselves. She
toyed with the young fellow as a cat toys
with a mouse, pouting, advancing, retreat-
ing, now taking a puff from his cigarette,
now lightly boxing his ears as he whispered
some heavy bit of persiflage into the ear
that she kept tiptilted toward him.

There came the beat of hoofs at the door,
a quick command in_Spanish. Spurs jan-
gled; bells on a man’s big hat tinkled. In
through the door, lithe, agile, a Mexican
strode. He paused a moment, hands in the
folds of his sash, his dark, handsome face
attentive, his cigarette curling its wisp of
smoke about his feautres. The woman at
the bar shot him a phrase:

“ Ho, Pedro, come here.
Aguilar, come.”

“ Si, senorita,” and he came easily, grace-
fully, hands on swaying lips. The woman
made him listen, motioned for h1m to put
his head to thelrs

The three heads—the American’s, the
two Mexicans’—drew together over the bar.
Barney’s voice sank to a whisper:

“ Honest, now, Pedro, tell her I'm good
for any money—"

“ Maretta,” with an air of candor, in
low, wheedlmg voice, “ what thees-a seiior
says is-a true. He is Barnquist, laik hees
sayin’.”

“ There, didn’t I tell you?” Barnquist
said, elated, louder.

Come, Sefior
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“ Well, then, eef you be Barnquist, how-a
you soo stingee? You buy da dreenk, yes.
But avra cow-puncher, hees got roll cas’
monee.”

‘“ Honest, now, Maretta, honest, I'll get
a roll, like I said. We’ll blow outa here,
eh—down to Vernon, eh—have a go of it?
T’ll get a roll, a big, big roll—”

She puffed disdainfully at a cigarette
that she rolled deftly.

“ Maybe,” she said quietly; ‘ maybe.
Now run away off, kid, an’ grow to be a
man before you-a come teasin’ round me.”

Barney drew back, his face working with
rage, baffled passions struggling for the
mastery. He cursed, spat, turned, and
tramped out. As he went he heard the
woman’s laughter floating after him. He
glanced back. Pedro was kissing the girl
over the bar. A moment later the rattle of
hoofs told of the young man’s departure.

“ Well played, my Maretta,” Pedro com-
plimented her in Spanish, starting back and
beginning to laugh. “If we can get the
young Sefor Barnquist to free himself of
his father’s hand, he will come here, spend
his money like water! Play him, then, Ma-
retta, well and hard. Once he is in our
grip, it shall go well with us. His father
is too good a business man to let his men
hang about our place. We get only the
passing trade, eh? But once the young
Barnquist is his own master, he will come
and bring others after himself. When he
is sole heir, if you keep him in leading
strings by pretty by-plays, we will both be
rich, my dulce senorita.”

The little brown mare was quivering
with pain and weak from hard usage when
Barney Barnquist spun her up from the
main trail and into the ranch yard. He
swung off before the bunk-houses and stood
still a moment after he had alighted.
There was a light streaming from a door
far down the line of outbuildings. The
tinkle of a mandolin came to him. Barn-
quist smiled to hear it.

“ Monte Joe’s got ’em altogether, playing
those fool songs of hisn,” Barney said to
himself. He uncinched the saddle, yanked
the bridle off, whacked the little mare in
the corral. He went into the saddlery
room and flung the gear onto a peg, then
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came out softly. He went along the bunk-
house until he came to a window. He
stood alert, lighted a cigarette, and leaned
against the window casing, apparently
idling. The mandolin tinkled;
twinkled in the big house; a horse off in
the home corral neighed.

Barney’s arm stole inside the open win=
dow. His hand fumbled about in the gloom
inside and found a thimble-belt that hung
there. It came back. He opened it, and
in the palm, as he made his cigarette glow
to show it, was a .38 cartridge. :

“You'll never miss that, Weaver, and
it ’ll do me a power o’ good,” he told him-
self. Then he went slowly to the idoor
whence the mandolin was tinkling, looked
in, joked, and said to Weaver:

“T'm just in; thought you fellows were
enjoyin’ yourse'ves, so I turned the mare
into the corral myself.”

He went away, whistling. Weaver
thanked him. The mandolin tinkled.

Near the house a white form came from
behind a bush. He paused a moment to
chat with Ess-Way, then brushed by her,
leaving her to stand there, her arms out.
He switched inside, along the corridor, past
the “ office,” then up-stairs. He undressed
hurriedly, then tumbled into bed. Soon his
deep breathing could have been heard by
any one in the hallway outside. And was
heard, for the half-breed woman came tip-
toeing along, listened, then went down,
Outside she found the girl, sobbing a little,
leaning against the outer door jamb.

“Be quiet, Ess-Way,” she urged; “he
was only tired—went right up and to bed.”

The girl soon followed, slyly, watchfully,
and went up-stairs like a mouse. The
mother sat on the door-step and watched
her go—then went indoors again.

The ranch-house stilled; the horses ceased
to move about in the moon-white home cor-
ral. The mandolin tinkled. The elder
Barnquist came loping in from some quest
and had his horse taken care of. All was
quiet.

Barney Barnquist got up softly and put
match to lamp’s wick. He sat on the floor,
the lamp beside him, working over an out-
spread paper. First he took out the pur-
Joined .38-caliber cartridge and worked and

lights
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worked at the nose of the ball until it came
out. He wrapped'the empty shell and pow-
der grains in a wisp of paper and set them
aside; he cut a nick in the nose of the
bullet and laid that aside. Then, getting
his own gun, a .45 side-throw-out pattern,
from its holster hanging at the bed’s head,
he worked a bullet from the end of one of its
shells, taking the shell from his belt.

Barney was careful not to lose the powder
from that .45 shell. Atop of the powder he
played a little wad, then he worked the
.38-caliber bullet from the stolen shell on
sop, swaging it into place with bits of paper.
He worked a false crimp in the end of the
brass shell-case, to grip the smaller bullet in
as well as it could be done. Finally he was
satisfied that the added wad would hold in
the powder; that the ball would not rattle
from the paper wedges and false crimping.
Then he took the rammer of his gun from its
socket and threw <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>