K. TN

l TEN COMPLETE WESTERN STORIES

: SUMMER
15¢

20¢ in Canada



GYPSY ROSE LEE

(The most famous "'Strip Tease'
Artist on the stage today!)

takes you behind-the-scenes of Burlesque in
telling the gaudy, gruesome, LGl:-.md ;’al{!,
mystery story of ““THE G STRING M
A thrill-packed hilarious, peeping
Burlesque — its High Ste ‘rmg Girls
rowdy Laffs its four-a-day, ga

chorus girl sirens, pickle per-
suaders, night life and hot
spots, wolves and dolls, cash-
register hearts — PLUS a fast-
moving, blood-curdling, spine-

chilling, three-corpse mystery!
300 Pages, with illustra-
tions, of the raciest, rowdiest,
most lurid and highly compe-

tent detective story—
™~ SPECIAL

right out of Burlesque
$ -I 00

hicluie ‘of
and its

azeeka boxes,

Block, 42nd St., New
York. (Regular origle
nal price $2.00)

—

Practical Lessons In

HYPNOTISM

by Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook

Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. It
is written in plain language, and all its statements are
absolute facts and its illustrations are actual occurrences.
This is a big 264 page book, complete and encyclopedic
in its co! '.enta, which include the following chapters:
History of Hypnolism—ngHﬁcmlun: nfaﬂvpnot(st-—what
Kind of a Subject—Favorable and Unfavorable Influences
—Precautions to be Observed—How to Hypnotize—Degrees
of Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self-Hypnotism and Auto-
Suggestion—The Hypnotist’s Secret—Hypnotism and Dis-
ease—Hypnotism in Business and Society—Hypnotism in
the Professions—Post Hypnotism--Awakening a Subject—
Mind-Reading, Telepathy—Miscellany, etec.

\

Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an SPECIAL
exact science. There is no restriction upon s oo
the acquisition of this knowledge. Its bless-
ings and powers belong to all who desire
and are willing to secure them.

o . 17 1t weren't for the married men, we

couldn’t have carried on at all and if it weren't
for the cheating married women, we would have
made another million dollars.”” « Said one
of the Everleigh Sisters.

COME INTO MY PARLOR
by Charles Washburn

This is an authentic_and intimate .account of
Chicago’s notorious Everleigh Club conducted
early in the century when a whole section of
the city was ‘‘wide open.’”’ Many famous and
wealthy men patronized this “zuded palace.””

The author formerly a Chicago newspaper man,

ﬁ

in this Biography of the Aristocratic Everleigh
ties,’”” names and gives colorful details of the
aristocratic sisters and how they changed the
““joy of life’’ into a pol of s oo
front door to back, with K\K)(l Spedul 2
stop-overs in between.—N. Y.
Morning Telegraph. Only
By Oswald Jacoby

" [y "

How To Play A Winning Game'

Here for the first time is a complete instructive and
dition to specific advice on t.e strategy of play (sn.
cluding psychology, percentages, rules of the game,

is enlivened by scores of poker anec-

isters, tells the inside story—describes ‘‘par-
gold. It is swell reading f
POKER
entertaining book on America’s own card game, In ad:
using personal experiences.

Poker
—The Game’s General Principles — Draw Poker——\lud
Poker — Five-Card Stud — Seven-Card Stud
—Five-Card Stud High-Low — Seven-Card

Stud gh-Low—Various Other Games o=
Poker Probabilities and Mathematics e
Glossary and RUlES: seeesccscnccnncse

$|50

-

THERE Is FUN and PROFIT in These BOOKS

HOW TO ORDER: Fill out coupon and mail today. All books guaranteed
back book

satisfactory, or at once. s full

size,

money All
printed, durably bound. If r
sent plun postage. MON EV BACK GUARANTEE‘

C.
Yf not cornpletely

beautifully
.D.,

sat-

isfied for any reason, return books and get money back at once.

KNICKERBOCKER PUBLISHING CO., Dept. A-35
120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y.

'

FOR MEN ONLY )

A Selected Group of Shorf Story

Masterpieces for Men
In this 3.)2 page book — James M. Cain, outstanding
member of “‘hardboiled b(‘hDOl" of fiction, oﬂerl
for tho dc]nzht of his male contemporaries what
llelieves to be among the BEST OF THIS TYPF‘ OF
ORY. A feast for men like their stories
xtrnlght." PARTIAL CONTENTS:— Big Blonde — Dor-
othy Parker; The Unde(omed — Ernest Hemingway;
Snake Doctor in ob| Alibi Tke — ng
Lardner; Boston Blackic s Mary — Jack Boyl
Five Bucks — James T. Farreil; A Scandal
in Bohemia — A. Conan Doyle; Tho nr-
loined Letter — Edgar Allan Poe,
Lingers — John Collier, etc., etc. A BKAM.)
NEW BOOK Wll.h 19 THRlLLIN(; STORIES.

54
°

The Fundamentals of

CHEMISTRY

By Monroe M. Offner, Ch. E.

comprehensive and easy to undersund
presentation_of the fnsmnaum: subject of
Chemistry. Even if you are totally unfnmmnr
with the subject, you can acqu(re a firm un-
derstanding of the basic concepts and the
F It'’ of Chemical science and its
far reaching influence on our everyday life.
CONTENTS—Part one deals with elements,
mixtures, atoms, electrons, formulas, solutions,
acids, alkalies, salts, gases, metals, alcohol,
ether, etc.: Part two deals with chemistry
in modern life, gives absorbing information on
Plastics, Vitamins, Sulfa Drugs, Peni-
cillin. A.t\l"lloys. New gahﬁ.s. Phr:)w
ra) " rasives, and other chemi-
{)h}’ NLY

Of our age
398 pnges over 100 -illus- slso

\

trations. Various tables and
graphs
-
IT°S FUN TO DRAW /| \,
A complete sel! Instruction Course in 9
Divisions of Artl

Anyone who has learned to write can learn 1
to draw! This helpful book removes the
mysticism that has surrounded art. re-
ducing the elements of dr.xvunz to_its nlm-
ple steps, it ches THE BEGINNER
draw, and then to advance, into more diffi-
cult subjects. For the practiced artist, it is
a source book and veritable mine of infor-
mation. This book guides you from the first
stroke on paper to selling the finished art
work. Includes specific instruction, advice,
tricks, on—Still Life, Animals, Human Fig-
ure, Art Anulomy. Faces and Portraits, Let.
lerlng Layou Cartooning, AdvertisinZ
and Oommu.rclnl "Art, Illustrations, Color
Art, etc., ete. Includes uluas.nry p|c|Ag_
of Art Terms, Supplies, Type: loo

Work. Profusely illustrated w' nh
over 1000 SKETCHES and
DRAWINGS. The price is only—

MAGIC

By Barrows Mussez
Here is a ﬁractlcal and fascinating k which
shows you master simple and complex
conjuring lrirks for your own
entertainment of your friends.

pleasure and
ln the maJorny

of the tricks descnhed, little or no equipment
is necessary for their successful presentation.
magic. And it is a rare person

who has never wished he PRICE

could amaze and amuse his s 50

this entertaining book tell l

FOU ROWL T5's oo 5ico'e soss e

.

2500 JOKES For All Occasions
a single entertaining and useful volume. Tell these jokes
at parties, enlert.unmenl , in after-dinner speeches—
read them in yo! moments of relaxation, or
under 21 separate classifications, such as about lawyers,
doctors—business or college jokes—stories about Holly-
wood and sports—Jewish, Negro, English, Scottish, ete.

Everyone, young ur old, loves to watch white
friends with hocus-pocus. And
The best laughs from all over the world—collected in
chuckle over thom wuh a friend. Grouped and indexed
—even a special section of limericks and another of comic

verse. The belly laugh, the sly retort, the broad satire,
the infinitely varied humor of the American s oo
people—all are here in this one volume. 480
pages—hard cover, cloth und—814 x 51/
inches big—a real big book. A FIND AT

A SO N O

B City & Zone ......

Knickerbocker Pub. Co., Dept. A-35
1 120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y.

Send me the books T have checked belo

) G-String Murders ..........
Practical Lessons in }[v'pnotlsm
l‘ol?w Into My Parlo:
0

g

E«c
8%
Z
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) 2500 Joliés #or all Gecastona. - s s

O I enclose $.... in full payment.
O Send C.0.D $.... plus postage.
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A2 l»xomu{ PROTECTION! . . .

Cash for almost every emergency! Benefits that are big enough
to be worthwhile . . . yet, this extra-liberal **Gold Seal’
Policy, issued by old-line LEGAL RESERVE Service Life In-
surance Company actually costs less than SI per month.
Here is the protection you need, and should have, af a price
you CAN afford. It is an extra-liberal policy that provides
QUICK CASH to pay doctor bills, hospital bills, for medicines,
for loss of time and other pressing demands for cash that
invariably come when sickness or accident strikes.

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

Here is a policy that pays, as specified, for ANY and ALL acci-
dents, ALL the common sicknesses, even for minor injuries;
and pays disability benefits from the very first day. NO wait-
ing period. NO, this is not the usual “limited’’ policy. There
are NO trick clauses! NO jokers! NO red tape! You don’t have

to pay to see this policy. Just send us your name, age and _

name of beneficiary and we'll send you the policy for 10
DAYS' FREE INSPECTION. No cost. No obligation. No sales-
man will call.

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

493-N seRvice e Omaha 2, Nebraska

3

AMAZING NEW

GOLD SEAL
POLICY
J

COSTS LESS THAN
/PAYS accumulated

a month
CASH BENEFITS

For Accidental Loss of Llfe. Limb,

or Sight up 0 ovse. ]
ACCIDENT
BENEFITS

For Accident Disability, policy pays

up to $100 a month for as long as

24 months, Or UP 0+ e svevsnacnnes ]

v
SICKNESS

v’ BENEFITS § P[B
?;"::.Eiﬁﬁéfis?;bﬂfiﬁﬁ.ﬁiﬁfl;
o HoseimaL ﬁ 5 (] ﬂ "

EXPENSES

Policy pays for “hospitalization” from

either sickness or accident, includ-

ing room at $5.00 per day, to over ..

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED!
No red tape! Fast Service! Policy issued BY

MAIL at big savings to men and women,

ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent for 10 Days’
FREE Examination. Write for it today. No
cost. No obligation. No salesman will call. /§
Use coupon below. Do it today! Provide for /§f
tomorrow! /

ceevee

cT
_DAY.INSPE "

5 I I D I h-‘-

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
493-N Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska
SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal
“Gold Seal” $1-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days’ Free
Inspection.

NAME...ccoenes seesertaseseiesans
ADDRESS..ccteeteetcccecsasssaanens AGE..

...............

BENEFICIARY . .......c0uue S P Y en?
o o Y B G5 2 R NS R N N O R R O D AR I O
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Trouble waits for the jurist and his side-kick Tobacco Jones, when Judge Bates for-
gets an old-time code-system.

HELL-ON-WHEELS McMANUS AND THE MEAN-EYED LADINA
By Joe Austell Small 27

Wherein a blowhard is sent out to live up to his gab!

LEST YEBE JUDGED ..........................By Edward Schafer 35
An offtrail story of the West.
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Sometimes a lawman can be trapped, when he's too danged clever!
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And gold won too easily sometimes doesn’t pan out the way you expect!
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Here is a true story about a hero of the New West!
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Fora Steady GOOD PAY Job

Be a Radio Technician | Yo, 8uis s am.
: T e
| Will Train You af Home | oficusom.te

modulated signals for
test and experiment
Lpurpotea.
.Let me send you facts about rich oppor- o
tunities in Radio. See how knowing
Radio can give you security, a prosper-
ous future, Send the coupon for FREE
64-page book, ‘“Win Rich Rewards in
Bore 2Re Radio.”” Read how N.R.L trains you at
J. E. S.:"I"- home. Read how you practice building,
uat’i,:::ll ei{'adio testing, repairing Radios with SIX BIG
Institute KITS of Radio parts I send you.

Future for Trained Men Is Bright

In Radio, Television, Electronics

The Radio Repair business is booming NOW. There is good
money fixing Radios in your spare time or own full time
business. Trained Radio Technicians also find wide-open
opportunities in Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, in Broad-
casting, Radio Manutacturlng. Public Address work, ete.
Think of the boom coming when new Radios can be made!
Think of the backlog of business built up in all branches
of Radio! Think of even greater opportunities when Tele-
vision, FM, Electronics, can be offered to the public! Send
for free book now.

Many Beginners Seon Make $5, $10

a Week EXTRA in Spare Time
The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA MONEY JOB
SHEETS to help you make EXTRA money fixing Radios in

" with 6 Big Kits
of Radio Parts
] Send You

spare time while learning. You LEARN Radio principles You Build this

from my easy-to-grasp Lessons—PRACTIOE what you learn SUPERHETERODYNE
by building real Radio Circuits with Radio parts I send— CIRCUIT that brings in
USE your knowledge to make EXTRA money in spare time. local and distant stations,

You get practical e:

Find Out What N. R, 1. Can Do for YOU ence gumng this set

MAIL COUPON for FREE 64-page book. It's packed with facts lbout
opportunities for you. Read the details nbou'.

Course. Read throug! tacinating testal,
[rom men I trained, telling what the; y doing, earning. Just M.AIL Py
OUPON in an envel or paste it o postal, J. E. Smith,
-msldzm, ep :hslonnl Mo !nstlm&e, Pioneer Home ﬂudy 2 ¥ You Bulld \d this
Our 31 s' Year of 'I'rnnlnq Men for Success in Radio 3 ; MEASURING INSTHUMBI'I"[

INED THESE MEN BB o d = Sica! Radto work

hood Radios to

Has_Good Job in d Over 300 a Wuk

‘“The N. R. I, course “Not long ago l WAas
gave me ﬂ:e strength 3 working 16 hours a day
}n tackle J‘r‘);;s without \3 in a llinx mtlon at

ear 3 3

resent I am a mems- have own rndlo

er of the engineer- § business ~and ave e 64 PA c E ;
B ety Tratn R e i e ine BOOK i
O ng cl N course is fine.’’ E&3

E A. deSOMOV, 3

—SERG! b =~ ALBERT C. CHRIS-
849 First Ave., New § %1 TENSEN, 1116 lOﬂl

York, N. Ave., Sidney, Neb,
$50 a llonth In spau Tim Gets Good .Ioh In civil seMce : 3. E. SMITH, Pnsld:nt Dept. 5HA2
are time ince comgletlng National Radio Insti
Radie. Yang  Eiectrios] e course, 8  washington 9, D. C
Which has bees very [ET taken 2 Job with O3 @ Manl me FREE, without obligation, your
profitable, due w'iﬁ’é ﬂe? ce" M ﬂ! @ 64-page book: ““Win Rich Rewards in §
Sfficiont - tkintug . 1 s of confidential na- Radio.” (No salesman will call. Please
received rrom Jour ture, but I can a Siite plalalyy
Course. Last 1 4 you the salary is 8 P .
averaged over 50 a good. "’ _WALTER R. T e
month.” — FRED H. PRATT, 416 Margaret g
GRIFE ute 3, k4] Street, Key West, Fia. W i e e B s
Newville, Pa.
Address s.eecesccccsaccoass
My Course Includes Training in City ..................Bme i
TELEVISION @ ELECTRONICS @ FREQUENCY MODULATION (Please l;el:‘o-l’:ﬂ-l):u-z.one-ﬂ:-:er.




GHT-ornocosT!

Heres new nmazmz mouth comfort without risking a single cent + . . enjoy that feeling of

having your own teeth again. Its eflficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
‘enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will
ljust try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably
eat foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, ete. Use Crown Plate Reliner
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens faise teeth or mno cost.
Perfect for partials, lowers and nppeu. -

NOT A'POWDER OR" PASTE CROWN PLATE RELINER is sasy Fo use.

Don’t suffer emharrussment and discomfort caused by loose dental plutes. Apply CROWN RELINEHR. In a jiffy
your plate fits like new und stays that way up tQ 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth. Just
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your tecth back in. They'll fit as snugly us ever. Inventor I8 a recognized
suthorily In dental ficld. A patent has been applied for CKOWN RELINER to protect you from imitators. After
you reline your plate with CROWN, take your fulse teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN
RELINER. CKOWN RELINER {s guaranteed . . . it’s hurmless. NOT A POWDER OR PPASTE! DOES NOT
BURN OR IRRITATE. If not satisfied, even sfter 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund . CROWN
s a sclentific discovery thut you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze it out of the tube onto the plute and
in a jiry your plate will again feel as. light_and comfortable as it djd when It was new, Order today snd
«njoy this new oral comfort rluu. away.|

WHAT USERS HERE SLOURTFREELOFFER'
TELL US — READI

3. Clements of Algonac writes:™

lll()W\l nﬂerl yuu 8’ two-way pmluunn for your plates.” Order CROWN

“*My plates were 50 bad they
ruttled when I talked. Now 1
exn eat nukl corn_on the
h. "’ W. W, of Virginia
have found Crown
you ¢laim for it
. Many more
attest un ume excellent re-
sults. Reline your plates with
CROWN. It's tusteless. Hus
that natural pink color. Order

1

RELINER snd recelve »REE with your order CROWN DENTAL PLATE
CLEANER. The DENTAL PLATE CLEANEIL s easy to use und restores
that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ-
free., CROWN CLEANER eliminates without brushing foods that collect in
nl-u corners “and crevices. : Melps protect plates becsuse no brushing Is
{necessary and therefore the dunger of scratching s avoided. You will enjoy
the feellng that your breath is sweet and Is not *‘fulse-teeth offensive’”. Order
U""Y and ket your CROWN CLEANER FREE with the CROWN I)PJ\TAL
PLATE RELINER 775 remember you don't_risk a single cent._ You must_be

o tuie of CROWN RELINER g"“’" et o e,
todsy . . . enough o lust a
year. - oaditie s

SEND;NOJMONEY,

(Trv it for 4 months and then return it for 8]
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and!
‘we will include FREE with your order a tube
‘of .CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER. -
You'll be delighted with both...and the
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
'feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and
address. Pay'postman one dollar for combina-
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay
.ipostage. Act now and enjoy this new hlpph\ﬂ!.‘\
At Your Druggist or Order Direct

CROWN PLATE RELINER
is tasteless’ and odoriess:

Q Step Neo

LEAN » <

Step 2 DRY WELL UNDER
UF(HHL BULB,

Steyy No. '—~SQUEEZE
CHOWN RELINER

Seem ---I.--I.-.IIII.-I.-I'-I---I..-.--..I--
-

CROWN PLASTIC CO., Dept. 3408
Sy e 4358 W, Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich.

Send your wonderfal Crown Dental Plate Reliner and

include the FREE Crown Dental Cleaner, I will pay

Crown Plastic Co., Dept. 3408
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave.

Deiroit 4, Mich,

guarantee.)

6

arrival. If T am not sntl iod after 4 mont.hs, i mt’
return partly used tube for full
(O I am -enclosing one dollar in mll payment same

MAME ......ovccecsoevssssvsscssssscssssnnaovs
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Th;lusands have learned

short-cut way, right at home

® Yes, thousands have learned to
play quickly and easily this re-
markable “Print and Picture”
way. And if you spend only a
half hour of your spare time
each day following the instruc-
tions, you, too, should be able to
play simple melodies sooner than
you ever dreamed possible.

Have Real Fun Learning

That’s why it's such fun learning
music this modern, short-cut U. S.
School way. You learn to play by
playing. With this amazingly quick,
easy method you need no special
talent or previous musical train-
ing. Neither do you need to spend
endless hours on humdrum scales
and tedious exercises. You learn
to play real tunes almost from the
start. And you can't go wrong.
Because first you are told how to
do a thing by the simple printed
instructions. Then a picture or
diagram shows you how to do it.
Finally you de it yourself and hear
how it sounds. Nothing could be
clearer. And sooner than you ever

See how easy it is!

My Country 'Tis of Thee Sweef Land of Liberty

-
> _}
AN

Look at the diagram.
Follow
the piano. Find the other notes the same way.
notes as indicated and you'll be playing the
famous patriotic hymn “‘America.’””

for fess tham'Fa

"WHICHTINSTRUMENT
0O,YOU,WANT,TO i,

Tho first note on the music i3
the dotted line to the keyboard and locate

Easy as A-B-C, isn't it?

J\

LEARN.TO PLAY ?

to play this quick, easy
AND YOU CAN, T00!

expected you'll be thrilled to find
that you can pick up almost any
popular piece and play it by note.

And just think! With the many
U. 8. School Courses to choose from,
you can take lessons on any instru-
ment you select, for less than 7c a
day! That includes everything . . .
valuable sheet music, printed in-
structions, diagrams and pictures,
and our Personal Advisory Service
. » « No extras of any kind. Is it
any wonder that thousands have
taken advantage of this modern way
to learn music at home in spare time
«..and to win new friends, greater
popularity, and enjoy musical good
times galore!

Send for Free Proof

If you really want to learn music . . .
to be invited everywhere ., . . and get lots
more fun out of life . . . mail the coupon
below asking for Free “Print and Picture'”
Sample and Illustrated Booklet. See for
yourself how easy and pleasant it is to
learn to play this modern, short-cut money-
saving way. Check the instrument you
want to play. Don’t wait . . , do it now!
U. 8. School of Music, 1238 Brunswick
Bldg., New York 10, N, Y.

7 MUSIC LESSUNS

day?

~ PREFERS HOME STUDY
METHOD

“I have taken lessons from a
private instructor but grew tired
of long hours of practice and
discontinued my study. After
studying your course for only 30
minutes daily, I am now play-
ing for my Church Choir with

much ease.”
XL Hubbard, Texas
S

§ ; 8

PLAYS ON RADIO
“‘As a proud student I ecan’t
keep from telling you that as a
result of my course I have a
good position playing from KTHS
every morning.”” *J. 8., Heav-
ener, Okla.

*Actual pupils’ names on re-
quest. Pictures by Professional
Models.

r-------------------------------'ﬁ

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

A ]
‘ 1238 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. ]
I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument N
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet, B
““How to Learn Music at Home.” L
¥ piano Plain Accordion Trombene Piecolo L)
B Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Flute Mandolin 5
# Hawaiian Guitar Reed Organ Practical Modern ]
B Violin enor Banjo Finger Elementary B
§ Saxophone Ukulele Control Harmony M
g Piano Accordion Clarinet Have you instrument?......... o
Ny s A o A T A A BN, Ao
v : (PLEASE PRINT)
AQMOBY o iivesnarsesiosiovassabonssssssdosisnsiess cesesiasscnees |
B Oy i L s e BEMES ik s B
Now strike tﬂg | | NOTE: If you are under 16 years parent must sign coupon. ]
melody of the L--------------------------------‘

7

Save 2¢c — Stick coupon on penny posteard.
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MUI.ES OF STEEI.
W\

Get strong! Mould a powerful all-around body lined
with steel-like muscles, Soast of sinewy arms . .
a crushing grip . . . a mighty chest . . . a powerful
back and legs that spell ENDURANCE. ‘ Yes . . .
just 15 MINUTES A DAY with this PROGRESSIVE
COMBINATION will quickly do the trick. Get this
6-way home gym. NOW . . . start building tomor-
row’s muscles TODAY. Get Herculean strength easily
at home in spare time with this mnewly invented
chest pull and bar bell combination.

A Six-Way Progressive
Muscle Building Set

Tms outfit is rightly named a 6-Way Progressive Muscle Buillding

ncludes practically all the advantages of a gym in
your home nnd in your spare time. In quick time, you will be
handling the 5 super-power live rubber cables The Bar-Bell hook-
up permits you to do all kinds of Bar-Bell workouts. There are
expertly prepared pictures and printed Instrucv.ions to show you
just what to do. All of the following are included

lncludo a palr of M

ented Foot Stirrups ...
important for foot and
leg development.
Permits intensive
overhead workouts to
develop mighty torso
...AI.SO...VMI.
they last, & copy of
"HOW 7O FIGHT.”
Shows shortcuts to art
of self-defense direct
from champlons.

1. Bar-Bell Equipment for powerful muscles in every part
of the body.

. The 5-Cable Progressive Chest Builder for building &

mighty chest and mighty arms.
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JUDGE BATES’
GUN - BOUGHT GOLD

By Lee FKlorem

(Author of “Judge Bates” Shotgun Court,” “Judge Baies, Coyote Caicher,” Etc.)
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Bates and Tobacco Jones blasted
back at the ambusher.

A Complete Novelet of Judge Lemanuel Bates
And Tobhaceo Jones

It was unfortunate that Judge Bates had forgotten an old-time code message
and took a friend’s letter at its face value!

HEN they reached the
mountain divide and rode
down-slope, the rise of the
peaks behind them cut off the driv-
ing spring wind. The cold afternoon
sunshine of this high Utah country
lay thinly over the boulders and the
short green grass.

Judge Lemanuel Bates, his seamed
face reddened by the wind, took off
his mittens and stuck them in a pock-

et of his sheepskin coat. With cold
fingers he untied his jug from behind
his saddle.

“Looks like warmer weather
ahead,” he told Tobacco Jones, his
gaunt and dour companion. “Yonder

" in the basin is the little mountain

town of Jergens Bend. And down
there, toasting his shins against a hot
fire, is my old crony, Judge Jeremiah
Carter.”
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He tipped his jug and liquor tum-
bled down his leathery throat. He
corked the vessel and let it ride on
the fork ahead of him.

“Tobacco,” he said, “you miss much
by not partaking of the flowing bowl.
The warmth of whisky in a man’s
belly and the resultant—"

Hurriedly the judge grabbed for
his reins; his bronc, shying suddenly,
had pivoted, throwing the jug ahead,
almost spilling the massive jurist
from leather., Tobacco’s horse reared
and pawed the air, fighting the bit,
but the postmaster held him under
firm rein.

Judge Lemanuel Bates jerked his
horse around, looking to see what had
caused the creature’s violent fear.

They had been riding through a-

grove of tall cottonwoods. Tobacco
Jones had quieted his horse and the
lanky man was staring ahead, his
eyes wide in his hangdog face.

“Death,” the judge murmured, “and
the horses scented it.”

“Death by a rope,” said Tobacco
Jones. :

HE dead man hung from a catch-
rope, his-neck broken and his
head lying limply against the hemp.
The cold mountain wind moved his
pendulent body slightly to and fro.
The judge felt a chill along his spine.

The wind had veered slightly, scat-
tering the scent of death the other di-
rection, and their horses quieted. Us-
ing his rowels, Judge Bates tried to
push his mount ahead, but the horse
rebelled, shying at the limp, hanged
.man. They dismounted, then, and tied
their broncs.

Tracks in the soft soil told the
story. A horse had been led from un-
der the dead man, letting him drop a
few feet to break his neck. Evidently
the man had been a miner: he wore a
mackinaw that covered a heavy flan-
nel shirt and his gray pants, the legs
stuck into hightop boots, were heavy
wool. His hands were horny with cal-
louses.

A piece of square cardboard, hang-
ing from a loop around his neck, lay
against his chest. The wind turned
the body slightly, making the judge

move in a semi-circle as he read the

message printed in bold, black strokes
of a paint brush.
Warning!

This man got what others will get
who try to jump the claims of the
Great Central gold mining company.
Heed you his fate, and escape a sim-
iIar one!

Judge Jeremiah Carter

Tobacco Jones bit off a chew.
“Ain’t Judge Jeremiah Carter the
gent we was goin’ visit, Bates?”

Judge Bates scowled. “What t’hell
is this, anyway? Why gad, Tobacco,
Jeremiah Carter and me went to law
school together. This don’t make
sense. The week before he received a

- letter from Jeremiah Carter’s wife,

asking him to come over and spend a
week fishing with the judge in the
nearby mountains.

That had been the first time Judge
Lemanuel Bates had known that Jere-
miah Carter liked to fish; while in
college Jeremiah Carter had been a
book-worm and hadn’t given a care
to the lure of the rod and reel. But
the judge, anxious for a vacation, had
immediately written back and said he
was coming. Tobacco Jones, not
wanting to see his old partner make
the long ride from Cowtrail, Wyo-
ming, into Utah, had put his assistant
in charge of his postoffice, and rid-
den along.

“What’ll we do, Judge?” the post-
master asked.

“Cut the gent down,” said the ju-
rist, “take him down into Jergens
Bend and turn the body over to the
sheriff.”

“But this ain’t our business.”

“You’re wrong there,” corrected
the judge. “We’re citizens and it’s
our duty to report this to the proper
authorities. By gad, if this happenad
in my bailiwick, somebody would pay
for it, and pay through the neck!”

A voice said behind them, “But this
ain’t your range, Judge Bates!”

HEY turned, two men pulled by

surprise. The man had stepped
from the brush behind them—he wore
a heavy mackinaw with the collar
pulled around his beefy, red face, and
he held a rifle under one arm, the
bore pointing nonchalantly at Judge
Bates.
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“Who the
judge.

The whiskery lips hardened. “I'm
the gent that’s makin’ you put up
your hands, Bates. Now raise ’em
pronto. You too, Jones!”

Tobacco asked, “How’d you know
our names?”’

The judge slowly raised his hands
shoulder-high. That question had
been worrying hini, too; they were
strangers in this country. Only one
man knew they were coming, and that
had been Jeremiah Carter.

“Carter’s been on the lockout for
you,” said the man with the rifle. “He
gave me orders to take you into
camp.”

“You work for
Judge Bates.

“I sure do.”

The judge studied him, holding
back his emotions. This didn’t make
sense, he decided. Here -Mrs Carter
had written him, asking him to come
and visit the judge, and now this
gent—supposedly a hireling of Judge
Carter—had a rifle on him and To-
bacco. And behind them, moving in
the wind, was the hanged man.

“T’ain’t no . se holdin’ that gun on
us, fellow,” said the judge. “If Judge
Carter wants us, we’ll go to him. Fact
is, we came a long way to visit with
him.”

The man gestured with his rifle
barrel. “Put a stirrup up an’ get into
saddle,” he ordered.

“But this dead man—"

“He’ll be all right, Bates. He'll
serve as a warnin’ for other claim
jumpers. Keep your hands away from
your guns an’ §tep up.”

“You got poor eyes,” said Tobacco
Jones. “We ain’t totin’ guns.”

The postmaster was right. Because
of the discomfort the heavy gunbelts
and weapons caused on the long ride,
the pair had taken off their hard-
ware. Tobacco had stowed his twin
45s and belt in his bedroll, tied be-
hind his saddle. Judge Bates had put
one .45 in his bedroll, and dropped
the other in his sheepskin pocket.

“I want to get my jug,” he said.

The jug had rolled into some rose-
bushes. “I’ll get that,” said the man.
. He backed to the jug, fished it out
with his right foot, keeping his eyes

are you?” snapped

Carter?” asked

and the rifle on the pair. He rolled
the jug out, then squatted to pick it
up.

For a moment then his rifle
drooped. And, in that moment, Judge
Lemanuel Bates acted. His draw was
slow; he had put his mittens over his
gun in his pocket. He had to jerk
them out first to get at the .45.

The hunkered man jerked his rifle
up, and let the hammer drop. Squat-
ting, he sent his bullet toward the
judge. But, because of his position,
the man's aim was low. Judge Bates
felt the bullet slam into the saddle-
fork in front of him, then the sound
became lost in the roar of his .45.

The man shot once more, the bullet
slapping sod at his feet. Judge Bates’
horse was rearing, fighting the reins.
His Colt up, the jurist jerked the
horse around, dismounted and walked
toward the man, now lying over his
rifle.

Tobacco Jones stared.
dead, Judge?”

Judge Bates knelt, turned the man
over. .Two bullets had dug through
the man’s chest. The jurist looked up,
his eyes bleak, and nodded.

“Wished I hadn’t killed him, too.

“Is he—he

‘Tried to just wound him but that

damned horse of mine was making
too much of a ruckus. Wished he was
alive so we ceuld’ve made him talk;
I'd like to know what this is all
about. . .”

Tobacco Jones looked down at the
jug. “That ]ub sure pulled us outa a
tough hole.”

Judge Bates smiled. He knew full
well his lanky partner’s antipathy to-
ward alcohol. “That,” he said, “is
really an admission, comm from the
you thataway. . .”

WO HOURS later they rode into
Jergens Bend. The pioneer
mountain town was settled along the
twisting bends of a small creek.
There had been a goldrush here a few
months before but, according to what
Judge Lemanuel Bates had heard, the
Great Central Gold Mining Company
had moved in and bought out all the
diggings. He had read that in the
Denver Post.
Both of them now wore their guns.

2 Teobacco led the horse of the ambush-
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er—they had found the beast tied
back in the high brush. That horse
carried the bodies of the two dead
men. :

Citizens, mostly miners and towns-
people, stood on the plank sidewalks
and watched them. Judge Bates put
his horse over and spoke to a man.

“Where’s the sheriff’s office?”

“H’ain’t got ne sher’ff.”

“Well, then, where is the town mar-
shal’s office?”

“H’ain’t got no marshal, either.”

“Who represents the law here?”

“H’ain’t nobody represents the law,
Times got so tough, I reckon, that
nobody’d take the badge. We had a
lawman about three weeks ago, I
reckon. Come one fine mornin’ he
showed up plumb dead an’ we toted
him up the hill. You rode by his
grave, I reckon, when you rode in.”

“I reckon so,” said the judge.
“Where does Judge Jeremiah Carter
live?”

“H’ain’t in town, I reckon. Him an’
his missus been gone about a week or
so, I guess. Some say he’s out in the
hills with the gol’ minin’ company.
Who are them two gents, them dead
men?”

The judge said, “Don’t you know?”

The man ambled out and looked un-
concerned at the dead men. “Stran-
gers to me, I reckon. Take ’em down
to the coroner’s office. He’s the hard-
ware man, too, straight down the
street. What happened?”

Judge Bates and Tobacco Jones
rode down the street. They stepped
down in front of the hardware store.
They untied the dead men and then,
each toting one of them over his
shoulder, they went through the
gathering crowd. One woman read
the placard that dangled from the
hanged man’s neck.

“Say, that’s Jim Hingerton,” she
said excitedly. “And look what that
sign says—]Judge Jeremiah Carter
an’ his cutthroat crew of gunmen
hung him!” :

“Who’s Jim Hingerston?” asked
the judge.

“Jus’ a common, ordinary honest
miner, fellow. He had a mine above
the Great Central diggins. The rich-

est strike on Grub crick, or almost

the richest. They’ve hung him to get
his diggins. That dirty Judge Car-
ter—"

“Maggie,” a man said, “keep your
mouth to yourself.”

The woman whirled, faced the
man—evidently her husband. “I won’t
do it, Mike Grayson. I’ve seen enough
of the judge’s highhanded—"

The man clamped a hand around
her mouth. “Get for home,” he said.

‘B UDGE Bates and Tobacco Jones
pushed through and into the
hardware store. The proprietor, a
thin, baldheaded man, locked the door
behind them. They laid the dead men
on the counter.

“You the
judge.

“I’'m the coroner. The name is Hen-
ry Swinnerton.”

The judge introduced them and
told his story. Swinnerton’s eyes wid-
ened in surprise. “I can’t hardly be-
lieve that of Judge Carter,” he said,
shaking his head. “Jeremiah and I
were good friends. But a few days ago
he just left town; his wife went with
him. They tell me he is at the Great
Central mine, west of town about fif-
teen miles on Grub creek. I've heard
him mention you, Bates.”

“What’s he doin’ there?” asked the
judge.

“He’s president of the Great Cen-
tral Mining company. He bought a
great part of the company—it was
flat broke before the last gold find-
in’s. Accordin’ to what I've heard,
him an’ his missus decided to move
out to the camp headquarters.”

“Don’t they ever come to town?”
asked Tobacco.

The bald man shook his head. “No-
body’s seen them in town since they
left.” He studied the placard again.
“I just can’t believe that Judge Car-
ter would sink so low just for gold.”

“Me, neither,” said the judge.

Somebody was rattling the locked,
front door. Swinnerton went to it and
opened it. Two men pushed in. The
leader was a heavy-shouldered, thick-
hipped man who wore regular miner’s
garb. One gun, tied low and well for-
ward, rode on his right hip. The other
was a thin, angular man definitely
not a miner. His long face, thin and

coroner?” asked the
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mean-looking, was pale and sallow.
He packed two guns, both tied low.

They came over and looked at the
two dead men. Then the heavy-shoul-
dered man lifted heavy, probing eyes
to Judge Bates.

“What happened, fella?
quick.” ’

The open arrogance of his voice
angered the judge. But he held his
temper and told his story. “Who are
you??” he asked.

“I’m Jud Malone,” said the heavy
man. “T his gent is my bodyguard,
Spider McCarthy. Me, I'm the head of
the local miners that’s united to
fight Great Central, Bates.”

“How did you know my name?”

Judge Lemanuel Bates thought he
- detected something then in Jud Ma-

lone’s green-gray eyes. But if he had,

it was short-lived, for now the eyes
were without thought.

“Heard somebody mention your
name in the crowd outside,” said Ma-
lone. “Well, you've done a good day’s
work, Bates. Hingerton was a member
of my association. This dead gent
here—this gunman—is Jake Blythe,
one of Judge Carter’s gunhands. Evi-
dently they had spotted him behin’ to
watch aroun’ for a spell while they
rode off-from the lynchin’, huh?”

" Judge Bates nodded.

Jud Malone turned, said to Swin-
nerton. “I'll go good Hingerton’s fu-
neral expenses. But Judge Carter’ll
have to bury his gunhand.” He spoke
now to Judge Lemanuel Bates. “If
you need me, Bates, you can reach
me at the Travelers Hotel down the
street a piece. Look me up.”

“Oh, sure,” said the judge.

Malone glanced at him, noting the
tone in which he spoke. Then, with
Spider McCarthy following, he went
to the door and went outside.

“Reckon there’s nothing more we
can do here,” said the judge.

Talk

HEY went outside. The crowd,
for the most part, had broken up.
They walked down the rutted street,
leading their horses. They took the
beasts to the livery barn and then
went to a restaurant, the judge carry-
ing his jug.
The hour was early for supper and
therefore the place had few custom-

ers. They took a booth and a brown-
haired girl waited on them. Judge
Bates found himself admiring the
curve of her smooth thigh and then
pulled himself back to the matter in
hand. Tobacco Jones’ words broke
into the jurist’s musing.

“Now how did this Jud Malone
fella know your name, Judge? No-
body in the crowd was tol’ what our
handles were. An’ that ambusher back
there knew it, too.” :

Judge Bates cut into his steak.
“That ain’t hard to fathom, Tobacco.”
He chewed for a while. “Somebody’s
got hold of that letter I wrote to Mrs
Carter saying me and you were com-
ing to visit the judge.”

Tobacco Jones scowled. “This
judge frien’ of yours musta turned
into a reg’lar crook, Bates.”

“That’s what gets me,” admitted
the judge.

“What gets you?”

When I las: seen Jeremiah Carter
—and that was about ten years ago—
he was as honest a man as walked the .
pike. That’s why I can’t imagine him
hookin:. up with this gold mining
company and causing all this unlaw-
fulness.”

“Then what’s the answer?”

Judge Bates’ massive shoulders
lifted, fell. “You laid one on me there
Tobacco,” he was forced to admit.
“According to the way it hits me, it
appears that this Jud Malone fellow
has organized the free miners to
fight -Great Central. What do you
think of this Malone gent?”

“Not much,” said Tobacco.

“What do rou mean by that?”

“If'n we was back home in Cow-
trail, I could show you one of the
want-placards I got jus’ before we
left town. Sent out from the postal
authorities to post on my bulletin
board. Jud Malone’s homely big mug
is on one of them cards, judge.”

“You mean he’s a wanted man?”

Tobacco sipped his coffee noisily.
“That’s what that placard said—
wanted for using the mails to de-
fraud an’ for mail robbery. I never
forget a face, judge.”

“Wonder if that placard would be
in the postoffice here?”

“Not in a town this small, Judge.

‘They only send them out to third-
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class postoffices an’ better.” Tobacco
Jones studied his obese partner. “You
aim to sit there an’ tell me I don’t
know what I'm talkin’ about?”

Judge Bates smiled. “Hang onto
the ribbons,” he soothed. “No, I just
- wanted to make good and sure before
things went too far. That means this
Jud Malone gent is out to get you,
Tobacco.”

“Why?"

“Read the handwriting,” said the
judge. “He knows I'm a judge and
he’ll know you’re a postmaster. And
he’ll know that you’ve seen his face
pictured on placards.”

Tobacco Jones paled. “By gum,
Judge, I never thought of that!”

Other problems were pestering
Judge Lemanuel Bates, and he gave
them deep thought. Jud Malone had
known his name—that meant that
Malone had read the letter that Mrs
Carter had sent, or else Malone had
read the letter he, the judge, had sent
Mrs Carter. The Carters were with
the Great Central; Malone was lead-
ing the independent miners. Yet Ma-
lone had read one of those letters or
else he’d never have known the
judge’s name. The whole thing didn’t
make sense.

They paid and went outside. They
paused on the plank sidewalk for a
moment, the judge picking his teeth
and running his slow caze over the
mountain town. The sun had set be-
hind the jagged, sawtooth peaks and
the last bit of color was dropping
from the sky. A cold chill rode the
wind from the snowy, high glaciers.

Tobacco asked, “What’s next,
Judge?”

Judge Bates was tired. The long
ride over the mountans, coupled with
the chill and wind, had set into his
bones.

“Mosey down to the hotel, I guess.”
he said, “and get a room. Me, I'd
cotton to hit the pillow for a good
night’s rest. We can look up Judge
Carter in the morning.”

Tobacco nodded. “Reckon you're
right, judge. Fifteen miles to the
Grant Central mine, they said, an’
that’s too far to ride tonight.”

They turned to walk down the
street. The bullet came, then.

HE RIFLE got in one shot.

Judge Bates, as he turned,
caught the wink of the red powder as
the rifle spat lead. The man was hid-
ing behind the false-front of a build-
ing across the street and shooting
down at them.

“Tobacco Jones was walking on the

inside. The bullet missed him by
inches and ripped into the corner of
a building, tearing the dry timber
with a sibilant whisper. Then the
crack of the rifle became lost in the
roar of Judge Lemanuel Bates’ twin
45s.

Judge Bates had fallen prone,
drawing his Colts as he had gone
down. Now, lying there, he emptied
both weapons, the guns bucking in
his cold fists. Because of the jurist’s
speed, the ambusher got in only one
shot.

For Judge Bates’ bullets were rip-
ping through the false-front behind
which he had crouched. Nor did the
fat jurist send all his bullets in the
same place. against the building. He
built a square of fire, sending bullets
to the right and the left of where he
had seen the rifle poke its ugly nose.

Now, too, Tobacco Jones was shoot-
ing. Gunroar smashed” a?x%)m
mountain town. Somewhere a man
was hollering down the street. A trio
of dogs, their tails tucked between
their legs, took up an excited yap-
ping.

The judge heard his hammers fall
on empty cartridges. And, above the
roar of Tobacco Jones’ cutters, he
heard the rap-rap of retreating boots,
running across the roof—a man who
ran swiftly, heading for the back of
the building—a man still hidden by
the rearing false front of the build-
ing.

Quickly the fat jurist’s chubby fin-
gers were shoving cartridges into
cylinders. Tobacco Jones, too, was re-
loading.

“He’s tryin’ to get away,” said
Judge Bates savagely. “You circle
that way, Tobacco, and I'll circle
this! Come in the end of the alley and
I'll come in the other end. We might
be able to pinch him between us!”

Already he was hurrying through
the dusk, running for the alley. From
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the corner of one eye he saw Tobacco
Jones running around a building, his
long legs working. He skirted the end
of a store and flattened himself
against the back of the same building,‘
covered by the shadows.

The shadowy distance of the alley
lay barren before him. Only a litter
of cans and refuse met his gaze. Gun
up, he walked forward; Tobacco met
him in the middle of the strip, di-
rectly behind the building where the
ambusher had hidden. The postmas-
ter's narrow forehead showed a per-
plexed scowl.

“He couldn’t a-got away, Judge,”
the postmaster said. “He’d have to
comesaut one of the ends of this alley
an’ he wouldn’t've had time to get
away from us.”

Judge Bates lifted his eyes, study-
in~ the'cliff that flanked one side of
the alley. If the man had not come
out one end of the alley he had
climbed that cliff. But he had not
run out ofthe alley and the cliff was
too steep to.climb.

“Maybe he's still up on the build-
ing,” said Tbacco Jones.

Judge Bates moved over and stud-
ied the ground under the edge of the
building’s roof. He saw nothing
there, so h¢ went to the other edge.
There he found what he was looking
for.

A man had dropped to the ground
here, a distance of about nine feet. A
big box stood beside the building.
That told the judge he had used the
box to climb onto the roof. When he
had jumped down, he had landed be-
side the box.

“Blood on the ground, Tobacco,”
the jurist murmured. ‘“That means
the ornery son has been wounded.”

“He went down the alley,” said To-
bacco.

They followed the tracks for a
short distance until they 'lost them
in the conglomeration o\f other spoor
and the marks of wagon tires. Nor
did they see another trace of the
blood. The judge stopped suddenly.

For the first time he noticed the
building, set there against the up-
right cliff. A" small log house with
dark windows. t

Tobacco asked, “Didn’t you notice
that before, judge?”

They went to the darkened building.
They drew back against the cliff and
studied it. Then the judge shrugged.

“We must be wrong, Tobacco. That
ambusher must’ve beat us out of the
alley. Come on.”

HEY went out on the main

street. Swinnerton, the hardware
man, stood on the corner. He asked
what the shooting had been about and
the judge tol” him. Then the judge
asked, making his voice matter-of-
fact, who owned the cabin back
against the cliff.

“That’s Jud Malone’s cabin.”

The judge murmured, “Thanks,”
and he and Tobacco went down the
street. “So that’s who owns that
shack, huh. . .”

“Here comes Jud Malone,” said
Tobacco.

They drew back hurriedly between
two buildings. Malone did not see
them as he went past. When he was
gone, they moved forward and
watched him enter the drugstore, one
of the few buildings with lights.

When he came out he was carry-
ing a package. He saw the judge and
Tobacco and halted. “Howdy, men,”
he said. And then to Tobaccc Jones,
“Heard somebody just about notched
you off, fellow. If you're a friend of
Judge Jeremiah Carter walk light in
this town, man. Sure glad they didn’t
hit you.”

“Nice of you,” said Judge Bates.

Jud Malone peered at him, trying
to read his face. Then he said, “Adi-
os,” and moved into the night. Judge
Bates’ voice stopped him.

“How’d you know they were shoot-
ing at Tobacco, instead of me?” he
asked.

Jud Malone wheeled, came up to
him. “What’d you mean by that,
Bates?”

Judge Bates said, quietly, “Just a
thought, Malone.”

“Are you sayin’ I had somethin’ to
do with it?”

“You’re the head of the local min-
ers. They hate Judge Carter. We're
friends of the judge.” .

Jud Malone hit straight from the
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shoulder. Had he put his entire
weight behind the blow he would
have knocked Judge Bates flat, but
he was on his toes when he hit, and
the blow skidded off the fat jurist’s
jaw.

The blow stunned the big man.
Then his left, moving in -straight,
smashed on Malone’s jaw. The man
was off balance and the fist knocked
him down. He landed on his fours,
spat blood, and came up again.

Judge Bates knocked him down
again. Malone rolled over, the light
from the building showing him clear-
ly, his hand on his holstered gun.

“Don’t pull that gun, warned To-
bacco Jones.

Jud Malone looked up into the post-
master’s drawn .45. He took his hand
back and got to his feet. He said,
“You'll pay for this, gents. Through
the nose.”

“Maybe,” said Judge Bates.

Malone turned and walked away.
The judge watched him go, his hands
on his guns. The night hid the miner.
Judge Bates and Tobacco went into
the drugstore.

“What did Malone just buy in
here?” asked the jurist.

“Some bandages and some iodine,”
said the clerk. “Why ask, men?”

Judge Bates glanced at Tobacco
Jones. The postmaster chewed and
nodded. The clerk wondered what
was going on, But both of the part-
ners knew then that Spider McCar-
thy had tried to kill Tobacco and one
or both of them had wounded the
gunman. And now Jud Malone was
packing bandages and medicine to
patch up his hired gunhand.

“We could raid that cabin,” mur-
mured Tobacco.
Judge Bates frowned. “No, I got

a better plan.” The whole thing
didn’t make sense: that thought
pounded at his brain. But his com-
placent face did not betray his inner-
most struggle. He looked at his
skinned knuckle.

“Give me a bottle of iodine,” he
told the clerk.

HEY went outside. Tobacco

Jones bit off a chew of Star and
chewed vigorously. He spat out on
the street.

“Well, Judge?”

“The way I figure,” said Judge
Bates, “this Jud Malone fella is work-
in’ for the Great Central Gold Min-
ing Company, Tobacco. An’ I'll tell
you why I think that. Malone’s
tongue slipped—he disclosed that he
knew our names. That means he read
either my letter or Mrs Carter’s.”

“Then you think that Judge Carter
spotted him an’ Spider McCarthy to
kill us, huh?”

Bates lowered his jug. “The judge
ain’t behin’ this hell, Tobacco. If'n
you knew him like I know him you
wouldn’t say that. No, there’s some-
body else behin’ it.”

“Then what’s, Judge Carter doin’
out at the gold mine’s camp?”

Judge Bates corked his jug.
“Judge Carter, unless I miss my
guess, is a prisoner—that is, if he an’
his missus are still alive.”

Tobacco Jones rocked his angular
body back on his high heels and spat
thoughtfully. “I get it” he said.
“There’s been some illegal deals
pulled. Judge Carter took the law to
himself seein’ there was no sheriff or
marshal. So they either kidnapped
him or killed him to silence him. Of
course, his wife knew th;:\I goods, also,
so they picked her, too what?”

“Wait till.merning~ o

They got a double room at the ho-
tel. Judge Bates blocked the door
with a chair, pulled the shades low
and locked the windows. Soon To-
bacco Jones was snoring softly. The
judge finally went to sleep.

Next morning they went to the
courthouse, a log building. Judge
Bates, clean-shaven and fresh, intro-
duced himself to the clerk and re-
corder, and asked to see some of his
records—those pertaining to the
Great Central Gold Mining Com-
pany.

“Them records ain’t for public per-
usal.”

The judge studied the thin, rat-
faced man and smiled. “You’re talk-
in’ to the wrong man, fellow,” he
said. “You don’t know your Utah
law. Look at Official Records, Vol-
ume 23, Statutes of 1894, pages 45 to
47.”

The man stared. “You’re a Wyomin’
judge,” he said.
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“I know my Utah law.”

“You still ain’t seein’ them,” said
the man. He had both hands under
the counter. Judge Bates figured he
had a shotgun or rifle hidden there.
So did Tobacco Jones. The postmas-
ter’s .45 came up and levelled across
the counter-top.

“Take your hands up—empty!”

The man hesitated. His tongue
came out and wet his lips. - He
crooked his elbows out—Judge Bates
waited no longer. His right hand shot
across the counter, fastened around
the man’s stovepipe neck, and the
jurist dragged him across the top.

“Damnit, Bates, I'll—"

Judge Bates twisted off the man’s
words. “You’ll do nothing,” he re-
torted. “You ain’t got a legal leg to
stand on.” He carried the man to
the door, lifted him bodily in
the air, and threw him into the street.

The rat-faced man landed sitting-
down. He got to his feet, his loose
lips trembling, then, without another
word, he walked down the street.

“Now where’s he goin’?” asked
Tobacco Jones.

Judge Bates shrugged. They went
to the files and opened them. After
some searching the judge feund what

e wanted—2a long, legal-looking
paper full of whereas and therefore.
Judge Bates skimmed through it,
found what he wanted. '

“Who,” he asked, “is Dudley Mon-
son?”

Tobacco spat, missed the cuspidor,
splattered tobacco juice on the side
of the desk. He frowned deeply.
“I’'ve read that name. . . somewhere.
Why ask, Bates?”

“This Dudley Monson owns the
greater share of the Great Central.”

Tobacco’s memory clicked. “I got
it,” he said. “That circular about this
Jud Malone gent! It had a bunch of
aliases. You know, Dudley Monson
was one, as sure as I'm alive! Hey,
Jud Malone is Dudley Monson!”

UDGE BATES grunted, shoved

the printed matter back in the
file and they went outside. The rat-
faced recorder was nowhere to 'be
seen.

“Maybe he can cause trouble for

us, Bates,” said the postmaster. “You
sure you stand right on that Utah
law you quoted?”

“Correct, Tobacco.”

Judge Bates smiled quietly; he was
joshing his crochety partner. He
never knew a statute in the Utah
code. “That gent went only one place,
Tobacco, and that was to warn Jud
Malone that we was going through
his records. Come up to our room an’
T’ll prove it.”

From the room they could see
Malone’s shack, there in the alley.
After a while, the recorder left the
shack and moved forward between
two buildings, coming out on the main
street. Five minutes later Jud Malone
and Spider McCarthy, the latter
walking rather stiffly, left the shack
and moved out on Main street, where
they stood in front of the bank.

The judge and Tobacco went
downstairs, paid for the room, and
then went toward the livery-barn,
They had to pass directly in front of
Spider McCarthy and Jud Malone.
The pair watched them covertly.

Judge Bates said, to Spider Mc-
Carthy. “You walk stiffly this morn-
ing, my friend. Have you met with
a slight accident recently.”

“What t’hell’s it to you?”

Jud Malone cut in. “You two
hellions leavin’ our fair city?”

“For a while, yes. We're riding
out to the Great Central headquarters
and see my old friend, Judge Carter.”

“Nice ride,” said Malone.

“Heard that’s a rough country,”
said the judge. “Ought to be a good
country to ambush a man in, huh,
Monson?”

“What're you—? Where’d you get
this Monson stuff?”

Judge Bates was all apology. “A
thousand pardons, Malene,” he mur-
mured. “The name slipped out all un-
thinkingly. But you remind me of a
man I used to know. You look a lot
like him. His name was Dudley Mon-
son. By the way, I saw at the record-
er’s office that Dudley Monson owns
a great part of Great Central. May-
hap I shall see him at the mine. No
relation of yours, I suppose?”

“Never heard of him,” said Malone.

Judge Bates and Tobacco Jones
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went to the livery-barn, the judge
toting his gallon jug. The comfort-
ing splash of the vessel’'s contents
brought a dry feeling ‘to his throat.
While Tobacco saddled their horses
the jurist tilted the crockery.

Tobacco: grunted, “There musta
been some loco weed seed in them
hotcakes you et this mornin’, Bates.”

The judge corked his jug. “How
come that assumption?”

“Here we have the goods on Jud
Malone, an’ you spill the bean pot by
tellin’ him all we know. Longside of
that, you tell him where we're goin’,
to boot!” ‘

“We never told him anything. He
knew we knew all that.”

Tobacco mounted. “Well, maybe
so, but why tell him where we're
goin’?”

The judge turned his horse. A
night of rest, good feed, and a warm
barn had put new life into the beast.
But Judge Bates held him with a
strong rein.

“Why not? He aims to follow us,
anyway!”

“How’s the set-up look to you,
judge?”

“You add it up,” said Judge Bates,
“an’ Tl tell you if the answer is
right.”

Tobacco spat. “Malone’s smart—
plenty smart. He controls the Great
Central. His company an’ the inde-
pendent miners squabble. The inde-
pendents don’t know he owns the
Great Central. So he organizes them.
makes hisself their head, an’ leads
them to their -destruction. He’s mak-
in’ money out of both sides.”

Judge Bates nodded. “Then what,
Tobacco?”

“Well, Judge Cartér probably finds
this out. He buys into Great Central
to get into Malone’s confidence to
bust the ring. Malone gets wise. May-
be Carter an’ his missus are plumb
dead. Malone’s tough.”

“Not too tough.”

“But why was that guard posted out
there where they’d hung this miner.
Jim Hingerton?”

“They’d just finished hanging him,”
explained Judge Bates. “They prob-

ably saw us coming and we, not being _

on guard particularly, hadn’t noticed
them drift out in that high brush and
timber. The guard had recognized us.
He got kind of mixed up in his in-
structions. Had he worked it right,
he could have taken us right peace-
fully into Great Central headquar-
ters.”

“But he walks out there with a
rifle on us,” said Tobacco.

[HEY WERE in the foothills

now. Scrubpine and buckbrush
covered the rocky, sloping hills. They
hit for the rimrock, riding the high
route. A few minutes later they drew
up and looked at the basin below.

The day was clear, the sun bright.
A warm haze lay over the valley.
And, in the bottom of the bowl, a
dark ugly blot placed against green-
ery, was the town of Jergens Bend.

“Two riders yonderly,” said the
judge.

Tobacco’s gaze followed his part-
ner’s index finger. But the riders
were heading toward the south. Judge
Bates took the field glasses from his
saddlebag, adjusted them, then hand-
ed them wordlessly to Tobacco.

The postraaster squinted hard and
long, then-handed back the glasses.
“Malone an’ Spidér‘Méarﬂ%?"he
said softly. “But they ain’t follerin’
us, Bates, they’re ridin’ into the hill.
An’ why?”

Judge Bates uncorked his jug,
drank. “Yeu got me,” he admited.

Tobacco glanced at him, smiling.
“First time you ever admitted you
was wrong,” he said.

“First time for everything.”

The pair rode inte the hills and
were lost. Tobacco and Judge Bates
continued toward the mine, traveling
the high reaches. They could see the
mine ahead of them.

Dim and distant, it looked very
small—just a tin-metal building that
reflected the sun’s sharp rays. It was
still about eight miles away.

“Probably just run a few rockers,”
said the judge. “Though I did hear
back in town that they were putting
back a shaft in the mountain there.
Seems as if there’s only about four,
five men working for the company.”

“Four or five men—good gunhands
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—can whip a bunch of miners any

day. . . . ’Specially if the miners are

lead by the gunmen’s boss.”
“Look!” said the judge.

Ahead, a mile or so, a thin column
of smoke was rising against the still
.morning air. The thread of it was
broken by intermittent puffs of
smoke.- And Judge Bates inew in-
stantly what was going on.

“Signaling to somebody with
smoke,” he said. “Like the Apaches
do down in Arizona.” He twisted his
bulk in saddle. Behind them, miles
away, rose a similar blue thread of
smoke, broken also into pieces.

“So that’s why Malone and Mc-
Carthy didn’t follow us,” murmured
the jurist. “They rode to a high hill
and built a signal fire. Now they’re
telling their guards out at the mine
that we’re heading toward the dig-
gings.”

“Warnin’ ’em,” grunted Tobacco.
His homely face was plainly serious.
“We got a tough bunch to buck here,
Judge—a brainy bunch. What’s your
answer?”

Judge Bates scowled deeply. Then
he uncorked his jug, raised it for a
long time. Wordlessly Tobacco Jones
watched the whiskey go down the
jurist’s throat. And, as always, a chord
of admiration touched the skinny
postmaster. But no matter how much
Bates drank he never got drunk. The
judge finally lowered the jug.

He smacked his lips. “Good liquor,
fine liquor.”

“Your belly,” said Tobacco, “will
get your hide filled full of bullet
holes.”

UDGE BATES came back to the

matter at hand. “They've got us
spotted, Tobacco. Seems to me there’s
only one thing to do. If we go down
on the level ground, them guards
ahead will ride down on us, But we
might outwit them.”

“And how do that?”

“Ride straight ahead. Then, about
a mile or so this side of the signal
smoke, duck into a gulley like we aim
to ride down on the level country.
Only we leave our horses hidden and

go ahead on foot. That way, the
brush’ll hide us. We’ll sneak up and
see what’s what?”

Tobacco chewed, considered. “If'n
we wanta see the judge,” he finadlly
said, “it looks like that’s the play.”

They rode on, seemingly uncon-
cerned. Then, with the judge leading
the way, they turned down into a
gulley, tied their horses. They took
rifles from saddleboots and went
ahead on foot.

The mine was almost below them
now. They could see the metal build-
ing clearly; beyond it a tunnel ran
into the mountain, its mouth black
and ominous. A powder house, built
into the hill, was some distance from
the tunnel. A few miners were run-
ning sluice boxes in the creek.

They were above the spot where
the signal had been sent. Below them,
hunkered beside the sandrocks, were
two miners, about a hundred yards
away. The signal fire had been ex-
tinguished. The judge and Tobacco
crouched in the brush, studying the
scene below.

“Okay,” said the judge, “let’s pay
them a visit.”

They got on their feet, moved for-
ward in the high buckbrush. Sudden-
ly, the judge heard the sound of boots
sliding behind him. He thought, at
first, that Tobacco had slipped in the
shale. He turned, intending to steady
the postmaster.

But instead, he glimpsed a swing-
ing club. The blow whacked him
across the skull, staggering him. A
blurred bit of action ran across his
dazed eyes. The club was coming
down agzin, and he tried to duck.
He glimpsed the man behind it—a
heavy-set miner, striking hard.

He realized, dimly, that he had not
outwitted the Malone men—they had
outfoxed him. While two had sat
below, seemingly unconcerned, others
had taken to the brush and waylaid
them. He took this thought with him
into the darkness.

And, somewhere in the distance, he
heard a man yell, “Hey, the skinny
gent’s gettin away—he’s runnin’l. . .

A rifle roared just as the darkness
claimed him. : :
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HE WORLD was a black bottom-

less void and it should have been
daylight. Judge Lemanuel Bates
stirred and closed his eyes again. He
lay there for some time, life coming
slowly back into his heavy body. Dull
pain pulled and tugged across his
aching head. He slowly opened his
eyes again.

A voice asked, “How do you feel,
Judge Bates?”

Judge Jeremiah Carter knelt be-
side him.

“It’s getting dark,”
Judge Bates.

Carter said, “Close your eyes and
lie back.” Judge Lemanuel Bates did
and he felt the cool teuch of cold
water across his aching face. Sudden-
ly a great fear ran through him.

“Where’s Tobacco Jones?” he de-
manded.

He was wide-awake now, sitting up.
He saw he was on the floor in a dark-
ened cabin that had only one high
window and that a very small one.
Judge Jeremiah Carter, his thin lips
and high cheekbones covered by a
week’s whiskers, knelt beside him,
his gray-green eyes showing worry.
And seated on a chair in the far cor-
ner, her gray head covered by her
hands, was Mrs. Carter, sobbing and
crying softly.

“Tobacco got away,”
Carter.

Memory had returned to Judge Le-
manuel Bates. The bitter scene
enacted back on the mountain swept
across him clearly. So Tobacco Jones
had escaped the ambush. .

“Who took me here?”

murmured

said Judge

“Jud Malone and his gunmen. That

was about three hours ago. I thought
you were dead at first.”

Mrs. Carter lifted her head. She
was a plump, heavy-set woman, short
and stout, with a kindly, motherly
face.

“T'll never forgive myself. Judge
Bates. I got you into this by mailing
you that letter asking you to come
over for a fishing trip—But we never
received word from you saying you
would come.”

“That was because Malone inter-
cepted my letter,” clarified the judge.
“Wonder where my jug is?”

“Malone has it,” said Judge Jere-
miah Carter.

Judge Bates grinned ruefully. “I
sure could stand a snort.” He got
slowly to his feet; his knees were
weak. He walked uncertainly to a
homemade chair and sat down, the
rawhide seat protesting against his
great weight. For the first time he
discovered that his head was band-
aged. X

“I did that,” said Judge Carter.
“You must have a head made of cast-
iron and whalebone, Bates. It's a
wonder they didn’t kill you.”

“Wonder where Tobacco is?”

“They looked for him, I guess, but
he got on his horse and got away.
He killed one of the ambushers. I
guess he must be all right; he could-
n’t have moved that fast™if he’d been
wounded.”

“That’s a~break for us,”
Bates. =

“I suppose you wonder what this is
all about?” asked Judge Carter.

Judge Lemanuel Bates told him
what he and Tobacco had learned in
Jergens Bend by cruel experience and
at the clerk-and-recorder’s office.
And, from what Judge Carter said,
Bates and the postmaster- hadrggched
the right conclusion to the problem. -
Mrs. Carter clarified the letter re-
ceived by Judge Bates.

“At first, Jeremiah didn’t want me
to appeal for your aid, Judge Bates.
So, unknown to him, I mailed that
letter. Jeremiah told me that when
you and he were in college you once
made an agreement to help the other
if he needed aid.”

Judge Lemanuel Bates scowled. “I
forgot that,” he admitted. He put his
throbbing brain at the matter at hand
and suddenly he remembered. “Now
why didn’t I remember that before?
Sure, when one of us needed the
other we promised to write a letter
asking the other to come over for a
fishing trip.”

“We made that promise one day in
practice court,” said Judge Carter.

Judge Bates grinned. “Now 1
should’ve remembered that,” he 3d-
monished himself. “Had I done that
it would have made Tobacco and me
come armed and ready for trouble. I

said Judge
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reckon Jud Malone made you folks
prisoners right after Mrs. “Carter
mailed the letter to me, huh?”

UDGE CARTER walked to the

wall. There he had marked the
passage of days by making a finger-
" nail mark against the thick green
logs. He counted these marks now and
said he and his wife had been prison-
ers a day over a week.

“What do they intend to do with
us?” asked Judge Bates.

“I don’t know,” confessed Judge
Carter. “I think Malone is afraid to
kill us because if he does and the lo-
cal people hear about it, the whole
country will be up on the warpath
against him and he'll never get out
of Utah alive.”

“Then what’s the answer?” asked
Judge Bates.

“Jud Malone has taken a lot of gold
out of this soil,” said Judge Carter.
“I think he has just about milked the
country dry of gold. He’s robbed
plenty of miners, killing them to
silence them, and laying the blame
on me. I’ve heard a bit of conversa-
tion now and then, and I think he and
Spider McCarthy are about ready to
leave the country.”

“Where does that leave us?” asked
Judge Bates. ;

Judge Carter shrugged. “I really
don’t know.” He paced the pine
floor, his long legs taking great
strides. “If we only had a weapon
of some sort, Bates.”

“If—" said Judge Bates.

Their only hope, the judge knew,
lay in Tobacco Jones. And Tobacco,
out there in the brush, was only a
lone man, facing a gang of murderous
killers and thugs. Judge Bates felt
unrest for the safety of his postmas-
ter partner.

“They have about six miners work-
ing,” continued Judge Carter. “The
creek has almost played out and they
have a few sluice boxes working, The
rest of the gold is back in the shaft.”

Judge Bates nodded soberly.

“They work back there. Usually one
man is posted at the entrance as a
guard. The cook is always outside,
of course, in the cook shack. Believe
it or not, Bates, they’ve hit a pocket

of nuggets back there—a thing almost
unheard of in mineralogy.”

Judge Bates tried desperately to
remember some of his college geology.
“Probably a pocket of loose gold
caught years ago in a fault,” he mur-
mured. “Somebody’s coming, Carter.”

Boots were rattling in the gravel
outside. Judge Bates listened closely
as the men paused at the door. He
heard a key turn in an outside lock,
heard the hasp move back and free
the door that swung inward and ad-
mitted Jud Malone and Spider Mc-
Carthy. They came just inside the
door, their short-guns in their hands,
and stood and looked at the three.

“Quite a collection of legal talent,”
said Jud Malone. “Well, men, how
goes the brain work today, huh? Still
thinking out a way to get Jud Malone
behind the bars, Bates?”

“You'll never get behind bars,”
said the judge. “You’ll get crammed
into a pine box and weighted down
with a couple of tons of sod.”

Jud Malone smiled crookedly, his
gray-green eyes pulled together. He
looked at them for some time, and
Judge Lemanuel Bates tried to read
behind the heavy man’s thoughts.
Spider McCarthy leaned against the
wall, seeingly loafing but the judge
saw that his thin fingers were tight
around the black handles of his drawn
458,

“Well, Jud?” asked Spider Mec-
Carthy.

“We got to get this postmaster,”
said Jud Malone suddenly. He turned
and went out with Spider McCarthy
following him and Judge Bates heard
the door-hasp slide into place, heard
the dull click of the lock closing. The
boots moved off and finally their
sounds had died.

“Wonder where Tobacco is?” asked
Judge Carter.

Judge Bates tried to swallow but
his throat was too dry. With pangs
he thought of his jug and anger riled
him. Even now Jud Malone and
Spider McCarthy were probably tilt-
ing the gallon crockery, and liquor
meant for Judge Bates’ judicial throat
was running down the thirsty gullets
of the outlaws, It was enough, he de-

_cided, to make a man sign the pledge.
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There was some luke-warm water in
a rusty pail. The taste was nauseat-
ing to the judge’s tongue.

HE DAY wore on and a fly

droned listlessly. Mrs Carter
slept on the cot and Judge Jeremiah
Carter scratched his bewhiskered jaw
and scowled. Despite his easy exter-
ior a number of galling thoughts
rubbed at Judge Lemanuel Bates.
Chief of these was anxiety for his
lanky partner. But that anxiety was
settled late that afternoon when again
they heard the scuffle of boots out-
side.

The key grated. The hasp flew
back. Tobacco Jones, one eye swollen
shut, was pushed into the room,
stumbling and falling to the floor.
Jud Malone’s saturnine face showed
a crooked grin and Spider McCarthy’s
eyes were emotionless.

“Here’s your partner, Bates,”
growled Jud Malone. “Foun’ him
snoopin’ aroun’ an’ we worked him
over some. Hope this finds you gents
and the lady comfcrtable. What're
you talkin’ about? One of your legal
victories, I suppose?”

Nobody answered.

Malone and his bodyguard turned
and left. Again, the hasp shot into
place, the lock clicked. Judge Bates
knelt beside Tobacco Jones. They had
evidently pistol-whipped his partner.
But, despite the black eye and the
blood on his scalp, the postmaster
had a crooked smile on his thin lips.

“I’'ll kill them hellions,” he de-
clared. \

Judge Bates studied the scalp
wound. “Cut you with a gun-barrel,
it looks like. We’ll wash it out with
water and tie something around it.
How come they get you, Tobacco?”

“Tried to sneak up and fres you
people. They jumped me in the brush.
Guess I should've waited until dark.”

Mrs Carter tore the piece from a
blanket on the bed. The judge bound
his partner’s wound. The blanket
made a cumbersome bandage. Judge
Jeremiah Carter paced the floor
angrily.

“We got to get out, Bates!”

(‘How?’!

Tobacco grinned. “I forgot to tell _

you somethin’, Bates. Before they
beat me up I was in the blacksmith
shop.” He*dug down in his pants un-
der his belt. Judge Lemanuel Bates
grunted appreciatingly as the post-
master’s grimy hand came up holding
a keyhole saw. “I got it hid under my
pants before they found me. They
searched me before they threw me
in here but they didn’t do a good
job.”

“We’ll saw the lock off”
Judge Lemanuel Bates.

“But we need guns,” said Judge
Carter.

“The main thing,” declared Judge
Bates, “is to get out of here, Carter.
Get Mrs Carter to safety and we'll
run these killers into their graves. If
we can’t get arms to fight them with,
we can at least make a getaway and
bring in help.”

Judge Carter looked at the keyhole
saw. “You have to get a hole through
the wood before you can use a saw
like this. What can we make the hole
with?”

Judge Bates went to the door,
Tobacco following with the saw. Mrs
Carter sat on the bunk and watched
and hoped. Judge Carter’s breath was
hot on Judge Bates’ neck. The judge
ran his glance over the door and his
hopes sank suddenly.

The door was made of heavy two-
inch planks planed and set firmly to-
gether. Judge Bates leaned down and
studied a crack. The planks were
jointed together smoothly but he de-
tected a trace of light between them
at one point.

“Somebody watch out the window,”
he ordered.

They pulled the bunk under the
window. Tobacco could just peer out
the corner. With difficulty the judge
got the saw blade between the crack.

“Nobody in sight,” said Tobacco.

Judge Bates sawed hurriedly. His
only hope was to widen the crack so
he could turn the saw and saw in a

said

circle. The work was, of necessity,

slow. The saw ran back and forth
the judge slowly tilting the blade.
“Danged saw sure is dull,” grunted
Judge Bates.
“Let me work at it,” said Carter.
The lanky jurist went to work
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religiously. Suddenly Tobacco Jones’
sibilant whisper cut the air.

“Malone—Comin’ this way!”

Judge Carter pulled the saw out.
Judge Bates waited, breathing heav-
ily. If Malone came he could see
where the saw had wideneéd the
crack. ==

“He went into the mine shaft,”
said Tobacco. .

UDGE CARTER wiped his high
forehead. Mrs Carter breathed a
sigh of relief; Judge Bates went
back to work. Finally he got the hole
big enough to start the saw cutting
on the circle.

The planks were dry and tough,
the saw dull. Diligently the fat jurist
worked, his muscles complaining;
when he tired Judge Jeremiah Car-
ter took over.

“I'm gettin’ tired of stretchin’ my
neck,” grunted Tobacco, chewing
vigorously. “Ain’t you gents got no
luck—"

“We're free,” said Judge Bates.

He had sawed a tight circle around
the lock. Now all he need do was
pull the door and it would open. He
outlined their plan of procedure rap-
idly. Mrs Carter, for safety, would,

as soon as she was outside, go instant- .

ly into the brush and hide.
“What have you seen?” asked Judge
Bates of Tobacco. '

“‘Pears to me, Bates,” said the
gaunt man, “that everybody—in-
cludin’ Jud Malone an’ Spider Mc-
Carthy—are in yonder tunnel. They’s
one gent in the rush—right there be-
side the mine shaft. He can’t see us
’cause the shack is betwixt us an’
him.”

“Anybody else?”

“The cook, in the cook-house.”

“I'll take the guard,” said the
judge. “You take the cook, Tobacco.
Judge Carter, you stay with your
missus—"

“Not me, Bates. I'm going with
you.”

Judge Bates smiled. “All right.”

He pulled the door open and they
ran out. Heavy buckbrush lined the
bottom of the canyon and they went
into this. Here ran tumbling, noisy
Grub creek and here they left Mrs.

Carter. The woman’s motherly face
showed her inner fear.

“Dad, you be careful now; promise
me?”

“That I will, mother,” said Judge
Jeremiah Carter solemnly. “It is not
good when men gather together to
use their strength outside of the pale
of the law as we are going to do. But
to bring about justice sometimes we
are forced to break the laws of man
and dwell by those of the Supreme
Being.”

Tobacco said, “I’m takin’ the cook,”
and went through the brush. Scon he
was lost in the high buckbrush. And
then the two judges moved forward
toward the guard. They could see
him squatted there with his rifle in
front of the dark maw of the mine.
A few moments later they halted in
the brush behind him and looked out
on him. Finally Judge Lemanuel
Bates had his plan.

“Get over there, Judge Carter,” he
said, “behind those bushes.” A broken
limb from a cottonwood tree iay on
the ground. “Take that as a club.” He
outlined the rest in sparse small
words.

The foliage was so thick he could
hardly see the judge, despite the fact
he knew where he was hidden. An-
other broken bough lay close at hand
and he tested its heft. Then he
moved to the edge of the brush and
hid.

Judge Jeremiah Carter tossed a
rock into the clearing. It landed feet
away from the guard. He came hur-
riedly to his feet, his rifle raised, and
he looked at the rock. Then he lifted
his gaze to the side of the overtower-
ing mountain. Evidently he thought
the rock had rolled from there.

Judge Carter said, “Woof, woof,”
and Judge Lemanuel Bates smiled.
The sound was that of a puppy in
pain and had the judge not known,
it would have fooled him. The guard
scowled and walked into the brush.

UDGE BATES’ club whammed
across his skull. But the bough
had a rotten spot, and it broke as the
guard lurched ahead. The man was
stunned but not out; he was turning.

_Then Judge Carter’s club came in
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hard and knocked the man flat. Judge
Carter balanced his weight on him,

“Get his guns, Bates.”

The guard had dropped his rifle.
Judge Bates, grunting, picked it
from the ground, took the man’s two
Colts. He tossed the rifle to Judge
Carter. Both men stared as Tobacco
Jones came from the cookshack, a
butcherknife in one hand. And the
tip of the butcherknife was bedded
against the cook’s back.

The cook was a fat, waddling man
and he was sweating. Judge Bates’
grin widened as he saw the man was
gagged with a wet dishtowel. The
cook’s face was mauled some, and his
nose was bloody.

Tobatco had a handful of dish-
towels. Using these they bound the
cook and the limp guard hand and
foot and fashioned a gag on the
guard. The place was quiet when they
straightened.

“Get a crowbar, Tobacco,” said
Judge Bates. “Tear the lock off the
powder house. Be sure and get some
fuse.”

Judge Carter went with the post-
master. A narrow railroad, using inch
pipe for rails, ran into the tunnel. A
hand-made ore car sat beside the
mountain. Judge Bates picked the car
up and set it on the track.

When Tobacco came up with a few
sticks of dynamite wrapped in a tarp
the judge had things ready to move.
He had placed some boulders on the
car and now he covered these with
the tarp. He took the fuse and weaved
it under the canvas.

“Don’t need the dynamite,” he said.

“But—" began Tobacco.

Judge Carter thought. “I see,” he
said. .

A length of pipe ran into the tun-
nel. Probably at one time water had
been run into the shaft. Judge Le-
manuel Bates placed his mouth close
to the hollow steel pipe. His words
carried easily to its length in the
mountain.

“This is Judge Lenfanuel Bates
speaking,” he hollered. “We got the
place spiked with guns. Come on out,
you men, and come out with your
hands high!”

The words echoed through the

ipe, and all sound died. Then from
inside the shaft they heard a raisz of
voices. And then, holding the other
voices silent, came the words of Jud
Malone.

“What is this, a joke, guard?”

“No joke about it,” said the judge.
“Your guard is knocked out, Malone.
Come on out and face the music.”

Silence. Then, “Drive us out.”

“We’ll do that,” said Judge Bates.
“We're sending in a car loaded with
dynamite. We’ll blow you out of
there. Here 1t comes!”

Judge Carter had lighted the fuse.
The stem sparkled and spat sparks
as Tobacco Jones gave the car a
strong push. The little ore car zipped
into the shaft and they saw the
sparks sputtering as it rolled ahead.
Then it rounded a corner and they
saw it no longer.

They ran back to the brush, rifle
and six shooters ready, and they set-
tled there and waited. They did not
have to wait long. For the inside of
the tunnel was filled with wild voices
and wild commotion.

“Get outa here!”

“That dynamite explode an’—”

“I’'m comin’ out, Bates, with my
hands high!”

AD WITH fear, they ran out

of the shaft—six miners with
Jud Malone and Spider McCarthy in
the lead. The miners had their hands
raised high and ran in wild fear; but
Malone and his gunmen had their six-
shooters out. They had the gallows
staring at them hungrily and they
would go out fighting.

Malone’s gun spewed lead over
Judge Bates. The obese jurist had
gone into a crouch, his short-gun
talking rapidly. Malone shot again
but already Judge Bates’ bullets had
turned him, swinging his aim wide.

Malone went down—and stayed
down.

Spider McCarthy, too, was down—
sitting bent double, coughing horribly
and gasping. Judge Bates glanced
sidewise at Judge Carter. The lanky
man’s rifle was trailing smoke from
its long barrel.

(Continued On Page 96)
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HELL-0N-WHEELS

MeMANUS
AND THE MEAN-EYED LADINA

A RIP-SNORTER

By Joe Austell Small
(Author of “Me and the Devil,” “Bronc-Busting Gobbler,” Etc.)

I+ was a red-letter day in Bung Hole history when
McManus tackled that ladina known as Mrs Hell!

HE MAN IN THE cream-col-

I ored silk shirt grins widely.

He’s acting like he has a secret
and is about to be kind enough to
let us in on it. He says:

“A man could turn the pockets of
every cow camp this side o’ Cape
Cod, and he couldn’t find a cow
hand up to tightenin’ my saddle girt
when it comes to that special job,
mister! I'm the best one-swing
brush-cow snagger in the state of
Texas. Where’bouts do I start to
work?”

Old “Plague-gone” Watson, boss
of the Bung Hole spread, looks at
the slim cowpuncher from under
shaggy eyebrows. He jerks a wild
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hair from tobacco-stained mustache
and rubs the spot with a sun-cracked
fist to quiet the sting. “Yuh can
lay it ’roun’ their necks every pop,
eh? Know anythin’ about brandin’
wild cattle in the brush?”

“Do I know anythin’ about brand-
in’ cattle?” The tall cowpoke looks
at us like he feels sorry for the boss
—old Plague-gone not having heard
about a brander like what’s standing
before him now. “Why, Mr. Wat-
son,” the man says serious, “I’'m so
fast at brandin’ cattle that I don’t
have to heat the iron but once for
every twelve cows! I can hang a
sign on the critters so quick the iron
don’t have time to burn their hide
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before I take it away! Cows plumb
like it. I've even had ’em to line
up, waitin’ their turn to be branded!
Do I know anything about brandin’
cattle!” He grunts and jerks his
head back like the question’s too
ridiculous to talk about any more.

“Them old brush -cattle we're
chousin’ now aire pretty rough.”
Shovelnose Skaggs offers, looking
at that glitter on the puncher’s boots
and the don’t-give-a-darn angle of
his gray Stetson hat.

“Lood, Grandpa,” the waddie says
in a patient voice. “I’ve worked cat-
tle from California to the piny
woods of KEast Texas, from Mon-
tana’s wide ranges to the sluggish
Rio Grande, and now you mention
chousin’ out an’ brandin’ cattle in
the Texas brush as bein’ rough!
Why, man, I come down here for a
vacation! You ought to try herdin’
buffalo on the Little Big Horn
sometime!
ain’t dry behind the ears when it
comes to rough cattle work!”

“We’re short handed,” the boss
says. “And we’re in our rush sea-
son. I’ll give you a try. Beanpole
Dinwiddie there’ll show you the

ropes.” He nods toward me. “What'd

you say your name was?”

“Winston S. McManus,” the
puncher says. “They gener’ly call
me Win.”

Mighty-tired Miller chuckles and
throws out a wad of chewed twist.
“From what you say, cowboy,” he
grins slow, “you’re the sort of hell-
on-wheels puncher we need around
here to lay the twine on that old
mean-eyed longhorn ladina we call
Mrs. Hell. She’s a slick’un if ever
I laid eyeballs on one!”

“Show me her hangout,” Win Mc-
Manus says with an easy smile, “an
she’ll be wearin’ the sign on her hip
come tomorrow!”

“We’ll show yuh, all right,” old
Mighty-tired grins. He winks at
me. “We’ll danged shore show yuh!”

E FIND that shelly, mealy-
nosed old Spanish longhorn
cow next day quicker’'n I figure we
will. She’s bogged to her belly in a

You fellows down here -

soap-hole sink on the edge of the
Panther Branch Thicket. She’s come
out of her thicket stomping grounds
to graze on the green grass shoots
that have sprung up in the little
glades after a few light showers.

It never fails! I say to myself.
Here we've tried to lay the hemp on
that old ladina for goin’ on six
months and can’t do it. Then this
blow-hard says his piece, and the
first day he’s out to smoke her, the
play works right into his hands. It
never fails!

Win McManus pulls his big cot-
tonseed gray to a halt and eyes the
old critter appraisingly. “Weak
lookin’ old devil, ain’t she?” he com-
ments.

“She’s wore herself down tryin’
to pull out of that bog,” I say quick.
“That’s the cow we’re looking for.”

“You mean that’s Mrs. Hell!” Win
McManus looks at me, eyes showing
unbelief. He holds back his head
and laughs then. “I thought,” the
gangling puncher says, “that you
was goin’ to show me a tough prop-
osition! This poor old cow looks
too weak to stand on her feet and
walk!”

I'm a little plegged at that. “She
ain’t in her best form right now,
seein’ as how she’s fought that bog
so long,” I explain.

The old cow does look weak all
right. If we hadn’t happened up on
the old critter, the wolves’d fed
hearty on her come nightfall.

“This is,” the puncher says with a
chuckle, “the easiest ten bucks I've
ever made in my life!”

HE BOYS have bet McManus a

ten leaf that he won’t have the
sign on that old cow inside of two
weeks. He’s taken them up and
talked a heap about just how quick
he’d do it. .

After he’d walked on into the
ranch house to see the boss about
something, Shovelnose Skaggs
grinned and said: “You know, boys,
I believe that ravel-tongue feller
would brag a little if we’d crowd
him!”

From then on the boys call Win

_ McManus “Ravel-tongue” what time
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they don’t refer to him as “Hell-on-
Wheels.”

I climb down off old Nearly Dead,
my nag, walk over to the shade of a
stooped oak, and lean back against
the bole. It’'s a plumb shame, I'm
thinking, to take advantage of the
old cow at a weak moment like this.
I know Rave-tongue aims to brand
her on the spot.

The big cowboy shakes out a loop
and tosses it at the old cow with a
careless swing. But her horns are
long. The loop hooks across one of
them and slides off. Ravel-tongue’s
lariat gets muddy as he drags it back
in. He frowns a little and cuts his
eye over toward me to see if I've
seen his miss. I'm smiling like a
jackass eating briars.

The waddie builds another loop
quick and takes pains to see that it
goes over both horns. Ravel-tongue
takes a couple of twists around his

- saddle horn with the knot end of his
catch rope then and feeds the steel
to his nag. The big gray lays his
belly to the ground, grunts, and the
rope starts popping.

When the stretch on her neck be-
gins to hurt, the old cow hawls and
starts working herself. She hasn’t
been in long enough for the mud to
set. So with a couple of hard pulls,
that big gray walks away with the
old cow sliding behind like dragging
a dead catfish out of the old creek
hole.

Ravel-tongue throws me a vic-
torious look and climbs down off his
nag like the whole thing is pretty
monotonous. He stands there awhile,
hands on his hips. He talks to him-
self then, loud enough to be sure I
hear it,

“So this is the famous Mrs. Hell
—the wild-eyed buggar of the deep
brush!” he says. “Huh! She'’s even
too yaller to get up on her feet and
walk! These ’pokes down here must
a’been weaned on sugar-teats to
think an old stove-up heifer like
that is tough!”

He takes the rope off her horns
then. The old cow’s laying on her
side, breathing hard, and walling
her eyes. “I'm gonna get the old

: loft,

scallawag on her feet,” Ravel-tongue
explains, “then rope and tie her up
for brandin’. Want to do it legal.
Throw me a little fire together,
there, willyuh? Two weeks!” He
rins confident. “Sonofagun! Wish
'd bet ’em double I could a’ done it
in two hours!”

I’'m plumb down at the mouth. I
didn’t think that even a guy like
Ravel-tongue McManus would take
advantage of a bet like that. But it
is legal and there’s not a thing I can
do about it.

“Maybe what you ’pokes need
down here is a few lessons on how
to work cattle!” he continues. “May-
be the boss will hire me to sort of
teach you poor punchers somethin’
about handlin’ cattle!” He gives me
a sort of sneering grin and lays a
hand on the old cow’s horns to help
her up. She don’t budge. He tries
some more. It don’t do any good.
“Stubborn old heifer, eh?” Ravel-
tongue says, getting a little riled.
“Well, I've got a cure for that!”

E GANGLING ’poke changes
ends, throws a twist in her tail,
kicks the old cow in the rump, hol-
lers loud and gives a mighty yank.

This gets results all right but it’s
a mistake. The old cow comes up,
staggers a time or two and then gets
the feel of her feet under her again.
She’s trembling all over and there’s
a sort of rumbling sound coming out
of her throat. The old ladina seems
to take spirit then. She wheels with
a bawl, lowers her horns, and starts
craving to meet the loud-talking
waddie in the shiny boots and the
pretty white goat-skin chaps.

Ravel-tongue’s under - jaw sags.
He sidesteps the old hussy but she
wheels quick. Her dander’s up and
she aims to brush it back down with
a hunk of the ’poke’s pants on her
horns. I pearten up quick like.
That blamed old cow’s got a lot of
bottom yet! 1 say in my mind.

The tall ’poke heads for his
cayuse then. He never makes it.
That old cow gathers him up on her
horns and gives the scared waddie a
heave like pitching hay up in the
Ravel-tongue lands flat on his
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belly in the same mud hole he’s just
drug the cow out of.

About the time her horns meet
the ’poke’s pants, I rise to my feet
and start toward the fracas. I don’t
aim to plumb let her kill the big
blow-hard, even if he has got it
coming. -

When Ravel-tongue hits mud, the
old cow stops. She don’t aim to get
back into the same trap. She looks
around then and hangs a mean eye
on me. She wheels quick. I halt
fast and stand there feeling as guil-
ty as a hound dog caught in the
smokehouse. I start backing up slow
then and smile like I ain’t been try-
ing to horn in at’tall but am just
walking around to see the scenery.

That old cow knows better though.

She bellers low. I wheel and run.
She drops her horns and aims them
for a spot half-way between my head
and my heels.

That old cow is mortally rattling
her hocks when I get back to the
leaning scrub oak tree. One of her
big herns follows the seat of my
pants up the trunk of that tree for
three yards, blasting off bark as it
goes. But I reach the first limb all
in one piece. I hang a leg over it
and sigh thankful. I look down
then at the gally old critter. She’s
hooking both our hosses into a
stampede. They’re quitting the coun-
try, heading for home in a spooked
run. They’re snorting and holding
their heads sideways to keep from
stepping on the bridle reins.

The old cow quits them then. She
turns back with her tail in the air,
ready to lock horns with me or
Ravel-tongue if we get itchy feet.

ELL-ON-WHEELS McManus
is standing in mud and water
up to his arm pits. The old cow’s
standing there on the edge of the
sink, sniffing and bellering and
shaking her long horns. She paws
mud on her back like a young bull
in the springtime. By the look on
his face, I can tell that Ravel-tongue
knows what the old cow’s got in
mind for him if he quits that bog-
hold. ' A blind dog could see that.
Just to make sure that I under-

stand how she regards my hand in
the matter, the old ladina starts
dividing her time betweeh that bog
hole and the tree I'm wup. She’s
ready to hang my hide on a horn in
a second flat if I quit my perch.
Every time either 8ne moves a peg,
that old cow wheels and heads for
us with a beller of rage.

Ravel-tongue loses his surprise
and starts getting mad then. He
cusses the old ladina ’till a gnat
wouldn’t light on her. He thinks up
fourteen kinds of slow death for
the old scogie’s benefit, come his
deliverance. He’d shoot the old cow
but the only guns we brought along
on this trip are in their saddle scab-
bards going home right now. So
Ravel-tongue just stands there cuss-
ing, helpless as a grass-hopper in
a turkey drive.

He starts throwing mud at her
then. The old cow shakes her horns
at the waddie and makes a little for-
ward run like she aims to pile off
*in the bog hole after him. The ’poke
dodges, then looks at me with a sly
grin like he knowed she didn’t aim
to carry out her threat all aleng.

HE MOON'’S rose and the hoot

owls are hollering mournful
when that old scallawag finally
calls off her dogs and heads back
into Panther Branch Thicket. I'm
so numb from sitting in that tree
that I can’t move a joint without
the help of my hands.

"When I get down and turn toward
the sink-hole, I see Ravel-tongue
coming out of it on his hands and
knees. He drags up on the bank,
rises with a grunt and stands there
awhile looking back where he’s spun
so many lonely thoughts. The ’poke’s
had to leave his boots stuck solid in
the bottom of that mud-hole. He’ll
have to come back and spade ’em
out tomorrow. His goat-hide chaps
are sagging strips of black slush.
Water’s running off the strings of
hair. The pretty silk shirt is flabby
and a stained mess. Hell-on-Wheels
McManus turned a mud-speckled
face to me then and says: “Darned
old heifer took advantage of me!

- Wait'll I meet her next time!”
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“I'll wait,” I say and start the
long walk home.

Ravel-tongue is leaving bloody
tracks on the prairie when the boys
meet us about half way in. They
figured we'd run into some trouble
and had started out after supper to
look for us. They pull up and stare
at me and Ravel-tongue for awhile,
too flabbergasted to say a word. The
moonlight’s most bright as day.
Hell-on-Wheels McManus just stands
there looking back at the boys,
shivering a little in the cold night
air. The ’'poke ’pears like he’s just
finished up in a deg fight where he
drug off second prize.

“How,” Mighty-tired Miller asks,
hanging a.smile on his face and
looking at -Ravel-tongue with a
twinkle in his eye, “is Mrs. Hell to-
day?”

“Yeah,” Shovelnose Skaggs chimes .
in. “Is the old heifer sportin’ a
burn on her hip yet?”

“I stumbled and fell in a mud
hole,” Hell-on-Wheels McManus
glances at me with a pleading look
in his eyes. “We’re shore hungry,’
boys,” he changes the subject quick.
“How ’bout a lift home?”

WO DAYS later Ravel-tongue
is ready to try that old cow
again. The boys have been snapping
at the proud flesh on his collar bone
like a bunch of hungry wolves. He’s
getting as nervous and jumpy as a
buck deer in a panther’s den. -
But he’s kept up his big talk. The
boys finally make him break down
and tell what happened, but he says
it was just a little slip-up, a mean
stab-in-the-back. by the old cow
when he wasn’t looking. All he
wants, the waddie declares, is just
one more sight of the old brush-
popper. She’ll wear the sign away
from that ruckus when the dust
clears, Ravel-tongue promises.
“Guess we better brand that old
cow. today,” the waddie says. Ravel-
tongue tried to make his voice
sound plumb confident, but the
look on his face is about like that
of a beat-up prisoner who’s just lis-
tened to a judge pronounce hang-

noose justice on him for a back-
stabbing murder.

Again the windy puncher’s in
luck. After a couple hours’ hunt,
we chouse that old cow out of the
brush. She heads up a shallow draw
and into a steep-banked gully. The
old cow knows she’s made an error
soon as she makes the first turn and
finds out she’s hit a blind gully. The
old hussy wheels and starts back,
stops in her tracks when she sees
that we’ve hemmed her in.» The old
cow’s shaking her head, raking dirt
on her back and blowing her nose
like a bee’s lodged in it.

Ravel-tongue’s gray won’t go in-

to that gully after her. The nag
snorts, rolls his eyes and falls
apart. He’s met that cow before and

the big gray ain’t anxious to renew
their acquaintance.

The ’poke cusses his cayuse a lit-
tle, swings down out of the saddle
and looks for something to tie the
nag to. He ain’t taking any more
chances of walking home like he did
the last time.

At the mouth of the gully there’s
a little open glade with a dead post
oak sapling standing in the center,
like it’s growed there to tie to. Rav-
el-tongue stakes the nag to this
sapling with the full length of his
catch rope. If the cow does run at
him, the ’poke wants to give his
mount plenty of slack to dodge in.
At the same time he wants some-
thing stronger than a bridle to hold
his hoss put through the excitement
to follow.

I pull out to a safe distance and
watch the show. I'm not supposed
to lend a hand in any way on this
little job—not even hold the ’poke’s
hoss while he werks. Seems to me .
like hé’s going at the thing pretty
reckless, but I don’t let on none. I
guess he figures the old cow’ll be
twice as hard to rope if she ever
gets back in the brush again. But
just tha same, I never did like to
work cattle without a horse.

HAT OLD longhorn hussy sure
'nuf looks mean to me. Right
now it ’pears to me like if she’s ever
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laid eyes on a booger, she don’t
recognize it. She ain’t hanging out
no welcome sign for nobody. She
wants to be left alone and she’s
hinting it strong. The old cow’s
splashed with the colors of black
mud, mustard and mouse. She’s got
a wild eye, and both horns set for
hooking. Omne look at the actions
caused by her present frame of mind
and I know Old Man Trouble has
made our acquaintance. He’s hung
a mean elbow on the old hitch rail
and he aims to memorize our ad-
dress.

Ravel-tongue borrows my catch
rope and starts toward that old cow,
loop built and ready. She starts
backing up. “See,” he turns his
head toward me and smiles weak.
“She ain’t so tough!” He goes on in
after her then.

One thing abqut that old cow. She
don’t hunt trouble. She’s afraid of
a rope and as long as a man’ll let
her alone, she won’t bother him. But
she don’t stand no monkeying with.

Ravel-tongue disappears around
that bend with his rope swinging.
He’s figuring on hemming the old
cow up and laying the twine on her
as she rushes by him on her way out.
But Mrs. Hell has got different
ideas. I hear a sort of bellering
snort and a sharp exclamation from
Ravel-tongue. Then he busts out of
that blind gully like a swarm of bees
is on his tail. The poke’s tracks
don’t have a chance to cool much
before that old cow’s in them. Her
expression ain’t friendly. She’s got

- her horns lowered and aimed at the

seat of Ravel-tongue’s pants. ‘She’s
bawling a little and blowing her
nose.

The running ’poke looks pretty
boogered all right. He’s a little ex-
cited too and so forgets to untie his
hoss before riding away. Ravel-
tongue takes one leap for the saddle
when he nears the shying gray and
is riding hard when he straddles it.

“Giddayup!” he says, not think-
ing as how he’s already riding full.
speed.

The big nag has already seen

what’s hurrying his rider and in
two jumps he’s stretched out.

The saddle girt busts when that
running gray hits the end of the
stake rope. The horse turns a wild-
cat. It don’t hurt him none though.
Ravel-tongue slides through a patch
of milk weed and grass burrs, using
his head for an opening wedge. He
hits a couple of rises in the greund
that rattle his teeth and finally
comes to a jolting stop.

He looks up in time to see the big
gray stacking the scenery behind
him. The top of that dead sapling
has snapped off and the boogered
hoss is dragging it out of the coun-
try. Ravel-tongue also sees that old
mean-eyéd ladina coming for him
with horns lowered and hoofs pound-
ing.

HE ’'POKE rises without even

touching his feet to the ground,
looks like, and busts a hole through
the milkweed growth that even a
bear could walk through. “Git out
of here, you old devil!” Ravel-
tongue throws back over his shoul-
der. But he don’t take time to look
back and see if she minds him.

For a man as stove-up as Ravel-
tongue is from his last run-in with
that old cow, he’s throwing on a
batch of speed that’s surprising. He’s
passing by the scattering tree growth
in the little glade so fast they look
like a picket fence. He’s run by six
or eight before he recollects to climb
one. Ravel-tongue can’t remember
how he makes it to the top of that
post oak tree, unless he runs right
up the straight trunk.

All this time I've been following
the race, sort of hoping I won’t
catch up and-at the same time afraid
not to. I know if that old cow ever
gets a horn into the ’poke, there
won’t be enough of him left to scrape
up with a hoe.

When the old cow sees the waddie
has beat her to a tree, she wheels
and makes a run at my horse. He’s
going full speed and what that nag
does so sudden I've never been able
to figure out. Anyhow, I’'m riding
dry air quick like and looking for a

_spot to land on.
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I don’t know whether a man could
say I land and take off or just
bounce. I see the old cow heading
my way and I knock a batch of dust
into the old critter’s eyes as my feet
leave that particular spot. The old
scogie’s horns ain’t far behind that
little bag the air is making in the
seat of my pants when I finally
dodge behind a big black-jack and
fair scatter the bark in an honest try
at flying straight up.

T’S SLAP dark again when that

satanic old heifer gives up pa-
trolling the ground between our
two trees and idles off into the
woods with a disappointed sort of
grumbling noise in her threat.

Our boots are full of blisters when
we drag in at the ranch. house that
night. I’'m ringy as a sore-backed
hoss. Ravel-tongue looks like he’s
been tromped on by an irritated
grizzly. The boys have a right smart
of fun out of Ravel-tongue that
night. They peel the skin off his
sore back in strips the size of pig-
ging string.

It's pretty nigh unbearable for
Hell-on-Wheels McManus the next

few days around there. He can't
stomach the thought of another run-
in with that old cow for a few days.
The "boys are laying it on thick.
Their stories about Ravel-tongue
and the old mean-eyed ladina get
stronger as the hours go by and the
old cow continues to roam the
thicket without a brand on her hip.

When we hit Panther Branch
Thicket for the third time, I
know it’s do or die for Hell-on-
Wheels McManus. He's got his
chin pushed out like he’s trying to
bust the skin off it and there’s a
reckless look in his eyes. He’s made
his brag and this time he’s got to
deliver.

It takes us nearly two days this
time to locate that old cow. -She’s
rattled her hocks back into the re-
motest part of the big thicket. She
don’t like this rope-slinging waddie
that’s on her trail and she aims to
stay out of his reach.

But we run upon the old scogie
about mid-afternoon on the second
day. Ravel-tongue’s been feeding
hisself a lot of talk about what he’s
gonna do to the old sister this time
and he’s mlghty near got back his
confidence again.

I don’t like the old cow’s actions
this time. These wild brush cattle
generally flush scared and make a
break for the deep woods. This old
cow don’t act that way this time.
The old ladina runs a little ways,
stops, snorts and paws the ground.
She holds her head high in the air,
shakes them big horns and looks
meanful at us. It’s like she’s wor-
rying about which is the sure-death
spot to hook a puncher in.

Ravel-tongue builds a careful loop,
bunches his lips and splatters a haw
bush with brown. He rattles his
rowels then and wades into that old
cow.

That old scallawag don’t light a
shuck quick like she’s been doing.
She takes four or five steps for-
ward, like she’s calling the waddie’s
bluff, then wheels at the last mo-
ment and bats through the brush in
a belly-jarring run.

Ravel-tongue twines the old long-
horn as she breaks out of a haw-
thicket. But he only snags one horn
and the old cow’s nose. It glves the
old loop-dodger more credit in my
sight. She’s the out-loop-dodgingest
old ladina I ever laid a look at.

Ravel-tongue lets out a victory
holler and squats his hoss to take
the load. The old cow is going fast,
her horns popping the brush like a
45 bullet batting through a dead
grape vine snarl. When she reaches
the end of that twisted hemp, there’s
a sickening snap and the ’poke’s
saddle cinch busts. Ravel-tongue’s
old kak goes sailing off over the
ears of his squatted gray like it’s
hitched to a hi-lifed brahma bull.

- He goes with it.

HE ’POKE is still straddle of
his saddle when it lights. The
old cow’s got her tail up and is
heading for tall timber. She’s drag-
ging that ’poke-filled saddle like
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it’s a ball of dry bunch grass blown
along by a strong tail wind.

Before I'm alive to the proposition
as she stands, I see Ravel-tongue,
sink into the scrub oak, yelling and
trying to get loose from that saddle.
I bog "'my spurs and follow. ~

When my eyesight catches up
with the stampeding shebang again
they’re busting the crust off a little
sand flat, raising more dust than a
plowed-field whirlwind. I ain’t gain-
ing fast. Seems like that nag of
mine is vaccinated with slowness
about now.

They hit the woods again then
and that old cow jumps a log. The
saddle strikes hard. Ravel-tongue
keeps going but the old cow don't.
When that rope goes tight, the
crusty old longhorn turns a wildcat
and gets up looking for something
to blame it on. What she sees is
the seat of Ravel-tongue’s pants as
the ’poke pulls up from a rump-
sliding stop. It’s enough to satisfy
that old cow. She lets out a deep
belly-beller and wades in. She’s got
a horn lowered to help the ’poke get
a start in case he’s going any place.
Ravel-tongue’s dazed a little but one
look at all that paw and beller com-
ing at him and his head clears fast.
The old ladina’s sure ’nuf on the
prod now. Her manners are laid
aside for the time being. 'She aims
to argue her and Ravel-tongue’s dif-
ferences out here and now, only
she’ll use horns instead of words.

That old cow’s fast, but Ravel-
tongue’s faster. They start the foot-
race with a three-foot gap between
them and the old cow can’t close it.

Now’s about the time I ought to
paint myself into the picture, I fig-
ure, so I bog my spurs and make to
head that old cow.

I head her all right. Leastwise, I
get in front of her. The old hussy’s
in such a state of mind right now
, though that she ain’t particular who
she runs at. The old cow’s got a
burning ache to get a horn into
something solid.

It’s my bronc that lets me down
on this play. There’s too much bel-
lering, pawing and horn rattling go-

ing on around here to suit him. The
nag falls apart. He goes haywire.
He’s running, dodging, and pitch-
ing all at the same time. By the
time a man can bunch his lips and
spit, I’ve hit a limb with my chest
and am sailing through the air look-
ing for a place to land. It’s on one
of them old pack-sand bull-nettles.
I tromp it to the ground with my
neck and shoulder. It starts sting-
ing like hot linament but I haven’t
got time to scratch.

How I ever get up that bar -boled
old post oak, I don’t know. But
that old cow lets out a long beller
behind me somewhere and I'm sit-
ting a’straddle that first limb, ten
feet up, before my mind’s got around
to figuring on a course of action.

UT THAT old ladina must not
a’seen me fall. Somewhere dur-
ing the scramble, that rope’s slipped
down her nose and slid right off her
long horn. She’s still after that nag
I just left and he’s batting through
the brush, snorting like a bear’s on
his tail. I can hear the stirrups
jangling and the saddle leather pop-
ping as the boogered cayuse and that
old ladina fade into the brush.

I slide down that tree then and
try to run Ravel-tongue down. He’s
still going through the brush, knock-
ing a hole in it a bull could walk
through. He don’t even know the
old cow’s quit his trail.

But I don’t have to run him down.
Ravel-tongue hangs one of his long-
shanked spurs in, a grapevine snarl
and plows into a clump of scrub
oak brush, using his nose for an
opening wedge. He piles up under a
rock ledge, comes to his all-fours
and looks out like a cornered cata-
mount.

That 'poke’s a sorry looking sight
if I ever throwed a look at one. He’s
dressed like an Indian from the
waist down. Pieces of his cream-
colored silk shirt decorate the bush-
es along his back trail. The bark’s
knocked off his hide from his heels
up. Ravel-tongue’s hat’s gone and
so is part of his hair. The puncher

(Continued On Page 94)
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An off-trail Western story.

By Edward Schafer

OSE CALDERON y- - MO-
J RALES stood looking down

at the body of his grandfather.
His back hunched and he bent close-
ly to see if there were any signs of
life. The old man was dead.

Jose straightened his shoulders and
‘soked out over the valley. Below

im he saw the town of Oaxapetl.
ind winding out from the town,
creeping tortuously up the steep hill-
side, was ‘the dusty road that led to
the hacienda of his grandfather, the
man he had just murdered.

The road was dotted with little
figures running upward to where he
stood. To his ears came the sound of
their voices, hoarse and emotional.

“Madre de Dios! Jose has killed!
He has murdered his grandfather.
With our eyes we saw it as we worked
in the fields.”

Jose smiled. He looked down at
his hands that had choked the life out
of blind, feeble Esteban Morales as
he sat sunning beneath his favorite
olive tree.

The old man had not known he
was about to die. There had been
hardly a struggle. And now the vil-
lage folk were running to where he
stood, running to catch a murderer
who did not flee.

“Stupid peons!” he thought. “They
think to punish me for my crime. I
have studied their simple minds.
When I tell my story they will shout
in surprise. They will respect me for
a good and noble man.”

So he waited on the hilltop for
the peons to gather fearfully around
him and stare with open eyes at the
body of Don Esteban Morales, whom
they all loved.

They came, one by one, until there

were fifty of them, silent and won-
dering. They mopped their perspir-
ing faces with great handkerchiefs
and crossed themselves reverently as
they passed by the still figure of the
old man.

Jose stood off to one side, waiting
without concern as they talked ex-
citedly among themselves. Finally
one of them touched him fearfully on
the sleeve. He pointed at the dead
man.

“Jose, you did this? You killed
your grandfather? He was a “good
man, Jose, We all loved him. He was
good to you. He fed you and clothed
you. Why did you do it, Jose?”

HEY GATHERED around and

waited for him to answer. He
looked around at the faces, men he
had known since childhood. A great
contempt settled in his heart for
these simple peasants.

They were so trusting. They could
think evil of no one. He had mur-
dered his grandfather in plain sight.
They had all seen him choke the life
from the old man with his bare hands.
And yet they stood waiting for what
he had to say.

His chest swelled with pride as
he thought of how well he had judged
them. He knew his story would strike
them speechless with wonder.

But this was not the time. He must
wait so that the entire village could
hear his words. They must all be
gathered together in one place to lis-
ten to his tale and believe in his
greatness,

So he folded his arms across his
chest and looked out over the valley
to the great church that lifted its
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spire above the flat adobe roofs of
the little town.

“I have nothing to say,” he replied
simply. e

He turned his back on them and
walked toward the big house that
had belonged to his grandfather and
was now his. He had planned long
and well for this; this hacienda, and
the rolling hills, and the herds of
cattle.

Now he could gamble and love as
befitted his station. No longer would
he be forced to accept the kindness
of the old man. For long months he
had hoped that his grandfather would
die. But the fierce old man had clung
to life with an iron tenacity, while
Jose waited impatiently and planned.

Until he could wait no longer. For
horses cost money and gambling
debts had to be paid. And there was
flashing, tawny-skinned Raquel, who
tossed her pretty head and laughed
at empty promises of the future.

So Jose had stopped waiting. And
now the old man lay dead and his
plan was beginning to prove itself.

His thoughts were interrupted. He
half turned as Pedro Torriente spoke
to him.

“Jose, we must ask you to come
with us. We do not know what to do.
Your grandfather was a kindly man.
Now he is dead. We must ask you to
come to the village. Father Ignatius
must be told.”

Jose felt a tightening of his
stomach. Father Ignatius was a wise
man, not easily to be fcoled. He had
lived in the great cities of the world
and knew what was in the hearts of
men. Jose was afraid.

But only for a moment. Then he
consoled himself that his story was
well thought out and would protect
him. When he told it there would be
nothing but love and reverence in the
village for Jose Calderon.

He turned and followed after
Pedro. “I will go with you,” he said
quietly.

T WAS a solemn procession that
wound down the hillside in the
gathering dusk. Four men carried the
body of Esteban Morales. The rest
shuffled along with heads bared,

whispering among themselves. No
one spoke to Jose Calderon.

At the village they were met by
the women-folk. There was weeping
and tearing of hair when the body of
Don Esteban was shown and the story
of his murder told. Women crossed
themselves and hurried inside to light
a candle.

And everyone looked at Jose and
waited with animal patience for him
to speak.

A boy was sent running to the
Church of the Virgin to fetch Father
Ignatius. Another went hurrying to
Pancho Carron, who was custodian of
the little calabozo.

Pancho came in haste, his fat face
perspiring, flushed with the im-
portance of what he was about to do.
Never before had his little barred
hut been needed for anything like
this. It was unthinkable.

“I-I am sorry, Jose,” he stammered.
“It is dark and dirty inside, but it is
my duty. Perhaps tomorrow. ..”

Jose silenced him-with a wave of
his hand.

“Gracias, Pancho, amigo. 1 do not
blame you for this. It is your duty.”

He stepped inside and heard the
oaken door grate shut behind him.
Gradually his eyes became accus-
tomed to the dim light and he made
his way to the little barred window.
The sky was already dark. Soon he
heard the deep sound of churchbells
tolling for Esteban Morales.

The palms of his hands were sud-
denly damp with perspiration and he
wiped them frantically on the silken
scarf he wore about his throat. Al-
ready he could feel the rope about
his throat and he cursed himself for
a fool.

His plan had seemed so perfect
when he conceived it. He had been
so sure of its success. Here in this
dark little jail he wasn't so sure.
What if it should go wrong? What
if the townspeople refused to believe
him? ;

He heard footsteps crunching in
the gravel. They paused for a moment
by the locked door and then moved
on. As the figures passed his window

_he heard low whispers.
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He laughed shortly. No, he hadn’t
been mistaken. He had judged these
people well. When they heard his
story they would be only too eager
to fall at his feet.

He thought of Father Ignatius.

“The prlest is no fool to be de-
ceived by words. I must speak care-
fully before him. I must convince
him above all others.”

Tomorrow would tell. He settled
back on the hard bench to await the
meorning.

HEY CAME from the humblest

little farm miles away, so quick-
ly had the news spread.. All were
dressed in mourning for the man they
loved and everyone buzzed with ex-
citement. Jose Calderon, the murder-
er of his grandfather, was about to
speak.

Jose stood before the alter of the
church and faced the villagers. His
heart was filled with a black hate as
he looked about at these fools who
had come to judge him, but his face
was guileless and mirrored a sadness
he did not feel.

He sensed the feeling of the crowd
and was satisfied. They were sorrow-
ful and bewildered, but anxious. to
understand his motives. Because their
own lives were lived in utmost in-
nocence, they could not understand
deceit and guilt in another. It was
this innocence, this unwillingness to
judge, that he counted on.

A short prayer for guidance was
delivered by Father Ignatius. Then
the priest turned to Jose.

“My son, in all the years I have
served the peasants of Oaxapetl there
has been nothing but peace. An oc-
casional boisterous vaquere, perhaps.
Sometimes a peon has taken too much
tequila on fiesta day. Even, once or
twice, a goat has been stolen. But
murder—never ! .

He thought a moment before he
went on.

“The townspeople are desolate.
They cannot understand why anyone
should kill a good man like Don
. Esteban. Perhaps there were reasons.

“We have not had an opportunity
to hear what you have to say. Speak,

Jose. We await your stery with
eagerness.”

Jose’s glance swept over the crowd.
Every eye was turned upon hxm He
moistened his lips.

“Amigos. Yesterday I murdered my
grandfather. I do not attempt to
lessen the act. With my own bare
hands I choked the life out of the
helpless man who was loved by every-
one.

“It was a terrible thing to do. This
I realized. Esteban Morales was more
than a grandfather to me. The food I
ate, the clothing I wore, the horses I
rode—all came from his bounty.

“I had much to be grateful for. I
was grateful. He loved me as a son
and I loved him as a father.

“And yet I slew him. Deliberate-
ly, as he sunned his feeble old body,
I crept upon him and murdered him.”

He bowed his head and choked as
though with a great emotion. From
the corners of his eyes he saw how
he had moved them. The women had
covered their faces with their man-
tillas and the men wept without
shame.

E FELT that the priest watched

him with a steady, unwinking
stare, but he was afraid to peer too
closely to read what was in the Padre’s
mind.

“I do not ask fer forglveness for my
deed. Though I live to be as old as
the rocks of the Sierras I shall never
forgive myself, and that, in itself,
shall be an endless punishment for
me,”

He threw up his arms and forced
a quaver of emotion into his voice.

“Yes, I killed my grandfather!
But, before the very alter of the
house of El Senor, I say to you that
I am no murderer!”

There was a sudden sharp intake.
of breath and the rustle of many
bodies. Jose felt all eyes upon him.
He rushed on confidently.

“An act of murder must spring out
of several causes; revenge, hate, fear,
profit. In all the length and breadth
of this land there is not one man who
can say that my grandfather did aught
that was wrong to me. Instead he

: treated me as a mother treats her best
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beloved babe. What need had I of
vengeance?”

He heard murmurs among the
crowd. “It is true. What need had
Jose of vengeance?”

He silenced them with a wave of
his hand. Imperceptibly he could
feel the crowd becoming his.

“His generosity was known to all.
There was no act of kindness that
he did not perform for me, as he did
for everyone else. Could I hate such
a man? Or fear him? No, amigos, 1
loved my grandfather. I could not
have killed him out of hate or fear.

“I come now to profit. There may

ibe some among you who will point
to the wealth of my grandfather and
say that I killed him for this.

“But look at me! My clothes are
of the finest cloth. The leather of
my chaparrajos is as soft as silk. My
spurs are of silver. Nothing was
denied me. I lived as a man of wealth.
What need had I of profit?

“Surely no one can say that this
was a reason for wanton murder!”

Jose paused triumphantly, his
eyes glowing with excitement. He
knew he had them in the palm of his
hand. He felt it even before the out-
break of low murmurs as they told
one another that here before them
was no cruel and wanton murderer.

HEN THERE was silence as
Father Ignatius cleared his
throat. He rose from his seat and
moved before the alter.
Jose watched him with apprehen-
sion. The Padre’s face was inscrut-
able. Jese wondered what he was

thinking.
Father Ignatius raised his arms.
“My children, Jose Calderon’s

speech was good and I am sure he has
convinced you of what he says. I,
too, am convinced.

“But, although he has made clear
to you that he could not have killed
Esteban Morales out of revenge, hate,

fear or profit, he has not denied the

killing.”

The priest dropped his arms to his
sides and waited a moment before
continuing. His clear eyes clashed
with the fiery look of the man be-
fore him.

“We have heard the reasons why
you did not kill your grandfather, my
séon. Perhaps you will tell us why you

id!”

Jose’s face flushed red, and then
became very pale. He had not yet
played his trump card, but he must
be very careful. This man was no
fool.

Again he faced the peons. This time
his voice did not ring out bravely.
He spoke very soberly, as one who
stands before divine judgment.

“There are few among you who re-
member the birth of my grandfather.
I have heard that in his youth he was
as strong as the stalwart oak tree, as
fleet as the eagle, handsome and filled
with vigor.

“My heart was torn with pain as I
thought of his great past and beheld
the meagerness that was left to him.
He had to be carried to his place be-
neath the olive tree. He had to be
fed. He could no longer see; he could
hardly hear; he could not dress him-
self.

“What kind of life was this? I
knew that in his heart he longed only
for death to release him from his
suffering. What had he to live for?
His friends were gone. His interests
were gone. He was but a shell of the
man he once had been.

“Every day he complained that life
for him was over. All that remained
was torture and suffering until the
time when he could ascend up to
heaven and live again.

“But what could he do? He was a
devout believer. Although he yearned
for death he did not dare hasten its
arrival. We are all taught that a man
who takes his own life may not enter
into heaven.

“The agony that was in his heart
I also felt in mine. He was a man
no longer and yet he was forced to
exist in a world his mind had already
left far behind.

“Then one day the thought came
to me. If my grandfather could not
die, I would help him to attain his
goal, I knew that in doing so I would
place my own soul in perdition, but
what did that matter? Gladly would
I spend eternity in Purgatory to
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lessen by one day the suffering of the
man I loved.”

OSE’'S SHOULDERS drooped

and his voice lowered to a bare-

ly audible whisper. The tense breath-

ing of his enthralled audience was
the only sound that came to him.

“There is nothing more I can say.
You all saw that I killed him. It was
a terrible thing to do. But what I
did, at the sacrifice of my own soul,
I did out of love for the man who
had made his life my own.

“If I have done wrong, I shall be
punished. I only ask that I be not
judged too harshly by you, my fellow
townspeople. For it is written: ‘Judge
not, that ye be not judged’.

“My guilt I admit. And for my
judgment I commend my soul to El
Senor, to do with as He sees fit!”

Dramatically he sank to his knees
before the alter, his heart pumping
exultantly as he heard the sudden
cries of acclaim from the assembled
peons. He knew he had won by play-
ing cleverly upon their superstitious
awe.

He heard excited voices calling to
one another. There were cries of:
“Jose the Good.” He suppressed a
shout of triumph and remained sor-

rowfully on his knees.

The shouting died down. There
was an expectant hush. Jose raised
his head and then clambered to his
feet.

Father Ignatius stood behind the
alter. He slowly turned the pages of
the great Bible that lay before him.
He looked at Jose, then past him to
the stained glass window over the
doorway.

“We have heard your story, Jose
Calderon, and we are filled with won-
der. You were right when you said
it was not for us to judge you. For
who are we to sit in judgment over
one who so willingly sells his soul
into Purgatory out of love of his
benefactor?

“No, Jose, it is not for us to judge
or to punish. That remains for a
higher power. You, yourself, quoted
from the Book. But you did not go
on: ‘. .. with what measure ye mete,
it shall be measured to you again’.

“The workings of the Lord, are
above the conception of men. A crime
against The Lord may be judged only
by The Lord.

“Jose Calderon, we shall send you
to Him!”

(THE END)
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McShane quickly
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By T. W. Ford
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= E‘EANING low over the sorrel’s
neck, Pillar strained a look
Lead McShane had backward between the craggy
Buired- out o row walls of the old dried river bed. The

lathered horse half stumbled and he

twist to the old pulled up its hammerhead just in
bounty-hunting angle! time as they lurched toward a thorny
Joshua tree. He rode as if the hounds

2 of Hell were on his coattails. If bull-
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roaring Lead McShane, town marshal
of Sebro, wasn’t one, he was a direct
descendant; and he would be spitting
brimstone and fire tonight. It was the
fourth time in a few weeks that the
Manitas-te-Poker Hill stage had been
held up in the last few weeks.
Pillar’s lean, hollow-cheeked face
got a puzzled look. The drum of the
marshal’s pursuing hoofbeats had
dropped off. Pillar couldn’t figure
that as he guided the sorrel around
a long looping bend of the .ld river.
It was plain as daylight that he was
heading for that little settlement
where the river bed gave onto the
sluggish yellow waters of Howling
Creek. He came .out of the loop and
hurtled into darkness where the cliff-
like banks narrowed so all moonlight
was cut off. He had to slow over the
rock-strewn bottom there.

Then the sorrel whickered. But the
warning came too late; the huge Mc-
Shane with his sombrero shoved back
off his flaming red head seemed to
spring from the very earth itself. He
bolted his cayuse out from behind a
boulder that stood at the foet of a
narrow ledge that led to the top of
the precipitous bank. It was plain.
Famiiliar with the country, some place
back in the winding river bed. he had
quitted it for the tep, cut straight
across the flats, and dropped down to
head off the fugitive. McShane’s gun
said the first word for him, slam-
ming a hot-whining slug just over
Pillar’s flat-topped Stetson.

“Surrender, you damn road agent,
or I'll leave you for buzzard bait!”
roared McShane.

Pillar hit the rough ground on the
run beside his heaving pony, then
dragged the animal to a stop. It was
a surprise move and the marshal’s
next two bullets fanned empty space
above the vacated hull. And then the
hunted man was crouched amid some
white-flowered Spanish bayonet
stalks and driving his own bullets at
the massive target of the lawman’s
body. One ricocheted off the boulder
the marshal had used to screen him-
self, making a thin ugly whee-c-e
sound. A second dished up a spray of
shale almost under McShane’s stir-
rup.

T WAS Lead McShane’s turn to

retreat. Jerking the -cayuse
around, he dusted back behind a spur
that protruded from the right wall of
the banks. As Pillar sent another bul-
let kicking past him he saw the John
Law leave the kak and hit for the
scrub growth. Fer a man reputed toc
be a deadly marksman, Pillar had
failed to nick his man on three wide-
open shots.

The reverberations of the gun re-
ports faded off down the winding
aisle of the river bed. Slim, wiry Pil-
lar had already darted out and seized
the bridle of his pony. He led it
quickly, not back to the right side of
the bottem, but into the brush fring-
ing the left side. The same side as the
spur behind which McShane had
scrambled. The fugitive knew the
next move. McShane, above all else,
was no coward. He would come work-
ing through the brush to smoke him
out. Pillar tongued his straight-
slashed mouth hesitantly.

This was a move in the game that
had not been figured on. He sent an-
other bullet crashing down the bed
that tore a spatter of stone from the
projecting spur. Then, deciding
quickly, he advanced through the
jack-pine and clumps of mesquite,
leading his pony. Once he saw Mc-
Shane’s sombrero on the back of his
shoulders as he peered out from some
foliage. Afoet, the lawman was scour-
ing the other side of the bottom to lo-
cate Pillar. But the Ilatter didn’t
shoot.

The fugitive got up behind the oth-
er side of the huge chunk of stone
McShane had used as a screen ear-
lier and leaped into the hull. Before
he did, he had picked up a piece of
shale. He arched it over inte the
brush at the foot of the other sharp
bank.

“Come on out, you lobo!” McShane
bawled. “You got a chance of living
then, and mebbeso we can talk busi-
ness. Ya don’t—and I'm a-coming in
with my tools a-talking!”

HE WAITING Pillar’s mouth
twisted cynically. Then the law-
man burst into view in a mooenlit
patch as he charged, zigzagging for
the other side of the bottom. Though
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they said he was a cruel man who’d as
soon kill as not when he rodded the
Law, McShane had raw nerve. Pillar
waited till he dived into the brush
across the way, then sent his tired
sorrel pushing up the ledge McShane
had used to descend into the river
bed.

It was close. There was no conceal-
ing the sound. The pony’s hoots
scraped on the rock and debris
bounced down the riverside wall. But
Pillar was in almost pitlike darkness
as he scrambled toward the top. Curs-
ing with fury at having been tricked,
the lawman punched out shots. His
gun muzzle made evil gashes of or-
ange flame in the darkness below.
Pillar leveled carefully and sent one
shot that made McShane jump for the
cover of a boulder. But his answering
bullet nicked the sorrel’s right fore-
leg.

Dropping off, Pillar grabbed the
reins and pulled the sorrel to the top
and over, crouching as the lead whis-
tled close when he was sky-lighted.
As he rode away, the sorrel limped
and was able to do little better than
a slow gallop. But Pillar knew Mec-
Shane would have to go back up the
bed, recover his cayuse and then be
extremely cautious ascending the
ledge lest he run smack into ambush.
Pillar knew he would reach the set-
tlement. And then the stage would be
set for the showdown.

3 e &

INDING through the sand-

hills behind the settlement, he
pushed past the closed General Store
and came out on its drab little single
street with the handful of scattered
buildings hedging it. Behind on the
sand there was a trail of sprinkled
blood from the pony’s leg. McShane
would have no trouble following him.
Pillar grinned bleakly as he saw the
lights still twinkling from the place’s
lone whisky mill.

Dropping off before its sagging
hitchrail, he sent the spent horse jog-
ging on with a blow over the rump,
then pushed through the half-leaf
doors. It was a low-ceiled mangy
place with a crude bar and a stale
odor despite the alkali-laden winds

that raked the settlement. Half a doz-
en men stood bellied to the counter.
One of them, half-oreyed, the local
blacksmith, gave the bleak-eyed Pil-
lar a nod. The others said nothing.

Hiking at the belt with his pair of
half-breed holsters, Pillar stepped up
and ordered a drink. The bar boss, a
wizened little man with crafty weak
eyes, smiled guardedly. “Come along
way, pilgrim? Looks like you been
riding more than a spit and a hop.”

Pillar shrugged. “Was chasing a
jasper that run off with my girl.
Then I figured it weren’t worth it;
losing too much in bunkhouse pay
so I'm gitting back.”

Just as he finished, the smash of
McShane’s porv’s hoofs came up the
road. Somebody remarked that ranny-
han was sure fogging the breeze. Pil-
lar’s eyes cut to meet those of the fat
double-chinned gent’s down at the
end of the counter. Quickly, the fugi-
tive’s mind checked back over every
move. How he had drifted into tough
Sebro, a stranger, and let it drop that
there had been some trouble on his
back-trail. And how, in his hearing,
Marshal Lead McShane had men-
tioned to the owner of the Big Palace
Bar there, who was also the town
mayor, that a locad of bank specie
would be passing through on that
night’s stage. And then how he, Pil-
lar, had left town that afterncon, re-
marking very pointedly that he was
riding south, away from the stage
line. Now.

One of the townsmen had gone to
peer over the batwings.

“‘S funny, they’s a new hoss out
here, but I cain’t see no rider. Say,
Josh,” he called to the drink wran-
gler, “how come you're a-staying
open so late tonight?”

EFORE there could be an an-
swer, McShane struck—and in
typical McShane fashion. He came
busting in the back door, bull fash-
ion, almost ripping it from its hinges.
One of his pistols spouted and a
chunk was gouged from the ceiling.
“Hold it ever’body! I'm looking for
a road agent,” he blasted as he ad-
vanced, sombrero threatening to
scrape the ceiling, Colts pushing be-

: fore him. “Fella called Pillar and—
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Then he sighted lean faded-eyed Pil-
lar and a bullet bit into the bar be-
side him.

Pillar feigned innocence. “Are you
locoed, marshal? I—"

“You stuck up the Manitas-Poker
Hill stage outside of Sebro, chunk-
head! As if ya had a chance to git
away from Lead McShane and—"

“Prove it,” Pillar came back calm-
ly.

The stout man with two chins,
scratched ‘his ear with a hand with a
diamond ring. His hands, like those
of the others, were half raised. “That
gent just rode in,” he said.

Ten feet from Pillar, McShane
stood gloatingly. “Fine! That hangs
the deadwood on him for sure. I fol-
lowed him in here by the blood from
his wounded pony. He—"

“My hoss ain’t wounded,”
said weakly. y

“Where is it? We'll see,” the fat
man spoke up again.

Pillar remained silent, eyes falling.
Towering over him, McShane nodded
his shaggy head with its small bullet-
round blue eyes and guffawed. Pillar
made one more attempt as the mar-
shal told how that stage had been car-
rying bank dinero.

“I haven’t got any bank dinero on
me, McShane! You can’t prove a
danged thing! I—"

McShane was over beside him and
shucking the hoglegs from his half-
breed holsters and tossing them on
the bar counter. Pillar pulled his hat
down hard on his head nervously.
McShane looked around and saw the
back room in one corner of the place.
He sxgned the bar boss. The latter led
the way into it and lighted the lamp
in the wall bracket. McShane shoved
aside the rickety table with greasy
playing cards strewn over it.

“Now we'll find out where that
bank dinero is,” he snorted loudly.
“Don’t nobody try to git in here till
I give the word,” he ordered, before
he closed the door and turned the
key. The next moment he was on Pil-
lar, half his heft, and brought blood
_from his mouth with a blow like a
bear’s paw.

ILLAR struck back, but the
massive McShane had him by

Pillar

the throat and banged his head
against the wall as he squeezed the
windpipe. A' chair crashed, one leg
breaking, as McShane dealt another
blow. And finally, as McShane
grabbed him as he groped to his
knees, Pillar nodded.

“All r-right. .I cached it out
back here in the sandhills and—and-d
—" He picked his hat from the bunk
and pulled it on quickly.

McShane grabbed him by the shirt
front and hoisted him, signing him to
be quiet. Then he told him te con-
tinue in a whisper. “Where?”

“It’s right beside an old burnt-out
cabin.”

“I see. . .” McShane spat into a
corner through his yellowed teeth.
He pointed to a shuttered window.
“We can go out there. Quiet now, ya
coyote, mind you.”

When they were out in the night
jaundiced-hued with the light of a
tired moon, Pillar led the way past
a pile of tin cans red with rust and
they started across the sands in their
high-heeled boots. It wasn’t far. Over
a sage-dotted ridge, Pillar pointed to
the burnt-out shell of cabin. “It—
it’s right beside that patch of buffalo
grass there!”

Shoving him aside, McShane
dropped to his knees and scooped out
the sand with his big hands. He only
had to dig a scant foot. Then he was
dragging out one specie bag of the
type used by banks. When he hauled
up the next, the moon tinctured the
pile of greenbacks laying beside it.
Taking them in one huge fist, Mc-
Shane started to rise when a spur rat-
tled on the other side of the sandhill.
Quickly he stuffed the greenbacks
inside his shirt.

Over the dune came the bunch
from the barroom, led by the fat man
with the diamond ring. “Found it all
right?” sang out the marshal trium-
phantly. ““Course it might not all be
here. I dunno. He imay have cached
some of it somewheres else along the
way.” In an aside to Pillar, “Keep
your lip buttoned or I'll drill you,
claimin’ you was a-going for a hide-
out.”

The little party came down the
slope, the fat man mopping at his

_ fleshy face as he perspired profusely.
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“Two specie bags, eh. . .How about
the greenbacks?” He stood brushing
at dust on the lapels of his black suit.

“Wh-what?” "said McShane. “Uh—
greenbacks? Why I don’t know what
they had exactly on that stage. I—"
He cut puzzled .yes at Pillar. The
latter stood turning his flat-topped
sombrero slowly in his hands, bat-
tered face Sphinxlike.

“Sure you haven’t got them some-.

wheres on you, marshal?” asked the
fat black-clad man. THere was some-
how an implacable note in his flat
toneless voice. “Sure?”

“Did they have greenbacks loose on
the stage in the hold-up?”

“What stage hold-up?” asked the
stout man.

CSHANE goggled. Then he

guffawed. “Well, mebbe you
wouldn’t know. But the stage was
held up outside of Sebro tonight
and—"

“Who said so?” It wasboth Pillar
and the fat man speaking then. The
latter added, “There was no report of
that. Did the driver say so when he
changed teams at Sebro?”

McShane’s heavy jaw clamped up.
“Well, I—I don’t know exactly. I
heard and—and I hit the trail after
this lobo and—"

“Like you went after Charlie Feely
the rustler when it was held up the
first time, McShane?” It was Pillar
speaking then, quietly yet command-
ingly. “Shot him dead up in
the Gulch and found only half the
dinero taken. So you said, anyways.”

“What do ya mean, ya—"

“Or the second time it was held
up. . .That time you killed Phillips,
the little card sharp. Found only half
the money on him when you brought
in the body.”

McShane, glaring, was swallowing
hard. “What is this? I'm the John
Law here, by grab! Sure Phillips did
it. He—I picked up his trail and—"

“Right smart how you pick up
these trails, McShane,” Pillar went
on, “The third time, you brought in
Loop Dixon. But when we went to
where he said he’d cached the dinero,
a coupla thousand were missing. He
swore in court he hadn’t used a red

cent. That’s what made us suspicious,
McShane. He hadn’t had time to get
rid of any of it ’cept in that one
place.”

McShane backed a stride, right
hogleg half pulled. “Suspicious?
Why ya locoed coyote, I'll—"

Pillar shrugged wearily. “You see,
the stage wasn’t held up at all to-
night, McShane. . .No. You couldn’t
get close enough to cee what hap-
pened when I rode up to it in the
trees on that knoll. And when it
pulled into Sebro. the driver reported
no hold-up. Sabe, yet? And it wasn’t
carrying any dinero at all!”

“But I was sent word that—"

“Sure. That was the trap. We sus-
pected you and—"

“Stand back and reach! I can kill
any danged one of you what—"

HE HANDS of Pillar alone

failed to rise. And when the ex-
posed McShane twisted toward him
and cocked the hammer, there was a
spurt of flame through the crown of
Pillar’s sombrero. It came from the
short-nosed .32 he had had rigged in
there. McShane sank to the sand,
moaning helplessly as the greenbacks
spilled from his shirt front."

“Permit us to introduce ourselves,
marshal,” Pillar said. “He,” he
thumbed at the stout man, “is J. H.
Gladstone, general manager of the
line. Me, I happen to be a special
agent, what you might call a private
detective. e got our suspicions
when you was always bringing in the
road agent—but with part of the din-
ero missing. It was a slick game, Mc-
Shane, letting the word drop in the
hearing of some lobo or gun-slick
when you knew the stage was coming
through with special stuff. Then you
laid out there and trailed down the
poor devil on his heels smack after
he pulled the job. Very neat!”

“It was a new kind of bounty hunt-
ing,” said Gladstone as he grunted
bending to relieve the wounded mar-
shal of his guns. “He made his own
crimes practically to order.”

Pillar chuckled. “And hung this
one on himself. . .”

(THE END)
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A FAIR SHAKL

By Chuck Martin

Gospel Cummings was doing his best to keep peace, but . ..

a little bench in front of his his frock coat carried mute testi-

sod-and-log cabin, enjoying mony of his dual personality.
the warmth of the afternoon sun. Be- The Apostle of brotherly love car-
cause death was as inevitable as ried a well-worn Bible in the left
taxes, Cummings lived simply and in tail; a quart of Three Daisies whis-
comparative comfort. The tall un- key in the right. He was seldem cold
gainly plainsman was the un-official sober, yet none in Vaca town had
caretaker of the Devil’s Graveyard, ever seen Gospel Cummings drunk,
and he could preach an eloquent ser- His deep-set brown eyes above the
mon over the final resting places of hawkish broken nose were perpetual-
turbulent souls who had fulfilled ly sad, and a mantle of melanchely
their destinies by dying with their dignity clothed him like a friar’s
boots on. robe.

Although Cummings maintained The entrance to the Devil’'s Grave-
that his life was an open book, his yard was a narrow defile between two
past was shrouded in mystery. He volcanic cliffs. A procession was
was not an ordained minister, and approaching the burying ground with
he was a man of sorrow. A full, lux- Boot Hill Crandall’s black wagon in
uriant black beard covered his face the van. Horsebackers followed two
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e ;OSPEL CUMMINGS sat on from eyes to throat, and the tails of
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abreast to pay their respects to the
departed.

Sam Breadon had shot second in a
gun argument with Cal Tucker, and
the Coroner’s jury had rendered a
verdict of self defense. The shooting
had climaxed a long and bitter argu-
ment over the boundary line between
the Circle B and the Box T.

OOT HILL CRANDALL was

the only undertaker in Vaca,
and he had prepared the body for
burial. He also earned side money
after each internment, by chiseling
the name of the deceased, and the
date of death on the natural head-
stones of volcanic rock which gave
the burial ground its name.

Crandall tooled his team of black
horses between the opening in the
cliffs, and nodded to Gospel Cum-
mings. Gospel stood up and removed
the battered black Stetson from his
balding head, and remained uncov-
ered while the procession passed his
humble abode.

When the cortege had  passed,
Cummings shook his head and
reached into the tails of his long
coat. He brought out the quart bot-
tle, marked it with a long fore-fin-
ger, and drank down to the mark.
The bottle disappeared, and when
the hand emerged again, it held a
leather-bound copy of the Scriptures.
Knowing Gospel Cummings and his
insistence of the proprieties, the
mourners waited by the graveside
with hats in hands as Cummings ap-
proached slowly and tock his place at
the head of the open grave.

“He who lives by the sword, shall
die by the sword,” Cummings quoted
in his deep sonorous voice.

Sam Breadon’s brother Joe licked

his lips and .glanced at big Cal
Tucker.
“Amen,” Breadon said earnestly.

“So mote it be!”

Joe Breaden was thirty years old,
a born rawhide cowboy, and as Gos-
pel Cummings had often told him,
an unregenerated sinner. As Joe
Breadon had often told Cummings,
he, Joe, didn’t hold with busting sin.

Gospel Cummings turned the

wrath of his brown eyes wupon
Breadon who now stood with down-
cast eyes. Cal Tucker shrugged his
right shoulder to bring his hand
close to the grips of his six-shooter,
the same one which had punctuated
Sam Breadon’s earthly .career.

“Thou shall not kill,” Cummings
said sternly, and began to read from
the Book.

The hard-faced cattlemen listened
as Cummings stressed the sins and
weaknesses of the flesh, and told of
a brighter life in the Green Pastures
over on the other side. Neither
Breadon nor Tucker spoke again or
looked at each other, but every man
at the graveside knew that a chal-
lenge had been made. . . and ac-
cepted.

Cummings concluded the service
when he picked up a clod and threw
it in on the casket.

“Vaya con Dios,” he spoke his
final message. “Go thou with the
Lord!”’

The Circle B men each threw a
clod in the grave, but the Box T
outfit mounted their horses and rode
from the canyon. Gospel Cummings
walked slowly back to his cabin and
saddled his horse.

Boot Hill Crandall followed with
his black wagon, stopping just long
enough to hand Cummings a twenty-
dollar gold piece, his fee for preach-
ing the sermon. The friends of the
deceased would fill in the grave ac-
cording to custom.

L

OSPEL CUMMINGS rode into

Vaca and tied his horse behind
the General Store. While the store-
keeper was filling his order for sup-
plies, Cummings said he’d ask for
his mail at the Post Office, although
he had never received a letter dut-
ing his long residence in Vaca Coun-
ty. However, Cummings always made
a point of asking for his mail as a
sop to his troubled conscience.

The Post Office was across the
alley from the Casino saleon in
which Cummings had never taken a
drink. He was an “Off-the-premises”

_customer. The fat bartender wrapped
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two quart bottles of Three Daisies
whiskey in an old newspaper, tested
the gold piece with his teeth and
took out eight dollars. After hand-
ing Cummings the change, the bar-
tender took a little sponge and
cleaned the slate of Cummings’ in-
debtedness, at two dollars a quart.

“Better go out the back way like
you came in, Gospel,” he suggested
casually. “Joe Breadon is on the
prod, and Cal Tucker prods mighty
easy. How’s business in the Devil’s
Graveyard?”

“Many a true word is spoken in
jest, my wayward brother,” Cum-
mings answered mournfully, as he
regarded Fat with a glance of dis-
approval. “Your boss traffics in the
souls of men, and Boot Hill Crandall
disposes of their earthly remains.
How sweet and how pleasant it
would be for brothers to dwell to-
gether in harmony.”

“I dunno what part of the critter
you make a living on, but it’'s a liv-
ing,” the bartender said sourly.
“Have one on the house before you
ride back to your place of business.”

He knew that Cummings would
refuse, but the procedure never var-
ied. Gospel Cummings would allow
the devils of thirst to punish him
for his sins while he was in town,
but . once away from the knowing
smiles of other sinners, he would stop
his horse and light down to look at
his saddle. . . and refresh himself
with a one-ounce shot of Three
Daisies.

Fat Latham stared when Cummings
tucked the package under his left
arm and walked straight and proud
through the long bar-room to the
front swinging doors, It lacked a few
minutes to sundown, and there was
a hushed expectancy out on the
street.

Gospel Cummings lifted his head
and stroked his luxuriant black
beard. He saw the Tucker crowd
across the street near the Hardware
Store, their ponies tied to the rack
near where Cal Tucker stood wait-
ing.

Several horses were tied to the rail
in front of the Casino, and their

riders were gathered in a little knot
at the side of the store. The horses
were branded on the left shoulder
with the Circle B, and Joe Breadon
was the only man near the horses.

Cal Tucker was watching Joe
Breadon without seeming to see his
challenger, and the sun sank below
the Vermillion Cliffs just as Cum-
mings reached the rail beside Joe
Breadon.

HE SHADOWS slanted out like

long gray lances which pointed
directly across the street toward the
boss of the Box T. As though
motivated by a common impulse,
Breadon and Tucker left their re-
spective rails and started walking
slowly toward the middle of the
street, and each other.

Joe Breadon flicked the handle of
his six-shooter with the tips of sensi-
tive fingers to free it from possible
hang. Cal Tucker copied the move
from force of habit, but neither move
was hostile. They were like two
skilled workmen making sure that
their tools were close to hand, and
ready for use.

Gospel Cummings came even with
Breadon, and his left boot hung
poised to get in step with the Circle
B owner. Then he was walking with
Breadon and matching his stride,
with the tails of his long coat slap-
ping against the calves of his legs
where they were weighted down by
the agents of Good and Evil. The
Scriptures in one side, the bottle in
the other.

Breadon’s eyes narrowed with an-
noyance as he watched- his brother’s
killer coming toward him. He could
see the scowl on Cal Tucker’s
weathered face as Tucker tried to
figure out where Gespel Cummings
came into the play. This was to be a
showdown shoot-out according to the
unwritten rules of old Judge Colt,
with Sheriff Cord Porter out of
town.

Every cowboy knew the rules, just
as he meticulously followed the
etiquette of the open range. You did-
n’t set your plate of vittles down on
the chuck-wagon tail gate, or tamper

_with another man’s gear. No one ex-
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plained these things to you; they
just came natural like stacking your
dishes in the wreck-pan after you
had finished eating around the wagon
during roundup.

Joe Breadon had used the words
of the text Gospel Cummings had
spoken at the graveside, when he had
issued his challenge.

“He who lives by the sword, shall
die by the sword!”

Breadon had merely said:” So mote
it be,” but he had spoken to his
brother’s killer. Breadon also won-
dered where Gospel Cummings fitted
into the picture where two was com-
pany, and three was a crowd.

Perhaps Cal Tucker had rigged the
deal with the Holy Joe to save him-
self from a killing. Joe Breadon
shrugged irritably and shook his
head. Tucker didn’t lack for sand,
and he wasn’t the kind of a man who
sent some one else to do his personal
chores.

Cal Tucker was thinking the same
thing as he watched the two men
striding toward him. The business of
Gospel Cummings was busting sin,
just as he, Cal Tucker, busted his
own mustangs for work. Put the fear
of The Lord in the critters, and what
_ did it get you? They humped up
every morning regardless, and they
weren’t fit to live with until they
had snapped the kinks from their
backs.

Tucker measured the distance with
an expert eye and stopped with his
boots spread wide for balance. Joe
Breadon copied the move with his
right hand poised above the .45 Colt
in his open holster. He licked his
lips, took a deep breath, and said:

“Well?”

“I am,” Tucker answered stonily.
“It’s your deal!”

So it was Joe Breadon’s deal, and
he meant to draw a full house. When
his hand flashed down to show what
he had caught on the draw, Cal
Tucker would see him, and would
try to raise the bet. Bullets were
Aces, and the high hand would win.

OSPEL CUMMINGS took a
hand in the game in which he
had bought no chips.

“Thou shall not kill,” he said

clearly, with a humming over-tone .
in his deep mellow voice. “Let 'em

ride, sinners!”

The two principals were absorbed
in each other, and with the serious

business of life and death. Cummings
had stepped aside one pace. His
right hand flashed down and came
up, and the last red rays of the dy-
ing sun were reflected on the
burnished barrel of his six-shooter.

Cal Tucker relaxed, smiling cold-
ly. He had made: mistake in judg-
ment, and he said so without evasign.

“So you hired this whiskered old
son to copper your bet,” he accused
Breadon. “I’ll be seeing you around,
cow feller!”

“If he works cheap, your money
paid him,” Joe Breadon drawled his
answer. “For two bottles of Snake
Bite, and he’s got the pay under his
left arm right now. Next time it will
be different!”

Gospel Cummings listened with
his head turned slightly aside. His
sad brown eyes widened as the
muscles of his left arm tightened
against the package of sin, but the
gun in his right hand did not waver.

“None are so blind as those who
will not see,” he said quietly. “You
fellers are set for a killing because
of the old boundary dispute between
your two spreads. The Lord moves
in a mysterious way, His wonders to
perform. Storm clouds are banking
up behind the Cliffs yonderly. Why
don’t you let the rain settle your
trouble?”

Both Tucker and Breadon spoke at
the same time, as they stared at the
gaunt peace-maker.

“Rain?”

“It falleth as the gentle rain from
Heaven, upon the place beneath,”
Cummings quoted earnestly. “The
Devil has a hand in this augerment,
my friends. Watch Devil Creek for
your answer!”’

“What’s Devil Creek got to do
with it?” Tucker asked viciously.
“Holster up and match me evens,
you whiskered old’ Sin-buster!”

“He tagged me first,” Joe Breadon
interrupted savagely. “I’ll match his
cutter my ownself!”

LoE
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Gospel €ummings listened with a
little smile tugging at his bearded
lips. His right hand moved with the
speed of light to holster his spiking
gun. That hand came up and rapped
down again as both Tucker and
Breadon started for their holsters.
Both were caught- flat-footed with
their weapons still in leather as
Cummings filled . his hand and
notched back the spiking hammer un-
der his calloused thumb.

TALL broad-shouldered horse-
backer rode up the street and
put his horse to a dead run. A law-

star glittered on his faded vest. and

a law-gun was ready in his hand as
sheriff Cord Porter slid his horse to
a stop behind Gospel Cummings.

“Howdy, sheriff,” Cal Tucker said
carelessly. “You're just in time to
join the Prayer meeting. Ain’t he,
Breadon?”

“Yeah,” Joe Breadon was forced
to agree. “Gospel was just about to
ask the Big Boss to send us some
rain. Wasn’t you, Gospel?”

Gospel Cummings accepted his
responsibility in the round-robin like
a born actor. He sheathed his six-
shooter and reached into the tails of
his coat. Bringing out his worn
Bible, he turned the pages, but the
sheriff stopped him with a little
gleam in his gray eyes.

“Yeah, I know, Gospel,” Porter
spoke sternly. “There was a drought
in the land of Egypt, but this was
broken up when it rained for forty
days and forty nights. Thanks for
helping me with my work to keep
the peace here in Vaca, and this
meeting is adjourned. Just pro-
nounce the Benediction, and we’'ll all
go home to supper!” .

Gospel Cummings closed the Book

and bowed his head. He removed his’

battered Stetson, and the other three
men followed his example. They
lowered their heads while Cummings
spoke humbly and asked that peace
should abide with them all.

“Amen,” Cal Tucker murmured.
“So mote it be!”

Joe Breadon set his lips tightly
and stared hard at the speaker. He

could read sign with the best, and

Tucker had repeated the same words
that he, Joe Breadon, had spoken at
his brother’s grave. They understood
each other, and the meeting was ad-
journed.

E E 3 *

OSPEL CUMMINGS wrestled

with the Bevil all the way back
to his cabin. A raging thirst gnawed
at his innards, and his brown eyes
glowed feverishly to tell of his tor-
ment. The two men within him were
fighting the same old battle, and the
Good man was losing. The Good man
lived in the left side where he car-
ried the Book. The Evil man had his
abode in the right side, where he
carried his bottle, and the holstered
gun on his lanky leg.

Cummings had argued all the way
from Vaca to the Devil’'s Graveyard.
and he could-see the ghostly vol-
canic tombstones in the moonlit can-
yon between those portals of death.
If Tucker and Breadon had gone
through with their shoot-out, many
men would have died. The crews of
the Box T and the Circle B would
have fought for the irons that paid
them their wages.

Gospel Cummings told himself
that he was his brother’s keeper, and
a little voice reminded him that Joe
Breadon was of the same mind,
Tucker had killed Breadon’s brother,
and blood cried out for blood.

The tall gaunt man slid down from
the saddle and tied his horse with
trailing reins. His right hand reached
into the tails of his coat and brought
out a new bottle of Three Daisies.

‘His fingers trembled as he opened

the cork-screw of his marking knife,
withdrew the cork carefully, and re-
turned the knife to his pants pocket.

. on the right side.

“Medicine,” Cummings muttered
hoarsely, and made a mark on the
bottle with his right index finger,
“Tis good for the bite of the serpent,
and an ounce of prevention. .. ”

The Good man lost the battle as
Gospel Cummings tilted the bottle
to his parched bearded lips, and
drank well past the mark. His hands

_ were steady as he replaced the cork.
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The moon scudded behind a rift of
clouds, and a drop of moisture fell
upon the upturned face. Now the
sad eyes of Gospel Cummings were
serene and peaceful.

He stripped his riding gear and
turned the horse into a corral behind
his cabin. There was a shed for the
horse, and the rain began to fall in
sheets as Cummings entered the
cabin to prepare his simple meal.
The rains had come, and Nature
would settle the boundary dispute
between Joe Breadon and Cal
Tucker.

A cloak of peace settled about the
gaunt plainsman as he sat in a home-
made chair and read the Book by the
light from a coal-oil lamp. The rain
gusted down like an answer to his
humble prayer, and the bottle stood
close to his right elbow. Cummings
told himself sorrowfully that a house
divided against itself could not
stand, and that the Bad man got

along with the Good man. . . when
the Bad man got his . . . medicine.
* % %
EVIL CREEK was running
banks-full after a two-day

down-pour, Gospel Cummings smiled
as an early beam of yellow sunshine
pried his eyes open. He stretched
lazily and started the day by putting
on his hat, after which he dressed
himself and stomped into his worn
high-heeled boots.

He was throwing a chunk from a
deadfall into his iron stove when the
clop of hooves took him to the door.
Cummings stared his unbelief when
he saw Joe Breadon riding through
the portals to the Devil’s Graveyard.
And Breadon was not alone.

Cal Tucker was rubbing stirrups
with his enemy, and both men were
staring straight ahead. As though
they had a purpose in mind from
which neither would deviate.

. Gospel Cummings dropped his
firewood and reached for his long-
tailed coat. After fastening his gun-
belt around his lean hips, Cummings
made two rapid passes with his
hands. His right hand took the bot-
tle of Three Daisies from the little

table and dropped it into the right
tail of his coat. His left hand per-
formed a similar service for the
Book, dropping the Scriptures into
the side where the Good man lived.

When Cummings walked through
the entrance to the graveyard, he
knew that he was too late. Joe
Breadon stood at the head of his
brother’s grave, facing Cal Tucker
who stood at the foot, and a few
paces back. Although Cummings
could not hear the two men, he
knew what each was saying. It was
still Joe Breadon’s deal

“I'm taking up for Sam,” Breadon
said simply. “I'm my Dbrother’s
keeper!”

“Shoot,” Tucker answered short-
ly. “I've got you faded!”

Breadon wasted no more time in
conversation. He had observed the
formalities, and Judge Colt would
decide the issue. The Devil would
take the hindmost, and if any pray-
ing had to be done, Gospel Cum-
mings was just the man for the job.

Breadon flashed his hand down
and cocked his pistol as it cleared
leather. Cal Tucker got the go-ahead
and played the hand he caught on
the draw. A double explosion shat-
tered the stillness of early morning.

Gospel Cummings had heard only
one explosion, but his keen eyes had
seen orange flame stabbing from the
two guns across the grave of the
late Sam Breadon.

Tucker was the first to fall, and
he unhinged his knees to pitch for-
ward at the foot of the newly-made
grave. Joe Breadon’s fingers opened
slowly to drop his smoking gun.
Then he swayed and measured his
length without moving his boots.

The hands of the two men almost
touched on the grave of Joe Brea-
don’s brother.

Gospel Cummings sighed, and his
right hand reached into the tail of
his coat without conscious volition.
The tall gaunt man pried his bearded
lips apart and drank deeply, and
with no marking finger to guide him.
Observing the habit of a life-time to
not let his right hand know what his
left hand did, Cummings replaced

_ the bottle slowly, wiped his lips with
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the back of his right hand, while the
other reached into the left tail and
brought out the Book. He did not
hear the soft crunch of shod wheels
as he found a place and read aloud.

“He who lives by the sword, shall
die by the sword,” he murmured.
Then he turned a few pages and
added an explanation which seemed
to satisfy him. “I come not to bring
you peace, but a sword!”’

OOT HILL CRANDALL tooled

his team through the entrance

to the Devil’s Graveyard, and stopped
beside Cummings.

“Howdy, Gospel,” the long-faced
undertaker greeted soberly. “Are
they both. ... ?”

“They are,” Cummings answered
sadly. “You have made arrangements
for the services?”

“They both paid me last night,”
Crandall answered solemnly. “And
you will receive a double fee for the
Graveside services.”

“It rained,” Cummings said
thoughtfully. “The rain should have
settled their boundary dispute.”

“It did,” Crandall agreed, and
shook his head slowly from side to
side. “Devil Creek ran full and
changed its course. It went back to
its old bed betwen the two lines
Breadon and Tucker were arguing
about. They agreed to accept the
creek as the boundary, and they shook
hands on it in the presence of wit-
nesses.”

“I don’t quite understand,” Cum-
mings murmured sadly. “The power
of prayer, and I prayed.”

“Both of them did too,” Crandall
said, with wonder in his voice. “I’d
never have believed it, but I heard
them both!”

“They prayed?” Gospel Cummings
repeated slowly. “Do you remember
what they said?”

“You heard them both sny the
same prayer,” the undertaker re-
minded solemnly. “After they shook
hands and settled the boundary dis-
pute, Joe Breadon looked at Tucker
and said:

“Amen!”

A gleam of understanding lighted
the gaunt man’s deep-set brown eyes.
“I know,” he almost whispered. And
Cal Tucker looked at Joe Breadon
and said:

“So mote it be!”

“That’s right,” Crandall agreed.
“Then they both mounted their
horses and rode out of town to keep
the peace. They said you’d tell the
boys if they both got a fair shake,
and that you’ve never been known
to tell a lie. Both crews are waiting
back at the Casino, and what will I
tell them?”

Gospel Cummings started to reach
for the tail of his coat with his right
hand, and stopped the move. He still
held the Book in his left.

“Tell them,” he said slowly: “It
was a fair shake!”

The End
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WILB WEST QUIZ

By Idaho Bill

Turn to Page

. How many miles can the average
cowhorse cover in a day without
exhaustion?

20
100
50
200

. How many acres in a section of
land?

160

460

1000

640

. Sow belly is an expressive name
used by the cowboy when speaking
of

his saddle

bacon

a pot-bellied horse
cornbread

. When a cowboy speaks of his
string he usually means his
belt
rope
saddle horses
necktie

. Boothill,
place to
hold a dance
secure new boots

bury the dead
put the junk

in the Old West, was a

92 for Answers

6. Westerners, especially ~ cowboys,
generally refer to food as
chow
chaw
chuck
stuffing

“

7. The Wrangler on the ranch is .

the person who does the laundry

a cantankerous cowhand

the cowboy who rounds up the
herd

the flunky

8. Cavvy most generally means the
cook’s coffee :
horse herd
unbranded calves
hired hands

9. Aunt Sally, in range terminology
is
the boss’ wife
the milk cow
a bedspread
the cook

10. A common way of measuring the
height of a horse is by
hands
feet
inches
fathoms

What Do You Think?
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Rockiynne

... It was so

dark, Jeff, that Larry

mistook you for one of the

polecats who've been poison-
ing the water.”

CANYOR

It only takes the sudden appearance of one new angle to upset the plans
of years! .

EFF LAKE awoke so slowly
J that light sifted through the

slit of his opening eyes as if
he were awash head-deep in the
early morning fogs that fill the
draws and mighty canyons of the
Montana badlands. But he was in
a white-sheeted bed, his body one

53

cruel sore of pain. A small, cool
hand was pressed to his forehead,
absorbing some of the fever racing
through him. '

“He’s conscious?” asked a man's
uneasy voice.

“Stirring, Larry.,” That voice was
soft, girlish.
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“How’'ll T tell him? You reckon
he’ll blow up?”

Jeff Lake saw them, standing
anxiously over the bed, looking
down at his gaunt massiveness.

Young Larry Farmer, angular, sun-
darkened. Helen, his pretty wife.

“Tell him right out, Larry,” said
Helen Farmer firmly. “Tell him
that it was an accident. Everybody

knows Jeff Lake wouldn’t blame
you just because you shot him by
accident, especially when the light
was so dim he looked like one of
the men poisoning the water-hole.”

Jeff Lake understood with sudden,
shocking clarity. Of course. The
water-hole! Thereupon he opened
his eyes all the way. Well realiz-
ing the leniency given the ill, he
held Helen Farmer’s eyes so long
she took her glance away, flushing.
Jeff felt another shock. He had
more than a passing acquaintance
with the Farmers, but how was it he
hadn’t noticed the warm, competent
loveliness of this girl, the sweet,
natural curve of her lips, her skin
as clear and transparent as a deep
mesa spring? But it was said that
the fight for life on the drought-
ridden bluestem prairies of Montana
could blind a man to the virtues of
his mother.

Larry leaned tensely forward.
“You awake, Jeff?”

Jeff smiled wryly, letting that be
answer enough. Larry picked miser-
ably at his fingernails. “I guess I
owe you a apology, Jeff. I figgered
you was one of them varmints salt-
in’ down my big water-hole. I didn’t
know you were chasin’ ’em just the
way me and my waddies were. Moon
was covered over.”

Little semi-circular hollows rip-
pled away from the corners of Jeff’s
mouth. His teeth flashed white
against the dark of his Indign-like
face. He looked down the length
of the bed, noted that from this
perspective -his feet made humps
that seemed ten body-lengths away.

“My mistake as much as yours,
Larry.” The words husked out. *“I
just happened to be ridin’ alone
that night, when I saw them range-

spoilers high-tailin’ it for the breaks.
I should have let you know it was
me in on the chase. Forget it. I
guess you got a heap of troubles
without me pilin’ more on.”

The girl smiled at last, and both
of them seemed to glow with relief.

“Whew!” Larry grinned sheep-
ishly. “That’s a load off my mind,
Jeff. We thought you’d sue us in
a court o’ law.”

E SAT GINGERLY on the

foot of the bed, and suddenly,
as if all the youngness had been
taken out of him, his face was grim,
remembering. “You’re right about
the heap of troubles we got, Jeff,”
he bit out.

Helen Farmer sat down on the
other side of the bed, and their
hands reached across, twining to-
gether tensely. Larry started to
talk in low, bitter tones, and then
Helen broke in. They took turns,
talking to Jeff Lake as if he were
some wiser, older man who could
suggest what they could do to save
themselves. Told him things that
he, as well as everybody else in the
Sun Valley country knew.

A tale of water-poisoners, fence-
cutters, cattle rustlers—all operat-
ing exclusively within the confines
of Larry Farmer’s Big X—and laid
over all, the grim pall of drought.
Drought that had dried up the blue
grama and buffalo bunch grass,
sapped away the vital moisture from
all but a few water-holes; drought
that was bringing death by thirst

_to Larry’s stock.

Yes, Jeff knew, drought was in
the air, to be tasted with one long
breath; or to be seen through the
window in the parched leaves of the
giant oak in the ranchyard, or on
Jeff’s own Bar M. Yet, of all the
ranches in the valley, none seemed
to have been struck as hard as Lar-
ry’s Big X, added to which was the
havoc wrought by range-spoilers.

And when they had stopped talk-
ing, Jeff Lake had but one. answer
to give. He said, “Sell the Big X,
Larry.”

Larry’s face whitened, “When
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I’ve put every cent I have into this
spread?”

Jeff studied their faces, particu-
larly the girl’s. The sweet, fierce
loyalty of her clear eyes reminded
him of many things he had all but
forgotten; things he had turned his
back on, years ago. He frowned at
the thought. He said heavily, “I
been on the range twenty years, Lar-
ry. Sometimes things get too tough
to buck. My advice is to sell, clear
out before you sink deeper.”

Helen Farmer moved her hand
closer to Larry’s, biting at her low-
er lip. “Who—who would want to
buy our ranch, though, Jeff?”

“Who?” Jeff’s eyes showed pity.
He said, with a show of reluctance,
“I suppose I could take a look
around.”

Larry rose from his sitting posi-
tion.

“No,” he said with such harshness
that Jeff started. “We’ll go down
with the Big X, Jeff, if we have to.
We're playin’ the hand out. Anyway,
Sheriff Vance is going to deputize
a lot of the ranchers here about, an’
I figure we’ll be able to trap the
rannies makin’ away with our stock.
But we sure do appreciate your of-
fer, Jeff.”

Jeff quickly forced a smile to his
face. “You know your own mind,”
he said casually. He tried to shrug
his shoulder but a cactus barb of
pain ripped through his whole back,
and he whitened. Helen Farmer
leaped up quickly, with a com-
miserating. cry. She and Larry ar-
ranged the pillows so he was lying
out flat, and he managed to smile
again.

“Reckon I'll have to stay here un-
til I’'m well enough to be carted over
to the Bar M.”

“Youll stay right here until
you're completely well!” Helen said.
“After all, it was our fault. I won’t
mind taking care of 'you at all,
Jeftf.”

Larry pulled the blinds down to
shut out a coppery, revolting sun.
Before they left, Jeff asked them to
send for Wolf Palo, Jeff’s partner
over at the Bar M.

“Got a little—business we have to
talk over,” Jeff muttered drowsily,
and he was asleep before they closed
the door.

OLF PALO was built like a

barrel cactus. His spikes were
not visible, but they were there,
sharp, poisonous. Sometimes they
showed through his cunning, hybrid
eyes, sometimes in the restless
snaky movement of his fat fingers,
sometimes—more obviously—in the
greased-lightning draw of a .44,
When he smiled, his broad face
drew up into thousands of tiny
wrinkles, and his yellowed teeth
showed unpleasantly.

Wolf Palo was smiling now,
throwing surreptitious glances at
the closed door as he told Jeff Lake
how embarrassed Larry Farmer was.
He rubbed his sweaty palms to-

-gether, laughing and chuckling about

how Jeff had put it over on them,
making them think that just because
Jeff had warned his men with a shot
from a carbine Larry had shot him
“accidentally.”

Jeff permitted the briefest flicker
of an answering smile to cross his
dark face.

“Forget that, Wolf. That ‘acci-
dental’ shot is going to help us.
What’s the set-up?”

Wolf spread chubby hands. “We
been hanging around the Bar M
since you was downed three days
ago. I was out on the Big X though,
and saw a sizable bunch of critters
up around Windy Gap. They look
healthy.”

“Healthy?” Jeff’s eyes darkened.
“Where they gettin’ water?”

Wolf scowled. “They’s a little
stream comin’ down out of the
granite bedrock near the mesa. It’s
keepin’ ’em goin’, now the big wa-
ter-hole is salted down.”

Jeif Lake looked down the length
of his gaunt, massive body showing
through the blankets, and thought.
Twice a day, Helen Farmer had
dressed his painful wound. Twice
a day he had felt the sure gentle-
ness of her fingers. He had watched
her, studied her, talked with her,
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and what he saw and felt was high-
ly pleasing to his senses. And this
was affecting his plans.

Slowly she had become a part of
his surroundings that he must pos-
sess, and his plans, which had begun
with the simple need to add the vast
rolling acreage of Larry’s Big X to
his own range, now included her.
But Larry’s existence was an ir-
ritant to the success of his new
desires.

“Come back in a couple days at this
time, Wolf,” he said in dismissal.

Woli’s beady eyes darkened. “But,

Jeif,” he objected, “I could take
some gunslicks and dam that
stream—"

“Come back in a couple days,” or-
dered Jeff. “We have to wait. The
stream will be dammed, all right.”

Wolf grumbled and muttered
curses, but in the end he jammed his
sombrero flat down on his greasy
head and left.

NOTHER day wore on for Jeff

Lake. His shoulder pzined him
intolerably at times, but the fever
was gone, in spite of the visible
waves of heat that ruptured the
quiet air that overlay the prairie.
Early in the morning, Larry and
Helen had gone to Esmer to confer
with the sheriff, so it was apparent
to Jeff that soon his plans would
ripen. It was hard to lie here, day
after day, of course, but no general
of a pillaging army could have had
a more strategic pesition to work
from.

At three o'cleck Helen returned.
He knew she had come back ahead
of time merely to dress his shoul-
der. He caught himself listening
like a teen-age younker to her light
footsteps on the floor below; his
heart quickened as she pattered up
the stairs. And as she came into the
room her glorious sparkling eye
touched off a spark of desire in his
brain. He had to clench his teeth
as she helped him roll over on his
side. , Animatedly, she was telling
him that Sheriff Vance was going to
round up every able-bodied man in

the sole purpose of discovering and
destroying the lawless band eperat-
ing against the Big X

“He told me he’d put an end to
these range-spoilers if it was the
last thing he ever did,” said Helen,
as she worked over his shoulder. “He
meant it, too. Oh, Jeff, it’ll be won-
derful, not having to worry any-
more. Only I wish it weuld rain.
The prairie flowers are all dying.”

Jeff looked sidewise at her out of
half-closed eyes. She was happy
now. Sheriff Vance, he thought to
himself, would have to make a lot
of promises with those eyes on him.
He would have to say a lot of
things he knew in his heart weren’t
true. Nobody knew the identity of
the men who were plaguing the Big
X. Not unless they had inside in-
formation.

He began to ask Helen Farmer
questions. Sheriff Vance, she said,
would be able to collect at least fif-
ty men.' It was being done in
secrecy. Nobody, she said, could be
sure he wasn’t right in plain sight
of the very man who was causing
so much trouble. You might be
talking to him and not know it, so
everything was to be secret. They
were going to patrol the Big X night
and day, starting in the northeast
pastures. That way they couldn’t
help being successful.

Jeff Lake agreed with her, and
felt a peculiar, stabbing chill en his
body. He wondered why his teeth
were clenched so tightly, what
caused the fine sweat to rise on his
skin. It wasn’t any physical pain,
for the gunshot wound would heal.
It was something else, some unac-
customed emotien that was striking
deep in his mind, like an unseen
enemy bushwhacking the normal
course of his theughts.

He turned his eyes away from
Helen, marshaled his thoughts into
their rigid channels, and coldly pur-
sued his plan, so completely ab-
sorbing himself in it that she must
have thought him asleep. She fin-
ished her bandaging job, gently
drew the covers over him and left.

the vicinity and deputize him, for - He lay tensely motionless, listening
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to the sound of her, sneering at
himself for the weakness that was
growing in him. But he would fight
it, dominate it as he had dominated
himself and others these last years.

EFF HEARD Sheriff Vance
® and his deputies come in at
sunrise. They were quiet, keeping
their secret. A few moments later,
Larry and the Sheriff came into the
room to see if Jeff was awake.
Larry was light-hearted. Sheriff
Vance laughed when Larry told him
how he had mistaken Jeff for one
of the rannies salting down his big
water-hole. Sheriff Vance was an
old man and had taken long gray
strands of hair from one side of his
head and plastered it down over the
hairless other side. The citizens of
Esmer just kept electing him from
sheer force of habit, and because
trouble seldom hit the Sun Valley
country. But now there was trou-
ble, the kind that honest men are
grimly determined to clear up, and
most everybody saw that Sheriff
Vance was going about it the right
way.

The sheriff beamed down at Jeff.
He knew Jeff well. Jeff had come
into this country a couple years ago,
and was a respected citizen. “Better
take care of that shoulder,” Vance
said wisely. “Ain’t much needed to
turn it purple.”

“It’s well tended,” Jeff said. He
added, “Larry, you know that little
stream that drops down out of the
mesa over the Windy Gap?”

Larry’s blue eyes widened. *“I
don’t recollect any stream.”

“You don’t notice a little bit of
water like that until a gully runs
dry,” Jeff smiled. “Then you begin
to notice it.”

Jeff told him he was riding past
there one day and saw it. He added
that a lot of critters were licking it
up and keeping the life in their
bodies. “Maybe you better get out
there with three-four deputies, Lar-
ry, an’ stay there till the rains
come.”

Larry’s gratitude was worse than

the throb of pain in Jeff’s shoulder.

He shut his eyes to rid himself of
it, but Larry kept on thanking him,
and telling Sheriff Vance that they
didn’t come any finer than Jeff
Lake. Jeff was glad when they got
out. The job that had to be done
was getting harder.

OLF PALO came back the
following day. He stood over
Jeff, his expression hostile.

“Better not send me away today
’thout tellin’” me what to do about
that mesa stream, Jeff,” he said.
“An’ if’n you're tryin’ to pull some-
thing off—”"

“I’'m not,” Jeff snapped. “To
night’s the time. Take a dozen men
and go well-heeled. Larry Farmer
and a few men are out there now.”

“They’ve found it?” Wolf ex-
ploded, ripping out curses. He said,
silkily, “You told ’em it was out
there, Jeff, darn you. An’ I know
why. You've fallen for the kid’s
wife!” '

Jeff held his eyes icily. He said
with cold inflection, “You’ll answer
for that when I get out of bed, Wolf.
Meantime, stick to business. Sure, I
told the Farmer younker about the
spring. I want you to use guns.
Savvy?”

Wolf’s eyes flickered, his breath
sucked in. Then he grinned slyly.
“I savvy,” he said. “You want us
to shoot her hubby down. I sure do
savvy, Jeff.” He closed the door
behind him, and Jeff sank back, let-
ting his anger subside. Someday he
and Wolf would have a showdown,
but not now.

Well, the next time he saw Larry,
Larry would be dead. So he lay
still all day, trying to feel glad
about the coming success of his
plans. But somehow, when Helen
came to dress his shoulder, he
couldn’t meet her eyes.

“Good thing you seen that stream,”
said Sheriff Vance, coming in off
the range, tired and dusty. “There’s
more water out there than me or
Larry thought. I'm sendin’ more
men out. Why, they’s a thousand
head pushin’ around that stream.
It's keepin’ ’em alive. Cain’t have
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nobody foolin’ around with that wa-
ter now.”

When he had gone, Jeff stared
down the length of his body, at the
twin peaks of his feet, and thought
hard. He saw a dismaying" portion
of the future written out for him in
that simple foresight of Sheriff
Vance. It had always been Jeff’s
strategy to outnumber the enemy.
But now Wolf Palo and his gang of
gunslicks would be outnumbered.
What if they captured some of
Wolf’s men, and Jeff was for the
first time exposed for what he real-
ly was? Not a respectable citizen,
but a skunk who had been bush-
whacking the valley, and lately the
Big X, for the past several months?

Jeff moved his shoulders experi-
mentally; there was not too much
pain. He practiced the whole day,
finally got out of bed, and almost
made it across to his guns on the
wall. Then his mind blackened,
and it was only by chance that he
made it back to bed and swift, ap-
palling unconsciousness.

After midnight, six men galloped
into the ranchyard. Jeff Lake heard
their curses. He heard Helen Far-
mer’s voice— alarmed, frightened,
tearful.

Jeff thought to himself, “They
got Larry. Larry’s dead.” He tried
to smile at that, at the success of
his plans. A terrible fear grew in
him. He couldn’t force the smile
anyway you looked at it—inside his
mind or out. He lay rigid, explor-
ing this new damning state of mind,
unable to comprehend it.

The door was thrust open, and
Larry flung into the room with
Helen after him. His face was
savage. In the half-darkness, Jeff
saw his bare chest, a deep, torn
gash across his left breast. And he
saw a terrible accusation in Larry’s
eyes. But this was just imagina-
tion, which he knew as Larry spoke.

“They threw dynamite at us,”
Larry snarled. “Derby is gonna die.
Hawkins and Walters and Lowen-
thal are hurt plenty. I was in the
middle of it, Jeff, but somehow—"
His voice grew too thick to talk.

_ grim menace of Wolf Palo.

ELEN Farmer forced him into

a chair, lighted a lamp. The
tears had been running down her
face, but her hands as she worked
with the bandages and iodine were
absolutely steady. And Larry kept
on talking, snarling the words out.
“We winged two of ’em. They got
away though. What we gonna do,
Jeff? What we gonna do? We'll
post men at all approaches to the
spring, an’ they won’t be able to get
at the spring, but that won’t solve
matters. They’ll get at me in other
ways.”

Jeff knew then, with a terrific
shock that split him open and al-
lowed him to view all the snaky
windings of his own mind as if he
were another person, just how Larry
felt about him. Larry had come up
here so he could talk this thing over
with Jeff. He was Larry’s hero, and
Larry didn’t have the slightest sus-
picion who Jeff was. . . .

“Larry,” Jeff said, “I got a hunch
you’re goin’ to need more men than
you got, so you can really patrol
your range. The crowd that’s play-
in’ hob with your spread is probably
a bunch of ex-wolfers, bushwhackers
and fugitive murderers from down
south. Likely they hide out in the
badlands, an’ likely they’re in the
pay of one of the ranchers here
about who wants to force you out so
he can move in.”

“But who?”

Jeff said, “You get more men on
the range! Likely you’ll block them
off from their dirty work complete-
ly, an’ mebbe you’ll find out who it
W

After this, four days passed, and
Sheriff Vance’s deputies patrolled
the range without incident. The
drought persisted, but- in Windy
Gap cattle found water enough to
disappoint the buzzards circling the
mesa line. Helen Farmer dressed
Jeff’s healing wound, talking more
now that the fear was wearing
away. And Jeff watched her through
lidded eyes, steeped in a content-
ment that was false, for in the back-
ground of his thoughts lurked the
And
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one day, as Jeff had known he would,
Wolf Palo came, stood turning his
sombrero in his hands, waiting for
Larry to close the door. Then Wolf
stood over Jeff, and hate began to
blossom in his eyes like the open-
ing of an evil desert flower.

“You double-crossed us,
Wolf said huskily.

Jeff said nothing. Wolf gritted,
“You been double-crossin’ us all
along. First off, you fell for the
Farmer girl. You give me a trumped-
up excuse why we shouldn’t dam
the spring. Then you told Sheriff
Vance about the stream an’ he sent
three times more men out there than
you told us about. Now his men
are everywhere. We ain’t got a
chance. If'n we don’t watch out,
he’ll ambush the lot of us someday
an’ they’ll string us up. What you
got to say for yourself, Jeff Lake?”

“Nothing,” said Jeff coldly. “Ex-
cept that you better clear out with
the rest of the men. I've decided
we aren’t going to take over the
Big X. Take our regular waddies
back to the Bar M, an’ tell the rest
of those murderin’ ex-wolfers to
take for the breaks. Hereafter, Wolf,
you an’ I are conductin’ an honest
business.” '

“I thought so,” Wolf snarled. His
open palm smashed against Jeff’s
rock-hewn face, and jerky, blas-
phemous epithets began to pour from
his ‘mouth like a befouled river.
“You’ll pay for this, Jeff. You can’t
fight back now, but the next time I
face you, man to man, I'm goin’ to
open you up!”

He backed up, turned, snatched
open the door, then turned again. A
line of speculation started visibly
in his wolf eyes, a sudden cunning.
Then he was gone.

N THE MORNING, Helen Far-

mer had taken the buckboard to
town for a load of supplies, one of
Larry’s cowpokes with her. After
Wolf had left, Jeff waited for her
tensely, and a certain fear grew in
his mind. The clock swung past
noon, went to two o’clock. Twice
Larry came up the stairs, looked

Jeff,”

from the window. He finally said,
uncertainly,

“Mebbe something happened, Jeff.
She wouldn’t be this late.”

Jeff lay with his head turned,
staring out the window at the
shriveled oak. He could see the cor-
ral fence. There were two tough
cow-ponies tethered to a fence post.
One was saddled, the other was be-
ing unsaddled. In a few moments,
the waddy would be stripping the
saddle from the other. Jeff’s lips
clamped, and he waited until Larry’s
head was stuck out the window again
before he threw the covers off, and
forced himself from the bed.

Larry didn’t see him until he was
halfway across the room, and had
the door to the press open, taking
out his Spanish wool shirt, his
Levis and scarred chaps.

“Jeff!” Larry started toward him.
“You’re not supposed to be out of
bed!”

“I'm out,” said Jeff, and he
grabbed one of his six-shooters off
the wall ‘and pointed it at Larry.
Larry whitened.

‘You’re plumb out of your hear;
Jeff!” He lunged for Jeff, because
he knew Jeff wouldn’t shoot. Jeff
didn’t. In dizzy pain, he dropped
the iron, and swung his fist hard
against Larry’s jaw. Larry buckled
back, sagged in a heap.

Walking downstairs, his .45
strapped around his waist, Jeff’s
feet seemed to touch nothing more
tangible than air. He walked across
the courtyard, making a great game
of being nonchalant in front of star-
ing waddies. They expostulated
with him, worried because he wasn’t
allowed on his feet—not yet. Jeff
laughed bluffly, scoffingly. He un-
hitched the tethered cowpony, swung
aboard, and single-footed from the
ranchyard. To the waddies watch-
ing him, he seemed perfectly well.
This was, however, merely a pose.
A big bubble of pain was blowing up
to tremendous size in his shoulder.

He rode off across the prairie of
shriveled bunch-grass toward the
hills and jumbled gullies that led

into the morass of the Montana
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breaks. The more he rode, at a
racking, jouncing gallop, the more
feverish 'he became. His shoulder
grew numb, until he was convinced
there was no more pain. - Then he
urged his mount along without try-
ing to spare himself, remembering
only vaguely what Sheriff Vance
had told him. It wouldn’t take much
to turn that bullet hole purple—
gangrene.

For two hours he took it on the
prod, snaked the wiry, tireless cow-
pony through sage-dotted draws, up
a shallow wash, and finally through
a rugged break in a precipitous
mountain wall, into a blind canyon.
The Sun was eclipsed. Gloom satu-
rated him.

A few hundred feet
lowering canyon, he dismounted,
leaving the cow-pony with reins
hanging. No use to advertise his
presence too much. And it was
strange that he could think that
clearly, when he was just a walking
scarecrow of a man, a weak husk
with -a left arm hanging like a dead
appendage at his side.

Soon he saw the cabin, fashioned
from pinoak and red clay. It was a
little place, colored in such a fash-
ion that it was well-camouflaged
against the streaked canyon wall.
Behind it there would be a fault in
the rock where horses could be con-
cealed. Only Wolf Palo'and Jeff
knew of this canyon, and of the
cabin they had built there if ever
the need should come for a hide-
out.

into the

FEFF hugged the canyon wall.
His high-heeled, hob-nailed boots
were stirring up considerable noise
no matter how slowly he dragged
himself along. He kept his burning
eyes on the cabin door. Suddenly
he slipped. He fell to one knee, in
precarious balance. His feet made a
rasping sound on the loose granite
rubble. He remained that way,
though his face convulsed with the
effort of rising. He could not raise
himself, though it was imperative
that he face Wolf with both feet
braced solid. The kick of his .45

was going to bowl him straight back
if he didn’t get up.

Then the cabin door grated open,
and Wolf Palo was standing there,
looking down the slope at Jeff, his
wolf eyes incredulous.

It was Jeff who spoke first. “Wolf,
get Helen Farmer out of that cabin.
I'm takin’ her back to the Big X.”

Wolf stared. Then he began to
laugh. His face screwed up into
thousands of fine ' wrinkles. His
stomach heaved with uncontrollable
mirth, and the gasping chuckles
bounced around Jeff like ricochet-
ing steel bullets. He stopped as sud-
denly as he had begun.

“Jeff,” he said, “you better lay
down an’ finish dyin’. You're washed
up. Your cow-eyed Helen Farmer
knows you for what you are. I told
her it was you hazin’ her hubby’s
stock.”

“What you got in mind, Wolf?”
Jeff said with enormous patience.

Wolf stuck his thumbs contemp-
tuously into the arm-holes of his
silvered vest. “Getting the Big X
an’ Bar M both, you poor boob. If
you don’t die right pronto, I aim to
help you along.”

Jeff nodded. Of course. When
he died, the Bar M would belong to
the remaining half of the partner-
ship. “And,” he suggested to Wolf,
“You aim to hold Helen over Larry
as a threat to make him sell the Big
X to you at a giveaway price?”

Wolf did not answer, except by

‘the hardening balls of hate and

purpose that were his eyes. He was
waiting, waiting for the time that
both knew was coming. Jeff looked
back, knowing now that it was of
prime importance that Wolf Palo
should die.

“Go for your gun, Wolf,” said
Jeff. He didn’t wait to see if Wolf
was obeying. His live right hand
slapped leather, closed over the butt
of his 45. The gun came up and
swung level, and Jeff held it there,
knowing this was the shot that
would count, had to. Because here
he was, on ene knee, holding himself
up by a mountainous effort only,
and the backfire would topple him.
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Wolf fired, and Jeff fired. Two
discordant, thundering voices, spit-
ting out their hell-flame, vomiting
their tiny clouds of powder-smoke,
trembling the canyon walls in their
age-old emplacements. Something
smashed into Jeff’s body. He couldn’t
tell at first whether it was the re-
coil of the .45 or a bullet. He start-
ed to fall backward. He fought to
keep his vision, and he thought ha
saw Wolf Palo’s rotund figure, sur-
rounded by the sulphurous cloud of
his iron, begin to roll in a peculiar
back-and-forth motion. Then he saw
Wolf Palo fall, double up limply
like a piece of string. Wolf Palo
fell on his face.

And Jeff tumbled backward, land-
ed on his numbed shoulder, and lay
there, head down, looking at the
red-hot sun shoving itself over the
lip of the canyon wall. But some-
thing was painting the sun dark and
darker, then black. . ..

E AWOKE with an effort. A

soft cool hand was on his fore-
head. Helen Farmer. was sitting
beside him, looking down at him,
but he didn’t trouble to take his
eyes from hers, though he knew that
Wolf had told her the truth. There
was a bullet in him, dug deep, and
it had opened up a channel along
which his life could flow away.

“It’s all right, Jeff,” she said
lowly.

“Is it?”

“Yes. Wolf told me about you,

and it doesn’t matter anymore. You
came out good, Jeff, and that’s what
counts at a time like this. You un-
derstand, Jeff?”

He understood what she meant,
but it held no terror for him. His
fading voice spoke again, and she
answered. Wolf Palo was  dead.
He'd had her locked in the inner
room of the cabin. She had broken
the lock. “It was very brave of you.
I don’t know what else to say.”

But she had said enough, every-
thing Jeff wanted to hear. He was
grateful to her because she was
strong enough to keep from giving
him false hope.

He stared straight up into the hot
sky. He was not surprised when he
began to see clouds sweep across the
blazing, tortuously hot sun. It did
not surprise him that the clouds
were becoming blacker and heavier
with each swift passing second. It
seemed natural for the rains to come
when Wolf Palo went.

Helen Farmer waited until Jeff’s
breath died to nothing. Then she
smiled—smiled at Jeff Lake, for
she could see that he was smiling
too, as if in satisfaction at a battle
well fought.
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KILLERS
DIE HARD

By Kenneth PP. Woeod

(Author of “Let's Hang the Tonopah Kid,” Etc.)

When a Holdup Comes Off Too Easily — Beware!

ARNED IF I don’t wish
= this here business was

. finished,” muttered Slim
Holt, wiping the back of a trembling
hand across his moist brow. “Gim-
me another "drink to steady my
nerves, will yuh, Barney?”

The man addressed uncorked a
quart flask and reluctantly passed
it to the speaker.

“Take a big jolt, for it’s the last
you're goin’ to get. You an’ yore
nerves give me a pain in the neck.
You got to keep yore head clear if
you expect to cash in on this deal
with me. Cut out the beefin’ too,
an’ don’t ask for no more to drink.”

There was finality in Barney
O’Dell’s tone and the colloquy
ceased. The two voices sounded

from the shadows of a huge water
tank close to the tracks of the South-
ern Pacific Railroad. In every di-
rection, stretching away to the stars,
was the California desert. After a
short interval, Slim Holt again
broke the silence.

“We should’a headed up North
like I said.
are fightin’ among themselves, an’
all the big herds are bein’ neglected.
Why, them yearlin’s are growin’ up
without ear-mark or brand to iden-
tify their owner. A good mount of
hosses, a rope an’ a runnin’ iron in
the hands of a expert like me is bet-
ter’n cash up that-away right now. .”

“Ah, cut it out, won’t you!” Bar-
ney exploded. “We got to have
money anyhow, don’t we? Gimme a
match?”

I told you the ranchers_

The next moment a tiny yellow
flame cut a circle of light in the
blackness and threw every object
within its radius into bold bas-re-
lief. Near one of the stanchions of
the tank squatted two men. The one
who held out the match was Slim
Holt, with smooth, weak, chalky-
skinned features and lynx eyes that
were constantly and furtively shift-
ing—the kind that never look one
squarely in the face. His hands were
pale and thin compared to the big
tanned, calloused fists beside them.
Barney O’Dell was stockily built,
with powerful arms and thick, mat-
ted hair. The match lighted up his
broad features and shaggy brows
for his big Stetson was pushed far
back on his head. Both men were
roughly dressed but well booted and
spurred, and each packed a brace of
low-hung sixguns. Between them
on the ground were a couple of
grain sacks with little holes cut in
the sides. A few feet away lay two
well-stuffed saddle-bags.

The heavy-set individual took
plenty of time to light his cigarette,
and while the match burned down
until the flame seared his com-
panion’s fingertips, he leisurely
pulled out a battered silver wateh.

“Well, she’s due in fifteen min-
utes, Slim.” He blew out the light
in the other’s hand and stared at
him in the darkness. “Now, we’d
better go over the thing again be-
cause I don’t want no slip-ups. When
they pull up, you cover the engine.
Make the fireman an’ engineer climb

62
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up on top of the tender with their
backs to you an’ keep ’em reachin’
for the sky. Then when you see I
got the stuff, call the engineer down
an’ tell him to pull his freight—fast.
That’s all you got t'do. Get me?”

“Uh-huh,” grunted Slim. “But
suppose’n the expressman gets his
back up an’ wants to fight. He ain’t
goin’ to give up all that hard cash
without a argiment.”

“Say, don’t you think I'm figger-
in’ on what he’ll do? Of course he
ain’t goin’ to lay down if there’s a
chance to get out of it. He ain’t
that kind of a messenger. But you
know what I got in them  saddle
bags. It’s real dynamite an’ very
powerful medicine. This here ex-
pressman was in a similar spot some
time ago, an’ they blew up his car.
So when I tell him I'm goin’ to re-
peat that little trick, he’ll come
through. An’ if he don’t we’ll turn
on the fireworks. Now don’t go hay-
wire an’ gum things up. Sabe?”

OTH MEN relapsed into si-

lence. Barney O’Dell puffed
steadily on his cigarette. Slim Holt
stirred and fidgeted uneasily. A
speck of light appeared on the east-
ern horizon at the point where the
tracks came together. Without a
word the two dropped their hats on
the ground and adjusted the ‘grain
sacks over their heads, then f£lat-
tened themselves into a shallow gul-
ley back of the tank.

The dot of light grew rapidly in-
to a glaring, white eye, into a blind-
ing beam and the Southern Pacific
Express slowed up, emited a groan
and stopped directly in front of the
water tank. The two hooded figures
rose quickly and advanced. Slim
followed his instructions to the let-
ter and the engineer and fireman
obeyed without a whimper. They
did not see how violently his six-
shooter trembled, nor did that mat-
ter much just then, for sudden death
was aimed in their direction. That
was enough. Meanwhile Barney ran
to the baggage coach and banged on
it with the butt of one of his guns.

“Who's there?” came a voice from
within. “What do you want?”

“Open the door an’ I'll tell you,”
snapped the reply. “An’ make it
quick, too!”

“Who are you, anyway?” came the
voice from within.

“Neb’'mind who I am. I want that
bag of double eagles you’re takin’
down to the bank at San Bernardino.
If you don’t throw it out pronto,
I've got enough dynamite here to
blow you an’ yore whole car t’hell.
Chuck it out, or you’ll be vulture
bait in the mornin’!”

There was a slight movement in
the car but no word was spoken. For
a few seconds Barney crouched at
the side of the big door, his weav-
ing pistols covering it. Then he
stood upright, and retreated a few
paces.

“Hey, you in there!” he yelled, “if
that stuff ain’t out. here when I
count ten, I'm goin’ to blast it out!”

“One-two-three-four. . . .”

There was another movement and
quick shuffling inside the car.

“Five-six-seven-eight. . . .”

“Wait a minute, I'll give it up,”
interrupted the voice inside. The
car door slid open a foot and an
arm was thrust out. A bulging can-
vas money bag with an official-
looking seal on the cord around the
neck, dangled for a moment in the
shaft of light, then the fingers re-
laxed and it fell with a musical
clink to the ground. The arm with-
drew and the door closed with a
bang. Barney with his sixpistols
leveled at the door did not move, but
he called crisply to his partner,
“Okay, let ’er go!” Again Slim
played his part as instructed. The
engineer clambered down into the
cab, pulled open the throttle and the
ponderous train lunged forward with
a rear into the desert night.

“Well, I guess I called the turn
on ’em,” observed Barney O’Dell
dryly as Slim Holt stumbled up be-
side him, half running. “Come on
now, we got to make tracks. When
them wires get workin’ there’ll be
a posse out here in no time, an’ we

want plenty of start on ’em. Here,
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you better carry the stuff an’ fol-
low me. Huh—twenty grand! Guess
you never toted so much dinero in
yore life, did you, Slim?”

A jingle from the sack as Slim
shouldered it made him tighten his
grip. As he walked he could hear
the clink, clink, clink, close to his
ear. He could feel the hard, round
coins, hundreds eof them, shifting
and sliding. The sound pleased like

music, it tantalized him after a
while. His lynx eyes narrowed to a
scowling squint as they peered

through the darkness at the heavy
set man striding ahead, and a sinis-
ter impulse hovered an instant in his
mind and was gone. They reached
the greasewood covert where the
horses had been tethered, and Slim
rolled up the loot in a blanket, lash-
ing it behind the cantel of his sad-
dle. Riding back te the tank the
men picked up their hats, and tossed
the grain sacks into the shadows.

“Get a move on,” Barney growled.
“We got to make that water-hole by
daybreak. The hosses’ll have to get
a couple hours rest afere we strike
out for the mountains. They’re
purty tired as it is, an’ we can’t af-
ford to have ’em peter eut on is in
this God-forsaken country. Use yore
spurs!”

LIM HOLT had a growing

hatred for Barney O’Pell and
his commanding manner. He didn’t
relish the idea of the other man
running the whole show. However,
without further discussion he rode
away after him in the darkness. A
half hour later the moeon rose, sheen-
ing the white, barren desert with
silver, and the riders were able to
make better time. Slim repeatedly
fingered the bundle behind him. Oc-
casionally he heard the faint clink of
metal and his hand lingered. Even
through the thickness of blanket
and canvas he could feel the coins.
He counted them in his mind again
and again, and the figures thrilled
him. One thousand twenty-dollars
gold pieces! Bright yellow gold!
Twenty thousand dollars of it!

He began to think what that

amount of money might buy. The
possibilities seemed limitless, and he
reveled in fanciful anticipation and
speculation. He straightened up his
narrow, drooping shoulders and drew
deep, luxurious breaths. ~ Twenty
thousand dollars! Life offered a
new outlook. It was no lenger the
despairing struggle and grind of the
under-dog. It was a thing of joy
and the living of it a genuine pleas-
ure. :

Slim’s eyes roved half defiantly
over the surrounding desert coun-
try, now made brittle by the moon.
Twenty thousand dellars! The moon
light conjured for him ravishing
fantasies wrought from the fabric
of dreams. Extravagant visions of
the pleasures of wealth crowded his
intoxicated brain and through them
all flitted the thought of his own
little ranch. That’s what twenty
thousand dollars would buy. A nice
little spread up North somewhere. on
a quiet rolling range, well stocked
with white-face cattle. For miles as

he rode, his glutted imagination
reeled with the delirious madness of
money.

Suddenly he thought of the man
ahead. He recalled their pact, an
equal division of the spoils. The
recollection aggravated him. Only
half of the leot was his—ten thou-
sand dollars! It seemed very insig-
nificant compared with twenty. The
figures counted differently some
how. They refused to fill his mind’s
eye. He felt a sense of loss, a men-
tal pain. As Slim brooded it fretted,
stung, maddened him and the fleet-
ing impulse that made his lynx eyes
squint earlier in the night when he
heard first that clinking in his ear,
now became a definite, dominating
and resistless purpose.

Just as the sun raised its fiery
eye above the level of the desert the
riders reached the water-hole. The
mounts were unsaddled and the bri-
dle-reins flung forward over their
ears. Heads down and rooted to the
untied command all plains’ ponies
obey, they stood panting, bellows-
sided and with pulsating nostrils.

Barney O’Dell made a little fire,



Killers Die Hard % % % 65

heated a can of beans and boiled a
pot of black coffee. He helped him-
self generously to both, and pushed
the remainder of this sorry meal
toward his companion. The latter
ignored it. His lynx eyes were
watching every move the heavy set
man made. Slim Holt slowly drew
out his revolver and toyed nervous-
ly with it. The acoustics of the
desert are remarkable and so he put
the weapon back into its holster.
Not until his partner had finished
his food did he speak, and then his
voice was velvet and persuasive.

- “Say, Barney, why don’t you take
a little snooze. I don’t feel a-tall
sleepy, so I'll keep a look-out for a
couple hours. They’s a little left in
the bottle, ain’t there? Well, gimme
that, an’ you turn in. TI’ll watch.”
Covertly he watched the effect of
his proposal. The man addressed
yawned and stretched himself,
“That’s about the best thing that’s
come outa yore head so far. I shore
can use a little shut-eye right now,”
Barney replied. “Here’s the likker,
an’ go easy on it. Wake me in two
hours.” :
“Okay, Barney.”

HE BOTTLE Slim raised to his
mouth hid from view the mock-

ing smile. that played across his
pale lips as the leader of thé duo re-
laxed his powerful frame under the
meager shade of a mesquite. Half
an hour later the man awnke dropped
the bottle in the sand and on all
fours began to crawl noiselessly to-
ward the recumbent figure. The
traits of the feline were in every
movement. His poise and even the
slant of his eyes were cat-like. A
few feet from the sleeper he paused,
unsheathed his bowie knife and,
like an animal, sprang for the throat.
There was no struggle, no outcry.
It was all over too soon for that.
Slim drew back cowering, yet gaz-
. ing with fascination at the Thing
that now lay under the mesquite. A
sickening weakness came over him.
He fought it off and tried to laugh,
but the awful, primordial silence of
the desert seemed to smother the

sound in his throat. Then the in-
stinctive human fear of the dead
suddenly possessed him and he
sprang to his feet and ran to the
only living things in that lifeless
place—the horses. g

The murderer’s nerve deserted
him and in a panic of terror he sad-
dled his mount. Its mate whinnied
expectantly, but he did not heed it.
With fumbling hands he filled all
the water canteens and tied them to
his saddle. They made a heavy, un-
wieldy burden, but his prudence had
deserted him too. He mounted and
felt the blanket roll behind him.
Yes, the sack was there—twenty
thousand in gold! With a fright-
ened glance over his shoulder he
swore at the horse as he roweled it
cruelly with an ugly pair of per-
suaders.

For more than ten miles he ruth-
lessly forced the beast at frantic
speed until it began to show signs of
fatigue. The sun was well up now.
Already the air was shimmering over
the baked plain of alkali. The pant-
ing, sweating, foam-flecked horse
slowed its pace often but the rider
urged it on with sharp slashes of
quirt and spur. Soon the mount
failed to respond to punishment and
lapsed into alurching trot, stumbling
frequently. Sliding down the side of
a little arroyo it fell to its kness,
recovered and struggled on with
painful, spasmodic strides. Half-
way up the opposite slope it toppled
over on its side, gasping heavily.

Half-dazed, Slim Holt picked him-
self up from the sand and stood for
a moment staring stupidly at the
exhausted animal. Then he under-
stood, but it was a tragic awakening.
Tearing the canteens from their
fastenings he poured the precious
contents down the horse’s throat. . .
it was too late. Fifteen minutes
later a violent tremor passed over
the beast’s body and it ceased to
breathe.

Slim Holt now realized to the full,
the pitiless truth of the situation.
He sat down beside the lifeless sad-
dler and tried to think calmly. The

_problem was simple, terribly simple.
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He could not go back to the water-
hole, that was certain, for pursuers
might reach it at any moment. Be-
sides, the Thing was there under the
mesquite. Between him and the
mountains was some twenty miles of
sun-scorched, waterless wasteland.
There was one chance in a hun-
dred of his getting across the desert
alive. He realized that, but the
primitive instinct of self-preserva-
tion was strong in the man. The
siren song of money, too, sang in
his ears again, and he determined to
take that one great chance. Only a
half-filled canteen of water re-
mained, so he drank sparingly of it,
after which he slung it over his
shoulder. Pulling the sack from its
wrapping of blanket, he strapped it
on his back and started up the slope.
The hot sand emitted heat waves
like a furnace. From the top of the
rise the cool mountains were visible.
Some of the peaks were capped with
snow and their sides were forest-
covered. They appeared very invit-
ing and very near, only a few miles,
but to the human eye desert dis-
tances are deceiving and treacherous.

OR A WHILE he walked rapid-

ly. The sun was at its hottest,
pouring down a fearful, shriveling
heat. There was no escape from it,
nor was there a vestige of anything
that cast a shadow in sight. Under
his feet the sands were blistering
hot and ate through the soles of his
boots. He felt a dull, throbbing
pain at the back of his head that in-
tensified into a sense of burning
pressure, while dark spots played
before his eyes. The metallic clink
in the bag of gold excited his imag-
ination again, but the sun’s awful
glare produced a different effect
from the moonlight. Twenty thou-
sand dollars! It conjured no dreams
of a ranch now, only the passion of
avarice-dogged, tenacious, miser’s
love of money for its own sake—was

left in him. Slim swallowed the last

of the water, alkali-whitened and
cutting. The pewter mouthpiece of
the canteen tasted bitter, and the
gurgle lent no refreshment. It was

growing hotter by the minute. The
merciless sun danced and grimaced
and mocked his sufferings with
diabolical glee.

Now and then Slim Holt com-
menced to stagger. He went through
the motions of moistening his
cracked lips with his swollen tongue,
but there was no moisture there.
His eyes were bloodshot ‘rom the
scald of the alkali that billowed
about him in the pulsating heat
waves. Twenty thousand -dollars!
It boomed in his ears at every pain-
ful step as he plodded on and on.
His brain was becoming numb and
taking on the fire of the desert. At
length he crawled on hands and
knees to a lone saguaro cactus and
sank exhausted within its scant
shadow.

Into his heat-warped brain crept
the idea that the sight of so much

coin might give him the courage to
keep on with his fight against the
relentless desert. Feverishly he tore
away the sealing wax, slipped off
the stout cord that closed the neck,
and plunged his thin hands wrist-
deep inside. He quickly withdrew
two handsful of shining discs, glared
at them intently, then turned the
sack upside down. A ringing, jin-
gling, golden-red stream clinked to
the sand in front of him, followed
by a crumpled sheet of paper. Slim
Holt peered at the glittering heap
wide-eyed for a long moment rubbed
his bony fists in his swollen eyes
and then smoothed out the piece of
paper. A single, hideous shriek
burst from his cracked lips.

Ten days later several itinerant
prospectors found his sun-dried body
with the scrap of paper tightly
clutched in one hand, while the
other covered his eyes as if to shut
out some horrible sight. Gently
they drew the paper from between
his rigid fingers and read it won-
deringly. . . .

“William Turner, Mechanical Su-
perintendent. Southern Pacific Rail-
road Repair Shop, San Bernardino,
California. Requisition No. 11565—

_ One thousand 1 1-4” copper washers.”



MAJ. M. KAPLAN. U.S.A.
MEDIC¢ MAGNIFICENT

A true fact story of a hero of the New West, as told to
NAT SCHACKRER

Dr. Morris Kaplan had a nice prac-
tice in Denver, Col. before the war.
He loved his work, loved his family,
and his patients were crazy about
him. But they liked to kid the popu-
lar doctor. “Hya, Doc!” they’d greet
him in the street. “I hear you're
gonna climb Pike’s Peak tomorrow.”
This was a gtanding joke. Everyone
knew that Dr. Kaplan was not very
athletic. And Kaplan would invari-
ably stare up at the towering, snow-
capped mass of the mountain and
pretend to shudder. “You must be
thinking of two other fellows,” he'd
retort. “Don’t you know I get dizzy
when I look out of my second-story
window?”

Thén the war came. Dr. Morris
Kaplan didn’t have to go. He wasn’t
young any more, and he had a family.
But he volunteered just the same.
They made him a Major in the Medi-
cal Corps and sent him off to China
—he who hadn’t been far from Den-
ver all his life.

He did a good job in China—a
swell job. There were Stillwell’s
men, and Chennault’s hell-raising
fliers—and  there were the plain,
everyday Chinese soldiers. The
wounds he treated weren’t pretty—
trust the Japs for that. But he cut
and sewed; swabbed and patched;
performed incredible operations and
brought many a fellow who should
have died back to health and whole-
ness. He worked day and night, for-
getting about sleep, about food. He
grew thin. All this was routine,
however. An army medico takes it
all for granted. The medicoes are
doing a job in this man’s war.

One day, however, during a tor-
rential storm, a spent and gasping
Chinese hillman came staggering into
his tent. “You the Doc?” he panted.
Kaplan looked him over. The poor
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fellow was all in. “I am,” he said.
“What’s wrong with you?”

“Me? Nothing. I got chit—Meli-
can -officer say give Doc quick!”

Dr. Kaplan took the crumpied,
dirty sheet the man extended. He
read it quickly; whistled. It was
written painfully, each word waver-
ing with effort. “Take over!’ he
ordered his assistant. Then he
strode, grim-faced, tight-lipped, into
the quarters of the Colonel.

“How soon can I get a plane?” he
asked.

The Colonel looked up, surprised.
“A plane? A couple of weeks, may-
be a couple of months. This is the
rainy season, Morris. And you know
what that means. What’s up?”

“I just got a chit through a hill
runner. It came from a Lt. Whessel-
hoeft. He was on a mission up in
the mountains. He’s stricken with
infantile paralysis. He’s so crippled
he can’t move; he could hardly write.
Says he expects to die; the natives
don’t know what to do for him. He
wanted us to notify his folks.”

The Colonel looked grave. “Poor
fellow! He’ll die of course. Let me
have the note. I'll send it down to
HQ.”

Kaplan made no move. “No,” he
said in a firm voice. “I’'m going out
after him. If there’s no plane, I’ll go
by jeep.”

The Colonel stared.
crazy?” he exclaimed.
thousand miles out, in the worst
mountain country in the world.
There’s no road. No jeep will make
it

“I'm going just the same.”

“But look here! What’s the good?
The chances are he’ll die anyway;
even if you pull him through, he’ll
be paralyzed for life. There’s no
sense throwing away more lives,

“Are you
“Why, he’s a
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You're much too valuable.”

Kaplan stood his ground. “He’s a
human being, sir. Remember the
oath we took when we became doc-
tors?”

The colonel threw up his hands.
“Okay, Dr. Kaplan. I'll have a jeep
loaded with food and medical sup-
plies ready in an hour. You've got
guts!”

Kaplan had guts; but he had never
dreamed there were mountains such
as he was going through; nor fright-
ening precipices and fathomless
drops of thousands of feet. He who
had turned dizzy just looking out of
a second-story window and shuddered
- when he stared up at Pike’s Peak
now found himself clinging precari-
ously to the side of wild and jagged
heights to which the Peak back home
seemed like a tiny blister. There
were no roads. The jeep bucked and
bounced through virgin forests,
leaped from boulder to boulder,
climbed grades that a mountain goat
couldn’t make, swung with two
wheels over tremendous depths while
the steering wheel jerked and jiggled
in the driver’s frozen grasp. The
rain sheeted interminably; the icy
wind howled and roared. But Dr.
Kaplan, who had never been an ath-
lete, held his eyes fiercely ahead and
swore when the driver or his medical
aide wanted to turn back. “There’s
a sick man out there,” he cried, “a
fellow human being. Keep going!”

So they went on and on, fording
swift, treacherous streams, stopping
to build crazy bridges over impass-
able ravines. Once a landslide
roared down in front of them, and
ten thousand tons of rock hurtled by
into the yawning gulf. The jeep
shook to a halt, bare inches from
the giant rush. They had missed
death by a hair. But Dr. Kaplan
wasted no time. He flung out of the
jeep, grabbed a shovel. “Come on,
boys, dig!” They dug for four days
before they could make a path to go
on. Up and up, 12,000 feet high,
where no car had ever gone before;
and few men.

Finally they reached a place where

even a mountain-leaping jeep could
go no farther. The trail had shrunk
to a shelf between heaven and earth
of hardly a foot in width. Luckily
they came across a mountain tribe.
They bought some small, wild, sure-
footed horses, packed their gear on
their bony backs, and went on. And
so,' after almost a month, they
reached Lt. Whesselhoeft.

He lay in a primitive hill village,
paralyzed, unable to stir. Dr. Kap-
lan’s expert eye took in the situation.
In another week he would have died.
Even now it wds essential to get him
back to a hospital at once. But it
would be impossible to move him by
horse and jeep. Only by plane was
there a chance. Yet where could a
plane land on these rocky slopes?

Kaplan didn’t hesitate. There were
two things to be done. One was to
fashion a respirator for the sufferer
so that he could breathe until he was
evacuated. The other was to build
a landing strip for a plane. He
threw himself into both tasks with
fierce, unremitting energy. By a
miracle known only to himself, he
took scraps of material and formed
them into a respirator that was
crude, but worked. He would never
forget the look of gratitude in the
paralyzed man’s eyes as he took his
first free breath of life-giving oxy-
gen in weeks. Then, wielding a
shovel himself, aided by his assist-
ants, conscripting the scared natives
into service, a tract of land was
cleared of rocks, built up in spots,
leveled down in others, smoothed and
graded. It took two weeks. But
when it was finished, for the first
time in two months Dr Kaplan re-
laxed and smiled. For, winging
through the now quiet air, in re-
sponse to a message from his portable
radio, came an army plane like a
shining angel of mercy.

The pilot shook his head in awed

admiration. “How in blazes you
managed it, Doc,” he exclaimed,
“beats me! I've seen worse landing

strips back home.”
“Let’s go!” said Dr. Kaplan.
They flew the sufferer over the



SIX-SHOOTER FUMIGATION
By J. A. Rickard

ENERALLY speaking, Speck

Howard liked his job as a Texas
Ranger, but he did not at all relish
his present assignment: te clean out
and fumigate two smallpox infested
houses along the Rio Grande.

Not that he was afraid of catching
the disease, for he had been vac-
" cinated once upon a time, but he did
not know anything about this fumiga-
tion business. Moreover, the inhabi-
tants spoke only Spanish, and he
spoke only English. He might have
some trouble making them under-
stand that they and their houses must
be fumigated.

As he rode up to the spot where
the two houses faced the nerth side
of the muddy river, he looked again
at the three cakes of the medi-
cine and wondered how it worked.
He spelled the name, f-o-r-m-a-1-d-e-
h-y-d-e, but that did not tell him
much. He understood though that
you put a cake in a house with its
occupants, shut the doors and win-
dows, lighted the wick, and left it
to do its work.

The victims were at home, all
right: two or three of them in each
house. He showed his Ranger badge
and cakes of medicine, made some
motions toward their scar pitted
faces, and repeated over and over the
only two words of Spanish he knew:
“Muy mal.” Then he made some
more motions to include them and
their houses.

They seemed to understand and

were quite willing to obey. He
herded them into their shacks, closed
the doors and windows, and put the
cakes of medicine in tin plates in the
center of the largest rooms. Then
he lighted them and got out, for he
needed no fumigation himself.

He had not been outside long when
he heard coughing and sputtering
from both houses, to be followed
presently by the inhabitants.. They
came out coughing and kept it up a
while after they were out.

The medicine was pretty strong,
he decided, but that-was part of the
treatment, and they had not taken
enough of it. He motioned for them
to go back, but they shook their
heads, and no amount of persuasion
could get them back.

Well, orders was orders, and they
had to be obeyed. Finally he lost
patience, grabbed a native with each
hand, and dragged them back inte
the shack. He would stay with them
and see that the job was done preper-
ly.

One or two whiffs of the formalde-
hyde was all he needed to change his
mind, though. In due time he re-
ported to his Captain.

“I got that fumigatin’ job done,
Captain, so far as the houses are con-
cerned, but that medicine’s a mite
strong for people. I think it’d be
better to use a six shooter first, to
put ’em out of their misery.”

(THE END)

Major M. Kaplan, U. S. A. — Medico Magnificent

tangled mountains, back to a Base
Hospital where there was a real, pre-
cision-made iron lung. Here too the

Staff examined the crude respirator.

Kaplan had fashioned. “It actually
works!” they muttered to each other.

But Kaplan had eyes only for his
patient. “Do you know?” he spoke
excitedly. “TI think you’re going to
be all right, Lieutenant. You’ll even

be able to walk!” g

“You’re swell, Doc!” whispered the
Lieutenant.

“Nonsense! It’s all in the job. But
what really worries me—"

“What, sir?”

“I wonder if I'll ever be able to
climb Pike’s Peak when I get home,
Why, if I even look out of a second-
story window—"

The End
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THUMBS UP AT

Complete

Four ‘men had perished trying to scale the forbidding face of Thumb Moun-

tain.
‘ CGAFFREY’S was a smoky
4 bedlam. Dusty, sombreroed
rannies ranged three and

four deep at the long mahogany bar.
The tang of liquor fumes hung in the
air, assailing Jeff Stevens’ nostrils.
He sat'at a corner table with Ross
Potter, his reckless,  good-natured
saddle pard, and tried to adjust his
sober soul to the boisterous post-
roundup mood of the barroom.

Ross’ eyes were beginning to bug
out a little. The streaky red veins
were showing, and Ross’ apple cheeks
were more scarlet than usual. He
shoved the bottle across the rickety
table, and chided.

“Down the hatch, Jeff. You're still
sober, an’ that’s illegal. We waited
eight weeks for this blowoff.”

Jeff grinned at his stocky, high-
spirited friend. He picked up the bot-
tle. “Always was kind of slow getting
started,” he admitted ruefully. In a
- way he envied Ross’ natural high
spirits, but in another way, it was a
good thing. Ross’ heavy drinking us-
ually got him in some sort of trouble,
sooner or later. And Jeff, as the sober
half of the combo, was always right
on hand, in case Ross flew too far off
the handle.

Tonight was going to be no excep-
tion. Jeff’s quiet gray eyes clouded
a bit. Ross’ voice was getting cottony.
His bleared eyes were flashing
around the corner tables, as ii daring
some ranny to cross glances with him.
He was an easy-going man enough,
when he wasn’t drinking. But with a
couple of shots of redeye working in-
side, Ross grew aggressive; every
word and gesture that came to his at-
tention looked like a challenge.

At the next table g towering, pain-
fully thin man with a ramshorn mus-
tache was pounding the table before
him, and growling in thick, hard in-

Would Ross Potter be the fifth?

flections, “I tell you, there’s no sense
to it, Sheriff. Somebody’d oughta
keep these dang young fools in line.
Look- how many’s been kilt a’ready,
tryin’ their luck with the Thumb.
You're the sheriff of this county. If
I was you I'd outlaw it.”

Sam Belknap leaned back in his
chair and folded his plump hands
across his soft pot belly. He said
lazily, “Ain’t none of my affair,
Petrie. Ain’t no law agin cliff-
scalin’, leastways, not as I know of.”
His pale eyes flicked curiously up-
ward at the lank stableman who
slouched across from him. “How
come you’re concernin’ yourself so
much about it?”

The tall man shrugged. “I ain’t—
much. But it’s jest so dang senseless
—all these reckless young fellers try-
in’ t’ climb that rock. None of ’em’s
ever gonna make it. But I give you
even money some more dang young
fools’ll kill themselves tryin’.”

Jeff Stevens had been watching
Ross Potter’s face, throughout the
conversation between Sheriff Sam
Belknap and lean, hawk-faced Petrie.
Jeff reached out suddenly, and
grabbed Ross’ thick arm in a biting
grip. But already his chunky saddle
pard was saying: “I wouldn’t be so
sure about that, Petrie—that no one’ll
ever make it.”

OSS spoke pretty loud. His
words worked like magic,
throwing a sudden blanket of silence
across this side of the room. Ross was
at once the focal point of attention,
which was just what he wanted. He
said a bit thickly, “Bet I could climb
it,” and shook his arm loose from
Jeff’s restraining fingers.
There was a moment of silence.
Then from across the room, a new
voice said quietly, “If you mean that,
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Ross, I reckon I'd cover your money.”
It was McGaffrey, the thick-necked
freckled saloon owner. McGaffrey
had a reputation as a reckless gam-
bler, a man who’d risk money on any-
thing. It was good for business, but
McGaffrey was a square man, a gen-
tle man; and it was plain in his flat
honest face that he did not relish this
bet. “Sure you don’t want to think it
over a bit,” he suggested.

Jeff whispered quickly, “Let it
drop, Ross. This isn’t for you. I'd
sooner see you scare up a good free-
for- all here tonight, if it’s excitement
you’re cravin’” = This was the worst
situation Ross’ reckless tongue had
ever gotten them into. The Thumb
had claimed four lives, in the last six

ears, all reckless young devils like
oss who’d taken on a bit too much
redeye and free-reined their tongues.

Petrie said in a voice strangely ur-
gent, “I’d think twice, Ross. She’s two
hundred foot, the Thumb is. Straight
up as a tree’s trunk, and they’re no
more’n two-three real decent hand-
holds on her. It’s a bad bet. You'll see
that, in the mornin’.”

Ross twitched his fat cheeks, glar-
ing at Petrie. “You tryin’ to tell me
I'm drunk, Petrie?”

The stable owner waved his thin
hands and stared at the ceiling.
“Shucks, no, kid. I jest wanta be sure
you take time to think about it, afore
you get yourself in hot water.”

Sam Belknap’s pot belly quivered
as he voiced his thought on the mat-
ter. “Petrie don’t mean no offense to
you, boy. He’s right, if you ask me.
You'’ll see this thing different, if you
wait until mornin’.”

But Ross was stubborn. Jeff’s heart
flopped over, as he watched his
young friend’s jaw harden. Ross was
simply unable to back down on any
sort of a challenge, when drinking.
Especially so now, with so many
watching. He whispered across the
table to Jeff: “How much dinero you
still totin’, Jeff?”

Jeff squirmed and said weakly,
“Dunno. Ninety, a hundred, I reckon.
But, Ross, listen—"

“A hundred and fifty!” Ross was
saying. His eyes swept across the
room, toward McGaffrey. “I'll give

you a hundred and fifty even, Mec-

Gaffrey!” He was digging down in
his Levis pocket already, nodding at
Jeff to do likewise. “We’ll let Sam
here hold stakes for us—all right?”

McGaffrey sighed. “I guess,” he
said limply. The two wan words
spoke volumes. McGaffrey liked
Ross. Everybody liked Jeff’s good-
natured saddle mate, in this range
country. And everybody knew what
must surely happen when Ross tack-
led the Thumb. It was a crying
shame, but what could a man do to
fight such a situation? Jeff’s heart
felt like a stone as he turned over his
money to Sheriff Sam Belknap.

The sheriff whispered, “Stop him,
Jeff. You’re the only one who c’n—
you’ve got to stop him!”

Jeff shrugged wearily. “You know
Ross as well as I do, Sam. Nothin’ll
stop him, now he’s put up his money.”

Behind Jeff, Ross was saying,
“Come on, Jeff.”

“Where to?” Jeff turned.

“Got a lot t’ do,” Ross said. He was
suddenly sober. “Gotta scare up some
good strong line, an’ a hand-pick, an’
some hobnails. I'm tacklin’ the
Thumb first thing in the mornin’!”

Asa Petrie lifted his slouched
frame to an erect position, his thin
arms prying down on the rickety ta-
ble. “Reckon nothin’ll turn you back
now, Ross. I’ve got what you’ll be
needin’ down at the stable. Wanta
come along with me now, or drop
around first thing in the mornin’.”

“Well, thanks,” Ross hesitated.
S hats right decent of you, Asa.”

Asa Petrie’s livery was a
hundred yards down the dusty
street, across from the Cattleman’s
Bank. The gaunt hawk-nosed stable-
man ran a sloppy, slip-shod corral,
but he had no competition, and hence
could hardly help making money. He
seemed to live over his income. He
drank heavily, lost steadily at stud in
McGaffrey’s, but he owed no man
money. This had once caused much
speculation in town. Folks finally
decided that Petrie had brought mon-
ey west with him, and hence could af-
ford his expensive habits. But the
bank never held more than a thou-
sand or so of Asa Petrie’s money.

Now he waved his thin arms at a

(Continued On Page 74)



Prices based on first 66 months of both wars

Source: Bureau of Labor Statistics

Rationing, price and wage controls have held
prices down.. . . but the next step is up to you!

The siliiest man (or wom-
an) in America today is the
one who thinks he’s ahead
of the game when he finds
a way around the rules of
rationing.

Why is he silly?

Because every time you
pay more than ceiling
prices, every time you buy
rationed goods without
stamps, you are breaking
down the very controls that
have kept your cost of liv-
ing lower in this war than
in World War I.

What else can you do to
keep prices down? Tuck
away every dollar you can
get your hands on. Put it
safely away into War
Bends, life insurance, sav-
ings banks.

Why? With more money
in people’s pockets than
goods to spend it on—every
unnecessary thing you buy
tends to push prices up.

Save. Don’t spend. It's
common sense for today—
safety for tomorrow.

A United States| War message prepared by the War Advertising Council;
approved by the Office of War Informetion; and contributed by this

in ion with the M: ine Publ

of Ameri

ONE PERSON CAN START IT!

You give inflation a boeost . . .

—when you buy anything you can
do without

—when you buy above ceiling or
without giving up stamps (Black
Market)

—when you ask more money for
your services or the goods you eell,

SAVE YOUR MONEY. Buy and hold all
theWar Bonds youcan afford pggsg g
—to pay for the war and “ s
protect your own future.

Keep up your insurance. RIEEED
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(Continued From Page 72)

pile of Manila hemp line flaked down
in one corner of his littered office.
“Reckon that’ll do for your purpose,
Ross. You're welcome to it, if it’s
strong enough for you. You're a
heavy-set sort. Got a pair of hobnails
somewhere hereabouts, too. One of
the boys use to wear ’em, workin’
around in the stable. Figure they'll
fit you just right, if I can only find
‘em.”

He rummaged about in a disorderly
closet, finally came forth with the
shoes in question. They were a size
too large.

Ross said, “They’ll do, though. 1
can wear two pairs of woolen socks
underneath ’em.” He turned to Jeff.
“Look, Jeff, think you could scare
old Waliers out of bed and get me a
pick-axe. He’s got ’em in stock. I'saw
one when we passed his window this
after. I’d like to get back to the hotel
and grab me some shut-eye. I figure
t’ be ridin’ out by three in the morn-
ln’.”

“Go ahead,” Jeff waved him out the
door. “I’ll get you one of those picks,
if I have to break that window.” He
watched his stocky friend leave, then
turned to the gaunt. stable owner.
“Sure am grateful to you, Asa. That
rope an’ them shoes was just what
Ross needed. And I know you were
with us, tryin’ to stop him. He’s aw-
ful stubborn, Ross is, when he’s
drinkin’.” He felt a lump in his
throat. “You think there’s a chance,
he might make it?”

“Don’t know,” Petrie said. “He’s
strong as an ox, and he’s quick. He
just might do it. I hope—"

The crack of gunfire smote the
dead silence outside in the street.
There was a high-pitched outcry,
down toward the hotel. Jeff heard the
sound of heavy footfalls. He raced
through the door, blinking to adjust
his eyes to the outer darkness. Thirty
yards to his right a bulky object was
stretched at full length in the dust of
the street. -

Slowly, the figure sat upright, took
on a recognizeable pattern. It was
Ross Potter.

“Jeff! That way!” Ross’ chunky
arm waved toward the alley that
skirted the side of Asa Petrie’s sta-

ble. “Some yellow-bellied son took a
sneak shot at me.”

Jeff exploded into a full run. He
was through the alley in a flash. He
rounded the corner of the board
fence, came to a dead stop, his ears
straining. He heard the wet snort of
a horse to his right, heard the dry
creak of leather straining. Then a
man came riding furiously out of
dark shadow toward him. His arm
stabbed toward his holstered gun.

The rider was coming straight
down upon him, meaning to ride him
to earth, trample him under. Jeff
leaped aside, tripping, scrambling. He
brought up in a sitting position close
to the corral fence, cursing a blue
streak as the rider blazed past him.
He was not hurt, but one of the high
flung hooves of the fast-breaking
mount kicked the gun out of his
hand, just as he triggered. The bullet
whinad off harmlessly into the night.

Jeff swore deep down inside and
plunged forward toward the place
where his gun must have fallen. He
groped in the half-darkness, finally
felt the reassuring hardness of metal
beneath his fingers:

He blasted four shots at the fast-
fading rider, knew he had missed
when neither the man nor his mount
slowed their reckless pace.

Asa Petrie came running
around the fence that bordered
the alley. Ross Potter was lurching
behind him. “You hurt, Jeff? The"
sneakin’ coyote meant to kill me. Put
*one slug in my ribs, but just nicked
the flesh. I dropped to the ground
and played dead, seein’ he-had the
drop on me. Who was it?”

Jeff shook his head numbly. “I
don’t know. I could see him, here in
this shadow. A big fellow, for one
thing, Had on a bandanna with some
light colors on it. I durn near got
m’self tromped on.” He stared down
at his right hand, for the first time
aware that one finger was swollen all
out of its normal shape, where the
marauder’s horse had kicked him.
And then he thought of something.
“You say he got you, Ross. Then—
then you won’t be able to climb the
Thumb in the mornin’!”

He was suddenly grateful to the

(Continued On Page 78)
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night rider. Maybe the man had saved
Ross’ life, by trying to kill him and
not quite succeeding. It would be an
ironic thing, if it worked out llke
that.

But Ross said, “Shucks, I ain’t
really hurt none. This little scratch
ain’t gonna change my plans any.”

Asa Petrie said quickly, “Ross,
you’re crazy. You can’t still mean to
try the climb in the mornin’, can
you? The Thumb’s a killer. You’ll
need to be at your very best, takin’
that on. Besides, you’ll be some hung’
over, the way you was drinkin’
t’'night, in McGaffrey’s.”

Ross waved airily, “What of it? I
wanta get the thing off my chest. It’s
no good, stallin’. You see about that
pick, Jeff. I'm goin’ down to the ho-
tel and get me some shut-eye.”

Watching him go, Asa Petrie’s thin
frame stiffened, and he spat out an-
grily, “He’s a fool, Jeff. A danged
stubborn young fool!”

“Maybe,” Jeff said wearily. He
supposed Ross was six kinds of an
idiot, going ahead with his plans aft-
er what had happened. For some
strange reason, though, Jeff didn’t
like hearing Asa Petrie say it. De-
spite Petrie’s efforts to keep the wild
young bucko in line, Jeff could feel
no whole-hearted affection for the
stable owner.

What if Ross did have some odd
twists to his makeup? No one but

-his very good friends had a right to

criticize Ross, the way Jeff saw it.

‘G’night, Petrie,” he said. “Prob-
ably see you out at the Thumb in the
mornin’.  You’re goin’ out, ain’t
you?”

“T’ll be there,” said Petrie. “Hull
town will, I reckon. Dang young
fool!” He walked off, wagging his
head, muttering angrily about it. He
showed far too much concern about
the thing, Jeff though, for the second
time during this eventful evening.

EFF STEVENS, Ross Potter,

Asa Petrie, McGaffrey, and
Sheriff Sam Balknap rode out to
Stone Finger Valley together at four
o’clock in the morning. The Valley
was an eerie place, a gigantic stone
bowl hewn between high mountain

ranges by the slow, uncertain proc-
(}(,Zontinued On Page 80)
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esses of nature.

A million years of windswept sand
had swept down from the mountains,
slowly scraping the floor of the val-
ley deeper and deeper. And here and
there, where the stone had been
toughest, great upstretching piles of
quartz-studded sandstone remained,
like tall formless statues, long fin-
gers of solid rock that pointed ac-
cusingly up at the sky.

It was a place of shadows, of wierd
echoes and double echoes. The mood
of the place fell on their small party
the moment they entered that vale of
mute stone images, and Jeff gave way
to an odd sense of foreboding.

Because there, across the valley,
was the Thumb, tallest of all these
marvels of nature—the Thumb, which
had already extracted the death toll
from four men who had dared try to
scale her.

There was a cold dew falling, and
Sam Belknap shivered on his tal-
roan, his pot belly shaking. “Never
liked this dang place. You figger to
start climbin’ afore the dew settles,
Ross? If ye do, ya’d better loosen
your muscles a little.”

Ross didn’t answer at once, and
Jeff looked at him queerly, wonder-
ing if his friend had already lost
heart for the venture. Then Asa Pe-
trie was chiding at Sam. “Leave the
boy be, Sam. He’s got a mind full of
things to think of. If you’d been on
the job last night, they wouldn’t none
of us be out here this mornin’.”

“A smart lawman,” Sam said heav-
ily, “can tell when he’s got a right t’
butt in, an’ when he doesn’t. If Ross
had his mind set to tackle this thing,
it wa'n’t my place to stop him.”

“Maybe you’re too smart,” Petrie
said. “Smart lawmen ain’t always the
most efficient.”

Sam Belknap suddenly froze in the
saddle. He stared at Petrie for a long
moment. His voice came, hard, icy,
“Meanin’ what—exactly?”

Petrie shrugged. “Somebody tried
te drygulch Ross last night, right out
in the main street. Reckon that was
your business, but you wasn’t no-
wheres around. That was smart of
you, to one way of thinkin’.”

The pot-bellied lawman gasped at

(Continued On Page 82)
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(Continued From Page 80)

the effrontery of Petrie’s accusation.
“You tryin’ t’ say I was stayin’ outta
the way from danger? Listen, Asa,
for a plugged nickel 1’d pull you offa
that hoss and handwhup you. You
been meddlin’ into my business toc¢
dang much lately.”

“And you been meddlin’ in mine,”
snapped Petrie. “I don’t have to put
up with your snoopin’, Sam. I run an
honest livery business, an’ no pot-
bellied old coot like you’s got any

right t’ be questionin’ where I get my
money.”
“Hey,” Jeff said. “Here, hold it,

you two. You're not going to do any
good that way. What the devil’s got
into you old coyotes?”

There never had been much friend-
ship between Petrie and Sam Bel-
knap; Jeff knew, But it certainly was
an unfortunate time for matters to
boil to a head between the pair of
quick-tempered old buckos. Jeff shot
a quick side-wise glance toward Ross.
Ross was biting his lip. He looked
flustered, and impatient with the
turn the talk had taken, as if the con-
flict had unnerved him.

Jeff went on: “Save that talk, at
least until Ross gets started.” He
spurred his horse alongside of Ross.
“How you feelin’, boy?”

“I'm all right, Jeff.” Ross’ tgne
lacked conviction. “Keep them old
fools quiet until I get up aways, will
you?”

“Sure. Ross, you ain’t—hung over,
are you?”

“My mouth’s sour.
right.”

“Your side ache, does it, where that
polecat plugged you?”

“Just a little.”

OSS had dismounted. He was al-

ready moving around the base
of the Thumb, trying to pick out the
best possible place to start climbing.
He chose his spot, grabbed a bit of
vine, and hoisted himself upward a
Tittle. He had Asa Petrie’s Manila
hemp line slung over his belt.

Ross kept inching stubbornly up-
ward. After he’d gone about twenty
feet, he found the trail that his pred-
ecessors had followed. They had
carved a succession of handholds in
the raw face of the rock, and this

But I'm all
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made easy going for Ross, for the
first twenty minutes. He was a hun-
dred feet up, when Sam Belknap and
Asa Petrie picked up their discussion
where they’d let off.

Asa was not at all cowed by the
badge on the pot-bellied lawman.
“I’m in business,” he told Sam. “I got
just as much right as the next man
to demand some real protection for
my property holdings. I don’t figure
you’re givin’ me that protection, Sam,
if you must know how come I been
criticizin’ your methods. Banks been
held up twice in three years, an’ who-
ever done it got away clean. McGaf-
frey ain’t the type to squawk about it,
but he’s lost thousands in liquor on
them stage holdups.”

“Well,” McGaffrey looked unhappy
about it, “why don’t you let up on it,
A¥a? If I'm not kickin'—”

“It’s your place to,” Petrie snapped.

“A sheriff’s supposed to enforce the
law. If Sam can’t do it, he’s got no
right wearin’ that badge, the way I
look at it.”

Jeff said wearily, “What’s the use
of all the chin music about it, Pe-
trie.” He paused. “Seems t’ me you’re
actin’ durn funny, pickin’ a time like
this t’ be pickin’ on Sam’s law en-
forcin’ methods. Any man actin’ ac-
cordin’ to natural instincts would be
focusin’ his eyes on Ross up there—
an’ keep his trap shut.”

McGaffrey smiled. Sam Belknap
slapped his fat thigh and chuckled
outright., Asa Petrie’s hawk face
grew livid. “The only reason I'm
bringin’ it up now, young feller, is
because of one thing: if Ross don’t
make it, you can say to yourself, just
as sure “as shootin’, Sam killed him.
Because, Sam coulda stopped. him, if
he’d been willin’ to let himself in for
a bit o’ trouble.”

Above, just then, there was a pierc-
ing cry, a sharp yelp of pain. Jeff’s
heart leaped and he craned his neck,
shading his eyes to peer upward.
What he saw was almost enough to
knock him down with the sick help-
less agony of the moment.

Ross had reached for a juttin
ledge above him, and then his han
withdrew as if he’d iouched the top
of a hot stove. He was flung off bal-

ugly, offensive,
embarrassing. They

clog pores, mar your

/ appearance, invite
criticism. Now your
blackheads con be re-
moved in seconds, scien-
tifically, and easily, without
injuring or squeezing the
skin, VACUTEX creates a
gentle vacuum around the
blackhead, cleans out hard-

toreach places in a jiffy.
Germ laden hands never touch
the skin, Simply place the direc-
tion finder over your blackhead,
draw back extractor . . . d

SANITARY

SAFE » SURE

DAINTY

then apply VA .
and then presto, chango, they’re
out.

t

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER
Don’t wait untll embarrassing
criticism makes you act. Don’t

risk losing out on popularity and
LA 8 B V-V B #® success bocause of ugly, dirt-
clogged pores, ACT NOW! Enj

FAST

BALLCO PRODUCTS COMPANY, Dept 2508
19 W. 44 8t., New York 18, New York
O Ship C. 0. D., I will pay postman, $1.00 plus postage.
My n.og'wm be refunded if I am not delighted.

O I prefer to enclose $1.00 now and save postage. (Same
guarantes as above.)

NAME ....c.coeosecsncrncsncassscsoccencacces
”m CO0GO RN RININRINNNORRIRRENOEROIROIIOINTS

wli? & ZONE .eccvecorvosacicvnncrecccccascens




do you WORRY?

Why w and suffer ABeUT
any lox'nlger we can help
you? Try a Brooks Pate
ented Air Cushion, This
marvelous appliance for

to bring YOU
heavenly comfort and
security—day and night >4
ﬁa(}t! work and at play—or it costs you NOTH-
e Thousands happy. Light, neat-fitting. No
k rd pads or springs. For men, women, and chil-
ren. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it,
fo°t sold in stores., Beware of imitations. Write
I:n Freed Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order
(Q,onf’id::ﬁafmd of results. All Correspondence

Braoks Company, 119-B State St., Marshall, Mich.

fove
Me/

AND | WILL BE YOURS FOREVER

That’s . what he whispered to me the first time I used LOVE ME.
For LOVE ME js a heady, exolic perfume that drives men wild. He
told me later that it made him dream of Cleopatra and Mark
Antony drifting along the Nile. Of Romeo and Juliet in fond em-
braee, thrilling in their new love. LOVE ME is net just an ordinary
perfume. Love Me combines gay floral odors with the dream of Youth
and Love and Joy. Love Me is magnetic and compelling. Love Me
allows no refusal.

again the Romance of youth with LOVE ME. Send your name
and address on a penny postcard and I will rush LOVE %E to you
in plain wrapper. en LOVE ME arrives, pay an only $1.98
plus a few cents postage. If not thomugﬁlv satisfied T wilf refund
your money immegdiately, Write now to

TRULOVE, Dep?. VH, 72 Fifth Ave., New York 11, N. Y.

R

k& duce you to our ba
M chase price refund:

ARMY CLOTHES

.
WORK CLOTHES

Clothi
trated
Watkins St.,

“FACTS ABOUT EPILEPSY”

The most interesting and helpful Booklet will
be mailed to anyone while the supﬁly lasts.
| will send a free copy to anyone who writes
for it. C. M. SlMPgON. Address DA-21,
1840 W. 14th St., Cleveland, Ohio.

‘High Schoo! Course §
I s IO Many Finish in 2 Years .

Go as rapidly as i . Course

for men, women, children. Free I‘linx
ntnlog. SUPER SALES CO., 141
ept. B, Brocklyn 12, N. Y,

ur time and abilities permit

equivalent to resident sehool work — prepares for college
entrance exams, Standard H. S. texts supslied. Diploma,
Credit for H. S. subj already ngle if

desired. High scnool is very for

in business and industry and socially. Bon’t be bandicapped all
§ your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.

%\-e. Bulletin on request. No obligation,

AmericanSchool, Dept.HC-6, Drexel ai&6th, Chicago 37

QUIT USING TOBACCOC

Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded. 20?'000
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How Satisfied
THE NEWELL COMPANY Users

St. Louis, Mo.

1406 Clayton Station

84

a9

Famous Western

ance by the violence of the motion.
He teetered away from the cliff face
a moment, hung precariously, sway-
ing out over the gasping party direct-
ly beneath.

“Grab!” Jeff spat thé word upward.
“Grab that ledge, Ross!”

It was all Ross could do, now. He
tried for that handgrip again, hung
suspended on weakening arms a brief
moment. And then, abruptly, he lost
his grip on the ledge.

Jeif saw his friend’s stocky body
start careening down toward him,
growing swiftly in size with each
split second of dizzy descent. Jeff
stood frozen. He put up his hands,
would have attempted to break the
fall for Ross, but a pair of rough
hands caught him by the shoulders,
yanked him backward.

“Git, ya dang fool!”

It was Petrie. Jeff struggled, would
have clubbed the man. Then he heard
the sickening thud of Ross’ body di-
rectly behind him, and stood para-
lyzed, 'stricken.

“Ross. Ross!” It was Sam Belknap’s
voice. The fat man was choking, al-
most crying the name.

Jeif could not force himself to
turn around. “Is—is he dead, Sam?”

“Fraid so, younker.” Sam’s voice
was very gentle,

EFF turned and looked at the

body of his friend, knelt by him -

and picked up his right hand. He

looked at the fingers. They were cut

and bruised, and something about the

way they were cut brought a sus-
picious glint to Jeff’s pale eyes.

He couldn’t think very straight.
All he could feel was the dreadful
impact of the moment. Ross was
gone, ‘And only a minute ago he’d
been so very much alive and happy.
Why ‘hadn’t Jeff stopped him, made
him see sense? But why had Ross
acted so doggone stubborn?

Petrie was saying in a hard voice,
scornful and bitter, “I told you, Sam.
You should have stopped him. You
can’t deny I told you your duty.”

“Shut up,” snapped the sheriff.
“Shut up, Petrie, blast you, or I'll—"

“You’ll what,” Petrie mocked him,

Sam Belknap glared at the man.
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He was in misery, in this moment. He
was a servant of the law, and as such,
he could not very well gunfight Asa
Petrie. Petrie knew it, and Sam knew
it. He subsided. He said to Jeff, “I'm
sorry as a man can be that this hap-
pened, Jeff. Come on. Let’s get him
up on his hoss and get out of here,
afore this place drives us all crazy.”

They took Ross’ body to Doc Han-
ley’s office. Doc undressed him. He
looked mildly surprised when Jeff
put in a request for the clothes Ross
had been wearin’. Even Petrie was
too dumb to understand it, until Jeff
said dully, “Sentimental reasons.
Ross was my pard. I'd like that rope
and them shoes you let him use, too,
Asa. I'd be willin’ to pay full value
for ’em.”

“No,” Petrie said. “You can have
’em for free.” His bleak eyes were
cloudy. “Seems like a crazy sort of
request, young feller.”

Maybe it does, Jeff thought. And
maybe I feel sort of crazy, too. May-
be the whole world had gone crazy, if
what he was really thinking about
Ross’ death proved to be true. But
there was no point in telling Asa Pe-
trie why he wanted the hobnail shoes
Ross had been wearing, on his trip
over the Great Divide.

Y FIVE o’clock of the following
morning, Jeff Stevens had care-
fully inched his way halfway up the
face of the Thumb. He was taking the
same course that Ross took, the pre-
vious morning. He was very careful.
He had marked the ledge where Ross
met his fate, and as he approached
closer and closer to it, his heart
pumped faster. He had to stop from
time to time to slow his panting
breaths.

Ever since the first look he had
taken at Ross’ cut fingers, yesterday
morning, the conviction had grown
in Jeff that something had happened
out here which would bear careful in-
vestigation.

That was why he had asked for
Ross’ climbing equipment, and that
was why he was following Ross’ foot-
steps right now. He wanted to know,
for certain, that Ross’ death had been
wholly accidental, before he could al-
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low the matter to drop out of his
thoughts.

Now he was directly beneath the
ledge which Ross had reached for
just as he toppled down to his death.
Jeff took a slow glance downward.
It was a dizzy long distance down to
the bottom, and he looked up again
quickly, feeling the beads of sweat
pop out on his forehead.

One thing. he did not mean to do.
He was not going to reach a hand
over that inviting ledge as Ross did.

He took out the small pick, and
'Io = 53’8 gouged out a small gripping spot di-
: R rectly beneath the spot Ross had
vsed ::j:'r::r‘::’:: l:_:t:'::_ wes. | grabbed for. Then he hoisted his head
s nd 80c | and shoulders slowly above it.

;’:;Eo ;:r:::n"b.a‘:m?é‘”c'o.l:. “pl’o‘-m;:?g-"e M:-cunn

dreds ‘of other unusual bargaing s new and used What he saw made his brain spin
with a white anger. There was the
flash of steel there just over the rim

of the ledge. The sharp blade of a

1ot CREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
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hunting knife had been carefully

bedded into the stone. In a flash, Jeff

saw what had happened to Ross.
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s with us. Melodies supplied WITHOUT CHARGI:
ouywood composers. We record ,:rm-&n‘f !sh
In grabbing for a handhold cn the
ledge, his fingers had dragged down
hard on the knife edge. He had been
cut, badly. And losing his grip, he
had gone plummeting down to his
death.

But what sort of a mind, Jeff won-
dered, could contrive such a brutal
method of murder? And for what
possible reason? Ross had no en-
emies. At least, none Jeff knew of.

He hoisted himself up onto the
ledge, and sat there, panting and still
bristling with anger. Could it be, he
wondered, that somebody had very
good reasons for wanting the Thumb
to remain unscaled? If so, the knife
was an artful way of insuring against
it. The thought stayed with him. He
could at least satisfy his curiosity
about what was up there.

He stood up on the ledge and
stared at the small patch of sandstone
that remained between himself and
his goal now. There was a tough
climb ahead of him now, but a su-
preme effort for a very short time
would do the trick from this point, he
reasoned.

He was reaching up for a grip on
the small ledge above him when a
voice from below held him frozen
86 with surprise. |
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“All right, Stevens,” Asa Petrie
was saying. “You can come the other
way now. Either you come down un-
der your own power, or I'll pop you
down off there.”

Jeff stared beneath him. Petrie
stood at the base of the Thumb. He
was waving a brace of long-barreled
Colts as if he meant business.

Jeff said, “What’s the idea, Asa?”

Petrie laughed on a gutteral note.
“You’re too curious, kid. I thought
you’d be high-tailin’ back here this
mornin’. You didn’t want that rope
and them hobnails for sentimental
reasons. Don’t know whe you hoped
to fool with that story. Now git down
off there, pronto, afore I start prac-
ticin’ my aim on you.”

Jeff was perspiring freely now. He
had no gun. There was no chance to
hide himself from the bullets, once
Petrie started shooting. He said
numbly, “You killed Ross, Petrie.
Just as sure is if you’d stuck a knife
in him. I oughta—"

“So you found the blade, hey?” Pe-
trie was grinning up evilly at him,
“You’re a smart kid, Stevens. Too

smart. It’s a shame, in a way. I never
had much against you. Or Ross ei-
ther, for that matter. But I ain’t let-
tin’ him or you either ruin the beau-
tiful hideout I got up on top of this
rock.”

“Hideout?” Jeff breathed. “For
what?” There was a lot of space on
top of the Thumb, he realized. Could
it be the man had fashioned some sort
of a cave or den up there? He said,
“You don’t need a hideout, Petrie.”

EFF felt a sinking sensation in-

side. He glanced above, to the
top of the Thumb. A pair of mat-
bearded, squint-eyed faces peered
down raffishly at him. “Ain’t he
cute?” one man said, and spat down-
ward. “Jus’ like a Swiss mountain
climber.”

“He’s clumb his last mountain,” the
other observed drily.

Jeff said weakly, “I get it, Petrie.
This explains how come they could
rob the bank and get away clean both
times. And how come the stage gets
held up so often. And you just been
runnin’ that livery stable of yours for
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Famous Wesfiern

a front. A good place to get the right
tips for these fellows, 50 they’ll know
what place to hit next.”

“You're finally wakin’ up,” Petrie
laughed shortly. “Now start climbin’
down off that damn cliff face, before
I blast you.”

Jeff started climbing down, as or-
dered. He had no choice, reaily. Nat-
urally, he had left his gun down be-
low, not wanting to be hampered in
his climb. And they had him covered
at both top and bottom. ‘

He knew how Asa Petrie’s shrewd
mind was working. The man wanted
him down on the ground before he
plugged him. Jeff’s body with a bul-
let hole in it was one thing," when fi-
nally discovered, as eventually it
must be. But Jeff’s body displaying
the bruises of a fall from the Thumb,
and a bullet hole in addition, would
be cause for a great deal of conjec-
ture. Somebody must have had a very
good reason to keep him from climb-
ing the Thumb, would be the logical
conclusien. - And then - maybe Sam
Belknap would really investigate the
towering rock’s secret.

Jeff was within twenty feet of the
bottom, woncering just hew many
seconds he’d live once his feet hit the
bottom of the Valley, when a slug
snarled clase to the grinning stable
owner below him and spatted vicious-
ly against the side of the Thumb. The
scream of the bullet was followed al-
most instantly by the distant spat of a
high powered rifle.

Jeff leoked down in surprise. Asa
Petrie had whirled toward the sound,
snarling, showing his teeth in anger.
Two hundred yards away, a head
showed behind a huge boulder, and a
voice boomed across the floor of the
valley.

It was Sheriff Sam Belknap, speak-

‘ing from behind a long-barreled rifle.

“Jig’s up, Asa. Put up them han’s, if
you know what’s good for you.”

In answer, Petrie flung a quick
shot at the distant lawman. Then he
was running around the foot of the
Thumb, taking cover. Sam leveled the
rifle and a bullet whined close to Pe-
trie’s head as he scurried behind the
sandstone bulwark.

“Frenchy,” he was yelling. “Chuck'
Drop that damn ladder. And hurry!”

(Continued On Page 90)
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Famous Western

(Continued From Page 88)

Jeff took this moment to get him-
self down off the side of the Thumb.
He ran, leaning low, across the way
toward the sheriff. “There’s two of
Petrie’s men up on top,” he panted.
“They’ve got a rope ladder, I reckon,
They must have long range guns up
there. They can pick us off like flies
here, Sam. They’ve got the height. A
good marksman up there”’—he waved
at the top of the Thumb—*“can com-
mand the whole floor of the valley.”

Sam Belknap was nodding slowly.
He didn’t seem much perturbed by
the situation. “I know, ]eff ” he was
saying. “I heard you an’ Asa confab-
bin’. He sure meant to plug you. But
I suspicioned he was usin’ the top o’
the Thumb fer some sort of illegal
high jinks since yestiddy. I came
prepared for trouble this mornin’.”

“You—you mean you knew too?”
Jeff gasped. “That I was going to
climb it this mornin’—to see what
happened to poor Ross up there?”

®@E Y URE did. And I was pretty
sure Petrie’d follow ya out
here.” He glanced up reflectively to-

ward the top of the Thumb. “Reckon
Asa oughta clumb that there ladder
by this time.” He lifted his voice,
sent it booming across the Valley.
“Might’s well come down peaceable,
Asa. You may think you can hang on
up there, till we starve ye out. But
that ain’t gonna be necessary.”

Petrie was up there, all right. But
he didn’t show. Only his voice float-
ed back ina fiery challenge. “Do yore
damnedest, Sam. No old moss-back
like you’ll ever take me!”

Sam sighed. “Here, younker,” he
said. “You keep me covered.” He
thrust the rifle into Jeff’s hands.
Jeff protested, but Sam was gone,
running in swift zigzag strides to-
ward the base of the Thumb. Once a
head appeared briefly, behind a rifle
barrel, up there. Jeff put a bullet dan-
gerously close. The head disappeared,
and stayed behind cover.

Sam lumbered on more swiftly
then. He went around the base of the
tall rock finger, tugging at something
within his shirt, and was gone from
Jeff’s line of vision for more than
ten minutes. So long in fact, that Jeff
grew concerned about him.
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“Sam! Sam Belknap. Where the
devil are ya?” he called anxiously.

“Here, boy. Right behind ya.”

And he was, by golly. The old law-
man could move with stealth, for all
his girth, and the deceptively clumsy
attitudes he affected. He had skirted
Jeff somehow and approached from
behind. Jeff said, “What’s up?
How’re you—"

“Wait,” Sam cautioned. He took
out a heavy gold watch and glanced
at it. “Any time at all now, young fel-
ler. Any—"

And then it came. Jeff was rocked
back, flung bodily to the ground by
the terrific impact of explosion. He
could not tear his eyes from the base
of the Thumb. Bits of the face were
scaling loose, trickling downward. It
was beginning to belly out in the
middle. The echo of that thunderous
explosion rocked and rolled through
the Valley, and now the whole long
lengith of the Thumb was toppling
sidewise. Jeff thought of the leaning
tower of Pisa.

And then, for just a brief moment,
he saw Petrie. The man stood in sil-
houette against the pale morning sky,
in a grotesque, gesticulating attitude.
He was flinging his long arms wildly
about him, and even at such a dis-
tance you could read the terror with-
in the man, the terrific shock to his
soul as he felt his small stone sanctu-
ary crumpling, hurtling earthward
beneath him.

There was silence, at last. Bits of
stone fell for what seemed a long
time. There was a great deal of dust,
and Sam Belknap was coughing.

Jeff said with a dry throat. “Dyna-
mite, you cagey old devil. Well, I
reckon that pays off the score for
what happened to Ross. And the
Thumb had claimed her last victim. I
always had you pegged down for a
pretty smart man, Sheriff. But you
sure s’prised me this time. How’d you
ever think of dynamite. It was the
only thing.”

Sam Belknap was quietly smiling.
“You believe this or not, as you like,
younker. It was Petrie himself, give
me that idea. It’s—well, it’s kind of
crazy—but things like this happen,
sometimes.”

“Petrie?” Jeff stared. “How?”
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Famous Western

“Always criticizin’. Always spread-
in’ rumors around I was too fat, or
too slow, or too dumb to go on bein’

sheriff.

He wanted me out of the

way, Asa did. He knew I was begin-
nin’ to get wise to him. He was hopin’
to ride me right out of my badge. But
if he hadn’t put the thumbs-down
sign on me, he’d be alive right now, I
reckon.”

“I—huh?”

“Sure,”

smiled Sam Belknap, and

his pot belly shook with the irony of
it.” “Thumbs down, get it. Let your
mind play around with that thought

a little.

That’s what mine did, an’

come up with dynamite for an an-
swer. So the Thumb’s down, and our
smart friend Petrie’s down too—bur-
ied underneath it.

(THE. END)
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Radio Jobs, Civilian or Military

I make it easy for you to learn Radio Set Repalr and
Installation Work . . by practical, proved, time tested
methods., I teach you how to install and repair Elec-
tronic Equipment, and give you the broad fundamental
principles so necessary as a background no matter what
branch of Radio you wish to specialize in. Soon you'll

No previous experience is need-
NOW is the time to start.

ed. Be wise!
The Sprayberry course starts right at the beginning of

Radio. You can't get lost. It gets the various subjects
across in such a clear, simple way that you understand
and remember.

You Get A Dual-Purpose Radio Set

I supply you with Radio Parts which you use to gain
pre-experience in Repair work. These same Parts are
used for testing and for Signal Tracing, etc. You'll find
my Course and Equipment fully described in the catalog
offered below.

JUST OUT!
FREE!

“"How %o Read Radio

THESE

be qualified for a good paying job in one of the nation’s
IAl;l'l%io g{:nts doirxlg lwa.r work OR, if you enter the
Y, Vy, or Marines, my training will he i
higher rating and better 4 . .
pay. Let me prove
what Spray-
berry train-
ing can do
for you.

YOURS F{?VEE

T

0
WALUABLE BOgye /4

Diagrams and Symbols" RN EEEE
SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO
. . .a valuable new book which ex- F. L. Sprayberry, President
plains in simple English how to read Room 7455, Pueblo, Colorado
and understand any Radio Set Diagram. haa o FREE copi “How t
Provides the quick key to analyzing any RADIO: Bl BOTRONICS and TELIVISION . and “How to
Radio circuit. Includes tramslations of READ RADIO DIAGRAMS and SYMBOLS. -
all Radio symbols. Send for this FREE B
book mow amd along with it I will N
send you another big FREE book de- BINO smesssssssrararatacanans Ceressasseensaane ABO s.iiinenns
soribing my Radio-Electronic training. :
AdAreDE o oo oissisonisossssscnansassssvases ST e Y P e
MAIL COUPON §os ..........imin
{Mail in plain envelops or paste on penny posicard)



Now you get sensational
esults — at once — with
he new

COMMANDER
SUPPORTER

Don't let them talk about
iyour “Bay Window" —
‘stay slenderized with
this amazing free-action,
ever comfortable, sup-
porter beltl Once you
try it, you'll never be
without the Commander.

“THE INTER-
LOCKING HANDS"

The Sensational

NEW PRINCIPLE
Of Abdominal Support

Sturdy, porous fabric is BUILT
IN with the special stretch
weave of the Commander for
EXTRA DOUBLE SUPPORT
across the abdomen. Instantly
the Commander flattens your

. "“corporation”—no binding, no
it ‘p. riding, no sagging! Send for
this famous all-purpose sup-
porter belt today! No buckles,
laces or straps.

TRY IT 10 DAYS
At Our Expénse

Do this today! Send the cou-
pon—wear .A Commander for
@& TEN DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE

8 —and if you do not get all
@ the resulis you expect, return it
and YOUR MONEY WILL BE
REFUNDED promptly.

MAIL COUPON NOW

MAKE THIS
TEST NOW!

Clasp hands over ab-
domen, fingers inter-
locked — then raise
and press gently. The
Commander does this
'—nlukol you feel bet-
er

LOOK SLIMMER
Brace back and front

~—Iimproves

pearance — make
clothes fit smartlyl

Ward Green Company, Dept. T-458
113 W 57th Sireet, New York 19, N. Y.

Send The Commander Supporter for Free Trial. 1 will R” postman
$2.98 plus postage. (Sizes 28 to 47.) If not satisfied after 10 days
1 may return it for refund. (Sizes 48 to 60, $3.68.)

My Waist Measures ,.eseescesssens My Helght 18 (.0v0esse seerng
NAME  ....sceevcarssavassvasersassssasccacea vieenne tesanssene
ADDRBESS .iesscreensnrascacssasssinnnes ssesssanne aeesss ssanue

1If $2.98 is enclosed with order, we pay postage eharges.

................ ANt E RN seatRIANNSIRETATIERaRNTIITIRIEIAS
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" Hell-On-Wheels

(Continued From Page 34)

looks like he’s just shook hands with
a wildcat and the feline wasn’t
eager to make his acquaintance.

Hell-on-Wheels McManus crawls
out from under the low ledge when
he sees the old cow has quit the race
and smiles sheepishly at me. His
eyebrows lower then and he looks
mad-like. “Guess that’ll teach the
old devil!” he says.

McManus

E FINALLY catch Ravel-
tongue’s gray, find the
bunged-up saddle, and start back,
riding double. When we’re a half
mile from the ranch house, Ravel-
tongue pulls the gray to a halt and
says: “Walk on in from here, will-
yuh, Beanpole. Here’'s a ten yon
can give the boys. I'll write you
where to send the rest of my things.”
“What you talkin’ about, Ravel-
tongue?” I ask, playing ignorant.

The battered ’'poke shakes his
head and explains. “I’'m ridin’ on
in to the station to catch the 7:15!”
he says. “My vacation’s over. I'm
huntin’ an easy, safe job now!”
Hell-on-Wheels McManus runs a
briar-scratched hand through his
wild hair and sighs heavily. “Like
herdin’ wild buffalo in the Dakota
badlands, f’instance!”

“What about the old ladina?” I
ask, looking worried.

“She’ll struggle along without
me,” Ravel-tongue says. “That old
cow don’t need no brand on her
hip.” The ’poke bogs his spurs and
calls back over his shoulder. “Far
as I'm concerned, she looks plumb
good without it!”

(THE END)

Has The Silver Kid
Gone Loco?
Read

THE KID GOES KILLER

Complete Novel
By T. W. Ford

In the July Issue of

DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN




HERE IS REAL BANG-UP FUN!
The ﬁleam Prisser

CONNOISSEUR’S CHOICE

HERE is a book for open minds and
ticklish spines. Here is a book of a high-
ly tempting flavor spiced 1o the liking
of the most esquirish taste. Here is lusty,
merry entertainment for and about men
who knew how to live. Here is life with
apologies to none. Collected, selocted
from the best there is, this zestful Primer
is guaranteed to make the lassies giggle
and he-man erupt in boisterous bellyfuls.

Here is no refuge for the siraight-laced
or satisfaction for the morbid. Served in
a highly inviting manner, this pleasure-
ful Primer is a blueprint for hale and
kearty living. Call it a gay evening's en-
tertainment or an ideal bedside com-
panion, you'll dally over its contenis time
and fime again.

What more can be said of any book other than
the self-appointed bearers of FORBIDDEN signs
won't like it? Send along your orders, gentlemen,
- for this rarest of tomes just off the presses. Of courss
it's guaranteed, you either like it or IT DOESN'T COST
YOU A CENT.

STRAVON PUBLISHERS Depf P-368
113 W. 57 St., N. Y. 19, N. Y.

Gentlamen:
Rush The Pleasure Primer for 10 days inspection. | under-
stand that unless highly pleased, | may return it for a

ORDER NOW!
ENJOY 1T 10 DAYS FREE

For prompt delivery, Genfleman. fear R e s S Py S B AP STl og S
out the coupon, and send at once. e e e s e o e e
Enjoy it 10 days FREE at our ex- e e RS

prompt refund!
O Enclosed is my dollar—send postpaid.
O Send €, O, D. 1 will pay postman 98¢ plus postage.

pense, and if not highly delighted,

just return it for a prompt refund. L e

THE DELUXE BOUND EDITION—$1.98
CANADA $1.25
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ONLY 98c—SEND NO MONEY
Link your friends together with this everlasting symbol
glf love and frien dshi Latest rage of Broadway and
ollywood. You'll cherhh these lovely heart memos of
£ ones, Graceful, beautifully
LARIECTR ML, polaies hert St 8 mee
Exquisitely HAND ENGRAVED with any 6 names you desire:
Wnr 10 ‘i!l on MONEY BACK GUARANTEE,
-y nam 5 ﬂdren Pay mtmln 3nly 980 plus mtu;
iera
tax. u;ply is hmi’\)‘.:d O:om:nte el o s

International Diamond Co., 2251 Calumet An., Dept. 880 Chicago 16, 11

friends, sweethearts and loved

.. DO YOU WANT
=MONEY-LOVE-LUCK!

Have_been carried
W \\\ lnM,STONES since Egyptain times
to gain MONEY-LOVE-LUCK. Al-
sways carried in pairs in gwr pocket or %me According to
lecend one ig to dnw and attract GOO ICK in Money,
Love, Games, ete. The other is 1o drive sway the things that
keep you from sgettin what you desire, No supernatu
claims made. Sold only as cusos, Qur genuine Loadstones
are Highly Magnetic. You will like them. Guaranteed or
your money back,
SPEcI A 2 Genuine Live Hi gh Ma‘fno"c Loadston
the nncleut legen: Loadstones nd a 8§
earrying bag, All for $1.98 tpaid (C 0.D. 2 22).
yours today on a Mongy-back Guarantee.

OI.WER COMPANY, 3119-E. Trmt,lhnsu City 3, Mo,

ASTH MA

“ron NO-COST TRIAL OFFER!

OXTSMS, :‘ FEE T BEDUGRAS, METHUA PAR
om_co! n| (Ui
for daring N \0-RISK, h%‘f‘éoi'r -rmaf. orr:nq Tn-
quiries from
NACOR, a82- l State Life Bld‘.. lndhnapolh 4, Ind.

SKINNY WOMEN!
Men Adore a Full
Shapely Figure!

GAIN WEIGHT!

Amaztug ' Glamor-Figur'® Formula Helps
You Gain Safely! Easilyl More Qulcklyl

Men are always attracted by a zlnmorom
figure with appealing curves . . . and not by
a skinny, drab, lifeless looking woman! Now
at last you too, can try to help yourself put on enough weight
for a shapely figure as thousands of women have by using thh
AMAZING SPECIAL FORMULA. Poor appetite and Jack of
necessary vitamins pruhably cause most oases of underweight.
This “GLAMOR-FIGUR” FORMULA helps stimulate your ap-
petite to eat the proper amount of food with enjoyment . . . and
gives you additional vitamins to help you get the requlred daily
adult amount which contribute to your gaining the normal
weight. Remember a shapely full figure helps give you a more
BEAUTIFUL BUSTLINE, HELPS YOU LOOK AND FEEL
BETTER, fills out sunken cheeks, gives you more poise!

FREE_10 DAY TRIAL
SEND No MONEY! Don’t send a cent. Try this Spe-

cial ‘“‘Glamor-Figur’® Formuln nt
our expense for 10 days and then see H be wili
mire your new more shapely figure.

RECTIONS. Plus FREE DO TOR'S WEIGHT GAINlNG PLAN to be
used with ‘‘Glamor-Figur’’ Formula if you order NOW! Just de-
posit with postman on delivery 98¢ plus posta; e, or qend nnr?’ral
and we pay postage, 2 for $1.69, BACK GUARANTEE
if not completely satisfied, Delay is lost mmuncel WRITE NOW)
GUARANTEE SALES, 20 Vesey St., Dept. C-141, N.
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" “Judge Bates' Gun-Bought Gold

(Continued From Page 26)
Judge Carter said, shakily, “I never
killed him, Bates. I just couldn’t bring
myself to that—I broke his shoul-
deér.”

‘We’ll need him to make a confes-
sion about hanging Hingerton,” said
Judge Bates. “That will square you
with the local miners, Carter.”

Tobacco Jones knelt beside Jud
Malone. “He’s all dead.” He got to his
feet. “Here comes your wife, Carter.”

They lined the miners up and dis-
armed them. To a man, they were
staring at the tunnel, waiting. Final-
ly the suspense grew too great.

“Why don’t that dynamite bust
loose, Bates?”

Judge Bates chuckled. “That fuse
was tied to a bunch of rocks. You
don’t think we’d blow up a mine as
rich as this, do you? We’d cover up
a fortune forever.”

One stared. “Well I'll be damned,”
he said. -

They tied the miners’ hands with a
length of rope. A few minutes later
they all rode toward Jergens Bend
with the prisoners riding ahead, their
wrists tied-to their saddlehorns and
with Tobacco Jones leading their
horses by a long length of rope tied
from bit to bit. Mrs Carter, riding
heavily on a big gray, rode beside the
gaunt postmaster.

“Things worked out pretty well,”
said Judge Lemanuel Bates. “I un-
derstand there’s a federal reward out
for Malone. We'll give that to Mrs
Hingerton, the wife of the hanged
miner.”

“She has two young children,” said
Judge Carter solemnly.

Judge Bates drank from his jug.
“Then we go fishing, huh, Judge?”

Judge Jeremiah Carter nodded. And
Judge Lemanuel Bates raised his jug.
“Here’s to the big rainbow trout in
yonder streams,” he said, looking at
the mountain wilderness ahead of
them.

He drank-deeply.

(THE END)

BUY MORE BONDS



AMAZING! SENSATION 1 AGES

What a drink! . . . the richest, mellowest wine
you've ever tasted. High alcoholic content, yet so
delicate and smooth you'll, kick yourself for what
you've been missing all these years in real wine
enjoyment . . . and — think of it — at only a few
pennies a quart. What a treat for \your friends.
All you do is follow a centuries’ old secret formula
of the Old World Monastery Monks who were truly
master wine makers. Without long waiting, you'll
have a supply of the finest wine ever. No fuss,
No bother, Ingredients can be purchased any-
where. Your Government permits you to make e

up to 200 gallons of wine a year — iax free = Benedict Wine Co., Dept. DA-2, l
for your own use. For easy- defailed directions, 1420 Chestnut St., Phila. 2, Pa.

simply #i in the cdupon, attach $1.00, cash or Please send me the old, proven Monastery l
aiGhey order, and mail off ot once. It will be the Wine Formula for which I enclose $1.00.

vest $1.00 investment you ever made.
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BOX 6002, SCRANTON 9, PENNA, _ .
{W‘thout cost or obligation, please send me a copy of booklet :nd‘
full particulars about the course before which I have marked X.
Special tuition rates for members of the Armed Forces.

JECHNICAL AND INDUSTKIAL COURSES
O Electrician O Radio Operating!

r 0 Electrical Mdnwnneo' O Radio Servicing
DAlrpl-ne Dr-nmg O Foundrymaa R. R. Section Foreman)
0 Architectural Drafting! O Heating <& 2% __ G R’ R. Signalman
0 Architecture O Heat Treatment of Mehl‘ C] Refrigeration
O Auto Engine Tune-up o hxhw-y Engineeriag * [ Sanitary Enzmeonn.}
O Auto Technician ) House Planning (] Sheet Metal Worl
0 Aviation O Industrial Metallurgy [} Ship Drafting
O Aviation Mechanie | O Inspector 3 (O Shipfitting
O Blueprint Reading o I.ocomouvo Engineer, O Shop Practice
O Boilermsking O Machinist £ O Steam Electrie

idge E O Marine Engines O Steam Engines
) Chemistry i 8 .:oc:-mcc:} EDulunc % 8 team Fnlum e
§) Civil Engineer n. Mechani ngineering Structural afting
Coal Mining 4 __ €1 Mine Foreman ¢g=—— (] Structural Engineering
oncrete Engmaerlu O Mold-loft Work, ) Surveying and Mapping

{0 Textile Desi
o ool l)esxln

2| Elactncul Drafting "\ -

O Electricul Engineering

0 Pulp and Pnper M-an B Woolen M;nu!murh.

(%] 'l‘elurnbhv D Telephony

= BUSINESS COURSS&
£ Accounting’ 0 Commercial D MMustrating
O Advertising O Cost Accounting O Munaging Men at Work"
O Bookkeeping® 0 C. P. Accounting O Railway Postal Clerk
E] Business Correivondeno. D F'ru Y ear Collm iy D Salesmanship
0 F D) Secretarial 0 Spanish;
D Cnrtoonm‘ O Eren 0 8how Card and
J Civil Service U d Enghsh Sign Lettering
O College Preparatory * [ High School D Traffic Management
HOME ECONOMICS CDURSES
O Advanced D: ki oP D king and Designing, /
0O Foods and Cookery (=] Tel Room lnd Cafeteria /
O Home Dressmaking =+ _Maansgement, Catering;
Name Age.
Ilome Address. City.
State. Pn-ml P ]
it dhonisant: Gonaaas Brision Tescdonss vand coupento 1 O- B 23 Mingeoes
a. Br ' send_coupon to 3
: ‘ London, W. €. 2, England. > e

Bo vou want increased pay, larger re-
sponsibilities, a real career instead of

just a job? Put the famous International |

Correspondence Schools coupon to work
for you!

Marked and mailed, the coupon will
bring you full information on I C.
tralmng for success in the field of your

interest. It’s a messenger prepared to
place you in communication with a richly
rewarding future.

Thousands who have employed it are
leaders of American industry and busi-
ness. What they have done, you can de.
Start now as they did by sending the
coupon on a mission for you.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS scranton o rewna.



Here you have a
great volume which
contains famous
cowboy songs and
mountain  ballads
along with words
and music. Imag-
ine yourself sing-
ing these when
lights are low or
on one of those
hilarious parties
when everyone
wants to sing. You
will be popular
because you know
them and you will
be happier when
you sing them.

Special
rice . B00

o~

When good fellows
get together, no
matter what tune
is the hit of the
day, sooner or later
they will all start
singing “Sweet
Adeline’* and many
other famous tunes
in the American
way. This volume
includes dozens,
yes, hundreds of
the songs with
music you will
want to remember
and want to sing
again. Order your
copy while the
limited supply is
available at the

pecial
50¢c

S
Price of

e

~N

)

2k
[

Now thrill others
the way you have
been thrilled with
“The Shooting of
Dan McGrew,"”
“The Spell of the
Yukon,"” ““The Face
on the Barroom
Floor,” “Boots,
Boots, Boots,”” and
hundreds of other
Kipling poems,
along with dozens
and dozens of fa-
mous recitations . .
now memorize these
truly American odes
andwatch your pop-
ularity increase with
your ability to en-
tertain your friends
of both sexes with
them. Limited sup-
»ly available at

Special 50 G

Price of

N

f(”‘\ awcd MOUNTAIN
-~ BALLADS
WITH WORDS AND MUSIC

Now sing all the famous cowboy songs, old-time songs and enjoy
famous poems and recitations to your heart’s content. These are
original mountain ballads with words and music. . . the kind
that our cowboys still sing out on the prairies and deep in the
heart of Texas. They're the songs our real he-men amuse them-
selves with when alone, or to fascinate, attract and lure cowgirls
to their hearts. These songs and recitations have lived tradition-
ally with Americans and will live forever because they still hold
fascination and afford wholesome fun

The price of each of the
gain at 50c a copy.
saving, making one book free because the entire set of
3 costs you only $1.00. Rush coupon now. You take no
risk. If not satisfied after 5 days, return for full refund.

and recreation. Just the entertain-
ment when good fellows get to-
gether ... the girls will love them
too. Be the life of the party . ..
know the words and the music
too.

above books is an amazing bar-
Order all 3 and enjoy still a further

PICKWICK CO., DEPT. 908
73 West 44th Street, New York 18, N. Y. .

Send books checked below at once in plain wrapper. l
I enclose §o0 ity 200 (cash or money order)

O Send all 3 books. I
Send books checked:

O Famous Cowboy Songs and Mountain Ballads

O Famous Old-Time Songs l
O Famous Poems and Recitations l

NAME
L D e IR SRS PR e T ST AN
CITY & ZONE STATE

O If C. 0. D. preferred, mark x in box, mail coupon and pay
postman $1.00 plus 25¢ postage.
Canadian orders 209 additional—cash with order.



PAYS UPTO

- 23,000 $ 3 2 5000

Btatistics show that

23,000 people at home H D s P'TAL AND
today will be in a

hospital tomorrow.

You’'ll want the best SU R G ' c A

for yourself and fam-

¥ s | GET OUR FREE OFFER!

Our 3¢ a day Plan Learn how hospital and surgical care is provided
:;ed”"“ the help you for every member of your family in case of sick-

you act now. ness or accident. Our Plan permits you to go to
any hospital in the U. S.; select your own surgeon

e

| NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!

y An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available
y to almost everyone. Any man or woman under

. T0 years of age may enroll as a member, and, >
Mafemlfy if married, include wife or husband and all chil- ” Yveﬂ.f E“s)ls: KHTA?!’EAOI%OW
cases dren under 18 years of age as dependents on BORROW?

the same certificate, and no medical examination

Y!ulrlgollgd%!d“ is required. ;
tar howiaiuacion e | Here’s the Protection We Offer You

maternity as well,

profided that baih | $150.00 Hospital Room  $20.00 X-Ray

husband “and = wife

have been members | §150.00 Surgical Fees  $20.00 Anesthesia

consecutive

Postle peeri $20.00 Laboratory Fees. o
pital. + + « Also Operating Room, Maternity, Ambulance CALL
and others. RUSH

No Waiting . . . No Red Tape

o You’ll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and :
oﬂers the protection that you and your tamily r---------------------------------l
| INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N. [ ]
RUSH COUPON ' DEPT. 2708, DOVER, DELAWARE I
fREE FOR DETAILS : > I;Iethse :lzendeﬁ FREE full detalls concerning your g
ospitalization olicy.

‘e want every reader of this magazine to know how easy g p ¥ :
it is to enjoy the protection we offer . . . We urge you 1 :

; not to delay it but to get the free details at once. Just <
5o sign your name to the coupon and mail it to us. NAME  ;oioooeoeoosinessinssnesssionsilsond BIbBEs e sulir s 8
i You may paste it on the back of a penny post- 1
card if you like. We will send you everything H
3 by return mafl absolutely free and without obli~ ADDRESS ..covcicivocrnisinasossassetnsosecsssnesocnes . B
gation. Yau may act in_ confidence and no H
salesman will ecall. You will only hear from us H

by mail, so do not hesitate to act at once . . .
no better time than now. 1 CITY & ZONE

'—-'------------------------------J
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