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UNDERWEAR THAT HTS EXACTLY
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- Is a High School Education
. Worth $2.98 to You?

A 60-volume High School Educational Course, complete and up-to-date, thoroughly reliable
Read the titles below.
It is excellent for home study—for reviewing forgotten subjects,

and authentic, for only $2.98, postpaid!
worth this low price to you?

Think of it!

Is such a course

Ny

or for informing yourself in new fields. Seize this opportunity. More than 250,000 sets of
these books have been sold. These have gone to ambitious people everywhere in the United
States and in many foreign countries. Order your Educational Course today!

TEACH YOURSELF

This High School Educational Course is
entirely self-teaching—no instructor is neces-
sary. With determination and application
you can secure the essentials of a High
School education from these 60 books, as
listed at the -right. Every book is written
so you can understand it easily. You can be-
gin anywhere—read or study any book at
your convenience, for each subject is complete
in itself. Never has there been a chance like
this—a complete High School Course for
only $2.98, which is positively all you pay!

HANDY, FORM

These 60 books are pocket-sized volumes,
measuring 3% x 5 inches each, and running
to 64 pages or 15000 words of text per book.
The type is 8-point —the size used in the
average daily newspaper—clear and easy to
read.  The handy size of these volumes is
one of their most desirable features, for you
can carry thém in your pocket or bag with
ease. Make spare moments count! Get this
set and make a habit of keeping somie of
the volumes always nearby! =
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we have decided to keep this course in its
present form of 60 volumes for a short time
to enable others to enjoy this amazing oppor-
tunity and bargain. =
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SEND NO MONEY
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High School Educational Course will be sent
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remit $2.98 with the order blank if you like.
Canadian and foreign customers must always
remit in full with order, by draft on U. S. bank
or international postal money order.
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60 Volumes—3,488 Pages—825,000 Words
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- Revolution
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Science
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C. O. D. fee) on delivery.

l Name

Please mention NEwssTAND Grour—MEN’s List, when answering advertisements



NuisanceNo.566

Good looking. Bright. Aggressive. He came to
the company from a Boston firm where he had
made an enviable sales record for three years. He
expected to do great things in his new position;

~the proposmon was a winner; appealmg, gasy to

sell, profitable to him. But from the outset things

~went- badly. ~Scarcely had he opened with -his

cheery “Good morning, Madam;” than he found
the door closed in his face. They simply wouldn’t

listen to him. It was 2 new and bitter exXpericnce -

for him, and he couldn’t explain it.

overlook th1s matter

The msxdxous thing about hahrosxs Cun-
pleasant breath) is that the victim himself

rarely knows when he has it.
best friends hesitate to tell him.

Clearly, such a condition is a distinct
drawback to progress in business, profes-
sional or social life. Common sense and an
instinct of ordinary decency suggest that
every possible step be taken to put the breath
beyond Suspicion.

One certain way to accomplish this is to

rinse the mouth with full stréngth Listerine,

thesafeantiseptic, every morning, every night,

“and between times before meeting others.
Listerine instantly conquers halitosis be-

And even his

cause being a germicide*, it halts food fer-

—mentation and checks infection—each a cause

of odors. Then, being a powerful deodorant,

it swiftly overcomes the odors themselves. -
_Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, = %

Mo, U.S. A.

*Though safe to use in any body cavity, full strength Listerine
kills even the Staphylococeus Aureus (pus) al Bacillus
Typhosus (typhoid) germs in couats ranging to 200,000,600
in 15 seconds (fastest time accurately recorded by science).

LISTERINE

ends ha11t081s

Pleasc mention \rw:sm\n GROUI’-——-I\‘II:‘\"S List, when answering ad»ertrsements
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 Liseta of the Range

By Johnston McCulIey

This story has all the ma.gxc “of the real West in its pages—yo !} love the feel of the

prairie winds that sweep through it, and the sound of creaking saddle leather.

‘It’s the

story of an hombre with adventure in his blood, and a girl who said she’d rope her man,
of a low-down sidewinder who trled to kee-p them apart—and of love triumphant.

CHARTER I _
Caracol Has an Adventure

, ITH his legs stiff and braced
‘;‘} like stilts, the pony slid
down the fifteen-foot slope

to the level bottom of the

old arroyo, carrying a small avalanche
of gravel and sand along with him—
slid with such compulsory and acceler-
ated speed that his fetlocks burned and
little pains shot up toward his knees.
As he negotiated this short but

hazardous journey, his lowered head

was in a cloud of fine dust. So, when
he reached the firm footing at the
bottom of the slope, he danced away
— quickly for a short distance, shook his
head, and sneezed. Then he drew in
_a deep, fresh breath, so that his sides
heaved, and prepared for a rest.

But the immediate touch of a spur
informed the pony that he was to move
on-:at once. That surprised him, and he
rather resented it. He felt that he was
entitled to a moment of rest after his!
perilous descent of the slope.

His resentment passed swiftly, how-
ever, for he discovered that he had
misunderstood. He was being guided
deftly toward a tiny stream that gur-
gled and trickled among the rocks. The
water was almost a foot deep at this
spot. The pony was allowed to stand
in it, cool his burning fetlocks, and
drink his fill.

‘That pleased him immensely. It
demonstrated anew that he had a rider
who possessed good commeon sense,
With his head upstream, he bent his.
neck and thrust his muzzle into the
cool water., This was to show that a



: good pony hassense, too. Had he stood =

with his head downstream, he would

‘have been drinking water which first

had surged around his dirty legs.
‘Having satisfied his thirst, the pony

— turned his head and glanced at his
rider. There was deep gratitude in his

~Iook, and he rather expected a bright
-smile in return. But he did not get it.

He found that Miss Liseta Kaymore
was slouching to one side of her saddle
after the manner of a wearied cow-

puncher. Her left elbow was braced

against the pommel, her forearm was
raised, and her saucy chin rested in
her cupped left hand. The expression
in her face said plainly that her

thoughts were on some object far away.

~The pony decided that there must be
somethmg seriously wrong. For the

last two weeks, Liseta Ka.ymore had -

not been her usual vivacious and
—charming self. She did not laugh so
much. She did not bend over and “yip,

yip!” into the pony’s ear and so urge
him to a wild, exhilarating dash, as

she had used to do so often. Her mind

seemed to be always wandermg Some-

times the pony would stray from the
trail purposely, just to see what she

would do about it, and generally it
would be gquite some time before she

noticed what he was domg and turned
him back.
All this had worried Caracol a great

deal. That was thepony s name—Cara-
~ col. Liseta had given it to him. In
- Spanish, it meant snail.

only a sort of fun name. He was no
‘snail! He could show his heels to any
of the Bar K ‘bunch, and he doubted
whether there “was a horse in Chris
~ Dattock’s big Double Box outﬁt that
'could beat him.

~ At first, Caracol had entertamed the
_opinion that Liseta was in love and

~ mooning over some man. But he finally

~decided that was not the truth.
'such case, wouldn’t he have known all :
about it? He would have been right

there to see and hear. Whenever a. girl
_of the range grew interested in a man
in that way, there were always long

- _ RANCH ROMANCES

In

’ndes, 4w1th two pomes _going slcwlyif‘

side by side while their riders taiked —
nonsense in low tones, >

Perhaps it was bu51nes§, Caracol —
jr'thought that was worrying Liseta. He
— had sensed lately that all was not well

with the Bar K outfit. Some of his
close pony friends had been sold re-
cently to other outfits.
feed was getting scarce; Caracol knew

‘that from the small and infrequent
~rations. Nor were there as many beef
_critters around the Bar K as there had
been. And the calf pasture was almost

empty; and when a stockman was com-
pelled to market veal, it meant that he

fneeded money badly.

~There was also something about Ll-r 7
seta’s younger brother, Bobby. Caracol

“knew that Liseta had been crying about
-him a great deal, and old Sam Kay-

more, her father, one of the ploneers .
of the district, wasn’t the man he had

-been formerly. Caracol had noticed a

gradual change in him, and it had been
a change for the worst. It had started -

a few months before, right after Li-
—seta’s mother had died.

But Caracol ceased thmkmg of these
things and stepped daintily out of the

- creek and went for a few feet along the. =
“bed of the arroyo.
‘seemed to arouse his rider.

The ‘movement

gathered up the reins and touched with
the spurs, and they traveled along the
bed of the ancient watercourse until

~ they came to a place where Caracol
But it was

could climb up the other side.
Caracol wondered why Liseta had

come to this part of the range. Over

this way was Double Box land. The

“big Double Box was high class and
tony on account of its wealth, and in-
clined to look down on smaller outfits.
The Bar K crowd were only humble.'r
Vifolk = ,

€hs Dabiock il bought over the
Double Box about four years before,

“and had made a great outfit out of it.

He was a big man, arrogant and over-

'bearmg, and under his command he
- had a wild crew of cowpunchers and
~vagqueros headed by a certain Bdl

And the hard j’>

Liseta



LISETA OF

Garch regardmg “whom dark deeds'

—were rumored. Chns Dattock was a
bachelor. There was no woman at the
Double Box. Dattock was master of

~ his tough crew by right of might.

_But all this was none of his business,
Caracol told himself. “He ceased think-
ing about it as he made his way cau-
tiously up a gravel slope and came to
the level of the mesa, and there Liseta
brought him to a stop again. Caracol
knew, from the feel of the saddle, that

she was standing in the stirrups and

' surveymg the terrain.

“The pony sniffed suddenly. He could
smell smoke, and also another odor he
knew well. In the distance, a calf
bawled. Some calf was bemg thrown

~and hranded; ‘and was puttmg up a

raucous protest about it. But that was
also Double Box business, Caracol told

~ himself.

The touch of a spur sent him on
again. At a leisurely rate of speed,
Liseta Kaymore was following the ar
royo, circling back toward the “home
ranch. Caracol sensed that she had
ridden this far to be away from her
usual surroundings, to get away and
think on whatever problems were
bothermg her.

=Now it seemed that they were going
home. Caracol was rather glad of that,

because the day was hot and sticky,

and there was not a breath of breeze
stirring. When they got home, he
would be turned into the corral, and

~ could roll in the dirt, and scratch his
back against one of the corral posts.

Then he felt the spurs rip- suddes
and unexpectedly against his Hanks. It
startled him more than it pained, for it
was unusual. He felt irm hands on the
reins, and heard a soft command for

speed. Caracol picked his own trail

‘and did his best. He did not know the

reason for this sudden act1v1ty, and did
not care, since they were going in the

_ general direction of home,
A wild shout sounded in the dis-
tance. From the corner of one eye,

~ Caracol beheld three horsemen banng

dgsvnuponhnnataten'zﬁcrate

THE RANGE :

speed. He swetved m obedience to a
touch on the rein. He guessed that
Lxsetawas trymg to avoxd these horse-
men,
That wasall Caracol needed ta know.
If this was a gamé of some sort, ‘he
would enter into it willingly and with
the proper spirit. Perhaps a game
would lighten the heart of his down-
cast mistress.

And then he heard her voice agam

“Caracol | Hurry, Caracol! Yip, yip!”
- Caracol decided in that instant that
~ it was not a game, for in the voice of
his mistress there was a note he sel-
dom heard; but which he understood at
once—the note of fear. He felt called
upon to do his best, and he did it. He
tore on at great speed toward the lip
~of a little gulch, spurning the ground
‘with his hooves. He found that he
could not jump the gulch, so he

swerved again. How was Caracol to

know that when he lurched to one side

ar- to save his rider and himself, he'd

made a maneuver that led to disaster?
For he tumed directly toward two
of the pursmng horsemen. Two other
cow-ponies suddenly crowded  him.
There was a minor collision. A gun
cracked once, and he knew that Liseta
~had fired. Amangaveayelpofpam
A rope swished through the air over
Caracol’s head, and the pony heard
Liseta give a little cry as her gun was
wrenched from her hand.
Caracol strag‘g}ed a htﬂe to go on,
but found he could not. A pony was

- pressing on either side of him, and an-
y — other was standing just in front, block-

ing the way, all of them with heaving
sides. A man reached out and grasped
the reins and jerked cruelly, so that
the bit hurt Caracol’s mouth.
~“Let me go!” he heard Liseta Kay-

'more crymg angrily at somebody
' CHAPTER I
= ann’ for a Weddmr'

WO of the men were Mexxcan
vaqueros, and the third was Bill
Garch, of the Double Box outfit. The
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vaqueros were Double Box riders also.
All were mean of dress and evil of
visage, with alcoholic breaths and mus-
taches stained with tobacco juice.

“I reckon you'll have to pardon us,
Miss Kaymore, for usin’ a rope on
you,” Bill Garch was saying. “If I
hadn’t, you might have hurt some of
us bad. You nicked Carlos in the
shoulder, the way it was.” =

“If you dare put a hand on me—"
Liseta began.

“There!” Bill Garch interrupted. “I
just knew that there was a misunder-
standin’ o’ some sort. We don’t aim
to hurt you, Miss Kaymore.”

“You took after me—"

“Sure and certain! We had our or-
ders to hail you if we happened to cut
your trail, and when we saw you we
just started to ride up. Nothin’ for you
to get scared about.”

“She devil!” the man Carlos mut-

“ tered.

Bill Garch laughed. “Carlos don’t
like that bullet in his shoulder,” he
said. “But he ain’t hurt bad. Lucky
you didn’t plug him in the head or
heart.” :

“If there’s been a mistake, Pm sorry,”
Liseta told him. “But you came riding
at me, and I didn’t know you. I can
see from the brands on your horses tha
you’re Double Box men.” =
- “Yes'm! DI'm Bill Garch. Maybe
you’ve heard tell o’ me.”

“I have,” Liseta replied. There was
no compliment in her way of speaking.

Bill Garch grinned at her. “I reckon

my reputation ain’t o’ the best,” he

boasted. “But I’'m just a hard hombre,
a tough cowpuncher who ain’t had the
benefits o’ the refinin’ influence o’
women. All the women I've knowed
didn’t have any refinin’ influence or
anything else refinin’.”

“Why did you overhaul me?” Liseta
demanded.

“Oh, yeah! Pardon me for not stat-
in’ that sooner, but you opened fire on
us and flustered us up some. Mr. Dat-

-tock said to watch for you to-day, him
knowin’ that you often come for rides

over this way, and us bein’ down in that
coulee brandin’ calves. He wants to see
you, miss.” =

“He knows the trail to the Bar K,
doesn’t he? What does he want to see
me about?” o

Bill Garch grinned again and looked
a trifle embarrassed. “Near as I ¢n
make out, Miss Kaymore, he wants to
see you regardin’ a weddin’” :

“A wedding!” Liseta gasped.

“Yes'm. He was remarkin’ that you
were the only woman hereabouts o’ the
right kind, and that you'd probably
know all about such triflin’ things as
weddin’s. He yearns for a lot of infor-
mation, I reckon.” '

“Are you trying to tell me that Chris
Dattock is going to be married?”

“I reckon that’s what is in his mind,”
Bill Garch replied. “Surprisin’, ain’t
it> He’s had the chink cook clean up
the house and put some fancy lace cur-
tains at the windows, and done a lot o’
stuff like that. And there’s a preacher
comin’ out from Mesaburg—due any
time now.” A =

“But who’s the bride?”

“I don’t just know, miss,” Bill Garch

=

replied. “Mr. Dattock didn’t tell me

everything. I just gathered that there
was goin’ to be a weddin’, and that he
yearned to ask you a lot of advice
about it.” :

“Why, I—I'll help in any way I can,”
Liseta said. ,

“That’s right handsome o’ you, Miss
Kaymore. If youll ride along with
us—” =

“That isn’t necessary,” she inter-
rupted. “You can tell Mr. Dattock to
ride over to the Bar K this evening.”

“Yeah, but I've got my orders to take
you to him as soon as possible.”

“You have? It just happens, Mr.
Bill Garch, that I'm not taking orders
from Mr. Dattock.”

“But he’s right down there at the end
o’ the coulee, ma’am. You c’n see the
smoke o’ the brandin’ fire from here. I
reckon, Miss Kaymore, that you're
afraid of us. You needn’t be. Let’s
ride!”



= _tock, and you see it's aTI rrg :
harm mtended we'll take off the rope,"

— Garch said.

Llseta d1d not hke the manner of
,,—;’:‘inll Garch and the two men with him.
- She wished that she had her gun, and
~ that they would take away the lariat
~ that held her arms to her sides.
- That marriage tale did not quite ring
true with her As far as Liseta knew,
there was no marriageable woman in

~ the district who might be seriously in-
- terested in Chris Dattock. And if a

- strange woman had come to the local

~ range to _marry him, she would have

heard of it. One of the Bar K punch-

~_ers had been in town the mght before,

and had ridden out that morning. He

~had said nothing about a strange
woman bemg in town '

— ',';"got my orders, and if :I dxdn’t take’you Vi;
— back to Mr. Dattock he might do some-
= thm terrible to me.

““Then I'm a prisoner?”
~ “No, ma'am!
~ to look at it that way at all, M s Kay-

more. You're to be treated with every

respect. I'll keep your gun, though,

~_so you won't shoot any of us up, and

we’ll keep/that _rope where it is for the

—and pgive yfm back your gun. Let’s
ride!” -
Liseta protested agam, but rt avalled

~ her nothing. Caracol was Ied by one

_of the vaqueros, the wounded Carlos
rode behind and kept the lariat taut, 3
and Bill Garch rode alongside and p

— watched Liseta carefully.
- “You’il be sorry ifor thxs "’ Liseta
~cried. :
=" only obevm orders,

- “If you've got any com-
plaint, you want to tell Mr Dattock

— about it”

“i tell him plenty = Llseta threat-
ened. -
- They rode slowly along the rim of

~ the coulee, and after a time they could

~ see the branding operations, could see
_Chris Dattock in the saddle on his big

~ white horse, and half a dozen men,

fett:h you to ,me,

1 wouldn’t wanr you.

a n]i- S
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= Chns Dattock turned h1s head and
~saw them approaching. He spoke to
his men, and they releaseﬁ a branded
calf and began extinguishing the fire.
Then they mounted and hurried away,
only a couple remaining behind,.

Liseta’s face was flaming and her
eyes were blazing with rage as they
rode up to the master of the Double
Box and stopped before him.

““What is the meaning of this, Mr
Dattock?” Liseta demanded.

“Now, Liseta, I'm right ‘down sorry =

if my men frightened you,” Chris Dat-
tock said. “I don’t want that you.
should be angry at me, either. 1 was
just awful busy, and I told Garch to
if he :rsaw you on the

“If you wanted‘ to ask me about
something, couldn’t you ride over to
the Bar K like a gentleman?”

“Now, Liseta! ¥You’re right down
pretty when you’re mad,” Dattock said,
gnnnmg “You've just got to have

: n me, Liseta. I’'m an old bachelor,
and mrﬁxm"'toget married. It takes
a woman to engineer a weddin’ right.
You ought to be proud to do it, helpin’

at- out your sex. Women are always glad
o when one o’ thelr number hooks a mar,

_ain’t they? ==

“Who're you gomg to ma_rry T sher
asked.

“That’s to be a great surpnse < Dat-;,_
N on’t you go to
,that it’s that blond restaurant
ss in Mesaburg! You'll be sur-
ised when you see her. Let’srideon
to the house.” —
“T've got to be getting home.”
“It won’t take long, L1seta. And T’ m =

“Preacher son h1s way out here now:
I don’t reckon you know him. New-
comer in the dastrlct—Reverend Dawd E
‘Bencher.” : =

“Ts the bnde at your house?”

- Battock - laughed Jightly. “-Hm'
you're gettin’ curious about her,” he
said. “Let’s be gettin’ onl”
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Liseta hesitated a moment. But it
seemed all right. Chris Dattock would
not dare offer her insult or harm, she
told herself. And Liseta grew a bit ex-
~ cited at thought of a wedding, and her
curiosity was aroused regarding the
bride.

Weddings were scarce on this sparse-
ly settled range, tucked away down
near the Mexican border. There was a
dearth of eligible women, and it was a
rough country. Liseta’s own mother
had come there as a bride, to help her
husband found a home, but nowadays
the women were inclined to hold back
and let the men do all the pioneering.

So she rode on with them. The rope
was taken away, but they had neglected
to return her gun. She asked for it,
and Bill Garch apologized and handed
it to her immediately, and she shpped
it into its holster.

It was only a short distance to the
ranch house of the Double Box. Li-
seta had not been there for a couple of
_years. As they neared it, she noticed
the improvements Chris Dattock had
made in the property. A little lump
came into her throat at thought of his
evident success as compared to her own
father’s failure.

Dattock maintained a conversation
about range topics.

They galloped

in front of her, his fists planted against
his hips, grinning as he looked down
at her. He was a huge man, dressed in
a slovenly fashion. To Liseta there

was something repulsive about him.
Now his direct gaze made her nervous.

“You've forgotten “to tell me the
bride’s name,” she said.

“Can’t you guess?”

“If it isn’t the blond waitress, I have-
n’t any idea.”

Chris Dattock laughed. “Then you’d
sure better get the right idea quick,
Liseta,” he said. “The .Bride is goin’ to
be you,”— ”~,:7::,,_': -

CHAPTER II1
The Bride-Elect

HERE was silence in the big liv-

ing room of the Double Box ranch
house for a moment, except for the
heavy breathing of Chris Dattock.
Then the silence was shattered by Li-
seta Kaymore’s silvery laughter. It
was the first tlme she had laughed so
musn:al laugh of A

> Tﬁere were tearg in her eyes when
she finally ceased and looked up at
Chris Dattock, but they were tears of
enjoyment. She struggled to get her
breathing back to normal, gasped,

down a lane and dismounted in front of fought for coherent speech. Dattock

the house. Dattock helped Liseta up
the steps in a gallant manner.

“There’s a lot o’ things I want to ask

~you about,” Dattock was saying. “I'm
goin’ to send clear to the city for some
new furniture.”

Liseta glanced around the hvmg
room. It was large, poorly furnished
at present, and there was distinctly a
masculine air about it, but it was clean,
thanks to the Chinese cook. Lace cur-
tains, stiff with newness, had been put
at the windows by somebody who did
not know how to hang them.

“Just flop in a chair,” Chris Dattock
invited.

Liseta flopped. It was cool in this
big room, and the chair was comfort-

“able. Chris Dattock stood a few feet

stood before her, silent and waiting.
“You—you say that I am to be the
bride?” Liseta finally managed to ask.
“Yeah, you’re to be the bride,” Dat-
tock informed her again. *“I didn’t
think you’d go into a fit of hysterics
when I told you. Overjoyed, I reckon?”
“Please let me be sure that I under-
stand this,” she begged. “Is this a pro-
posal of marriage you’re making me?”
“Well, if you want to call it that.”
“It’s the very first one that Fve ever
had,” Liseta said. “I've always im-
agined how it was dene, but I never
thought it would be anything like this.
If this is love-making, it sure doesn’t
amount to much.”
“No?” Dattock said. “Well, I ain’t a
cussed young fool to moon around and



LISETA OF THE RANGE — 13

ﬁlk a lot o’ mush, I ve got the mmd f‘It_s never t’e’o '_Iate! And Bobby— :
—ofa man, I hope. When I want a thing, he wouldn’t be running wild if Mother
—1 make pIans to get it—and I always do hadn’t died. He was her baby, and he

peritt—o mlsses her so. But you needn’t worry,
= “This is one time you're fooled. You . Chris Dattock. The Bar K will
Vf,;don t get me, Mr. Dattock!” come through, all right, We won't need
~ “No?” he asked, nastily. = your help.”
~ “No, sir! Pm declining your offer “Then you won’t marry me?”
“with thanks. I'm not eager to be the “I’d die first}” Liseta said. :
~ mistress of the Double Box outfit. “You know, I;ust had a sneakin’ idea

-~ When I see the man I want for a hus- you might look at Ltthat way,” Dattock
: band Mr ,Dattoek, 111 s:mply uncoxl, ,coufessed
“Thanks for that much?’
“seen him yet = ~ “So I went right ahead and made
“I was thinkin’ you had good sound some more p1ans, to be used 1f you dxd—
- sense,” Dattock complamed “But that’s n’t show sense/
~ too much to expect in any woman, I “What do you mean?” Liseta asked.
~ s’pose. I decided to get married, and “I just made some plans to marry you
_yot’re the only eligible young | male whether you wanted to get married to -
~ hereabouts, so I picked you out. I made me or not. I went to the county seat
- all the arrangements, and told the boys and got the marriage license. Then I
= "tb nab you and fetch you in.” got hold o’ that preacher, David Ben-
— — “Why, you—you beast!” she cried at cher, and told him to come out to the
. hlm, springing to her feet. “Rope me ranch. He ought to be here almost any
like a maverick and put 'your bramhm —minute.” ,
~_me—as easy as that!’ ~  “But 1 won’t marry you!” she
“You ought to have some sense, Li- stormed. “You've had all your trouble
_seta. T'm rich already, and I aim to be for nothing. I never heard of such a
: e

= 1 'u——well,,every- thing. Your preacher can turn around
, —ibody knows that the old Bar K is on and ride back to town, Qas far as Im
~— its last legs. Your brother Bobby ain’t concerned.”
~ nothin® but a gamblm young wastrel, “Oh, you'll marry me, T reckon Dave
' = trym to drink Bencher will mumble the words.”
= E ~ “No preacher would marry a glrl
~ “You beast!” Liseta cne& = agam. ~ when she didn’t want to be married.”
— “How dare you talk to me that way?”  “This one: -~ Dave Bencher is un-
_“Yeah, and why not? It’s the truth, der obligations to me, and he'll do as T
—and you"danged well know it! T.ooks ;say*Hes a newcomer here. He’ll marry
~ to me like you're gettin a Jot the best us whether you like it or not.”
_ o the bargam “Your old man—" “What would be the sense in that?”
+ “Don’t you dare say another word she asked. =Fd go right home and tell
faga;&t y father! You don t under- Dad, and he’d ride in to the county seat
' and tell the faﬁrs—f_here, wd -
“Fasy enetigh to understand at,man- ~“No, you won’t,” Dattock mterm
who’s wallowin® in liguor.” = rupted. “T’ve got this all planned, so
~ “My mother died a few mm;ths ago - you might as well stop actin’ up and
Liseta told him. “You know that. She agree. My boys will say that we've
~ and my dad had been pals since child- been meetin’- out on the range and
~ hood. And her death—well, it broke sweetheartin’, _and Dave Bencher will
~ him up. That's the reason he drinks. swear you were a willin’ bride.” =
- D've tried to get him to stop.” “You can’t do it! You must be in-
~ “Too late for that, I reckon = Dat- sane to think you can.”

_' f’f,feck commenfed = “Why can t 1 do it? There s nobody
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—around here to help you. Bencher will
sign the certificate. Then you’ll be my
wife, and you’ll behave then! Might
as well agree without fussin’.”

Liseta backed away and looked at
him squarely. No, there was no indi-
cation of insanity in his face. He actu-
ally meant what he had said. He had
trapped her. There would be a wed-
ding whether she agreed or not.

As Chris Dattock laughed mockmgly
at what he thought was her fear,
strength and courage returned to her.
She started toward him again.

“Get out of my way!” she cried.

“Where do you aim to go?”

“I’'m going home as fast as my pony
can take me. I’m going to tell my dad
about this crazy idea of yours. I'll let
the whole'range know about it.” '

“You ain’t goin’ any place,” Dattock
told her.
here and be married.”

“You get out of my way and let me
go!” she cried. “Wait till the men of
the range hear about this!”

“Oh, they won’t do anything about
it. You’ll be my wife by that time, and
they won’t have any right to interfere.
Everybody around here will swear you
were a willin’ bride., Them men o’ the

range will hesitate some, I reckon, be-

fore lockin’ horns with me and my
Double Box outfit. You get back there
and behave, now, or I'll pick you up
and carry you!”

Liseta whipped her gun out of its
holster and menaced him with it.

“Stand aside!” she ordered. “I'm

not fooling, now. If you don’t stand

aside—"

In the face of her threat, Chris Dat-
tock only laughed loudly and lurched
toward her, his hands extended as
though to grasp her. Liseta had no
wish to shoot the man, but she would
not hesitate to defend herself if
pressed to do it. She cried another
warning at him, but he only laughed
again and went on toward her. So she
threw up the gun and pulled the trig-
ger.

There was no spurt of flame, no puff

“You’re goin’ to stay nght/

of pungent smoke, no loud report.
Chris Dattock did not reel back with a
bullet in his breast, as Liseta had ex-
pected, nor did he show the slightest
symptoms of fear. Liseta pulled the
trigger repeatedly, and there came to
her ears only a series of little clicks
which told her that the weapon she
held was useless. : -

Dattock laughed at her. “Bill Garch
took the cartridges out o’ that gun be-
fore he gave it back to you,” he ex-
plained. “Think that I'd be fool enough

_to let you have a full gun to play with?

Now you'd better understand that you
got to do as I say. You just better
cool down some and get into the right
frame o’ mind for a weddin’.”

She struck at him wildly with the
empty gun, and missed. Dattock tore
the weapon from her grasp. Liseta
dashed to the nearest table, searching
frantically for something she could use
as a weapon. Before she could accom-
plish her purpose, he grasped her
again, held her close while she kicked -

and struck and shrieked angrily at

him. Presently she grew tired, ex-
hausted, and he held her at arm’s length
away and leered down at her. ™
“Might as well be quiet about it” he
said. “Bein’ my wife won’t be such a
bad job. You ought to be glad of it!
And don’t worry any about your old
man and that kid brother o’ yours. I'll

~see that they get along all right.”

Liseta had a lot of spunk, and an
abundance of genuine courage to back
it up, but after all she was only a girl
in a situation where she could not fight
with any hope of success. Suddenly a

‘gush of tears came to the relief of her

strained nerves. She collapsed in the
nearest chair and gave away to a temp-
est of sobs. Chris Dattock looked down
at her, grew uncomfortable, and then
angry.

“Stop your cussed cryin’!” he or-
dered. “There ain’t anything for you
to cry about. TI’ll put you in the next
room till the preacher gets here. There
ain’t but one window, and I had slats

N

nailed across that, so you can’t get out.



~ strode back to the door s —

= rrounced

7 out upon»

A rider had co

: You see, I've thought of everythmg

Before she could guess what move he
intended making next, he had stooped
and lifted her as though she were a
child. He strode across the room and
kicked open a door, carried her into a
_small bedroom adjoining, and dumped
—her unceremomously upon the bed. He
_hurled her empty, useless six-gun
against the nearest wall. Then he

uN o
now !” he said,
“Pyve had enough of it.
there. T’ve got a lot o’ things to do—
seein’ about the stuffi for the weddin’
supper, and gettin’ out some hquor for
the boys.” =

As he started to turn away, Blll
Garch came hurtymg into the brg
_room.

“The preachers come, Boss!” he an-
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“I’m Datteck What wanted ?” -
“Near as I ¢’n make ouf, [ came here'
to engineer a weddin’ ceremon:
Morlen replied. “The trail ,
“both long and dusty, brother, but if t}ns

here is the Double Box, I've ﬁnally ar-i ==

rived.” :
~ “T never saw you before,” Dattock
said.

“You ain t a blt worse oE than thou-*

in’ around consi

“Who sent you here?”

“It’s just an accident that I’'m here,
Brother Dattock. I mean, I'm here
’causeé of an aecrdent
way to put it.” =

“Maybe you'd better do some nght
quick explamm We don’t take a fancy

all my hfe

~ here to jaspers who dont state the1r"

~ business pronto.”

“Oh, you needn’t be scared o me,' :

7 = Brother Dattock! I don t aim to chmb,

» of the small bedroom and put the

key into his pocket. Then he hurried
across the living room and followed
th ough the front door and
da of the ranch

house.

lane from the dista

now at the bottom of the steps,

slouched to one side of the saddle and
mspeetmg the place.
- Chris Dattock gave him a look of

surpnse and then one of keen appraisal.

tall ‘and rather thin, and he

" wore a o8 loag black coat and a black hat.

Moreover, hel on a white shirt and
collar. The shoulders of the coat were

~ covered with powdered trail dust, and

—the white collar had been w11ted by thef

- blazing sun.

“Who' are you?” Dattock demanded

“Me? The name’s Mart Morlen, but
I teckon that it don’t mean anything
:you Pm lookin’ for Chris Dattock,
= Double Box outht.”

_your frame, seein’ as how it’s a right —

: derstood ‘that

v -
hustled along = -
“Yeah, but another man was to do
that job for me. So where do you come
ing:— =
=T know Dave Bencher It happens
hat

Py occasion.
7 know danged well,

'Brothi Bencher is a lot better gambler =

than he is a preacher. But even the

best o' gamblers make their little mis-

takes. Brother Bencher made one,

~which is why he can’t be here.” :Z -

“What was

. ~]Datteek asked

“It was H

was engaged in playm fgambhnt‘ gme : =

called draw poker, o' which you may

have beard some time or other. Four
gents were playin’ with him, and one
o’ them happened to be an inquisitive
hombre.”

 “Yeah?” Dattock questlened

“Yeah! Tt seems that Brother

~ Bencher laid down a hand con g

That 'S the best -

Brother Bencher can’t be with you -
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four kings, and this here inquisitive
hombre happened to have a king in his
~own hand at the time.”
“Careless,” Dattock commented.

~ “T betcha! Any respectable pack o’
cards, as rnaybe you’re aware, ain’'t got
but four kings in it, and there was five
right in plain sight on the table. It
~ seems that, when this here inquisitive
hombre asked a few questions about it,
Brother Bencher couldn’t answer ’em
quick enough.”

“What happened?” Dattock asked.

“You might know. Brother Bencher
was just a mite slow on the draw. The
inquisitive cuss tossed a slug of hot
lead right quick-like, and it went
straight into the anatomy o’ Brother
Bencher, discommodin’ him cons:det-
able.”

“Kill him?”

“Nope! He’ll be up and around again
after some careful doctorin’ and nurs-
in’. But he wasn’t able to get out here
for the weddin’.

you to be disappointed.” =

Mart Morlen therenpon grmned and
got down out of his saddle. When he
stretched to remove saddle cramp, he
seemed to be a trifle more than six feet
tall. He had wide shoulders and lean
hips, and his legs were shaped like
those of a veteran cowpuncher. There
- was a capable look about him, ‘But his

of innocence.

“Are you a preacher?” Datt
manded.

“Well, ’'m as much a preacher as
Brother Bencher,” Morlen replied.
“Him and me were ordained the same
day, but I don’t recollect just when.”

Morlen grinned and winked as he
finished speaking, and Bill Garch in-
dulged in a burst of raucous laughter.

“Be quiet, you fool!” Dattock hissed
at him. “I don’t want the girl to know
that this here is goin’ to be a fake
weddin’.”
~ “Why, Mr. Dattock!” Morlen ex-
claimed. “You don’t mean that you’d
fool the girl, do you?”

So he delegated me_;
to come out in his place, not wantmr

rooms.’

Chris Dattock’s eyes suddenly grew
narrow as he advanced toward the new-
comer. =

“How do I know you’re tellin’ me.'

the truth about this?” he asked.

“Pardon me! My mistake!” Motlen

said. “I've got a letter for you from
Brother Bencher. Got interested talk-
in’ and forgot it. Here it is.

He handed a note to Dattock, and
the latter opened it and read swiftly;

Dear Dattock: .

Mart Morlen will hand you this and
explain what’s bappened to me, and he’ll
do the work as well as I could. He’s a
friend of mine.

The note was signed with David
Bencher’s - name. It seemedf
to Dattock. =

“Are you right sure you understand :

the situation?” Dattock asked.

“Sure and certain! Brother Bencher

explamed everything to me. You ¢n

just tell the girl that he couldn’t get
“here, and that I'm a new preacher from .. =

the county seat. And now, if that’s all

settled, let me remark again that the
trail had been long and hot and dusty,

and my throat needs washin’ out.”
“Mean to stand there and tell me that

a preacher’d take a drink?” =
“Way I feel now, Id sure take one if

one wasn 't given to m’e “Morlen re-

'H go atound’to ths kitchen.”

- Dattock led the way, with Mart
Morlen and Bill Garch following side
by side.

cook to growl maledictions in:
language. Dattock produc
glasses, and they drank.
“You got the girl here yet?” Morlen
asked.
“Yeah!

Locked up in on’_"'ay the

“Locked up, huh’f‘ That sounds like
she ain’t yearmn much to rush into
your arms.’

“She’s fussm about 1t some,” Dattock

admitted.

;;“k&h

They entered the kxtchen =
‘through a side door and sat at a table
there, which caused the busy Chm“e”

d bottle and

(ESDy



eloquent about what a fine thing ifll
be for her to be Mrs. Chris Dattock.
T’ll paint her future in glowin’ colors.”

~ “That might help some,” Dattock ad—f

~ mitted. “She’s been cryin’a little, too.”

girl’s name?”

pelled them.

~ “Her name is Liseta Kaymore,” he
. replied.
: Ownsihe

~_you aim te get married?”
~ “In an hour or so. Soon as the boys

f, get cleaned up a bxt after doin’ the,,
= 4 1 = "--'comer to the Double Box mformed
= ,Lxseta “Bmther Bencher wasn’t able

Py got a httle black beok wiéh it in,”>

he rephed exhibiting the volume.
4 r Bencher gave it to me. Don't
- he ¢ ot hcld of xt Dcmt

~Morlen helped himself to another
- drink without invitation.

-~ “T've got to ‘shave,” Dattock said,

“and ,pur on my new Boots

= pare the bride now.” =
_“Come alongl” Battoe  said.

Dattock got up and led the way'f‘i
‘chrough a short hall and into the hvmg} :

room. Bill Gareh went outside to give

¢ evening chores.
“B‘e eareful what you say,” Dattock

:Kaymore was a prisoner. -

—Just leave me alone with the

“Her father, Sam Kaymore, -
Bar K outfit, near here. It
~ saw them.

~He was a good man once. When

‘anybody, and least oi all to Chns at- :

— ;:ne& T won’t be marrredr , you
- marry me, then? I won’t answer the
‘questions!” =

- some necessary orders to the: men about =

“Yeah? Girls dont know thezr ownl'; whisp
minds half the time. T'll give her a
talkin’ to pretty soon. I'll grow right

the door of the room Wi
- “Don’t worry any, Broth

I'Il give her a talkin’ to. By the time

~ you get shaved and change your bgo_ts, =
~ we’ll be ready. I sure hope you have a
“That ain’t neothin’ to worIry about =
Some girls get a heap of enjoyment out
o’ cryin’,” Morlen rephed “What”s the =
= - him. “That much o’ you is like a
If Chris I)ztter:k ha&rentertamed any
suspxc:ons that Morlen was a knight
come to the rescue, that remark d;s-

good weddin® supper, *cause I'm goin’
to be hungry.”
“You’ﬂ be fed plenty,” Dattock told

preacher, anyhow. A preacher is always

~ready to eat.”

Dattock unIocked ﬂle d:oor of the
small bedroom and opemed it, leaving
the key in the lock. Liseta was sitting
on the side of the bed when they en-
tered, and sprang to her feet when she

~ “This here is the pteacher, Lxseta,”f

7Dattock ‘said. He backed out of the

room, leavmg the door about halfway
open.

“The name’s Morlen mxss, the new--

come, here in his place.

—_have & few

“Are you a preacher‘?” L!seﬁa?cned. S

“Then you can help me. All thisisa -

trick. I don’t want to be marﬁed to

saxd in soothmg tones. “I reckon you

dont quite realize what you're sayin’.

Fm rrght sure : Brother Dattoci.

“But FPve get rrght keen ~ears, Srster
,Kaymere - T'H ask them questions, and
Pm sure that T'll hear you answer 'em

»rxgkf ¥eah, Pm right sure of i€!” =

“Sb, you re'rn the plot “too!” she
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cried at him, “A fine preacher you are !

Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Let
me tell you that you'll suffer if you
do this!” -

“Nothin’ ever scares me much, not

even threats,” Mart Morlen observed.
“Y¥ou just sit right down there, and
we’ll have a little friendly talk. T
reckon that I ¢'n show you the error
o’ your ways. You’re a mighty lucky
girl, seems to me, gettin’ a fine man
like Chris Dattock for a husband. Just
think o’ this big ranch he owns!”
. “I wouldn’t care if he owned the
whole state! I hate him!” she cried.
“I don’t want to marry anybody! I—I
want to go home!”

Then the tears came again, despite
her fight to keep them back. Mart
Morlen had advanced into the room,
and had come to a stop in front of a
little table. The table was bare and
covered with a film of dust. It was an
example of the sort of housekeeping
they had at the Double Box Ranch.
_“This here place sure needs a
woman,” Morlen said.

is, and the hand ought to be holdin’
a dust cloth. Look at the dust on the
table! You'd be doin’ a great service
_to take charge o’ this house and clean
it up.”

- “I’ve got my dad’s house to take care

all this on the other side of the door.
They could hear his boots creak as he
moved slightly. Morlen grinned at that.
Evidently Dattock was not sure of him
et.
: “Yeah, it’s an awful state thlS house
is in,” Morlen continued. “I'm right
- sure you won't stand for dust like this
when you're Mrs. Dattock.”
~ As he finished speaking, Liseta hap-
pened to look up and meet his eyes
- squarely, and she thought there was a
peculiar expression around them, Mor-
len glanced down at the table, up at
her again, and then at the table once
more. Liseta 1ooked down—and gasped.

“It needs the
touch of a woman’s hand, as the sayin”

With his forefinger, Mart Morlen
had marked in the dust on the top of
the table. What he had marked was
her father’s brand—a Bar K! :

CHAPTER V
Unexpected Help

HEN Liseta had dismounted to

enter the Double Box ranch
house, Caracol had been left standing
with reins trailing. One of the Doublc
Box men had taken Chris Dattock’s
mount away, but Caracol had been neg-
lected because no specific orders had
been issued regarding him.

So he waited there patiently for a
time, switching his tail at the flies
which tormented him, and suff nng be-
cause of the heat. Presentl oved
away a few feet, and finally he did
what any sensible pony would have
done under the circumstances — wan-
dered around the end of the veranda
and to the side of the house, where
there was some shade.

- Caracol found himself standmg near
a window, and he looked through it
and into a room. He could see hlS mls-
tress sitting on the edge of =
sobbing. Caracol wondered What new
trouble had come to her and whyshe
did not come out of the - and go

crymg after a time.
.d away her tears, and seemed
to grow rather determined about some-
thing. But she remained sitting there
on the side of the bed.

Caracol’s attention was distracted at
that moment by the arrival of Mar‘t\
Morlen, and presently Morlens =
came around the corner of th
also, seeking the shade. Ca
no advances. He did no ecogmze the
brand the other horse wore, and Cara-
col was always a bit timid about mix-
ing with strangers. Moreover, he was

“interested anew in what washappemng

inside the room.

When Liseta saw that Bar K brand
marked on the dusty table, traced
there by Mart Morlen’s forefinger, she




= f ﬁashea Morlen a smft look, and caught

~_his frown of warning just in time to
~ make her hold back an excited speech.
-~ Hope came to her. She knew that

~ Chris Dattock was standing on the
_other side of the half-opened door, and
-~ so she tried to act a part.

“There won't be -any wedding!” she

~ stormed. “You can’t marry a girl when
- she won’t give her consent,

you run off the range for this!”

: “Oh, there’ll be a weddm all nght P

out the certlﬁcate and ﬁle T ot the

“county seat all very neat and proper.
‘Brother Dattock’s cowpunchers will do
~for witnesses. Everybody will know
“that you’re married—no questlon o’
—thatt —

Liseta resume& her s

of the bed when he motioned for her'

to do se, and pretended to sob again.
Morlen moved slowly around the room,

_inspecting it, glancing at her frequent-

: 1y as he did so. 1
_the door, to find
“the other side of it.

~“She’ll be easy enough to hand*le'r
ceremony
= = her acang

when the txme for Athe

~ “Youc'n go “ahead and shave. PlI keep
_right on talkin’ to her. By time you
get s—ha;‘{
trance.”
~ He grinned at Da

“Who are you? 2 Liseta whispered.

- “Yes'm. Thete may be almle mckusi”
— about doin’ it, but I reckon it c’'n be
~—done. Is that your gun over there by =

~ the wall on the floar?”
~ “Yes—empty,” she whzspered

Morlen winked at her by way of

_warning, and then lifted his voice far

the beneﬁt of anybody ‘who mxght be'
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~ Sister Kaymore,” 1
_want to get settled in life.

P’il have wor
- Meet him with a smile when he comes

ave her talked mto a-

7“Espec1a11y that last.

=

hstenmg on the other sxde oI the door.

There was more than an even chance

that Dattock had stationed Bill Garch
or some other spy there. - =
“It’s right that a pretty glrih'ke you'
should be married to a man o’ substance,
Morlen saidi “You
Make up
your mind to be a faithful wife, helpin’
your husband work and get along.

home from the daily toil.”

Her eyes twinkled at him for an in-
stant, and then she bent herhgaﬂ again.
Mart Morlen sat down beside her. He

was fumbling in one of his peckets.

“The greatest job_on earth that a 7

- woman o¢’n_have is just bein’ the right

ind o’ wife,” he continued, speakmgr

r—uiistentorran tones and in an oratorical
— manner.

“Think what you ¢’n do to

this house, for instance. I'Hl bet that
inside a month a body wouldn’t know

the placel” ,
_He slipped his hand towatd her own
he ceased speaking, and gave her
éQzen'cartndges “Get your gun
hispered.

Lxseta got d centmued

“I tell
ried!” she cried. - =

“But you’re sure gom fi) be, stterl,:.—,,
Raymore, so you might as well smile
about it. Never cry! A gent don’t like

| tears. They dampen his splnt& I could_ —
‘the dm almost shut as he turrre&f?_v “hou Hin’ —

- away, then went “back toward the bed s
~ as Dattock hursied to another room.

Lzseﬁa had crossed the room swxftly; =

E and silently as he spoke, and had

- picked up her six-gun from the floor,

~ where Chris Dattock had thrown it.

~ She filled the gun and returned it to
_her holster ~Mart Morlen was on his

“Yeah, you want to be ev aful
and loyal and hard-workin’,” he saxd

Make your man
proud o’ you, so he’ll boast in town
what a fine wife he's got!—Is that your
pony out there by my horse?” Th

‘last sentence was spoken in ‘whispers.

Llseta nodded m the afﬁrmanve




- thought »

Morlen was inspecting the strips of

wood that had been nailed across the
window on the outside. He saw that
they could not be removed quickly, or
without making considerable noise and
attracting the attention of the enemy.

“We’ll have to make a break right
through the front room and try to get
to the horses,” he whispered.

“I'm ready.” '

“Here are some more cartridges. Bet-
ter slip ’em into your jacket pocket.
It may be hot and heavy goin’.”

“Anything is better than this,” she
said.

“Uh-huh! You just hold in your
horses till I give the word. We want
to be sure that we’ve got a fair chance.”

Mart Morlen crossed the room to the
door again. It remained open for not
more than half a foot. He glanced out
into the other room. Chris Dattock
and Bill Garch were not to be seen,
but one of the Double Box vaqueros
was there, moving some of the furni-
ture around.

Morlen winked at her warningly
again, and continued his sermon anent
married life. Liseta was doing a lot of
rapid thinking. “She never had seen this
man before, never had heard his name,

= and did not know why he should have

come to her rescue. It was something

of a mystery. But to get away from the
Double Box ranch house was the most

important thing at the moment, she
Explanatwns could come
iater. :

Tt would be sundown inside a couple
of hours. Her father would be wonder-
ing what had become of her, would be
worrying about her. Perhaps he would
be sending out the two Bar K punchers
who still remained with the outfit, to

search for her. She wished that Morlenr

would hurry.

~ But Mart Morlen seemed to be deter-
mined to take his time about it. As he
talked to her, he passed and repassed
the door, and each time he glanced
through it and into the other room,
watching the vaquero working there.
He could hear Dattock talking to some-

R T
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body in another part of the house.
Men were also talking and laughing
outside, down by the bunkhouse, as

they prepared for Dattock’s wedding

and the feast which was to follow.
“Yeah, you're sure a lucky girl to get
such a husband, whether you think it
or not,” Morlen orated. “You ought to
be laughin’ instead o’ weepin’. Just try
to be calm, Sister Kaymore, Show the
lucky bridegroom a smilin’ and happy

face.” He whispered to her again. “Bet-

ter get ready for action. That vaquero
is fixin’ to leave the other room.”
~ Liseta went closer to him, watching
him, ready to make a move as soon as
he gave the word. He reached out and
pulled the door open wider, moving it
carefully so that the hinges made no
sound. He put out his head and made
a swift inspection of the living room.

Stepping back a few feet, he stripped
off the black coat and tossed it aside.
He yanked off the wilted collar and the -
r¢, and hurled them from him
as though they had been badges of
some infamy. Beneath, he was wearing
the proper garb for the range. Two
guns, about which there was something
that spoke of frequent use, swung from
holsters in his belt.

Mart Morlen’s manner had chaaged
swiftly, too. He seemed to have doffed

_his comparati!lﬁ gentility with his

black coat and white shirt. To Liseta
Kaymore he did not seem to be the
same person. He was “suddenly alert,
thoroughly alive, a man with nerves
on edge, a fighter prepared to strike.
“Everybody s out o’ sxght now. Let s
go? he said. - ==
CHAPTER VI=
Chase and Batt]e

ISETA ‘did not have the oppor-

tunity at that moment to do any
more thinking about the sitmation. It
was a time for action rather than
thought. Mart Morlen had taken com-
mand, and she sensed that her part for
the time being would be only that of
a follower. € -

T i



1y and looked out.

~ An instant
the wide veranda, and | ‘

—been closed sofﬂy behmd them They
_ran across the porch and went skipping

of the vaquercs ha;ﬁp _
from his work and catch sight of them
7as _they Vda d _a_x_jound

—— :
_tions. Some of the punchers rushed out
.of the bun:khouse

= toId Liseta
a&er ‘us.” '
~ Caraeol was standmg in tl’re : de’{ ;
= abesuie Morlen s mount when he saw his
- mistress and this strange man running
*f’towatﬂt:m In an instant, Liseta and
~ Morlen were in their saddles, and Ca-
ffacol found that he was to have a run-
:;.nmg mater : =

him. When they came to the
front door, Morlen opened it cautious-
His inspection of
the immediate neighborhood was swift

- but thorough.

- “Safe enough' Come on,”

he whis-
pered.

down the steps, intending to get around

_the corner of the building and" reach
~their mounts. ’Fhe%

the gravel of the Iz

‘Getting safely out of the house was
~ 2 thing that had been managed very
~well, but they ‘were not to reaeh_ the:r

o glaﬁéé up

he corner of

—“We’ve got to get goin’ now,” MorIen;"
“They’!l” ure be rxght"' rra

~ with the exceptic

~ time in senseless rage. _ =
"‘J__f “After ’em!” he roared. “Go get ‘emt
_ Brmg ‘em back! Plug that hombre if

- worked fevensh}y to catch up and sad-

~ capture dxﬁc;ﬂt.

: Thty sllpped nmseiessly gnto the b}gi; — To ge
= }hvmg room and went down its length' th ey w
- rapidly, making for the closed front
~door. They could hear Chris Dattock
~ boasting loudly to somebody else in
— one of the other rooms, and could hear
- the answering Iaughter ef the man he
: ',,addressed
Mart Morlen moved smftly, ané w1th‘
not much more noise than a lizard
might have made. Liseta kept a pace
— behind

Thexr mounts wese pushed toiiﬂ] speed =
immediately. Liseta found ‘herself in
the lead, and heard Mart Morlen s h@w =
of command: ~
“You hit for heme' I’m rlght behmd '

y°u { £2d

As he ﬁmshed ﬁhoutmg, one of his
six-guns cracked. It was a random

shot he sent flying back, not meant to —

wound or slay, but to chsco_ = :
diate and close pursuit and confound
his enemies for a moment. " He could

see the Double Box punehers rushmg’l =

around almlessly

= _Guns_basked and bullets few near

'ivdés ed down the lane, urgmg their -
mounts, rapidly putting themselves be-

yond six-gun range, reahzmg that their
advantage would be in gettmg as much -

a start as possible. ——=
_Back at the Double Bogz, Ght;s Dat-f =
It'emerged from the house with his
ith shaving lather. Bill
y houtmg osders, and

Garch was alre
men were rush

which happened to be Bll :

31tuatzon 1rmnedaately He wasted ne

-don't hurt the gu‘lf

,Get gom’{,What you waitin’ for?”

cuxsmg —— a rnadman tumed e

~dashed baek into the house te get his

guns. Bown at the corral, punchers

dle mounts, Fhe horses had been fright-
ened, and were mlllmg, makmg then. —
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Bill Garch and his two companiens,
already on the trail of the fugitives,
were urging their mounts to utmost
speed, Morlen and Liseta had reached

the road and had turned north, toward _

the-distant Bar K. For half a mile or
so they had rough going, so that their
foes gained on them rapidly as they
traveled better ground. Bill Garch
whipped out a gun and opened futile
fire.

Morlen urged his horse up: beside
Liseta. v

“Stick to good ground and make a
run for it!” he shouted to her. “They’ll
have to travel some to get us!”

Liseta bent over Caracol’s neck and
“yip, yipped” into his ear. Caracol was
willing to travel at top speed, especial-
ly since they were headed for home.

Something seemed to tell the pony that

he should get to the Bar K as quickly
as possible. Caracol did not pretend to
know what this was all about, but he
felt that he would be safer at home,
and his mistress also.

They dashed around a curve in the
-road, where frowning rocks hid the
pursuit for a shert time. Caracol’s
hooves were sending back a huge cloud
of fine dust, and through this dust
cloud Mart Morlen was compelled to
ride. They dashed down one slope and
began the ascent of another,

-~ Here speed had to be slackened
again, and here once more their three
foes gained on them. Guns barked be-
hind them, but they were out of good

six-gun range. ‘Morlen sent a couple
of answering shots in the dlrectxon of

the ehemy.

Mart Morlen had a full realization
of the situation. He knew that the
Double Box men would try to bring
him down. His escape would mean that
Liseta Kaymore would have a witness

-to back up her story of what Chris Dat-
tock had attempted. So he could expect
no mercy from the Double Box men.

-~ When they came to the top of the
~ hill, level country was in front of them,

and the ground was firm and the going
good. From this spot it was not more

than three miles to the Bar X ranch
house. Around the next curve, they

would be able to see the ranch build-

ings ncstlmg in a tiny cup in the hxlls
“Yip, yip!” Liseta cried.
Caracol was runing now with his ears

back, his eyes blazing, and his beﬂy‘ to -
the ground. This was the sort of thing

Caracol liked. He could hear the
hooves of Morlen’s horse pounding be-
hind him, and that urged him.to fresh
endeavor. He’d show this strange horse

a thing or two about running!
So Caracol lengthened his stride,

listened for Liseta’s “yip, yip,” alive
to every touch of a spur, every jerk on
the reins. Presently, the sound of
pounding hooves behind him grew
fainter. He was beating that other
horse, Caracol thought, running away

from him. If this was a race, he would
carry his mistress through a winner.

“Yip, yip!” Liseta cried again.

In answer to that appeal, Caracol for- -
got even the other horse, forgot every-
“thing except giving Liseta the speed

she seemed to desire. He dashed
around another curve, and heard the

- pounding hooves no- more.

But there was a good and sufficient
reason for that, and it was not the ex-
cessive speed of Caracol. As-a-matter

of truth, Mart Morlen’s mount could

keep up with Caracol any day, barring
accidents. But an accident had hap-
pened.

By turns Watchmg Lxseta flying in
front of him, and glancing behind to

see whether the enemy was gaining,

Mart Morlen rode with speed and skill.
The men behind were firing random
shots again. Morlen did not take the
trouble to fire in reply. =

His mount suddenly rmssed stride,
staggered, went on. Morlen though’
nothing of it at first. But again the

horse lurched and staggered, and Mor-

len knew he was hurt, whether by a

chance bullet, or whether he had turned

an ankle on a stone, Morlen did not
know. But he did know that he could

not go on, could not maintain that furi-

ous speed,




~held a small advantag
— ons were conceme& Buf “the odds as

= - His rifle cracked,
~ Double Box vaqueros. sank back behind
~a rock with his right arm dangling.

road curved through a little natural
“pass, to one side of which there was
a Jumble of rocks. He knew that he
“would be out of sight of the enemy for
- a moment there. His mount slackened
‘spéed again, seemed to be laboring.
Morlen pulled to one side of the road
- and sprang from the saddle. He }erked
~ his rifle out of the saddle boot. An in-
stant later he had left his horse with

among the rocks =
- He came “to the summxt and ﬁattened
himself on the hard ground with a huge
boulder for shelter. Bill Garch and the
other two Deuble Box men were com-

ing on at top speed. They caught sight

of Morlen’s horse standing beside the
trail. Garch waved a hand at the
others, and they slackened speed.
~Morlen’s rifle cracked. The bullet
kxcked up a spurt of dust a few feet

ahead of the three, ghanced and struck
rush.

a rock, and _sang off
Garch and_ “his “companions scatteret
pulled to either side of the trail.

~Bill Garch believed that Morlen was
making a stand to allow Liseta a chance
to_escape. “He knew t would be
suicide to try to ride through that little
pass.-—He could not hope to recapture
the girl. But perhaps he could seal
~ Mart Morlen's hpsioremr( - :

Garch howled orders to t

two. As Morlem sent another!ballet.,—

- flying near them, all three sprang out
of their saddles and rushed for cover.
~ They had only s:x guns, so Morlen

a-whele were three to one against him.
- Changing position slightly, Mart
Morlen prepared to withstand a siege.
and one of the

A iusﬂ]ade came in-reply. Bullets

= sang among the rocks, shrieked past
~ Morlen’s head He changed his pos1-

== tlon agam
~—"The enemy was qmet for a txme,

' 'eheh and Morlen guessed that they

He was approachmg a spot where the

ﬁ—Hewason',

age as far as weap-

'setﬂed down to

were trymg to work, éward hzm “with-
out exposing themselves. —-’He became
-doubly alert. He saw an ed leg,
fired and missed. Once more there was :
a fusillade from six-guns, and Mart
Morlen crouched behind his- boul&er =
until it was over and his fees were re= -
loading, hoping that ne ricecheted bul-
“let would strike him.

He could tell from the ﬁnng that he
had only two enemxes w1th whom to

~was out of the ﬁghtmg, but Morlenr :
“sensed that Bill Garch and the other
“uninjured man were adept at this sort
of fighting, and would know all the
tricks.

He fired a random shot and drew;. =
“three in return. He knew that all three
~came from the same gun. -~ While one

— of his ‘enemies maintained “fire, the

other was trymg to-get nearer. They
were taking turns at it, he guessed.
He grinned because the tnck was such

He
—the knoll and changed his positien fifty
feet to one side. “There he crept to the
summit again. of
_crack of a gun, reveale =
—one of the enemy was stat:oned, and ,
he sent a couple of meffectual bullets!i
flying. =
~ He had no chance to make a run foz_r ==
e ground, quite a dis-
edid not know
“how badly hurt, or how:
~did notkn‘ yw whether the animal would
‘be able to carry a rider, He supposed =
that Liseta had got to the Bar K by-
—this time, and was safe. == =

More bullets flew near hzm, ‘and he :
the g;nn busmess of = —

tance from hi

_beatin Han
changed shots at ‘every opportur

“Then there was a period of‘qmet, an
“he guessed that Bill Garch and the
vaquero were preparmg terush him, to —
run grave risks in an attempt to get to .' =
~close quarters. =
— Morlen shifted hxs pOSltldn again,
getting to better cover and a slightly
lngher elevatwn He swept the hlllsade"




~with rapid rifle fire, and reloaded quick-

ly. He looked at his six-guns, put them
on the ground beside him, scattered
extra ammunition where he could easi-

- ly reach it.

»

-Once more a fusxllade came from
below, and again bullets sang danger-
ously near as they struck rocks and
ricocheted. Morlen was holding his fire
now until he could see a target. He
suddeniy heard shots from a different
direction, heard Bill Garch bellowing
something to his companion,
rather startled Mart Morlen. He won-
dered whether they were attempting
some new sort of trick.

Then he saw something that startled
him more. This last burst of firing had
been from the weapon of a friend, not
a foe. Garch and his companion had
been flanked neatly, and were darting
from rock to rock in careful retreat.
Mart Morlen caught sight of the per-
son who had come to his rescue.

It was Liseta!

CHAPTER VII
A Moment of Sbame

ORLEN’S ﬁrst shock of surprxse

was soon followed by another.
He could see that Bill Garch and the
vaquero were really in retreat, not
merely retiring to a better and safer

position with the idea of continuing

the battle, Liseta emptied her six-gun
in their direction, and they did not re-
ply. They were making for their horses.

Morlen saw them stop and give aid to
the wounded man. Then they disap-

peared behind some rocks.

That was dangerous, Morlen knew.
If Garch and his vaquero mounted, they
could ride on ahead and block the trail
to the Bar K Ranch. Scrambling over
the rocks, Morlen hurried toward
Liseta, to make her acquainted w1th
this situation.

She was leaning nonchalantly agamst

- a boulder when he came to her, smiling

as she reloaded her six-gun.
“What you doin’ hete ?” Morlen de-
mandnd :

That
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“Why, I missed you, and rode back
to see what had happened,” she replied.

“Yeah? WNow we’re in a nice mess!
They'll mount and get between us and
the Bar K.”

“Oh, I never thought of that e she
said.

““¥ou never thought o’ that!” Morlen
mimicked. “This here is a nice fix!
But we’ll get over the rocks and try to
keep ’em from gettin’ through the pass,
or stealin’ our mounts. You c'n keep
behind.”

“Why?” Liseta asked.

“Want to get shot?” he thundered at
her. “I never did see such a girl! You
were all fixed to get home safe—”

“Did you want me to ride away and
leave you to get shot?” she asked.
“Look back down the trail. See that
dust cloud? More Double Box men
coming, and Dattock is probably with
them. How long would you have
lasted ?”

“Come on,”  Morlen urged “We’ll
have to keep them two hombres from
gettin’ through the pass. Where’s your

~ pony?”

- “Down beside the trail.”

“Uh-huh! They’ll get hold of him
and my horse, and then we’ll be plumb
ruined.”

“Look!” Liseta cried, suddenly.

Morlen looked. Bill Garch and his
vaquero had come into view again, and
they were mounted. The wounded man
was mounted also, and they were help-
ing him along. There was no question
abeut it now—they were retreating.

‘And then Mart Morlen saw the rea-
son for their move. Over a hill and
down toward them came a coupl€ of
riders, guns out and blazing.

““They’re Dad’s punc’hers e Llseta
cried. -

“Yeah? They ve sure come at a
danged good time,” Morlen admitted.
“Let’s get down to our mounts. We'd
better hit for the Bar K. If that’s Chris
Dattock comin’, he’ll follow until he
gets almost to the ranch. You c¢'n lay
a bet on ’chat He ain’t yearnin’ for me
to get away.”
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. The two Bar K punchers reached the
~ trail, emptied their guns at the fleeing
- men, and then raced toward the little
pass. Liseta and Morlen were in the
trail when they rode up. Liseta ex-
_plained a little of the situation to them
as she got on Caracol.

Morlen got into his saddle, having
decided, upon investigation, that his
horse was not injured to any pgreat ex-
tent, that possibly he had only suffered
a spram. -

“Get goin’!” he snapped to Laseta» '

“P’11 ride behind.”

“You ride with me,” Liseta ordered.
“The boys will ride behind.”

There was no argument about it. At
a fair rate of speed they went to the

top of the hﬂl ‘and started down the
“slope on the other side, with the Bar K
ranch buildings in plain view. The two
Bar K men stopped at the crest of the
_hill to watch the advancing enemy.

d no idea of

‘But Chris Dattock |
following them as far as
He knew that the range woufd arm
against him if he did such a thing. So
he ordered his men back, after blister-

- ing Bill Garch and the two who had

been with him with caustic words. It
was a time to retreat and fix up some
__stozy to tell, and lay plans for the
punishment of a certain Mart Morlen.
“Now, maybe yowll tell me some
“things,” Liseta said, as they started
along the lane toward the Bar K ranch
house.
“Ain’t much to tell, I reckon.”

“¥You got me out of the Double Box

ranch house- —

“Ob thatP

burg, Miss Kaymore, and I happened
to hear a man named Dave Bencher
talkm:‘:to one of his friends,” Morlen

"~ “Dave ‘Bencher, the preacher ?”
“He ain’t a preacher—he’s a gambler
from the county seat, an old friend o’
~ Dattock’s. That was goin’ to be just a
tnck matnage I learned all the de-

meant it =

c > Who are you, and why d1d you do

“Well,f was fussin’ around in Mesa-

tails. So i Just watched my chance and
got hold o’ Mr. Bencher, and took him
out o’ town and tied him up where he
wouldn’ be found quick. Then I took
his preacher clothes and faked up a
note to Dattock, and rode out in Dave
Bencher’s place.”

' “To save me?” she asked.

“Yes’'m, I reckon! I sure didn’t aim
to stand by and let any girl get tricked
like that. I thought it’d be great fun
to do it—and it was.” -

“But why?” Liseta insisted. “Why
didn ’t you just tell the sheriff or some-
body like that?” :

“Oh, they might have moved too
slow, and there wasn’t any time to
waste !” 7
- “Well, I'm thankmg you, Mr. Mor-

len””

“Now, that ain’t necessary at all.”

“But still, I don’t qufite understand
it,” she told him. “So many men
wouldn’t have taken all that risk for a
girl they didn’t know. You've never

- seen me before, have you?” -

“I never had the pleasure until to-

day, ma’am. But that’s my hard luck.

I’d have been ridin’ this ‘here range a
lot sooner if I’'d known _you were on
lt »”

“Vou don’t hove to make pretty

- speeches.” :
“I don’t even know that was a pretty ——

speech,” Mart Morien said. “Gosh,

 “That's & prettler speech than thev
other,” Liseta told him, smiling. “It’s

-almost sunset. You've got to come to

the Bar K and stay the mght, and let
Dad and Bobby thank you.” ' :

“Oh, 1T was aimin’ to pay a visit to
the Bar K anyhow,” Morlen replied.

Before she could ask him to explain

that remark, the two Bar K punchers~

- caught up with them and gawe the in-

formation that the Double Box men
had turned back toward home. Liseta
explained a bit more of what had hap-
pened, and the two looked at Mart
Morlen with greater interest and more
kindness. Then, at Liseta’s order, they
rode ahead.-



= {fhe way tetheheuse

- “asked. '
~~ “Just Dad and BobBy, and the two

fWe—we arent m tip-top shape at
 the Bar K,” she apologized.
— “P’ve heard about it. But shucks, that

_ain’t nothin’! Any outfit is liable to
~ have a lean season now and then. Give

‘me a cup o’ coffee and a hunk o’ bread,

= ~— and a place to flop in the bunkhouse,
— and it'll suit me fine. T want to talk

to your dad, too. I’ve heard a lot ahout
him?

— “Dadi tsa t—-well he isn’t the man he
used to be, not since S mother &1ed,”
Liseta said. =
-~ “T know. You dont have to tell me

“nothin®”

“YWe'll turn our mounts into the cor-

ral, and then T'll take you to the house,”
= she said, = —

-~ The two punchers were wa;txng for
them, to take their horses. One of them
was trying to signal a message to
Liseta, but she did not netice i
- “Where’s Bobby:?” she asked. =
=3 reckon that he went into town,
miss,” one of the punchers replied.
Liseta frowned. She knew what that

~ meant. But she choked back the tears

and tried to smrle at Morlen. And be-
fore either of the Bar K punchers cou
“tell her anything more, she was I ing

mg the Bar
— R with rapid glances. What he saw told _

— hxm the entn:e story of the ranch’s de—

i,property he had seeni - gom*gv to rui
There was a thoughtful look in his

= ;,—Zface as _he followed Liseta up the W
= _‘;nekety steps and across- the creakn;zg
——porehe— = =

~ “How much of‘an outﬁt youigot?’ he

“punchers,” Liseta replied. “We've got

— an old Chinese cook who's been with
= us. fer years-—cant dne, hlm away. E

— “Yeah? Well T wouldn’t won‘y too ] £
I guazant‘ee results;t But 'therefs_«

much ‘about it, if T was you,”* Mart

~ Morlen told her. “Lean seasons have
be s habﬁ of endm’ when you least expect
== 'lt”'
Lzseta swhedas she opened the front

cook puttering around in the kitchen,

}Lzseta said.

:you telhn me ” “Morlen repl'ed
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jdoor 1 wasalmost dark in the hous&
~ but no lamps had been hghte& in

front. They could hear the Chi
and odors of coo)fing foed were in the
-air.
—“Fust stand there tIIl I ﬁnd a lamp,
“I guess Dad isn’t back
‘yet. He said he was going to nde up
to the draw this afternoon,” -
Morlen remained standing just mside

— the door while she went slowly across

the room. A match was struck, touched
to the wick of a kerosene lamp. Liseta
adjusted the & turned back
toward him. =

Then she gave a httle cry, ha =
pity and half of embarrassment, and
ran quickly across the room. Her father —
was stretched on a couch there. Mart

~ Morlen hurri d up besxde her. But one

- Morlen, and
ed -an odor he knew

“well. Sam Kaymore was not ill. He

was sleeping theslecp of an intoxicated
man who had drunk himself 1nto a state
DI coma. - == : == E

There was a‘momerxtf'

: her hands flew to he ;;face in a gesture

of shame. :
Suddenly she feIt Mart Morlen sarm -
“across her shoulders, his hand pattmg

—her. =
“That

- “Now, now,” he Sald softly
ain’t doin =

-~ I ¢'n tunderstand all about xt w1thout

You ‘yearn to have him cu
“Yes—oh, yes !t’ —==

condition I've got to make.”
 “What's that?” she asked.
 “You’ll stand back and keep Iiands ,

off and you’ﬂ seeJnm the oth' s keep
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lmnds off. You don't know me, or any-
_ thing about me. But if you ¢’n trust
me some—"

“Oh, I feel that 1 can!” Liseta told
him, without knowing exactly why she
should say such a thing. “P’ll stand

~ back—and keep hands off! =

_CHAPTER VIII
KaymorerIs Cured

ART MORLEN patted ber on
the shoulder again, a reassuring
sort of pat that she liked. Then he
‘straightened up and became severely
business-like.
“Fair enough!” he said. “It’s a deal!
You tell that chink cook o’ yours to get
-a big pot o’ strong coffee ready. Then
sklp out and warn them two punchers
o’ yours to keep their hands off me,
whatever I do.”
“But what are you going to do?” Li-
seta asked.
“There you go, askin® quesnons al-

ready! I’m goin’ to start the cure right

here and now, since you’re so anxious
to know. No sense in wastin® time. I

want to talk to your dad, and I can’t

~do it while he’s like this, can I?”
Without asking any more questions
——apout it, Liseta hurried out into the
kitchen to give the cook the order
about the coffee. Mart Morlen stooped
and lifted the unconscious Sam Kay-
~more and got his body across his
shouiders. Then he strode through the
front door, across the creaking porch,
and dovm the rlckety staus to the
ground.
The sun had dxsappeared behmd the
~ western hills, and the orange and scar-
let banners of the sunset were gone
from the sky. A soft dusk enveloped

the range, but there remained light

enough for Morlen’s purpose. He had
noticed several things before he had
gone into the house, and one of them
—had been a large watering trough near
the corral.
Mart Morlen strode toward this
4rough now, carrying Kaymore. Down
at the bunkhouse, the two Bar K cow-

punchers were washing up in basins on
a bench outside the door. They saw
Morlen and his peculiar burden, con-
tinued their washing process, but spoke 5
together in low tones. ,

Morlen marched straight to the ‘wa-
tering trough and dumped the owner of
the Bar K outfit into the cool flood.
There was a big splash, a gurgle. One
of the men by the bunkhouse gave a
yell of surprise and protest. Morlen
grasped Sam Kaymore and pulled him
out, so he would not drown.

- “What you doin’ there?”

The call came from one of the punch-
ers, but Mart Morlen gave it not the
slightest attention. He waited a mo-
ment, and then tossed Kaymore into
the water again. The front door of the
house was opened, a streak of light
shot out, and through the streak ran
Liseta, hurrying down to the corral to
see what was happening.

“Hey, you—1” one of the punchers
shouted. ‘

The two men left the wash bench
and started running toward the corral.
Morlen noted that Liseta would reach
the spot a moment before they could
do so, and hence did not worry. He
reached into the trough and pulled
Sam Kaymore out of the flood. The
Bar K’s owner muttered, a sign of en-
couragement.

“What’s all this?” one of the men
cried. s -

Now Liseta was beside Morlen, too,
fear for her father mirrored in her
face. :

“Don’t—don’t,” she begged.

“Remember your promise—hands
off I” Morlen said. “You’d better ex-
plain to these here wild waddies so

they won’t climb my frame, I reckon.”

He dipped Kaymore again, hauled
him forth, and propped him against a
corral post. Kaymore was muttering
again, trying to talk.

“Help me get him on his feet,” Mor-
len ordered, presently

The men sprang to help hxm, thle
Liseta watched from a few feet awav.
They forced Sam Kaymeore to walk



— back and forth along the corral fence,

_ being almost compelled to drag ‘him.
- After a time, Morlen returned to the
~ trough, and ogce more ducked his man.
- “It's one o’ the kindest ways,” he an-
~ ~ nounced. “¥You reckon that coﬁ’ee is

== ,ready, ‘Liseta?”
~ “Tt should be.”

“Then we’ll take him to hlS houser’
and to his bedroom. You c¢’n go ahead,
~Liseta, and search the house for- liquor.

~Pour out one tumbler of it, and get the
rest out o the way. “Don’t have to de-

stroy it, but get it where your father
—won’t be able to find it.”
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3hcusehold ammonia, — he
~was there with the two
- had eaten while Morle

;;he’lf‘b’e out here soon,”
~ported.

neath Kaymore’s nostrils.

-~ That was only the start of it Thr =
quarters of an hour later, Mart Morlen —
stepped into the living room. Liseta
chers. They
d been at
work, at Morlen’s suggestion.

“He’s gettin’ into dry clothes, and
Morlen re-
—“T reckon I threw a scare into

him. He ain’t sure just what I am.
He thinks maybe I'm a deputy sheriff —
come to throw him out o’ the old

“They obeyed hIS orders thhout pre- =

: test.

~ situation, they wene glad to- help They '

knew that heroic methods were the
only ones to use in such a case. But
_there had been nobody to use them be-

~ fore. They had not >

~ hands on their boss.

~ Mart Morlen carried Sam Kaymore

~ back into the house and to his room.
He stripped the tiothes off the half-

~ unconscious man, rubbed his body
- briskly with a coarse towel he found,
— and wrapped a blanket around him.
- Liseta came to- the door w
—coffee,

Morlen pzz.u-e&

it cool, while he sat beside Kaymore
-and shook h1m until his teeth chat-,;;
= "—;ory green, is it?” =

iears gashed suddenly from Sam

“cruel if you don't!” =

= “Wh&—whc areyca » Sam Kaymore

mouﬂ;ed = =

O Ter now, I'm the doctm“
'ri,rephed

—you’re: gom to, just the same! One
“yap out o’ you, and I'm goin’ to smash
~ youone! I'm the doctor just rrow, and
— man, how I can doctor?” =
~ “Gimme a drink!” =
= “Yeah, o’ coﬂ'ee P Mart Morlen Sald
: ","‘Drmk;t"’ =
‘He compelled Sam Iéaymore to drmk

cormortrng ‘him. Pla

ain’ta vei:y gaod way to 1«:een her mem-—

tered. :
== "¥ou got te e =
~announced. “I'm goin® to treat you -

“¥ou drink this coffee! e
1 know you ~don’t want to do it, but[:f,

len—
: to Mont:
~ He poured another cup, and made him

- drink that. He went to the door and -
= caIled Lxseta, sent her for the bnttle of 1eft here. I got szck o’ the ncrth after

Kaymore came into the hvmg rooiﬁ' =
white, shaken, sick Sam Kaymore, who
tottered when he walked and sank

down in the nearest chan-

in front of Kavmore Mor ’

Mr

Kaymore, but I-just had to do V'f,‘.
en saxd “You needed a jolt that's

you remember?” - =
“I—1 seem fo remember a

2 Kaymore‘beg&n
~“Surel T ny:

“and he did right weH Died about ;
~months ago, and left nobody but
“Bill Morlen's boy!”

“Yeah! Just a Little shaver wheq we
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my father died, and thought that I'd way, you did some shootin’ up your
~ drift down here. I came to the Mesa- own self,” Morlen mterrupted

burg range solely cause 0" you.” “Tell me—tell me,” Kaymore begged
“’Cause o me?” Kaymore asked, them.
weakly Morlen got up and walked around

- “Yeah' My father always held you the room while Liseta gave her father

up to me, Mr. Kaymore. He thought the details of the affair. When she had

that you was about the finest man finished, Morlen stopped in front of
alive. He was always comparm other Kaymore and iooked down at him.

men to you. I've been carryin’ a pic- “Well, Mr. Kaymore, it’'s up to you
ture o’ you in my mind ever since I was now,” he said. “If I've glven you a
a little boy. A fine, upstandin’ man, jolt, I'm right glad. You ain’t really
knowin’ how to appreciate his friends the kind o’ man to do this thing. Are
and fight his enemies! A man fora boy you goin’ to make my father out a liar?

to pattern after, my dad used to say.’ Lisetal!”
- “T—I—" Kaymore seemed unable to “Yes, Mart?”
focus his thoughts. “You go get that tumbler. Your dad

“So I came here, Mr. Kaymore, to see feels pretty sick and weak right now, I
that pattern of a man, and maybe settle reckon”
‘down and live my life near him. And  Liseta hurried into the kitchen, and
what do I find, Mr. Kaymore? I heard Mart Morlen walked back and forth

the whole story in the county seat, and across the room again, saying nothmg,'

1 heard it again in Mesaburg. Sam Kay- while Sam Kaymore sat bent forward in
more, a man others turn up therr noses his chair, his face buried in his hands.

at! Sam Kaymore—slippin’” ~ When Liseta came back, Morlen hur-

~ “Don’t, boy—don’t!” ~ ried up to her and took the glass from
“Maybe it’ll do you good to hsten, “her hand.
Mr. Kaymore You want that my mind “I reckon that a lot o’ water and a
picture o’ you should be ruined? You powerful lot ¢’ coffee on an upset
want me to go away from here, tellin’ stomach calls for some medicine,” Mor-

myself that my dad must have been Ilen said. “I know all about these kind
_crazy-to talk about you the way he did? ©’ cases, Mr. Kaymore. So I told Li-

I'd hate to do that, ‘cause I thought a seta to save you a big, stiff drmk Here
lot o’ my dad, M Kaymore.” it is.

“I—1I can’t think what to say! = = Sam Kaymore raised his head, reveal-

“Uh-huh! A fine, upstandin’ man you ing the mlsery in his face. He closed
__are! Shppm’r Lettm’ ‘your property his eyes an. instant, opened them again.
go to ruin. Lettin’ your son go to ruin He raise
’cause you ain’t man enough to keep the glass, put his other hand to it

him straight just at the time he needs quickly in an effort to steady it. It was

-a guxdm hand. Lettin’ your daughter a pathetic sight.

bmepgn to insult, ’cause nobody’s afraid “Take your medicine! A good, stiff
o’ what you might do about it.” jolt!” said Mart Morlen.

“What'’s that?” Kaymore gasped. Sam Kaymore got out of the chair,
: “She’ll tell you about it- later, may- tottered forward, made his shoulders
be” — : ~  straight, and then started down the

 “Piitell hrm now,” Lxseta said. “Dad, room. He went to the front door and
Chris Dattock caught me on the range opened it—and hurled the glass far into

and took me to his house. He—he the night. Then he turned and tottered :

planned a mockmarnage withme. Mr. back toward them.

Morlen got me away, and shot them up =~ “Thanks, lad—thanks!” he said. “I’m
some—" : cured’ I'll try hard to be the ‘man your =

“You call me Mart, Ltseea. By the father said T was.”

ed a shakmg hand and clutched |

il



CHAPTER e =
4 Poker Game Begms —
N hour Iater, Mart Morlen klcked

_open the door of the bunkhouse

: and found the two Bar K waddies sit-

' ting on the sides of their bunks remov-

ing their boots. Morlen announced
simply that he was going to retire and

would see them in the morning. His at-

titude was that of a man who dadﬂ:ot
‘Wlsh tc be questioned. - — — >

The Bar K men made hn'n welceme
and kept their quest;ons to themselves.

‘All three turned in, after extmgmsh- :
ing the kerosene lamp, rolled in theu'j
blankets, and presently snored.

They were out with the dawn, wash-

ing in ice-cold water in the basins on

—the bench, gulping and yawning,
stretchxng their arms and legs. They

were strong men, used to rough hvmg’

and glorying in plain man streng

~~ The Chinese cook beat a p'an)?éndT
~ they trooped to the kitchen’to eat.

= Smce the Bar K outﬁt_had dwméied

“chores.
~ “T reckon Bobby satit agam, one¢ of
the punchers said. =

- “At what?” Morlen aske >

== “Piaym with the cards in Mesaburg.
= :Hes ruinin” himsel ;';z:and everybody »
~ else. Keeps the old man broke paym .

~ his gambl'm debts. The worst of it
‘robbed. Them there

the lad is bein’ he
losses o’ his at poker ain’t all legi

== ~ mate by any means; Breakin his sfsé

ter’s heart, too.”

~ “When did he go to town 2 Merlen’: :

—asked.
~ “He sneaked away y&terday, nght
‘after his sister went for a ride. The

- old man was drinkin’ in the house and
But what could we t}o

~ dido’t netice.

‘about it? Itain’t the thmg for us wad-

_dies to go tellin’ tbe son o’ the boss
he can’t play cards =
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~ Mart Morlen eaught up

_tance, he seemed to become even more

‘;'eorral offetmg to he}p?;them Wﬂ:h the :

, tobe lx‘tlﬂ act:vxty in th;ei*town Me

They went about th ir chores, and

“the corral, put saddle andwbﬂéle on,

__and led him forth. He filled a canteen,
inspected his rifle and six-guns, and

got up into the saddle, Without an-
-other word to the two punehers, e —
turned his mount and loped slowly
down the lane and toward the dzstant '
road. - ,
~ When he came to the ‘main traxL he*’
turned toward the town of Mesaburg =
The sun was just coming up in acloud-
Iess sky The day would be hot. Mart

posmon thmlnng as he rode

It was only five miles from the Bazf =
K to the town. Morlen did not seem to

be in any partxcular hasﬁe. He :
-be i ting the 2

'créét 6<'f eve :
to look forward and back and to exther,ji

little cluster of bul}dmgs in the dis-

-the canteen; dampened hls neckerchzef
and carefully washed the eust out ef =
his eyes, and then Swenton —— -

not wénde:mg T

t:mzed theu‘ ‘brands as he approach ed.
“He stopped in front of the store, dis- -
’ maumed, txed hxs horse, and.stretched; =

ry hill he stepped his mount 5: =




to remove saddle cramp. He drifted

into the store to find it empty of hu-

mans save for the proprietor. Morlen
bought a sack of smoking tobacco, and
took his time about making a fresh
cigarette. That was to give the store-
keeper a chance to talk. =

“Anything new hereabouts?” Morlen
asked.

The storekeeper narfowed his eyes as
he replied, “They’re sayin that some
]asper made a monkey out 0" Dave Ben-
cher.”

“Yeah? How’s that?”

“1 didn’t hear all
stranger.”

“Shucks, I ain’t any stranger! My

the

name’s Mart Morlen, and I'm workm
= -H;;rmore, Bill Gat:h, ‘Dave Bencher and
- one of the Double Box vaqueros. Dave
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Kaymafe was takm on any new help

*You know it now.’

“Uh-huh! But you won’t have any
Bar K to work for long, if somebody
don’t make Bobby Kaymore stop tryin’
to play poker.
hungry lions.”

“Like that, huh?”

“I ain’t sayin’ anything, you under-
stand,” the storekeeper remarked. “But,
if T was aimin’ to say somethin’, I'd say
that it’s a sin and a shame the way the
Kaymore bunch has been goin’ down-
hill lately, A fine old family!
there’s smooth gamblers who'd
boy, knowin’ his fathe
himself to pay the crooked debts untll
maybe some man as wanted it would
get his ranch—"

“Uh-huh!” Morlen interrupted him.
“There seems to be quite a few hom-
bres in town for this early in the day.”

“NVeaht Some of ’em have been here
all mght Bill Garch o’ the Double
Bozx, is fussin’ around. He has another
Box man with him.”

“Chris Dattock happe.xi to bein town,.

too?”

- “Ain’t seen him. You generally c’n

tell. Dattock always rides a big white
_ horse.”

~“That’s right consistent of hnn, S

. l(orlen said.

details,

He’s a lamb in a den o’

And
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He grinned at the storekeeper under-
standingly, got a grin in reply, and
went forth into the bright sunshine.
The resort was directly across the
crooked, dusty street. Morlen crossed
to it and stood silent for a moment just
outside the door. The talk he heard
gave him little mformatxon

Adjusting his holsters and making

sure that the flaps were unfastened, he

stepped into the resort. His first
glance showed him a poker game go-

ing, and a couple of men standing at

the bar engaged in conversation. Mor-
len ignored these two after one swift
look, and strode toward the poker ta-
ble.

Seated at the table were Bobby Kay-

Bencher was the first to glance up and
identify Morlen. Bill Garch did so
half a second later. But, before they
could make a move, they found them-
selves looking into the muzzle of one
of Mart Morlen’s six-guns.

“Take it easy, gents!” Morien
warned. “Hands flat on the table! Pm
just a mite nervous this mornin’, and
any quick move on your part m:gh%'
cause this here gun to explode. Just
notice where it’s pointin’, and you ¢’n
imagine what’d happen in such a case.”

“You—you—" Dave Bencher sput-

“No hard words, Brother Bencher!
_\eae&m' bnsmess -these
5ﬁae way, Brother Bencher,
your black coat and white shirt
out at the Double Box. The collar’s a
wreck, havin’ been melted by the sun.
But that’s your loss.”
“You've got nerve to come here !”
Bill Garch growled.
“Well, if it ain’t Mrster Garch"’.,
Morlen said. “Last time I saw you,

Mz Garch, you were doin’ some pretty
‘swift retreatin’ with a flock o’ bullets
fannin’ past your ears.”

“Yeah? Talk big! I'll have a little
somethin’ to say later,” Bill Garch
threatened.

“Any time,” Morlen told him. “Yowll =




= fgot inte this here game yesterday?”

= lost COnsxderahle
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Just now, I got an idea to play some

poker. Seein’ as how you ain’t got but

: “Costs money to sit in thls game, —
- Bencher said. '

~ “J got enough to buy me one staek o’

—chips, T seckon,” Mart Morlen replied.
- “That’s all T need. I always buy one
~stack o chips and make it grow.’ :

~ He sat down in the fifth chair, mak-~

ing it necessary for a couple of them

- to move slightly. But they were care-

ful to make no move that might be mis-

construed as hostile. Bencher and Bill

- Garch were ‘wondering at his audacity
and trying to guess what th:s unex-
pected visit might mean.

The Double Box vaquero understood

~ the situation. But Bobby Kaymore, ¢ 7
- knowing nothing of what had happened -
—-at the Double Boxz, along the trail, and

_at the Bar K, and not knowing Morlen,

~ could not understand at all. He sensed

a hostility between Morlen and

— others, and put it down to somethmg’_
—up, Brother Bencher.

that had happened in the past.

~ “One little stack o’ chips,” Mor]en>
- repeated, tossing some money on the
= ‘table.

“Handle vyourselves careful,
I m stﬂl neevous! P He g;anced

“Haw much hav = yeu Jost si
~ ~ “Thatany o’ yourhusmessff Bobby

—asked. ,
—  “From that remark I’d judge you ve

E&e

= herpureandundeﬁ :

— “Are you\trym to accuse somebody
o’ somethin’?” Bill Garch snapped.

play crooked, gents.

'table, xt’d be pohte to ask me fo

ler,” Morlen told him.
~— Gareh and Bencher exchanged gquick »
glances, and the latter picked up the -
~cards. =

g cned at Morlen.

“what's goin’ on. There’s a lot o’ news -~

I 0.U. you've gof from Young Kay-r
more, and maybe wm back a Iot o cash, =
~besides.” :

“What business is 1t o yours?”'; :

Bobviay asked. ' = =
' go into that later, young fel- =

—““Whose deal?”

He shuffled them nervously.-
“You stay out o’ my affairs!” Bobby
"‘Who are you, any- =
how?” ,
“The pame’s Mart Morlen and I'm
workin’ for the Bar K outfit. Your

father hired me last night, to docertain

things I reekon that P’m the new fore-
man o’ the outfit.” :

A aamedcaoiniantiie g A 1y Sy

out that way. Didn’t Dave Bencher or
Bill Garch tell you anything atali?”

& bl b il

~ “What do you mean?” Bobby cried.

“We don't want to go into'it now and
spoil this here poker game. DPeal ‘em
Play as dirty as
you know how. I want to see how good
you are, Brother Bencher.—
course, the first time I catchyfm
in’, there'll be. ﬁreworks

7"” Bencher ==

“That’s it, Brother Bencher! You're

—goin’ to get a dose o “your own medi=
—cine. Uml
&> cards to match up these.
‘[Garch I reckon that it’s your bet 2=
= Yeah, it's my busi-
~ nessina way Poker is supposed to be =

— a game o’ chance, and we w =

Il have to take a couple ~', :
Mister :

CHAPTER x =

~“Why, sure and certain! Don’t every- - room.
sody know that this here game is
oked? You can bet that I sure aim
= to 1 aim to sit
= ‘ere ;and play untxl 1 win back every

He put his six;gtin the table at hm" =
right ha.nd gx:mmrfg as he dxd so—andi




had nothmg to fear from the bew;l-
dered Bobby Kaymore. But Bencher,
Bill Garch, the Double Box vaguero—
Morlen knew any of them would try a
chance shot at the first opportumty

So began a poker game queer in the
annals of Mesaburg., At Morlen’s com-

mand, the others dropped out or bet. At
Morlen’s mere statement, they tossed
down good hands. Mart Morlen won
every pot, and since he compelled high
bettmg, the pots were large.
~Stacks of chips were soon on the ta—
“ble before him. He peered over them,
hls eyes gleaming, every look a menace.
— “What’s the use of all this here?”

Dave Bencher said, at the end of an

“You're 3ust rebbxn us.”
“That there rema re has its

funny side,” Morlen told him. “It'sal-

ways funny to hear a thief talkin’ o’

‘bein’ robbed.” -

- “There’ll come a reckonin’,”

Garch threatened.

~ “You: re gettm one now,

rhour

Bill

Morlen

cash reserve. £
- ought to do it” =

=~ “This ain’t any o’ your busmess"’
‘Bobby Kaymore stormed. “I can’t take
= 1. 0. U s. It wouldn’t be sportin’

‘Morlen snappes
~helpin’ him work and get along,

~ waste your time and his money.

Wreckin’ the ranch over a card table.
~ Don’t you~ understand you young fool,
» “what’s beenr goin’ on?

: Dave Bencher hete 1s = card shark

— they’ll have the
_fit! Your fault—-ycu good for-nothm

’

~ ratl”

“Say-;-” Bobby began

— LISE’IA GF THE R

~ “Hands down on the table!” Morlen
' snapped, —“Pll plug you as quickas T
~would one o’ these here snakes. May-
—"'fibe xtd e a boon o your faxmly zf I

dld shng a htﬂe,,,
Play poker, damn YOtI,
best! A part o’ my job
the Bar K xs to make a ma

“So the baby’s got a nursema;d,‘
he?” Bill Garch sneered.

~ His words seemed to have the effect =
of stinging Bobby Kaymore into both

“rageand action. -~ =
- “You ¢’n bet that I ain’t gpt a nurse-
‘maldf"’ the boy eried. “I don’t know

~this jasper or anythmg about him. I '
- think he’s lyin’ about workin® for Dad, =

-and I ain’t takin’ back any promises to
pay what he won with crooked cards?’

“But I've already torn up a lot of
““And

somethin® seems to tell me that if
there’s any more out, the hombres as
~ have ’em will hesﬁaate some about try- =

“em,” Mart Morlen pomted out.

Q”

in’ to collect!

“You think you c’n get away thh =

this here kind o’ deal?” Bill Garch
7asked. “We won’t always be under the

= Any ; =
m‘een:upted

the street now and shoot it out? T am =
‘had a real gun ruckus fora month and:; =
I sure don’t want to get out o’ prac-
Pm ready any time you are, -
M*Stﬂ' Garch! That goes for Brother
this here dish-
- with us!” —=

> txce

the' vaquero bégan.
“Shut up!” Morlen ordered.

Taisin’ £
Just~ callin’, Ney
“hands this fime, gent:
you beat!” :

~He grinned and raked in the chxps.
= “I’m cashin’,” he announced sudden-

cher -T'll have cash.”

Some. = 3
"I reckon not Brother Bench

zle o’ your gun, feller! We'll get
time when the chances are

“Now,~ —
Brother Bencher, youw're bettin”fiftyon
_that band you're holdin®. I thank you!
stter Garch, you're scein” him and
und to me, buliz I'm —=
nind Eyour -

“You’re the banker, Brot.her Ben-

“I—Tll have to go to the bar to ot
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Shell out, and be quick about it. I
right dirty money, but I'll take it and

clean it up and make use of it some-

how. Count them chips, Brother Ben-
cher, and be mlghty sure you count ’em
straight.”

He icaned bagk a trxﬂe in his chair
as Dave Bencher began stacking chips

with fingers that trembled, but he was

not off guard, and they sensed it. None
of them made a move while Dave Ben-
cher, as slowly as he dared, stacked
chips and counted out cash for the
most of them.

The bartender and the two men at
the bar had kept their distance during
that game. Once or twice a man had
come in from the street, had heard a
few whxspered ‘words, -and had hur-

ried away out of the pos
zone.
range.

It was the hottest part of the day

now, and there was little possibility of

an influx of riders who might go to the

be a good time to get Bobby Kaymore
away. He stuffed the money into his
~ pockets and grinned across the table
- at them.
“It’s been a right profitable little
game,” Morlen said.
- “I’'m not goin’ to stand for
Bobby Kaymore cried.
~“You shut up. ep
len snapped. “T’ll 'tend to you Iater

this{”

What you mean playin’ poker in town

when you'd ought to be at the ranch
~ workin’?”

“You—you tryin’ to boss me?”
" “Sure and certain! You’re nothin’
but a Bar K cowpuncher at present,

and I'm your. foreman. Don’t you be

‘forgattttf that for a minute. And I
reckon that it’s time for us to be am-
blin’ along toward the ranch.”

the table. They had no intention of
letting Mart Morlen get away with that
money, and here and now, they judged,
would be the best time to remove his
menace forever

It’s

got to
,,Vcafry"" i
Nobody had ‘naden in from the

ible trouble

- joicin
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- Morlen seemed to be ignoring their
looks, did not seem to sense the ten-
sion in the air. Bobby Kaymore sat
back from the table a bit, licking at lips
suddenly feverish, realizing now that a-
clash was about due, and in his inex-
perience being half afraid and half
eager for the outcome. :

Morlen’s right hand went out and
touched the six-gun on the table. He:
drew it toward him slowly. Suddenly
he was on his feet, and his chair had
been kicked 3back against the wall.

_“Where’s your mount, Bo‘bby?” he =

asked.
“At the hitch-rail.
home with you"’
“You’ re gom home with me if I've

But I ain’t goin’

your ranch foreman talkin’, you young
wastrel. Start for the door!”

Bobby backed away as though unde-
cided what to do. Morlen eyed the

othéye- "
assistance of Bill Garch and Dave
Bencher. Morlen judged that it would

“PHl have your guns on the table,
gents, one man at a time,” he said.
“Then you, Brother Bencher, and
Mister Garch, and the Sefior Dish Face,

will elevate your hands and march out =

into the street. You’ll march up it to

the end o’ the trail, and there we’ll=bid=—

you fair adios and be on our way re-
E Guns on the'tahlé, gents, and
ve when you do
7’11 start with Brother Bencher.”
~ Dave Bencher cursed fluently. His
face was white, his lips were trembling.
He carefully thrust back the side of his
coat, and reached toward his holster.
Bill Garch and the vaquero kept then-
hands flat on the table before thes =
“If any o’ you gents yearn &Eave a
ruckus with me later, yé‘ﬁ?c n look me
up,” Morlen then continued. “I'll be
around. Pm askin’ only one thmg,

, -~ hombres—come at me from in front.”
Once more looks were flashed around _

Dave Bencher’s hand rested on the
butt of the gun. Slowly, he started to
extract it from the holster. He felt the

humiliation of the moment, as his blazs
_ing eyes and white face testified.

“I ain’t got all day,” Morlen saxd.




— bar.

»-}ithe bar.

7 ~sprang out of his chaxr, and his hand
‘dived for the weapon he wore. At the

_same instant Dave Bencher ]erked out :

his own six-gun.

- Mart Morlen dropped and spllled the S

table toward them. Shots crashed The

_table top was splintered as bullets tore

through it. Morlen sprang half a dozen

= ~ feet to one side while their attention

“was concentrated on the table. His

‘his weapon, whirled, fell to the floor.

A bullet burned Morlen’s shoulder.

Another blew the hat from his head. A
“third passed so close that he felt its
“hot breath on his cheek. He emptied
his first gun, yanked out the second.

~ Through the haze of smoke, as he
darted to a new position, to the semi-
~_security afforded by a table and some
_chairs, he took stock of the situation.
,Bencher was down and out, of 'ehe ﬁght-

'ward toward the bar. His left arm was
_dangling, but he-was still able to shoot. -
- Bobby Kaymore, frightened now at the
~ swift turn of events, ‘was crouchmg
- agamst the walf Eif-i rarch

,wg:nt and had got behmd the end of the

It was @areh irom whom Monlen had
‘the most to fear. As another b

“fanned his cheek, the latter tossed a
- quick shot and disposed of the bel-
- ligerent vaquero. Then he made a dive
~across the room, ﬁrmg-__

— e

- went, frymg ‘to-

———Hes 'pped crashed {0 the ﬂoor The
aceldent”'savgd him, tossed him cut of
~ the path of Gareh’s shot. But when he

: ;f,stmgk -his gun flew- from his hand and

~rested on the floor just out of reach,
—“Don't try it!” “That was BﬂlGarch
~ springing tOWnId him with weapon
_held ready, warning “Morlen not to try
:—fto reach for the gun on the flcor.
“But there wasn’t anything else to do

— except get the gun back, the way Mart

~ Morlen looked at it. Bill Garch would

LISETA OF THE RAN E

: Then the tenszon was broken The;
—= Double Box vaquero howled a cusse,
fatal

= Ieft ‘hand. : =
Turnmg to look.-»foa‘ fhe unseen, for ==
the second time within the space of

As another bullet

' them Thezz he éartad

probably ﬁmg one" o fishot, and that
would be aimed carefully amd would be 7,_'

“Steady 1” Bill Garch screeeheﬁ out
again, coming on toward Morlen.

Suddenly Morlen was on his feet, 7,

darting to one side, making a dive for
the weapon he wanted to clasp. Garch’s
gun spat, and the bullet missed Morlen
by inches. Billows of smoke made the
target elusive ané Gareh’s aim uncer-

~tain.
gun spat flame! Dave Benc.he’r dropped_‘ 2

_Then another gun cracked and as he
reached his ewn weapon and turned to

use it, Mart Morlen beheld Bill Garch

reeling back, howling his rage. His
six-gun was on the floor, and he was
clasping hxs rrght shoulder w1th hxs =

twenty-four hours, Mart Morlen saw —
Liseta Kaymore with a ﬁammg weapon
xn her hand. g '

~veying the scene, her fa

saw that he had nothmg to fear from

hissed at him. =
“Why didn’t you get me ]ust now’” :
Motlen asked” . —

she nged you. - An; fme g

~to look me up, Garch, after that shoul-
der is well, T'll be ‘workin’ at the Bar
'Kn = SEaes

Theo he went on toward the door,

ward where Liseta was waiting for him.
e he.sgggeﬁi.fééﬂé —

— “Let’s get out of he
“€all that brother o® yours.”
He led the way outsxde, and Bobb =

HE stood jusfmsxﬁe:tk_e door sar=
ace flushed
“her breathing a little rapid, but
otherwise seemingly not bothered by
what she saw. Mart Morlen gave quick
glances at Bencher and the vaqueroand =

ross to Garchr},

A“I-—-Pﬂ get you for this!" Garch:lr‘ =
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followed when Liseta beckoned him. A

dozen excited men were in the street,
_ rushing toward the resort to learn what
battle had been fought. Morlen stopped
at the hitch-rail and waited for Liseta
- and Bobby to come up to him.
- “What are you dom here?” he asked
Liseta,

“I learned you had come to town, and
I supposed it was to get Bobby. And I
knew you might run into trouble,” she
said.

“Uh-huh! You spend—m your days
runnin’ around and mixin’ in my gun-

fights? That makes twice you’ve saved

“me. Yesterday and to-day. A man’d
think you had some special interest in
me‘”

Her face burned. “I didn’t want to

have you get hurt on account of our

troubles,” she said.

“I'm the foreman o’ the outfit, amt
I?” he asked. “It’s my business to take
on the troubles o’ that outfit, ain’t it?
Did you just come to town to mix in
this here ruckus, or have you got some-
“thin’ else to do?”

“Nothmg else. Maybe we’d better go
home.”

“Let’s get our horses, then.”
He hurried across the stréet to
his own from the hitch-rail in front of
the store. By the time he had got into
the saddle, Bobby and Liseta had

{1y

mounted, and Caracol was pawing the

' ground ‘as an md;c,‘mon that he wished
to be in action, despite the fact that
his mistress had ridden him cfueﬂy te

~ get to town.

- Mart Morlen rode back to them and :

called to some of the men in front of
—the resort.
3¢ anyone wants to know about this
- fight, you know where to find me,” he
said. “I didn’t start the ‘fickus.”

“And you ain’t goin’ to finish it!”

“Bill Garch cried from the door.

Garch had got the vaquero’s gun, and

~there was a single unexploded shell in
“it, and now, holding the gun in his left
‘hand, he fired. The bullet flew wild.
Garch cursed, threw the gun out into
~ the street, and stood waiting.

RANCH ROMANCES

But Morlen did not shoot him down.
He merely laughed in a taunting man-
ner, wheeled his horse, and led the way
up the dusty street and out of town.

Liseta and Bobby rode behind him.
Morlen began singing a song of the
range as he reloaded his guns. When
he had finished with that job and had
buttoned the flaps of his holsters, he
found that the other two had come up
beside him.

“Liseta, you’ve simply got to stop
runnin® around wild and shootin’ up
the country,” Morlen said. “T never did
see such a girl! T ain’t sayin’ but what
your interference, both yesterday and
to-day, wasn’t right welcome, but
theres entirely too much risk on your
part.” :

His bantering brough'c no response
Morlen glanced at her. He saw that
color stained her face, that her eyes
were blazmg

“You ain’t mad at me, are you?” he
asked. “If T've said or done anything -
wrong, ma’'am, I'm sure right down
sorry. I was just makin’ light talk.”

“I’'m not mad at you, Mart. I think
you're a splendid man, doing what you
are for us, I'm not mad at all—I'm

~ashamed.”

“What of? That was a right pretty
shot you made when you nicked Bill
Garch in the shoulder”

—“T'm 'm ashamed of my brother!” she

cried. “My own brother—a Kaymore!

Standing there against the wall like a

coward, letting them try to get you,

~when you were fighting for him, for all
of us. My brother—with a clean gun
at a time like that!”

“Aw, Liseta—" Bobby began.. —

“Running wild, gambling away our
money, worrying us half to death was
bad enough. But we could have stood

that. How can we stand it to know
we’ ve got a coward in the family?”

~ “—1T ain’t a coward!” the boy cried.
“I don’t know this Morlen jasper. I
thought he was lym when he said he
was workin’ for us.” :

“You'd better get to know hrm, then.
If it hadn’t been for him, I— Well.



;

~ “Now, I didn’t mean that,
Howxs your father to-day?”
-~ “He found a bottle of hquor where -

force me to marry ‘him—only it was to
be a fake marriage. Mr. Morlen saved
me, got me out of the house and fook
me home, gunfighting to do it.”

“You did some you:se}f Lzseta,”'
- Morlen said, grinning,

- “And then he made a man = of,
" Dad, in less than a couple of hours,”

the girl rushed on to her brother.
“Dad’s all right now. He won’t drink

any mere. And then, this ‘morning,

when the boys told him that you were

“in toWn—r_gaminng, Mr. Morlen—"

“The name is Mart!”
“All right, Mart! When he heard

you were makmg a fool of yourself;.
) : :ordmary oW jkes and a run-down
e outfit!” = ==

Box would be wa1tmg for- hrm, maybe
in ambush, just to try to get you away.
‘And then you—you, a Kaymore—stood
against the wal‘l and watched him ﬁght

'!’ =

alone!
“I—I  didn’t know,”
“You’ve got to forgive me, Sis.”

“Maybe—when you show me you’re a

”,

man!” she said. *“You can ride-a few

—feet ahead now. I want to talk to Mr.

Morlen.”
“The name is Mart!”
“Oh, ye&! 1—1 want to talk o Mart.”
Bobby rode ahead, anﬂ:'ﬂ '
at her and gnnned again.
“You air’t got any business “makin’
“me out a hero like that,” he said. “Now
T’1] have to live up to it.

“Like in Dad’s case.

iseta.

_cached it 'awafyj."
= (lYe < P —

“And he smashed it, s
tinued. “Oh, Mart, I'mso glaé"’ =
 “There wasn't anything highly un-

usual i in it, Liseta. Your dad got a ter- —
- rible 101t when your mother died. He
just had a weak moment, I reckon. One
weak mement can’t wreck a man like
= , = always wxll when they know the corral‘

your dad =

LISETA OF THE RANGE

: Chns Datteck got me to bis -
house yesterday, and he was gomg to

- mean.”

BObby '_satd'.

~has he? That’s worse than the booze

And this liv- Kk
—in ~up—tov1t business is right ha o=

j;; _short distance ahead. They did notan-
- ticipate-treuble, but Morlen kept close

5‘5'7

= “It’ﬂ be a hard- ﬁghf 2 she sald “The
Double Box will be after us now. Dat-
tock: and his men will do eveqthmg

~ “Uh-huh! You mean that they’if =
a sneakin’ range war ‘stead o’ comin’

‘right out in the open about it. They’ll
_burn hay, and poison water holes and

stock, and zip a few bullets around.

I've seen that before, Liseta, and never
—an outfit did them trlcks yet but ‘what

got the worst of it.” :
“I—I hope we'll pull throug -
“I'm right down surprised jba =
doubtin® it, Liseta.. That there’'s a re-
flection on me. Am’t I the new fore-
mn p” : :
“Foreman of,wlgat ?” she asked. “Two

“T won't have you criticizin’ the Bar
K that way. We'll get along, all right.
And I got three cowpokes under me,
’stead of only two.” :
“How’s that?” : =
= “Why, Bobby, : ‘Morlen rephed; "Mr

k aymiore is goin’ to make

“You dont know the ‘half of it”
Morlen said. “Got the gamblin® fever,

11 be remembermg it, Mart.”

— “That’s fine.”

Then they rode in silence over: a hin

‘and- down into a dusty htﬂe valley

where they pulled protecting necker-

chieves up over their mouths and TioS=
_trils to their eyes. 1

‘Bobby wa

watch on the trall an&ihe sursoundmg
country, ——
— After a time they could see theBarf
K buildings in the distance, and their
mounts quickened pace, as range horses
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is in the near distance. The necker-
chieves came down. Morlen made a
cigarette, puffed it, sang softly with it

drooping from one corner of his mouth.

He looked straight ahead now as he
rode, but Liseta Jooked at him a great
deal of the time.

They could see Sam Kaymore in
front of the house as they approached,
and he was waiting for them on the
porch when they ﬁnaIly drew rein.

“I—P'm glad you’re 2all back,” Kay-

more said, “I’d have gone myself, after -

I found that Liseta had ridden to town,
only—"

- “SWasn’t necessary at all, sir,” Mor-
len put in. “I found this here young
gent bein® fleeced proper at a poker
table, and I won back a lot he’d lost.
Won some cash, too, which you'’re to
take in place o’ what’s been lost.”

“Can’t do that, Morlen Poker is
poker.”

“Yeah, I know. But the money wasn’t
lost in an honest game, sir. I just
roughed ’em up some and toox back
what they’d stolen.”

“Yeah, and he shot Bencher and a
vaquero, and Liseta shot Bill Garch ”-,,

Bobby put in.

Morlen turned toward him. “You
‘keep quiet about such thmgs, he or-
dered. *Miss Kaymore c'n tell her
father, I reckon. You keep your place!”

“Wh—what—?"” Bobby gasped.

“Mr. Kaymore, I'm the foreman o’
this here Bar K outfit, am’t I? This
young hombre ain’t quite suré about
S

“You're the foreman, Morlen. What
you say, goes.”

~ “Thanks! Bobby, turn your horse in-
to the corral. Then get your blankets

and stuff and put ’em into the bunk-

' »house
“PWh—what ?”
“You heard me, all right:— —~fnd don’t

answer-back:” For the time bein’ you

-ain’t the son o the boss and you ain't
You're a

got any special pnvxleges
comimon cowpoke, and you’ll live in the
bunkhouse. -And you’ll get up at dawn

- and do your share o’ the chores. You'll"

it was sarcastic.

take orders from me, and there’ll be:
plenty of them.”

“Are you crazy?” Bobby cried. “You
tryin’ to make me laugh?”

- “T’ll leave it to your dad.”

Sam Kaymore hesitated for a mo-
ment, He looked first at Morlen and
then at his son, and ﬂlen he bent his
head.

“Morlen is the foreman o’ the outfit,
and what he says goes,” he announced.

“You're a common cowpoke, Bobby, un-

til he says different”

“Get goin’, Bobby!” Mart Morlen
snapped. “Move the things you need,
and then get into your overalls, pronto!
I got a job ready for you!”

~ CHAPTER XII
Wo_rd from Dattock

N a Sunday afternoon about two
weeks later, Caracol was wander-
ing around inside the corral and spend-
mg the hours lazily. He stopped in a
tiny patch of shade to dream, and felt
another horse move up beside him.
Caracol turned his head and found that
his visitor was Mart Morlen’s mount.
- Caracol had learned during the past
two weeks that this horse went by the
queer name of Hank. The latter ex-
plained that it was a pet name, but
Caracol was inclined to the belief that
However, he liked
Hank. It pleased Caracol that Hank,
a sort of tourist in the country, so to
speék did not adopt the usual superior
airs and cnt!clze everythmg and every-
body.
“Nice day,” Hank suggested
“Yes,”' Caracol admitted. “We al-

waYS have mce days th:s tnne of the =

year.”

“Everythmg “se ; ;"zmprovmg

____aroumnd Here, said Hank

: “Yes,” Caracol agreed. “Your mas-
ter is a good man and knows the cow
business. But he’s working our punch-
ers to death.” : :

“But look at the results!” said Hank.
“Buildings painted and fences repaired.
New porch on the house The yard is
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:‘eleaned up. Hes put ’ehe clnckens m'

-~ pens, instead of letting them run all

~around the place, getting under our
- feet. Did you ever step on a ehicken?”
“And it

~ “Once,” Caracol confessed.

squashed I” He shuddered abi‘t at the
memory.

“He’s taking the kmks out of that

7 - young M. _Bobby, too,” Hank con-

tinued.
“Master Bobby needed it,” Caracol

too kxndly ”Babby is

-thing, but I've got my doubts. I was
“talking to Bobby’s horse only yester-
~ day, and he thinks that Bobby is fixing
to run away from home.”

“It's a wonder we haven’t had spmer

VtrouBIe ‘with that Dou

Hank rephed “I ve heard Mart Mculen ,r

and hzs father talk about him often. T

hope Mart stays on here, for I like 'ithe =

country.” =
“Why shouldn’t he stay on’” Caracol-
asked. “Why should he giveupa good =

,Job?” S

“He really doesn’t need a job like

_this,” Hank explained. “Mart’s got a

lot of money his father left him. He

‘sold the place up in Montana because
ing to it any
queer boy. He
pretends that he agrees with every-

a new railroad wante& to run through

= i and _they wanted to build a town =
~on the old ranch. He was s:ek'of Mon-
“tana, anyhow.” =
“I didn’t know that ¥ Caraceol said.
“Oh, yes! Mart Morlen could buy
out the Bar K and not miss the money,”
Q:Harrk bcasted

=T don’f doubt he could =

Hank said.
Chris Dattock, he’s not the man to quit
a fight.”

~ “That may come later,”
pﬁed “They’ve been entire]

since that trouble in tewn, so they're,

possibly pl:anmng something. Bill
~Garch’s shoulder is about well, and that
_man Bencher s up 2

spoil thmgs,” said Hank. “And I sup- '

pose-we’ll be seemg a lot of each other
from now on.” >

Caracol looked at h:msuspmlously
“What makes you say that?” he ask

“From all T've heardrvoff'i

Garacol re-

around again.’ ;, '

WWell, T hope ybu stay here,” Cara- =
col said. “Round-up isn’t far off” :

“That’s the time!” said Hank, “I

= like round-ups. We had a great gang

up | m Montana, and a lot of fun”
uw’ll like round—up dawn here,

slowly away, —
so he would, =

want to get too conﬁdent:é with Hank. =

He liked Hank, but, after all, Hank
“was a newcomer, and Caracol did not
want to discuss too much Bar K bus:- — =

~ “Haven’t you any sense, or are yeu

just pretending that you don’t see

things? We'll be together a lot, all
right! Haven’t you noticed, VCaracol

- pens tancon;e riding hy on you?”

-~ 11 suppose se,” Caracol admitted, out.
- : - 1aughmg about\’ i\ -
~_tock’s back. =
(s es’j :,—:'
just- dnitmg along and maklng soft
talk, and tﬁey’ll never Want to give us~
: — Dattock is. He can’t stand it to be

"Oh, it may not g0 th,at far !” Caracol' =
said, hopefully. “By the way, have you
,rrotxced the change in the Big Boss?

< feehng a twinge of ,
~ “If’ll be a bore, that aﬁ'axr = Hank
confided. “They’ll be taking fong

“a run”

— “Sune' Mr Kaymere is a ﬁne man,”

'yesterday, 1 heard some men talxmg,”
~—how many times, when Morlen has me
——out on the range, ‘Liseta Kaymore hap-

Hank said. “That little affair at the

~Double Box, when Chris Datteck trxed ==

to make _Lzseta marry ‘him—the story = ==

“What of 1t?’f Caraco
fdeserves e -
“Well, you know _the- sort of man

laughed at. He may try to do some-
thing for revenge. If T was you, C& =
racol, I'd be mighty watchful when T

was carrying Liseta around. You may .
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have to make a quick run for it some
da ”»

Caracoi lifted his head and smffed
“I am always watchful when Liseta is
in the saddle,” he replied. “And I don’t
need any horse from Montana to tell
me my business!” =

“I didn’t aim to make you mad,” said
Hank. “You’re sure touchy to-day.”

Caracol moved to the opposite side
of the corral after that, and this time
Hank let him go. Hank sensed that
Caracol wished to be alone. And Cara-
col did. He was thinking of what Hank
had said about Mart Morlen and Liseta.
Well, it had to come sometime, Caracol
supposed. A girl as pretty and fine as

-Liseta -couldn’t go on forever without.
some man roping her and puttmg his

brand on her.

S this was a rather warm, sleepy
afternoon, and there seemed to be
a dearth of activity around the Bar K,
Liscta and her father were sitting on
the porch. One of the punchers was
puttering around the barn, and another
was fussing wzth a guitar in the bunk-
house.

Mart Morlen had ridden up to the
calf pasture to attend some sick stock

there, using a string horse instead of

Hank. Where Bobby was, Caracol did
not know. He had ridden away early
in the morning, supposedly to see

whether there was a break in the fence

up by the draw.

Caracol nosed a httle bun

*;f hay

that had been tossed over the ¢ corral
fence; and decided that he would in-

dulge in a light lunch just by way of
passing the time, Once, when he lifted
his head, he saw a rider coming easily
down the lane toward the house. At
‘that distance, Caracol could identify
neither rider nor horse. He supposed
it was one of the infrequent visitors
from some other ranch or the town.
Sitting up on the porch, Liseta and
ther father saw the approaching rider
also. They thought at first that it was
Bobby, ccmmg down from his tour of
_inspection in the hills. Then they re-

ahzed that the horse was a strange éne,
and that the rider was strange, too.
Sam Kaymore experienced a feeling
of impending disaster. He got out of
his chair and went to the railing of the

porch and waited there. Liseta joined

him, stood beside him.

The rider came on down the lane.
They could see, as he neared the porch,
that he was riding a Double Box horse.
Grimly, Sam Xaymore stood at the
railing and waited. The horseman
came to a stop directly beneath him,
bowed to Liseta, and then looked at
the Bar K’s owner.

“You're Mr. Kay'nore, ain’t you ?” he
asked.

“I am. What’s wanted?”

“I'm from the Double Box outfit, and

1 got a message for you.”

“All right! Let’s have it,” Kaymore
said.

“Tt ain’t a written message, but a
word-o’-mouth. message,” the Double
Box man remarked, grinning a bit.
“It’s from Mr. Dattock, and you’d bet-
ter pay some ’tention to it!”

“Are you trying to be insolent to
me?” Kaymore timndered “I’ll have
my men—" ;

“You wouldn t do nothm : | reckon,
the other 1nterrup’ced “Fu*st off, T'want
a bundle o> Bobby Kaymores clothes.”

“What’s that?” Kaymore gasped.

“You heard what I said! “He’s work-
in’ for the Double Box now. Joined up
with our outfit this mornin’. And he
wants his clothes.” :

Liseta gave a little cry of rnmgled
surprise and pain, and Kaymore’s face
turned white.

“I reckon maybe that your son dldnt
admire to work under the orders of a
stranger and live in the bunkhouse,”
the Double Box man continued.

“He's workin’ under a stranger and
livin® in a bunkhouse now, ain’t he?”
Kaymore said. “So be it! The boy’s of
age. If he wants to work for another
outfit, I can’t help it. He ¢’n have his
clothes.”

“Oh, Dad!” Liseta cried. ;

“Hush, honey!” Kaymore lmplored
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*“This ain’t the time to think about it.
Tl get some ¢ his clothes and make
’em into a bundle.”

Kaymore turned to go into the house,
but the Double Box man hailed him
again.

“¥ou ain’t heard all o’ the message
I brought,” he complained. “That’s
“only the ﬁrst part, and not the most im-
portant.”

“What else have you got to say?”

“Please understand, Mr. Kaymore,
-that T ain’t sayin® it at all, 'm only
carryin’ out my orders and tellin’ you
what Chris Dattock told me to re-
mark.”

“I understand. Let’s have it!”

“Mr. Pattock says that he don’t aim
to be laughed about any more regardin’

your daughter. So he’s demandm ‘that

she marry him, pronto.”
- “What’s that?” EKaymore
“why’ I‘ l__”

- “You won’t lift a hand. agamst me,
Mr. Kaymore, if you 're wise,” the

cried.

Double Box man put in, quickly. “Not

if you think anything e’ your son. If
I don’t get back to the Double Box
-safe, he’ll -guffer some.”

“I ”
helplessly.
~ *T reckon you’d better listen to the
rest o’ the message. _Mzr. Dattock says
that the young lady must agree to
marry him next Sunday, and make a
-big range affair of it at the Double

- Box ranch house. And she’s got to act

like she’s tickled pink to do it.”

“Is Dattock crazy?” Kaymore cried.
“He might know that we’d refuse.”
- “1 reckon you won’t,” said the
”Deuble Box man.

for us. Unless you agree—"
“If my son wants to work for Chris

Dattock, I can’t help it,” Sam Kaymore
“But Dattock can’t force

—interrupted.
~my daughter to marry him!”
~ “Better wait till I get through, sir.
As T said, your son’s at our place. If
you don’t apree to the marriage, just
_ as Chris Dattock wants everything, he’s
= gom to say—him and all the other men

Sam Kaymore sputfered

-minute.”

“Here is the whole -
thing, sir—we’ve got your son workin’

-at our place—that we caught your boy

with a runain’ iron, brandin’ one o’ the
-Double Box calves into a Bar K. You'll
find him swingin’ from the hmb of a
tree—"

“Oh! g Liseta cried. She understaod
the plot before her father did; saw the
entire meaning of it.

“Why, you—" Sam Kaymore began.

“What answer am I to take to Chrls
Dattock?”

“You might know that without ask-

n’,” Kaymore replied. “My daughter
wou}dn t marry a thing like Chris Dat-
tock no matter what the cost of her
refusall” =

“Better think thce," the Double Box
man said. “I wouldnt be too hasty, if

I was you.”

-~ “There ain’t any questlon o’ haste,”
Kaymore told him. “The thing is un-
thinkable. I’ll have Dattock run out o’
the country!”

“That won’t help your son any, and
public sentiment might be with Dat-

“tock if everybody thought your Bobby

was a rustler.”

“No argument about it!” Kaymore
“Bobby goet himself into this
mm, and his sister ain’t gom to
sacrifice herself.”

“Wait, Dad!” Liseta u:nplored “As
this man says, we don’t want to be too
hasty.”

“But there ain’t any two ways about
it!” Kaymore protested. “You can’t—"
“Please, Dad! Let me handle this a
She looked down at the
Double Box man. “How soon does Mr.
Dattock want his answer?” Liseta
asked. =

“He wants it pretty qUICk =
~ “But it—it’s too important a thing to
be decided in a minute,” Liseta pro-
tested. “You must see that. T don’t
want to marry Chris Dattock, but I—I
want to save my brother. Tell Mr. Dat-

tock I’ll give him an answer in the
morning, early.”

“Liseta!” her father cned. .“Have

you gone mad’ There's only one pos-

gible answer.”
“Please, Dad!” she 1mplored



= ““Dattock will do as he th:eatena.

= "Ail r&ghﬂ” the Double Box nder'
~ called up to her, “I'll tell him you’li ==
give him an answer in the marnin’. T

reckon that'll be sattsfactoty to h:m.
~Just let one o’ your punchers ride over
and tell Dattock. Then you c¢’n make
_plans for the weddin’”

He wheeled his mount, hfted a hand

- in farewell, and rode down the Iane~
' toward the dxstant road. =

CPAPTER XIH =
At tbe Double Box
S the darkness descended that

evening, there was a conference s

in the Bar K ranch house. Sam

mare, Liseta, Mart Morlen, even the’

two Bar K punchers, were concerned
in it. Fhere had been a couple of hours

of talk which had got them nowhere. -
Mart Morlen took the middle qjétﬁ&f«;}

floor and demanded attention.—

“Bobby is a young ass,” he an-~
nounced. “The boy’s all right only he

‘hasn’t got his balance yet. He’ll make

~_ a fine man one o’ these days. But this

fool move of his has got us all into
“serious trouble.
him when we meet again. Nevert’\_
- the first thmg‘ is to get Eubhy
the mess he’s got himself into.”
—“Then what?” Kaymore asked.
“Q’ course, it’s impossible for Liseta

= ‘even think o’ doin’ what that skunk
nto

- wants her to do,” Morlen went
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‘them. “You'll only run into some

I'm goin’ to handle 1
,_ﬂwon:ym too much Llseta I reckon —
rj:;fﬁad&xck and ‘me are men enough to

: “They ve pfnbably got Bobby Where

_they c¢’n keep their _eyes on him, too.”

“Maybe he don’t even know what
they’re intendin’ to do,” Morlen said.
“Makes no difference, ~Wé-~got, to get
him back home =

“What you axm to do?” Ka,_more
asked.

“PH take one o

the men—Haddlckr =

= Wil do. Pt leave the other heteon

guard. Just what I’ do, I don’t know.
I'll decide- that when I get there.”
“l’m reads 0,” ﬂie man Haddick

LiSeéa sbrang = her feet and |

of trap!” she cried. “You—youll be
shot down. And €hris Datteck will be
funous because ‘you tried if, ami mke;, :
“There’s only one way.

T send Inm tﬁ ‘answer he wants.” =
“Not while I'm alive!” her father
shouted. =
“Let me suggest = Morlen put in,

: * - this. She

say. “No girl in her right senses could to conti

marry a man like Chris Dattock! We
won’t even think o’ ‘that.” -
“But what clse can we do?” she cned.’

~stand by and have them—" She broke

down and was “unable to contmue ‘her

tallk.
= “Only one thmg to do—-get Bobhy
_out o' there,” Mart Morlen declared.

““And a fine chance you’d have o
doin’ that!” Kaymore said.

as mean as pozsom"’

= “I dont mm to gunﬁght the bunch 2

f"';?:f.méstak@
Bobby’s fault, but we—we just can’t on Bobby,

~extra horse, so’s we’ll have it ¥e
-him, Haddick and me-—we-‘ :

“ter st‘_
“There’s
~ Chris Dattock and Bill Garch, and

~about ewhtvaqueros, every aneu’ thein-,

shé 20 othear —
“This thing has got te be handledf =

with gloves,” Morlen sald “IF we make —

Dat

around and get a line on%hmgs Bet-
- once, so. We’ll have plenty

time.”
“Probably have to shoot -our_ way

—out,” Haddick commented, as tﬁ@ﬂgh
~‘7saymg it pessxhly would rain before ,
mommg : = =
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“¥ou go in to Liseta, Mr. Kaymore,
and tell her that we’ll do our best,”
Morlen said. “Tell her not to cry and
worry. And maybe you'd better bring
us a lot of ammunition. We’ll wait here
on the porch.”
~ Sam Kaymore hurried back into the
house. A moment later, they heard his
excited exclamation. He came rushing
back to them.

“She tricked us—she’s gone 1 he
cried. “Here’s a note she left. It says,
‘I'm going to see Chris Dattock and ask

“That snake couldn’t be human in a
million years!” Morlen cried. “We've
got to catch her.”

He grabbed up a lantern from the
porch and rushed to the cor:al mth*

~ the others at his heels.

“Her pony’s gone!” he cried, a mo-
ment later. “While we were talkin’ on
the porch, she got out the back way

 and got her pony and shpped down the

“lane.”

“After her!” Sam Kaymore shouted.,,‘

“Every man of us! If anything hap-
pens to Liseta—"

“Steady, Boss! That’d be just what
they’d expect,” Morlen said. “T’ll go
with Haddxck like we planned. Only
difference is, we’'ve got two to rescue
now. If Ltse&gejs there first and is
talkin’ to Dattock, we might catch him
off guard. You just stay here at home,
Mz, Kaymore, and leave it to me.”
~ There might have been more argu-

ment about it, but Morlen would waste
no time in argument. He gave E Haddick
orders, and ‘they got their ropes.
.80 Hank, Mart Morlen’s horse, soon

- found himself with bridle and saddle

on and ready for the trail. Hank won-
dered a bit about it as he was led out
~ of the corral. He knew that Liseta Kay-
more had slipped down to the corral
and got Caracol, and that they had
gone like shadows toward the lane. '
While Sam Kaymore was still pro-
testing that he wanted to go along,

- Morlen and Haddick left him and

~dashed down the lane toward the road.
¥t was morc than five miles to the

% thaadick.

Double Box, and they knew that Liseta
was more than halfway there by this
time, if she was riding at even an
ordinary rate of speed. There was no
chance of overtaking her.

They rode at a fair rate of speed for
about two-thirds of the distance, and
then Morlen brought Hank to a walk,
and Haddick rode beside him.

“Moon’s goin’ to be up mighty soon,”
Morlen said. “From here on we’d bet-
ter use our eyes and ears. just before
we get to the Double Box, we’ll leave
the trail.”

They had an extra horse for use in
case of necessity, as Mart Morlen had
planned. There was no doubt in their
minds now that Liseta had got to the
Double Box. She probably would be

in the ranch house, imploring Chris .

Dattock for mercy. But where Bobby
Kaymore might be, they could not
guess. They would have to locate both
Bobby and Liseta, strike hard and

.qulck and trust to luck for a safe geta-
e The moen showed when they were

still a mile {rom the Double Box. Mor-
len led the way off the main trail and
down into the bottom of a dry water-
course, where they would not show up

in silhouette. Slowly, cautiously, they—"

made their way toward the ranch build-
ings, stopping now and then to listen.

The dry watercourse circled the
Double Box barns and corrals. When
theyéea!efged from it, they were on

_the opposite side of the house, and in
- the midst of a field of large boulders,

which caused shadows in which they
could lose themselves.

Slipping from shadéw to shadow, :

they neared the house. In a small de-

_pression in the earth, they stopped and

dismounted, and tethered theirmo;mts

“Take your rope,” Morlen whispered
“You might need it.”

They went on afoot, careful to make
as little noise as possible. The distance
was short, but every yard of it fraught
with peril. If they were discovered, ail
hope of saving Liseta and Bobby would\
be gone.



~clumps of brush. The moon was get-
ting higher, bathing the country in its
soft glow. Whether it would prove a
benefit or otherwise was a question.
Crouching at the end of the house,

- they watched and listened. They could

~hear Chris Dattock laughing and talk-

ing. Morlen got to the nearest win-

dow, raised himself eautrously, and

- peered into the big living room.

Liseta was walking back and forthin

front of Chris Dattock, who sat

sprawled m, 2 chair, laughing at her.
Morlen drew in his breath sharply
- other direction, and did not betray

~ when he saw her tear-stained cheeks,
~heard her pleading.
 “Please—please let Bobby go,” she
begged.
“Sure, as saon -as were marn
Chris Dattock told her, laughing again.
“Let us both go,” she cried. “You
don’t want a wife who’d hate you.”
~ “I don’t want the folks o’ “this here
range laughin’ at me any more, either,”
‘Dattock said. “We won’t have any argu-

ment about it, Liseta! You’ll marry me

= RANCH ROMANCES
== They got through a fence and went ;’;room,
~~ on toward the house. Now they found
iplenty of shadows cast by shrubs and Bencher to centend with. They're
= probably all armed.”

3 -

he concluded ‘;Ahd 'we"ll hexvr'ef
Dattock amI -Bill Garch and Dave

“Oh, it's simple!” Haddlck said. “We
bust in and grab Liseta and Bobby and

‘bust right out again. We ve got a horse

for Bobby, but Liseta—
“There’s her pony, Caracoi standm
at the end o’ the veranda, , Morlen

pointed out. “You reckon we m:ght as

well go into action now?”
“Sure and cextam!”
“Sultsme ==
They m

veranda Caraeol ‘was looking in the =

their nearness by a snort of suspicion.
Down in the bunkhowsse, only a short
dxstance away, Chrrs Battoeke vaque- -

' ~for a sw:ft, Told
Hesztancy or delay might

stroke
change the situation for the worse.
Mart Morlen lifted his head cautiously
and glanced the length of the veranda,

to find a- puncher sitting on the steps.

~ to-morrow ’stead o’ Sunday. I'll send g

in for a real preacher, and I'll get word
to the folks so they ¢

= ,that Mart Morlen!” =

—“T’ll do that? another voice saxd

: - Mart Morlen shifted his position so

he could glance through the window
-ffrom the opposite side. -And then he

saw that it was Bill Garch who had
'spoken, and that Dave Beneher was in

the big room also. And in a chai

~ there, and his legs and arms lashed, -

- was Bobby Kaymore The reason Bob-

~ by did not join in his sister’s plea was ',
~_apparent—he was gagged. Evidently,

: '*he had been talkmg fteo much already

CHAPTER XtV
Mor]en Is Mean

come to the
- weddin’. And then—then I'll “tend to

ORLEN stepped back md held a
L conference thh Haddmk =

tened fora moment and then Ehey got l

~upen the veranda and went to the front
: door

They ceuid hear Lxseta stxll
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pleadmg and Chns Dattock laughmg
at her.

“Might as well,” Haddick whispered,
as though Morlen had asked him a
question.

Morlen reached out and grasped the
knob and turned it. The door was un-
locked. He opened it cautiously for a
few inches, and finally could peer into
the room. Everybody in it was facing
away from the door.

They sprang inside, slammed the
door behind them.,

“Put ’em up? Morlen cried.

There was an instant of silence, save
for the astonished gasps of those in the
room, and the sound of men’s boots as
they turned swiftly. Then Liseta gave
a little cry of surprise.

““Up ¥ Pronto! Morlen snapped.

He started to advance swiftly, with

Haddick beside him. His attitude was

menacing. An instant of delay in obey-
ing his command meant trouble.

It was Bill Garch who cursed and
went for his gun as he tried a rapid
dash to one side. Dave Bencher was
only an instant later. Chris Dattock
sprang from his chair, jerking at his
belt. Liseta sprang back against the
wall.

Guns belched, flamed, bullets thud-
ded. This fighting was swift and close.
Morlen and Haddick had to strike
quickly or not at all. The enemy did
not know how many were back of these
two.

Hdddzck’s wild curse informed Mor-

len that he had been hit. But he con--
tinued shooting. Through the fog of

smoke, Morlen saw Bill Garch go down.
As he felt a bullet burn across his

breast, he saw Dave Bencher drop his

gun and piteh be&dkmg to the floor.
-Dattock had retreated to the wall,
was trying to capture Liseta and use

her for a shield. Mart Morlen rushed

straight at him, risking a fatal wound.
His own gtm spoke as Dattock’s seemed
to flame in his face. He felt another
bullet burn across an arm.

The next instant he had whirled and
was darting back to where Bobby Kay-

45

more was tied to the chair. But Had-
dick was already at work there. His
knife flashed, and the bonds were cut.
The gag was jerked away, and Bobby
was on his feet, hurrying toward the
door, his sister beside him.

~ From the vicinity of the bunkhouse

came a chorus of shouts as the men
there sensed that something was wrong.
“Make it quick!” Morlen cried.
__Then they were out on the veranda,
were dashing down the steps as the
vaqueros came running from the bunk-
house. Their guns cracked again to
deter these new antagonists. Answer-
ing shots came, but none found a
human target. In those uncertain
shadows, accurate fire was impossible.
Morlen had been shouting at Liseta,
and she understood. She dashed to Ca-
racol and got into the saddle, wheeled
her horse and put him at a low fence.
Caracol cleared it, and Liseta was rid-
ing toward where the ccther horses
waited.
- Morlen, Haddick and Bobby Kay-
more rushed through the shadows and
got through the fence. Darting from
rock to rock, from shrub to shrub, they
made for the horses, sending a few

~ shots toward the bewildered foe as they

did so. ,

The Double Box men did not know
exactly what had happened. They
stopped at the veranda, and some of
them rushed into the house. They
emerged almost immediately with news
of what had occurred. And then some
went after the fugitives afoot, and
others rushed to get mounts.

But Mart Morlen was on his horse by
that time, and Bobby and Haddick were
scrambling into their saddles. Morlen
led the way along the lip of the water-
course until they reached a narrow
trail. Down that they dashed toward;
the road.

There was no txme for talk now, no
time for anything eXcept swift riding,
They struck the road and turned to-
ward the north. Morlen glanced over
his shoulder to see the other three rid-

_ing safely behind him.-
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When they came to the top — tﬁe

ﬁrst hill, Morlen slackened speed ahd»

~let Liseta and Bobby pass him.
“Stra:ght home!” he ordered. “And I
don’t  want any cussed foolishness

about it. Get goin’l”

“He lagged behind a bﬂ: w1th Had-

Vdu:k By the time they had come to

~ the second hill, they knew that there
was a pursuit. Liseta and Bobby were
- flying on ahead of them. Morlen slack-

— _ened speed agam, and Haé&tck did the

“same.
“We'll go mt’o ambash at the next

‘hill,” Morlen said. “Them jaspers will H
turn back if we give 'em a few shots. T
With Dattock and Garch both out o’

business, they’!l probably hesitate be-

fore carsyin’ the fight very far. No

gocd without leaders, that sort!”
And so when they came to the next

_ high spet, f:hey stopped and turned

their mounts. The moonlight revealed = “Yeal

~ four men coming after them. They did

~ not seem to be riding with much en-
~ thusiasm. They had started hot on the

~ trail, but their eagerness was dying

out. They were thmkmg, undoubted-
iy, that they might be in for trouble
— if they acted on their own initiative
~ without the possibility of pleading
~ later that they had been ordered by

thexr employer to act.
-~ When they were just within six-gun

range, Morlen and Haddick emptied

their guns at them. They scattered
~_either side of the trail. The Bar K men
reloaded sw;fﬂy and sent a few more

~ random- shots down the hill, A few
— answered them, and thea “there was
- - silence. = =
A moment of waiting, and then ¢ ey

', saw the Double Box men in retreat.

~ They watched for a time, and then

turned up to the north trail again.

~ There was nothing more to fear from

the Double Box vaqueros.

~“You hit bad?” Morlen éé‘ked then £

“Left shounlder,” Haddick reported

“Am’t nothin® much.”™
They said nothing niore. At a faxr =
-~ rateof speed they went along the road,
~ and ﬁnany turned into the Bar K Iane.

=
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They could see that the fmnt door of

‘the house was open and that jlzght was

“streaming out, that Kaymore and the
puncher were welcommg Liseta and
“Bobby. : =

Morlen and Haddi
bottom of the porch steps.

T don’t think there’ll be any more
<trouble,” ‘Morlen called up to them.
“But one of us wmstay awake to-mght ,
“and listen around.” '

: -opped at the

Then, without another word, and be—fi’»’nr —
fore Liseta or Bobby or Sam Kaymore

could speak their thanks, he turned his
. horse

and Morlen put up the bars at the gate.
Before he had ﬁmshed Llseta came
runmng down to h;m : —

: Mart Motlen askeu
never did see such a girl for doin’ what
she shouldn’t de! Runnin’ over to the

Double Box and makin’ our ;ob just

twice as hard! Anyhaw this is once
you didn’t come shootin’ to my rescue.

'm hopin’ that yow'H go back to the -
hense w, and behav

- “Why— ‘she gasped.
“And tell Bobf»y- to stay away from
me till I get cooled down, or F'm liable

to give him a couple o’ black eyes.”

“He-—he s serry,” Lisetta satd.

a family. It's
enough to make a mar
out o’ the country !

: “See xf I care?” Mart Morlen

CHAPTER Xv

the day, and it was natural, also, that
she should awake a Izttf’ ater than
usuaI = =

“to the bunkhouse to care for his wo‘:.nd‘}-; —

“I e

“Fhe Old Man ought to
- mai:e-ﬁimron*up his blanke 5-and ride.

I never did see snc‘ ——
-want to get

’aItMosim! = = thmk you's re:' ff

I ; Srqmte natuta‘} that Llseta Kay-, —
ffnore should s’eep soundly 1
“night, after the exhausting events




~to Caracol.

She heard voices as soon as she
opened her eyes. Morlen and  her
father were talkmg out in the hvmg
room,

“Weli, I’m sure glad that I met you,
Mr. Kaymore,” Mart Morlen was say-
ing. “And now I'd better be on my
way. I'll hit straight for town.”

By the time Morlen had finished
speaking, Liseta was out of her bed
and trying to find her clothes. Mart
Morlen was going away! He had told
her father good-by, and he was riding
without another word to her.

She supposed that he was disgusted
with her for the way she had acted.
It was true she had sneaked away and
gone to the Double Box to plead with
Chris Dattock. But evenythmg had
turned out all right,

She was trying to vindicate herself
as she struggled into her riding clothes.
Going straight to town, was he? She
knew every foot of the range, and knew
that by cuttmg over certain hllls she

get ahead of him, i
nary rate of speed.

When she finally darted into the hv-
ing room, she found that her father had
disappeared and there was nobody else
around. She went through the kitchen,
almost upsetting the ancient Chinese
cook in her haste,
some distance away, and Bobby and
the other puncher nowhere in sight.

Liseta rushed to the corral, calling
She caught up the pony,
put bridle and saddle on him, mounted,
and galloped rapidly down toward the
calf pasture.

“Where’s that girl goin’ now, T won-
_der?” her father said to the puncher.
“yip, yxppedi” in Caracol’s

Liseta
ear as she had in the good old days,
and Caracol rejoiced. Because she
seemed to ask it, he gave her all the
speed possible. They went over a hill
and struck a cow trail, and along that
Caracol rushed. :

Then there came a time when the
pony was compelled to climb a treach-

f he rode at an ordi-* -

Outside the house,
she saw her father and one of the men

' LISETA OF THE RANGE - = =

erous slope slowly It taxed his muscles
and made him breathe heavily, but
when they reached the summit Liseta

let him rest. Caracol wondered where
they were going. He and Hank had

talked over the situation at dawn that
morning, but before they had figured
things out, Mart Morlen had come for
Hank.

On they went again, Caracol pound-
ing the hard earth gladly with his
hooves.. Down another hill, along a
fairly good trail for a mile or so, and
then Liseta brought him to a stop. Ca-
racol looked around and sniffed.

He found that he was standing at the
top of.a ledge, and a few feet below
him ran the trail to town. Liseta backed

_him a little and then remained quiet.

But Caracol knew fhat she had her

lariat in 3 loop and was swinging it.

Then he heard a horse’s hooves
pounding in the distance. He heard the
voice of a man lifted in song. Glancing
down the trail, he saw his new friend,

~ Hank, beanng Mart Morlen along the
~road.

Liseta backqd him a few feet more.
Caracol knew that she was busy with
the rope again, and braced himself. He
could not see over the ledge now, but
he heard Morlen approaching.

The rope swished through the air,

and Caracol felt the shock as it was

~drawn taut. He heard Mart Morlen’s
‘muttered exclama%ron Lxsetas sﬂvery

laugh rang out. - =
“Don’t shoot!” she crled S
“Lisetal You scared me half to
death. Thought it was some hombre
from the Double Box. I never did see
such a girl’
Caracol was farced to the rim of the

ledge again, and he looked down to find
that the rope had landed neatly, that

the noose held Mart Morlen’s arms
pinned to his sides. Liseta spoke to
him, commanding that he keep the rope

taut, then got out of the saddle and

slid down the slope
“So you were gomg away 1 she said

to Morlen.
“How’s that?”




A '_Of her

~ “You were dlsgusted with me, ana* =

1 don’t blame you. But I—I was so
_afraid for Bobby. I—I didn’t mean to

“do somethmg you didn’t want me to
~do. I don’t blame you for talkmg to

,) =

me as you did last night.
Morlen looked bewildered for an in-
stangt, then gxmned. :
“Well, it was:nght down dxsgustm
7he replied. :
— “I heard you talkmg to Father. I
heard you say you were glad you’d met

him, but now you were going away,

straight to town. So I eut across the
hills and got ahead of you”

— “Yeah?” Morlen asked.
~  “9—Tve always said that—that when
T saw the man I—I wanted for 2 hus-
~ band, I"d shake out my lariat and rope
-him,” Liseta remarked, her face flam-
- —
— “That so?” —
— “And I—I don’t antﬁ

“WeII rf-—xf t!ns is the way you’
= gomg to act, after I’ve acted like this
= ,myself—ar}d as good as told you that

= = i was—""

~She hung her head “and Mart Mor-

1en, gently took the rope from around
— him and dropped it, got down out of

| —~the saddee, and stood directly in front
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7 glance d

manded
_She looked up. ,
~ “So you thought I was goxn away,

“huh?”

“Theard you tell Dad?

“You didr’t hear all of it, T reckon. —
I'm only goin’ to town to report what
‘happened last night, and then on to the

county seat on business. You see, Li-

sefa, Ir’m bu'yin’“ a half share in the Bar '

= =

“You re what’r"’ she cned ==
“Yes’'m. I like the country, and your

dad likes me, and - so we’re gom to be

partners.”
“That—that'll be h
1= reckon?

= :money And then T was comin’ straxghf?f
“back to you—-honey 4 ' :

‘ r“What—-dxd you call Vme”’

her lips for his kiss. She had roped

her man, as she always had sald shej =

" 'hgggme& to 4

would do.
At that moment €

= “You look up here, Lxseta,” he com-

Liseta’ :

“She Iooked him straught in the eyes"lf
for an instant, and then he opened his
- arms. Liseta snuggled into them, lifted




—  Sweepsiakes! So much depended on the wmnmgu——for Reta. “She couldn’i guess wbat ===
-the outcome would be, or know that a glorious girl like herself held trump ca.rds—nc mat-
3 - 3 fer what- happened——-—m the game of life and. love. == s =

0 ,eta Ralston the sea of faces mond Basxde. AHow dld Taé ever im-
_about the _}udgmg ring was a agme he could “place” with :
blur. This was the day, this was _scrawny Hereford! :
~the hour, toward which she had “You're next sts ,Ralstén; -somé—
“been Workmg for the last two years. one called. :

Toher, the only ﬁgure “possessing real- A wave nf applause swept the spec-
- ity was the tall one of Frowbridge tators, as Reta started toward the ring
- Scott in the center of the nng—me-- center leadmg Prince Lovermg The -
— pridge Scott, who was considered the ~girl's head was high with pride, her -
~ best judge of beef stock in the West. eyes dark pools of excitement, her
There was a murmur among the crowd —slender little figure trim as a boy’ s, in
: = whxpcords and h!gh boots. ~ €l




cropped black hair curled about her
sun-browned face, and the sweet mouth
which could be so merry and at other
times so firm, was just now curved into
a smile of confidence. The pure-bred
two-year-old which she led was a beau-
tiful specimen of bovine royalty—
broad of chest, wide of eye, and with
a silky coat of deepest red.

The crowd hushed and only the out-

side noises incident to a big state fair
could be heard as Trowbridge Scott
went over Prince Lovering point by
point. Reta waited his verdict breath-
lessly. =

Prince Lovering would win! She
knew he would! And then that five
thousand dollars from the governor’s
sweepstakes would be hers.

There flashed before her mind’s eye
a picture of the new ranch house she
intended building on the Triple T with
that five thousand—up-to-date, running
water, bath, fireplace.
one to warm the heart of Mec
Mom had known only ;
fort of sod houses anc e shanties
in all her years of range life. Dad
Ralston had planned to build the house
four years ago but that was the winter
of the big blizzard, when half the
Ralston herd had been lost and Dad,
himself, had given his life in a futile
effort to saye them.

Reta was recalled to her surround-
ings by the voice of Trowbridge Scott.
“You've got a mighty nice two-year-
old here, Miss Ralston. Reckon you
better step to one side and I'll take
him again in the last judging.”

The girl’s heart felt as if it would

burst with its mad thumping. Scott

had put her in the final group! It was
- one more step toward that five thou-
sand!
they heard the judge’s decisior. Ranch-
ers from every part of the state were
~_there, men who appreciated fine cattle
“and gave such fineness its due.
A number of entries followed Reta,
_only to be waved out of the ring by
Trowbridge Scott, and then came a
commotion among the spectators, a

Oh, it wo ld be

"The crowd again applauded as
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murmur which steadily increased to a
babble of excited ejaculations. The
crowd divided to allow the entry of a
tall young man in scarred chaps and
leather vest.

Reta’s eyes swept him swiftly—
thick blond hair, lean, sun-tanned face,
steady gray eyes and a firmness in the
line of jaw which was relieved only
by the quirking grin about a

wide, geod—humored mouth. The girl's

glance passed on to the animal which
the young man led, and stopped there
in consternation. If Prince Lovering
was beautiful, here was perfectiont!:

“Dent Ferguson—owner of King
Boris,” called the announcer.

Dent Ferguson! Reta’s new neigh-
bor who had bought the old Twin
Springs place next to the Triple T, two
months ago. Reta had seen nothing

of the man, possibly because he had
been busy bringing his cattle up from

> y 25
man, had given a brief and vnnd de-
scription of Ferguson. ,

“One o’ them dude ranchers—yes, sir
—plumb edicated he is—graduated
from some hifalutin’ agriculture col-
lige! Reckon he aims to teach us- pore
benighted ranchers how to shag cattl
scientific!”

At the tm:e, Reta had formed no
very complimentary opinion of the new
neighbor. And here he was in the stock
ring with his King Boris. Reta looked
the animal over curiously, her pulses
leaping in a curious excitement. Could
it be that Prince Lovering would find
in this newcomer a rival for the gov-
ernor’s sweepstakes? Yeta’s chin
lifted confident couldn’t be—
her two-year-old: would win!

The girl kept to her firm belief dur-
ing the rest of the preliminary judg-
ing, at the end of which only King
Boris, Prince Lovering and two others

were admitted to the finals for the big

prize. There was a hush as Trowbridge.

Scott started once more ]udgmg the

animals, comparing them point by pomt
and noting down the results



Nearby stood a helper wath the cov—

eted ribbons in his hand, a pusple ro-

~sette for the champion, a red satin rib-
“bon for the animal taking second place
~and a white one for third. Reta could
see Paddy Burns at the edge of the
- crowd, gnawing the ends of his mus-
- tache. Why didn’t they hurry—
Trowbridge Scott was motiening to
his helper; there was a moment of
— tense silence, then a burst of applause
~ as the purple rosette, representing first
~ place, was fastened to the halter strap

- of King Boris,

~ A wave of actual nausea swept Reta

~ as the red ribbon was attached to

Prince Lovering. Second place! Her
- fingers were numb as they closed about
the four-hundred-dollar check which
represented second money. Dent Fer-
guson and his King Boris had won the
governor's — sweepstakes!  Suddenly
“Reta hated Ferguson with all the
strength of her vibrant young soul.
Mom—Mom—couldnt have ~her new
‘house— =
“Serry, MISS Ralston—you cer’tamly
~ gave me some stiff compefmoq
It was Dent Fe (Iressmg her,

‘a quizzical smile xm' his gray eyes. —
Reta asked sweetly, in answer to hxs', =

~ Reta’s chin hfted as she regarded the
- man coldly,

“It doesn’t matteg” she answered,
~ white-faced but forcing her voice to
_ steadiness. Then, tossing Prince Lo
ering’s halter strap to Paddy Burns, she
turned and abruptly left the ring.

~ It was two weeks later that ;Reta
~ ogain met her new nexghber girl’s
“heart was still sore from the defeat

~ which had been hers at the state fair.

Had the outcome of it affected only

~ herself, she would have swallowed her
= dlsappomtment and determined to win
~But she had been so sure

—next tlme
~ of winning and had actually promxsed
~ Mom: that new house. Somchow, it

~ seemed as if Dent Ferguson had de-

liberately filched it from her, and yet -
~she was fair em:mgh to realize that he -

_had met her in open competition.

— Onthis partrculaf day, Reta had gone
= mto the lower pasture for the purpose

gray eyes held hers
fiwell tramed hoz
' all =

= “That so?!,

SWEEPS’IAKES ==

of corrallmg some elght or ten wlves. =
~The young animals, wild as deer, were
giving her considerable trouble and it
was just as her rope missed one of

them that she looked up and saw Dent 7

Ferguson watching her from the other -
side of the fence: Had she been closer,
~she mxght have heard his exclamation
_ of surprise as his eyes I:ghted on her
buckskin pony.

—“Well, if it's not that pie-eyed littie
~Pats that was stolen from me down in
_the basin six months ago! Where'd
Reta Ralston get him!
remembers me—" 7

Reta, piqued that Dent Ferguson
should see her miss her throw, circled
up close to the fence and buﬂt another. .

=

~ “That buekskm‘ﬂ handle easxer 1f

you throw your weight the way you
want him te turn,” the young ranc‘ler
offered. =
— Instantly to Reta’s mmd came Paddy =

‘Burns' sarcastic remark, “Plumb edi-
cated—-szeckon he aims to teach us how

to shag cattfetacxennﬁc > ,

And here he ng pomters on
the handling of a horsef"};;;; =
“Did you learn all that in college o s

>

advice, =
Dent Ferguscn s face ﬁushed but\ins =

sald would have made Reta angrier.

~ “Suppese you let me handle him the :

way I please,” she answered icily. “I
happen to kinow tins horse better than
you do22 ,

‘Suddenly Den

Reta was funous at theimaxf% Je—
“niess. She wanted terribly to say some-
thmg that would cut him to the quick,
“but since she could think of -nothing,
she contented herself with wheeling
—the buckskin and dashing off acress the

~ pasture toward heme.

Suddenly from behmd%er sounded a
shnll clear whistle, begmmng on a

Wonder if he =

“I hate to seea

Nothing he could have,f, =
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high note and descending swiftly in a
little tnll, almost like the call of a
bird.

And all 4t once, to Reta’s amazement
‘the buckskin whirled and started back
toward the fence and Dent Ferguson.
The girl pulled frantically on the reins,
and this failing, dug in her spurs. But
the buckskin paid no attention until he
was back at the fence and whinnying
softly to the grinning young man on
the other side.

Reta’s face was white with anger and
chagrin. To be carried back against
her will to confront the chuckling Fer-
guson!

“Listen, Miss Ralston, please. I
wanted to see you to-day about the—"

“Nothing you wanted to see me about
would interest me in the least, Mr. Fer-
guson,” the girl answered furiously.
Once more she wheeled the buckskin,
dug in her spurs and sent him flying to-
ward home.

- But once again came the shrill, whis-
tled call.
stopped, in spite of all Reta could do,
and trotted. anxmusly back to the fence.
Tears of rage stood in the glrl’s eyes.

“How — how — dare you _ she
choked. ;

“Miss Ralston, I'm trymg to interest
the ranchers in this locality in form-

ing an association for the marketing of

our beef., We’d all benefit through fair-
er prices and by being able tq pass up
these individual cattle buyers—" -

- Although the girl knew such an sso-
- ciation was a wise move on the part of
the ranchers, she would not have joined
for a million dollars, since Dent Fer-
guson was the head of it. In her anger,
she was past all reasoning.
~ “So, you've started right in to teach
the rest of us how to raise and handle
beef,” she said cuttingly. “Sorry, Pro-
fessor, I'm too busy thls mormng

_“But Miss Ralston—

““Hire a hall!” the girl flung over her
shoulder and once more turned the
. buckskin toward home.

This time he let ‘her go. As the
young man speculatively lighted a ciga-

Once more the buckskin

rette and watched her erect little fig-

ure pass from sight around the brow :

of a hill, his eyes held an expression
of almost small—boy wistfulness.

“I'm sure p01son-1vy to that little
lady,” he mused. "“And I’d rather have
her for a friend than anybody else in
this whole valley.”

The weeks which followed were ﬁlled
with ranch routine for Reta. Mrs. Ral-
ston, a semi-invalid, took little interest
in the management of the ranch, much
preferring to leave things in Reta’s ca-
pabale young hands. The girl had seen
nothing of Ferguson since that day in
the lower pasture and knew of his do-
ings only through the reports of old
Paddy Burns.

It secemed that Ferguson had gotten
the other ranchers in the valley to form
the association and they had all con-
tracted their beef to some big Chicago
firm for twelve cents on foot. Most of
them would begin shipping in another
month. If Reta secretly wished she
were in the association with the men in
the valley—men whom she had known
since childhood as being cattle-wise and

~ price canny—she let no one suspect it.

Her chin set a little more firmly, as
she mentally detérmined to stay off
Ferguson’s bandwagon. She’d play her

‘own hand without any help or advice

from ‘that hombre.

- It was late in October when her out-
fit finished the round-up of her cattle.
Due to the fact that her hay crop had
been short and that she must count on
at least two months of winter feeding,
it would be necessary to sell oH more<
stock than usual.

Reta had already contracted for ad-
ditional hay and must meet this ex-
pense from her beef check. Better a
small herd well wintered than the
chance of running out of feed with a_
larger bunch. She could always pick
up feeders in the spring when grass -
was plentiful, and make a proﬁt on
them.

As yet no buyer had called at the‘
ranch but Reta felt sure it would be

but a matter of days until one arrived.
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She’d keep her markctable steers in
the lower pasture - and at least have

them ready. At present, quofatxons
were a little better than the associa-

~ tion had received, and Reta secretly
Vhoped “to take advastage of thz&

T was early one Monday mornmg'

that a swarthy individual rode up

to the corral and asked for the boss
of the Triple T. His black eyes and
a heavy black mustache were the ‘most
noticeable features about a fat, oﬂvyf

face,

“How d’ye do Mr Sagassa,” Paddy
Burns greeted the man civilly. “Reckon
ye'll find Miss Reta up at the house.”

“Pine! I jest ‘dropped by to make

~ her an offer on her beef.” Then, glanc-

ing at the buckskin inside the corral,
he added, “I see Miss Reta still has the

- hoss I sold her last April.”

“¥e-ah—she sets a heap o’ store by
thet little cow-pony,” Paddy
“Rides him altogefher——

“Well, I [ give her a good buy'on hun, '

Maybe she’ll remember and deal me her
cattle.”
“You'll always fiﬁnﬁ iMisstht

—Afair
and reasonable, Mr. Sagassa,” Paddy
answered.

‘Fen minutes later, the buyer and the
pretty young boss of the Triple T rode
out to the lower pasture where R
beef cattle grazed peacefully in the
autumn sunshine. The girl’s
filled with pride as she surveyed the

_sleck young steers and she was much

gratiﬁed when Sagassa offered top
price—a good two cents higher than
the asseciation men had contracted for.
— “Of course, Miss Reta, that’s the

~price loaded. Tve _got a string o’ cat-
~ tle cars on the sidin’® down -at the junc-
— tion, now: You hev yore outfit load =
7'thxs stuff soon as possible; then Fll
- giveyoua check fer tWenty-elght hun-
= dred B '7 =
~ “That’s falr enongh Mr Sagassa,‘f ==

- “My check’ll be drawn on the North-

~ western Bank o’ Shaw City,” the buyer
~ continued, his eyes watchmg the girl
> narrowly. “You might call 'em up to

heart -

make sure the money sr there and tbet
everything’s all right” =

“Why—why—I hadn’t thought of
that, But if you ’d rather I did—" the
girl hesitated.

Sagassa chuckled heartlly “V’eli
do’s you like. I know you ladies am’t
allus up on the ways o’ business and
I thought it might make you feel safer.
Nobody kin ever say Lioox advantage
‘of a WOman = .

WO days later saw Ret&s steers

- on the cars and ready to start their
long journey to market. Sagassa had
living quarters fixed up in the end of
one car and would accompany them,
thus s ing the pay of a caretaker.
Since practically all the other ranchers
in the valley belonged to the associa-
tion, he would go north for further
buying.

Reta had ridden down to the jumc-
tion to oversee the work and, as the
- last steer was loaded, Sagassa came
over to where she sat her buckskm
pony. - =

“Reckon yer

er thet check
nowW, Miss Reta,” he sai: Lingratiatingly.
“Reta smiled. “Of course, twenty-
eight hundred would come in mlghty
handy to most of us.” =
“P’ll say it would!” Sagassa chuckied.
‘He drew a fountain pen and check bcek
from his _vest poc ,.,,ﬂattened the '

y =
stub, held it a moment in the stror\g
sunlight to dry, and handed it to the
girl.
“Now, if yowll ;est gzve me a re- - =
ceipt fer payment on them steers, we’H —
be all set ? he grtnned; = =

r 'yes it would Sagassa re-
tumed; ~“But with me travelin’ round
like 1 hev to in buym I git careless
about sech things. I T hev a regufam
—receipt besides the check I'm bound
not to loose both of ’em.” f, '

It was only business and Reta real- =
ized the man had a petfect rxght toask = -
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for a receipt. She glanced at the check,
saw that it was made out and signed
properly, and slipped 1t into the pocket
of her blouse.

“If you'll tear a sheet from your note-
book and lend me that pen, I'll be glad
~to,” she oifered. :

“Here’s a reg’lar form,” Sagassa an-
-swered, producing a pad of blank re-
ceipts. “I allus carry ’em with me so’s
to have ’'em handy.” He was working
with the pen. “Confound it, the thing’s
dry—well, here’s an indelible pencil

~thet’ll do jest as well”

As Sapassa folded the receipt and
slipped it into his purse, Reta headed
her buckskin toward Shaw City. She’d
-deposit the check and be in a position
‘to pay her hay bill when it came in the
last of the week.

It was but natural that the girl
should experience a feeling of satis-
faction at having gotten a better price
for her steers than any of the associa-
tion ranchers under the leadership of
Dent Ferguson. He might show the
others how to sell beef, but she’d man-
age alone. From behind her came the

shrill whistle of the aftemoan freight

as it left the junction. It ‘had picked
up the cattle cars, and her steers, with
- their new owner, were speedmg toward
the state line.

As she stood there, there came a

horseman, around a bend in the road
ahead. As he drew nearer, Reta’s heart
suddenly pounded in exultation. Dent
Ferguson! His horse was coming at an
easy lope but slowed as he drew near.
And then, to Reta’s chagrin, the buck-
skin she was riding stopped directly
in the path of the other. Ferguson

lifted his hat gravely and drew rein.

- “¥You wanted to speak to me—?” he
questioned hesitantly.

For a moment Reta’s, face flamed.
“No,” she answered, “my horse just
stopped. Does the hypnosis you seem

~ to exert over the entire valley extend

even to the animals?”

Ferguson grinned and Reta could not
but notice the eager friendliness of
his eyes. If she hadn’t hated him so—

“No, Miss Ralston; to tell the truth,
I used to own that little buckskin
you're riding, But—but—I sold him—
One really couldn’t tell a pretty girl

“that the horse she was riding had been

stolen from one, nor that the buck-
skin had been a special pet and he’d
rather she had i:um than anyone else
in the world. :

“So that’s why he answered your
whistle!”

“Well, yes— You see I just won-
dered if he’d remember me. By the
way, who’d you get him from?”

“A Mr. Sagassa—a cattle buyer’—-who :
came past the Triple T last spring.”
She saw Dent Ferguson's eyes sudden-
1y turn the color of chilled steel.

“You—deal with that hombre?” he
asked quietly.

“Indeed I do,” Reta couldn’t keep
the little note of triumph from her
voice. “Especially when he gives me
two cents more on foot than your as-
sociation receives. I'm on my way now
to bank his check in Shaw City?”

“Miss Ralston, do you mind lettmg
me see the check?”

So he didn’t believe her; didn’t be-
lieve that a girl was cannier than his
precious association! Her hand slipped
to the pocket of her blouse and drew

~ forth Sagassa’s check. A little smile

of triumph curled her hps as she un-

folded it

Suddenly the smile was mped from
Reta’s face. All the blood in her body
seemed to congeal about her heart. She
stared, unbelieving. The check in her
hand was absolutely blank! :

“Why—why—

Ferguson spurted closer. His mcuth
was compressed in a straight line. “Sa-
gassa gave you that check s he - ques-
tioned. = ==

Reta brushed a hand across her eyes
in bewilderment. “I—I don’t—under-
stand,” she faltered. “The check was

-all right when he handed it to me.”
- Dent Ferguson leaned over and took
~ the. paper from her trembling fingers,

“¥es, I recken it
“Did you give

scanning it closely.
was,” he said slowly.
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him a rece:pt for payment, Mlss Ral-
~ ston?”
~ The girl nodded inarticulately. “I1
 had phoned the bank and the money
- was there all right” She briefly
sketched the incident at the junctien,
when Sagassa had written the check
‘and she had given him the recelpt
“And my steers are—already gone—
Reta finished.

“Quick, Miss Ralston!” Dent Fergu-,
- son had _galvanized into a whirlwind -
“That train’ll have to wait

of activity.
~ for the through Eastern one at El
—Centro. If we hurry, we can cut across
the Wasco H:Hs and beat it to Big
- Falls.”

The next moment they were racmgf

side by side toward the low hills to the
~north. Reta’s thoughts were a not of
doubt, fear and incredulity. How
could the blank check have gotten into
her pocket instead of the one which
‘Sagassa had written? Was it just a

_ mistake, or had he deliberately cheated
He had her receipt—could they =

- her?
make him pay again?
Dent Ferguson rede with his eyes

: stra:ght ahead, his lean jaw setin gran-
“Reta could not but note the
clean ]_ength of him, giving easily to

ite Hines.

the movement of his horse. He seemed

~lost in thought, utterly ebhvtous to her,

presence.

Suddenly Reta felt ashamed ot ﬁer_?f:
“past treatment of the man. Never had

she missed a chance to be rude to him,

— and yet he had not hesitated to comei

“to her aid at a moment’s notice.
Well she thought bxtterly, ¥

_in the judging r'ng and nursed through
_ the fall season, had cost her twenty-

—a posmon to hugh heartxly at her ex-
~ pense.  Yet, behind-Reta’s bitterness
~was a real Worry, “for she could not

—afford to lose *wenty-elght hundred
~ dollars at this time.

ter £eedmg

Arrxved at Great Falls, Ferguson‘

“check,”

— "peared in his hand
2 it
'—"turneé out that her antagonism, ‘born

She needed that
‘money desperately in order to carry' =
‘the rest of her cattle through the wm- =
‘how your pen suddenly went dry when

= headed stralght to the shenﬁ’s cf'uce,

The stock train would be ahmg in about

_fifteen minutes, but they must have ==

some semblance of official backing m;
order to hold the train. '

“Ye say he’s got a signed recelpt : =
_showin’ payment fer them cattle?” thg
‘grizzled old sheriff questioned.

“Yes, and all Miss Ralston has to
show for the tramsaction is a blank
snapped Ferguson.

“Wal, I cain’t hardly see whar ye,

kin git him on the deal—"

~“We’ll get him, all right,” Fergusonf
announced grimly.

for is to impress the train crew.”
There came a long-drawn shriek from

a leeomotwe and the three hurried to

the depot, arriving there just as the
stock train rumbled to a_ stop. Shenff
Barton stepped up to the engme cab
and displayed his star to the engineer
and fireman, while Ferguson, foHowed
by Reta, made for the car in whzc&

;Sagassa had his quarters.

They fmmd the oﬂy-face&' buyerr

bendmg over a rough table in one end
of the car, evrdently caStg up- ac=

counts. :
,“Howdy, Sagassa, we'd like
Wi

word

turned a pasty

of the table,
MN" =
if by magxc, Ferguson’s gun had ap-
“Tust stand there
by that window. Our business won’t
take long. First of all, hand over that

receipt Miss Ralston pave you for pay- ——

ment of those steers.”

— “What is this—a ho;d-up ”’ th i
pbiustered

“No,” chuckled Fergueon, “it’s vmat'

"you might call a showdown.”

ey bought and paid fer them steers.

What’s the gal howlin’ about? — — —

“Ye—ah—-pard for them-with a check
written in disappearing ink! Queer

sts Ralsten wanted to borrow it to

“What I need you

The ;buyer - whirled and his face
te as he beheid Dent
Ferguson in the doorway. Suddenly

“his hand slid toward the open &rawer'

ou don't, Sagassal” ’Almost asf*.'." :




write your receipt. Now just oblige
us with that little document, if you
please

Sagassa looked likea trapped coyote,
fuming, snarling, But he slowly drew
Reta’s receipt from his pocket and
tossed it at Dent Ferguson’s feet.

“Will you see if that’s the one you

gave him, Miss Ralston?” And when
the girl had nodded affirmation, Fergu-
son prodded the cursing buyer to the
door; “Now, Sagassa, you leave this
train and if you ever show up in this
valley again I’ll turn you over to the
sheriff for—well, you know what.

“By the way, I'm right glad you sold
Miss Ralston the little buckskin you
‘bought’ from me the last time you
were down in the basin. Don’t know
of anyone I'd rather have own him,”
Ferguson finished meaningly.

He turned from the door to smile
at the white-faced girl. Reta was slow-
1y tearing her receipt into tiny shreds

and letting them slide through trem-

bling fingers to the floor.

“Miss Ralston, you’ve got your steers
all loaded and you will suffer a certain
loss if they don't go on the market

now." If you like, I think we can ar-
“range with the Chicago firm that the

association dealt with, to take them off
your hands. Their price is two cents

lower than Sagassa s—but you’ll get

your money.”

Reta Ralston Iooked the young man
squarely in the eye. Her chin lifted
with a quiet dlgnlty in keeping with
the fearlessness in her face.

“You’re a square-shooter, Dent Fer-
guson,” she said steadily. “I reckon

T'd be glad to deal with the Ghmagor_
firm and—and I’d be right proud to join
your association—if—if you still want -

me.”

“Want YOu! I’ll say we do!” The

enthusiasm in the young rancher’s voice
~ was much-needed balm to the soreness

* in the girl’s heart.

~As they made their way outside to

where their horses stood, Dent Fergu-
son returned to the business at hand.
“}'ll stay here with the stock and leok
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after them, while you ride back to the
Triple T and send one of your outfit to
take them on to Chicago.”

“But—but—Mr. Ferguson, how did
you guess about the disappearing ink?”
Reta asked wonderingly.

“Oh, that,” answered Dent Ferguson,
while a teasing twinkle shone in his
eyes; “that’s just something I learned
in college—chemical lab—"

Suddenly the tears swam in Reta’s
eyes. She brushed at them furiously
and rushed to where the little buckskin
stood. She deserved that dig—but she
couldn’t bear it—anything to get away!
A moment and she had mounted, turn- -
ing the pony’s head toward home.

All at once from behind her there
came a shrill, whistled call and the
buckskin dutifully turned and carried
her back to Dent Ferguson. _

“Oh, Reta, honey, I didn’t
that.” He was all contntxon
rotten of me—" ==
' "I——deserved 1t >

- “No you didn’t.

mean
~“It was

Oh, Reta—can’t we
be friends? No, darn it, I don’t mean
friends. Won’t you marry me? That
five thousand from the governor’s
sweepstakes—-l haven’t spent a cent of
it. I've been hoping some day maybe
you’d stop hating me and we’d build
an up-to-date ranch house on the line
between the ‘Triple T and the Twm
Springs—

He stopped to scan her face anxious-
ly. Suddenly a smile curved Reta’s

_lips and two dlmples appeared in her

cheeks,

“Mom’s been wantmg a new house—-—

“Say, Reta honey, we’ll build one
that’ll make Mom’s eyes pop! Water,
and bath, and a fireplace—"

‘Reta’s sweeping lashes fluttered, and
the eyes she raised to his were luminous
with something more than gratitude,
Dent’s arms reached for her. But the
girl, suddenly aware of the interested
train crew, whispered a soft “to-mor-
row” and wheeled the buckskin toward
home. =
Dent chuckled happxly, and this txme
he let her go.



Dale S Dllemma

By Herbert A. Woodbury

In the qu’nghme a cowhoy’s fancy will always turn toward a little ranch-home and a

- pretty girl to share it with him. There was Peggy who was an ideal partner and Beth,

who’d make a perfect wife. Ii’s sure hard to guess which one is gomg to be his
smiling bnde

>

) RIGHT sunlight of late May
— sayampa. It brought out the
rich, tawny hues of the desert
hills in the background. It glimmered
in the brilliant carnival trappings of
the thousands who filled the stands.
It sparkled in the silver conchas of the
scores who crowded the field.
More especially, it got into the eyes
of Dale Treynor at just the moment

flooded the ample arena at Has-

57

when he launched a pile-driving blow
toward the tip of Bud Ellis’ chin. The
puncher’s blow missed, and he all but
lost his footing. Bud banged him on
the side of the jaw. Another Diamond
waddy clipped him from the opposite
side, and then Dale commenced to feel
dizzy.

But the six of them hadn’t hcked
him yet; not by a long shot. His body
crouched in battling stance, his great
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arms weaving, Dale backed slowly Peggy, and he beheld Beth Hughes, th -
away under the avalanche of over- new school teacher, here at Hassa-
whelming numbers, They were a ma- yampa. Beth, too, had come in for a
niac crew, these boys of the Diamond. share of Dale’s attentions, recently.
Dale necessarily had littie time for re- Beth was pretty as a picture. Blue-
flection, but it struck him that this con- eyed and blond quiet and se 'ous, was
certed gang attack was entirely out of Beth. =
_proportion to what he had done. — Dale locked frem one to the “other
~ Why, he'd merely put some burrs un-~ _and then back again. Peggy was hold-
der the harnesses of a couple of the~ mg her pett snubbed little nose high
ponies attached to the ancient stage in the air in unmistakable disdain,
— coach which the DLamond ‘had counted while Beth, for her part, was smiling.
~ on parading round the field, and all Beth’s blue eyes were soft in sympathy.
that had ‘happened was that the ponies The punche 'uckered his forehead.
had bucked and run away and smashed He seratched ; dis
the stage coach. Nobody killed or any- black hair. Now here was ¢
~thing. Some folks just couldn’t take that was plumb puzzling. =
a joke. , pect, somehow, that the mischievous =
Once mere, two Diamond punchers Peg would be doing the grinning, and
- landed blows at the same time. Dale that the serious Beth would be shocked.
staggered on rubbery knees. And then, Yet it was premsely the other way
~ just as he expected the murder to take rqundt . : : —
place, the boys of the Diamond beat  Now, how—how in bIazes »chd you'j'
a hasty retreat. ﬁgure that? Dale, who had been try-
= It wasn’t a rescue, exactly. The men ing for weeks to decide which of the
—  who jostled his attackers aside were all two glrls he ptef ed,
~ deputies, and at their head was Mike '
~ Cummings, the sheriff himself. VQ;CE ja out
~Words that were somehow old and LA of his reveric. The sheriff was
familiar rang in Dale’s ears. “Hmbm, saying, “Glt on_your hoss, cowboy
you're under arrest!” And pronto. :
Dale struggled pamfully to his feet. ;_D,aie:. = thh what speed his
“¥es sir> he submitted. ‘"--i’ajurtes permxtted And six deputies
_He wasn’t looking at the —sheriff as closed in about him in a hollow square.
~ he said it—he was gazing past the man A moment later and the cavalcade left
- into the ecrowd which had gathered the arena by the south gate
~ round. Firstof all he saw his employ- half hour’s jog through
——ers daughter, Peggy. Peggy was eight-  cession of paio verd
~_een, pert and freckled and saucy. On greasewood, | ound
~ more than one occasion in the past six magistsate’s. ,
months of his hectic stay at the Bar  Dale found fumself sentenced to ten
D, Dale had thought Peggy the most days for dzsturbmg the peace, but
enehammg ereature in' the f'whole the usual proviso in his senter T s
_world. : - he would go free if his employer
Like hzmself Pegb = too, had been take him back to the Bar Dan
~ born under a restless star. She had ise to keep hzm safely 'out =
" been an ideal partner for-—weH cap-- yampa i« 2 : = =
~ turing her father's white Ieghoms, for  Dale grmned she¢ ishly. =
“instance, and hiding them in the fore- Donneﬂ ‘would he in, late this evemng =
man’s shack For mad lopes across the or ﬁrst thmg to-morrow ‘mornin ?Eb

= breathless. = ~ that he'd rlde,back to the Bar ,D w;th
= Hxs eyes shzfted 2 bat to the nght of Peg, as usual. =
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Alas for Dale, however. Succeeding
events were anything but usual.

Two whole days passed without the
customary reprieve, and on the third,
the turnkey handed Dale a short, pen-
~ciled note from Bill. It said, curtly -

I've bronght your saddle and yonr
duffel in and left them with the sheriff.
When your time is up, he’ll give them
to you. Bill.

Fired, in other words!
he’d lost count, really.

“One thing, though,” he told himself,
“I ain’t gittin’ fired quite so frequent,
these days. Have been six whole
months with Bill, wluch is pretty
danged good—”

For the—

He frowned thoughtiully and stared

at the floor. He was improving, he
reckoned, at that. One of these days
he’d probably get fired for the last time
and settle down.

In fact, truth to tell, Dale had been
dallying ph y with the thought
of settling down, for the past month.
He had been dreaming, as young males
- are apt to in the spring, of a rose-
covered cottage dozing in the warmth
of some bright canyon. The only
trouble was, whom to invite to share
that cottage—Peggy or Beth.

“If 1 could only answer that ques
tion,” thought Dale, “then by dang, I
would settle down. But when they’re
both beautiful an’ both lovely, what in
heck’s a guy to do?”

ATE possibly heard the puncher’s

plea, for on the fourth day of
Dales enforced vacation from the sad-
dle, the man’s keeper came in smack-
ing his lips.

“Lady to see you, out there,” said
the turnkey, “an® beheve me, she’s a
- knockout.”
~ Dale sprang eagerly to his feet One
of ‘the girls, then, had taken pity upon
him. Maghmt that gu'i be the right

giri?
 He followed the turnkey out into an

 antechamber adjoining the magistrate’s
oﬁce, and flushed joyfully as he be-

‘thmk you’re reaily bad—" -

-~ Such confidence

held—Beth! There she sat in a chair

- over by the window, where the bright

sunlight turned all the lovely blond
tints of her hair to live gold. Her
blue eyes met his, soft as they had been
that day at the arena.

“Come over here and sit down, Dale,”
she invited. “I want to have a good
long talk with you.”

A little breathlessly, Dale cbeyed,

since his whole future happiness, pos-
sibly, hung in the balance.
- He sat down across from Beth, and
the girl hitched her chair up to his.
Then she bent forward until her face
was only a half-dozen inches away from
his own.

“Dale,” she commenced, “I don t

Dale flushed at faith so exqulslte,
and Beth went on.

“Because,” said the school teacher,
“nobody’s really bad. People are just,
well—" 1t was slightly complicated, in

- a way, but Beth’s idea seemed to be

that the wicked in this world are
simply wictims of society and circum-
stances—that even the most desperate
can be saved by a helping hand at the
right moment.

She was a radiant apostle of sweet-
ness and light, of charity and lofty
thoughts. Dale’s mind wandered a
little as she talked abstractly of the
psychology and sociology she had
iearned from her courses at Teachers’
College.

But his attention returned with a
bang, when she said, “Now take you,
for mstance You Te 2 most interesting
specimen.”

“Um, er what?" queried Dale.

- “T mean,” said Beth, “that in the
proper emvironment, you could amount -
to something.”

in hnn warmed
Dale’s heart, “I—I reckon I could,”
he said. -~

“And so,” Beth went on, “I've asked
the magistrate to parole you into my
charge.”

The puncher’s eyes lit up in swift
gratitude. Jalls were always so de-



~tude overwhelmed him.

pressmg to a. gent who loved the wide
— sweeps of desert and the rugged gaunt-
-~ wessof hills.

-~ “TFhat's sure danged nice of you,” he
said————
“And whats more,” Beth told him,

- “T’ve got you a new job, too.”

~ Dale’s heart bounded again. Grati-

“In the bank,” she concluded.

For a tiny second, Dale’s facekfell ,

7 “In the bank?” he stammered

~— bandit raids lately, he thought'he ought ‘a-
——to be prepased.”—- - = =

“As a guard” smiled Beth. “Mr,
Wells was saying that with all these

“T know,” said Dale[:

it be better, maybe, if I got Mike Cum-

—mings to make me deputy?
- could get your bandits, and—and ride,
~— too.”

 to get bandits. I¥’s to amo
~ thing, Dale.
a ht’de whxle

Then I

— “The ;dea,” Sald Beth fian’t

As soon as theres a

,Cwe you a qu in one of the tellers

= cages.
~ Somehow, Beth’s face was so flushed -
~and eager that the puncher didrn’t find
~ it in his heart to dash her hopes. After fu
~ all, it would have been sheer ingrati
~ tude to tell a girl who'd gone to all
this trouble for you that you had no

|

~And then—

— such hxgh-falutm ‘ambitions, that cows
—were your work, and that life any-
- where but on the range would be
'dlﬂiC{ﬂt. ]
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ment, he wondered suddenly =
~ - had" taken him SO long to make up ‘his
- mind.

‘But wouldn’t”

: ;trelyf'}j«
) 80 == bfbuse,
You'll only be a guard for

=t , = then when ‘Peggyﬁ'
~ Dale vomed no oppos;.uo’ 'i;then. He fused tc
took one of Beth’s soft hands in = =7

mg on air amd full of noble sentimen

He checked this feeling against all
the stories he had ever read, and de-
cided that the symptoms admitted of
only one conclusion. He was in love
with Beth! As he dallied with the
sweet thought for one long blissful mo-

Why, mdeed?

HE answer to the questzoq
cxdentablg, was Just swmgmg—f

'mans General Store. Peggy —*McDon-
nell, slim and boyish and grinning, tied
up her horse and then shot an impa-
tient glance at her father.

- “Come on, I d,” she admemshed

her best Sunday boéts and the old man

twinkled at such unusual ﬁnery. Peggy

usually loped the hills in a pair of
faded blue j jeans and a man’s blue shirt.
: “Not g{ttm unpatnent are you

- gutl
: “I I dxdn t know ten days was going
to be so long,” she confessed.
and anyway, Dad, I reckon £ours
enough to—"
“To what”’ asked her

owmn, and patted it. He felt very “tender - ==

- zud happy and content. More than that.

-~ Fi- felt already a better man. An idea
- crashed dizzily through his brain. Why

—  wasn’t Beth, with those fine ideals of
 Ters, the girl for him? She'd keep an
== 'homhze from slipping, all right! : ;
"It was an idea which grew as they  Bj
— left the jail and strolled up the street —gu
~ under the umbrella trees.
~ menced to grow tingly and warm in-
- side. He’d never felt quite like this be- -
= fore, so all up in the clouds and tread{ i

Bale com-

properly contri‘te o
so to speak, and maytbe tell
things s‘:e’d been waiting

esses to realize that hlsrdaughter was ;_5 :
in love, and what’s more, Bill heartily
apptoveé. D_ale was ;full qf mtschief

“And—
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- Bill realized that in the long run we're
happiest when we marry natures akin
to our own.

He ﬁmshed tying his own horse, and
_then caught his daughter’s arm. They
hurried through the store to the street.
And then, abruptly, the two of them
stopped short.—

There, a little way down the side-
walk, came Dale and Beth. Dale had
the school teacher’s arm, and the soft
glances which he was giving his com-
panion were unmistakablel

Peggy drew herself up fiercely. Her
lips compressed, and her nose tilted
haughtily.

And Dale, looking up to tip his
Stetbon, thought to himself, “Gosh, she

must hate me.” Funny—in spite of his

exalted feeling of a moment ago, this
new knowledge gave him a sudden stab.
Not that he loved Peggy, of course,
having decided upon.Beth with her
ideals.

a lot of roistering good times together.

ALE took up his duties almost at

once in the Hassayampa First
National, and if stalking about a drab
~_banking room was at first heart-break-
ingly dull for a man whose bread and
butter had always been thrills, still,
~ he soon discovered that ‘the }ob dxd
have its compensations.

To be more explicit, Dale discovered
~ that Beth found it necessary to wander
in nearly every day to watch her pro-
tégé achieving grace. He looked for-
ward to these impromptu chats, and
commenced to worry that the time was
drawing near when Beth would ﬁmsh
her-duties for the term. :

“Have—have you made any summer
plans” he “asked her on one such
occasion.

“Why—” faltered Beth.

It was then that, abruptly, a jaunty,

sleek-haired” individual interrupted
them. '
“Hey, bud,” he turned to Dale,

“where’s de pens an’ ink?”
- “Why,” grinned Dale, “right there

But he couldn’t forget in a sec-
ond, somehow, that he and Peg had had’

beside you, hombi'e.” And he half

-turned to indicate the desk to the man.

_Then there was a scream from Beth.
“Dale, turn around quick! They’re—"
The ex-cowpuncher whirled, his hand
darting to his hip holster. At once,
everything seemed to happen simul-
taneously.. Four other youths with

-sawed-off shotguns had jammed into

the front door, while the man who had
asked Dale to locate pen and ink made
a dive for Dale’s wrist at the very mo-

-ment Dale drew. Beth fainted. The

cowpuncher and the bandit crashed to
the floor in a furious battle for Dale’s

gun.
Two of the men with shotguns came

-dashing up to aid their compamon, but
-Dale was equal to the occasion. After
two weeks of idleness he was literally

spoiling for such a scrap, so that the
man who had stood off a half-dozen
Diamond waddies just for the fun of
the thing was a weakling beside this
puncher who was struggling in earnest.

Dale swung a mighty fist to the point
of his antagonist’s jaw, and as the man
crumpled and relaxed his hold on the
gun, Dale seized it.=

~He had it up and ﬂammg One of
the shotgun duo staggered in his tracks
and fell. The other turned to flee. Dale
drew a bead and fired again. He
clipped the man on the shoulder. But
the two others who had remained near
the door gathered up the man as he
tottered. Their shotguns blazed a warn-
ing volley, and under cover of that
confusion, all three rushed back to the
sidewalk.

A piece of the shotgun charge
had slashed across Dale’s cheek. But
the puncher ontly laughed. This was the
life! This was what he had been wait-
ing for, He leaped after the men.

Then he halted abruptly and all
thought of pursuit went out of him.
Beth iay beside him where she bad fall-
en in her faint, and now—now there
was a trickle of blood from a wound in
her side.

‘Dale heard the roar of- a powerful
motor car making its getaway, outside.



= ,Dale, don’t say ‘what,’ either.”

~—such corrections. He rejoiced in them,

= z’}He heard the futxle hoofs of M.;ke

= - Cummings’ posse lppmg in pursuit, But

only through a daze. He had swept the

girl’s body into his arms, and he stood

~ there for a long second loeking down
‘into the pale, drawn face. Beth was
hurt! She mxght be dymg' =

ETH d1dnt d1e, of course. 'Be-'

cause her wound proved upen X~

 amination to be no more serious than
“Dale’s. But the fact that she could ac-
company him to the Rendezvous Dance

= “Hall that mght detracted nothing from

_ the romantic aspects of the situation.

Up until now, Dale hadn’t kiss

 Beth. Now he did. And as they sat
-~ out in the cottonwood grove between

— dances, under a soft, Southwestern

~ moon, Dalé’s voice grew a little husky.

“The State Bankers’ Association

paid me its reward,” he explained.
—"Ten thousand dollars for t’hem banél?ts :
~ and—

“Those, * said Beth
“What?” -
—— “Those bandl

- th them. Ang,
The puncher flushed. He didn’ t rhmd

 envisaging the rest of his life as a
~ steady march ‘toward perfection

~ things, with Beth his mentor and hzs
= Vsympathetlc guide. :

“Um, er—yeh,” he went on.

thousand bucks for those ban '1ts and
~—  with what money I've already got—"

—“Have,” supplied his menter,
Dale winced, irritated for one tiny

~ second. But his enthusiasm for the
— rest of his story carried him on at once. -
~“All nght, and with the rnoney 3

ﬁlrzave got—"" =
: “Have—alon‘, 2

- “With the monef I bave alone, I’il'

"{';'be able to-buy a ranch. I was talkin’

~ to Wells this afternoon, an’ it seems.

~ the bank’s got one lolapalusa of a prop- { ]

—— erty it took over onm a mortgage some

e two-three years baek.
- and—

The Lazy Y

“But Dale,” cned Beth
gomg to be a—-a-—-;ust a rancher

RANCH ROMANCES

“You re not -

Where s your arnhmon 2 We’ll take that

meney, and—and

“And what?”

~ As a matter eI —fact, they really
didn’t decide.
much planned. Beth’s teaching was

over, now. She was ready, indeed, after

Dale’s heroism, to plan for the sum-
_mer. To-morrew morning, they would
rent a car and drive over to Mentezu-
ma, the county seat,where Dale would
spend two dollars of his fertune for -
a marnage hcense

‘their subsequent lelsure when Bef.h as
Dale’s bride, could argue more com-

mandingly than Beth as his sweetheart,
no doubt.

once he woke up; that mght, m the_ =

midst of a nightmagze.

He had been dreaming that he was

repeating his plea to Beth

"1’11 buy
the Lazy ¥, and e

5 v)ned as he sat bolt

= P
upnght in bed. Dang it all, that’s just
the way Peg would have answesed, too!

He strove to banish a picture that was

a little too alluring. Peg? Why, Peg
Peg wasn’t

didn’t have any ambition:

blessed with altruis

human uplift, P
> 1

tions about
as—Peg was

foun Peggy McDonnell sitting
out a dance at the Rendezveuswﬁh her
father.
how, compared to thg_;

Peg shook ﬁei head “It is, S,
because Edna- told me, and Be“th had
Just bee "Ikmg to he ?—L,They we;e

But they did get this

Then they’d drop =

But D 1e~m hxs bhss xmssed this blt ,

A rather listles "'Peg_gy, —somye-

~“Maybe it am’ true,” he sug esteg
“hopefully. =
imugh

3
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going over to Montezuma, this morn-
ing. By now—” The girl looked at
her wrist watch. “By now they’re not
only married, but they’re halfway over
to the coast on their honeymoon.”

She roused herself quickly, gave her
brown bobbed hair a toss, and seized
her father’s hand.

“But I don’t care, Dad. Come on—
let’s dance.”

She took a couple of steps out to-
ward the floor, before she suddenly
stopped stock-still in utter breathless-
ness!

The door that they were passing had
burst open, and now, silhouetted there
in theportal stood Dale Treynor. Dale
in his best black suit—in shoses, not
boots, and with a wilted white carna-
tion sticking out of his lapel.

The puncher’s face lit up as he saw
her. He hurried up.

“Dance, Peggy?” he asked eagerly.

“But—but Dale,” she gasped “I
thought—"

“Oh, that,” he grinned sheepxshly
“That’s all off.”
tried to urge her out onto the floor.

But Peggy wasn’t to be placated so
easily. According to gossip, Beth had
set _out most enthusiastically, this
mommg,

Pegpy’s brom: es flashed, and she
stamped her foot.

“Dale Treynor, she |

feel like dancing with a man that 1 jilt
Even if he

a girl at the very altar.
jilts her to—to come back to me!”

Dale chuckled at the outburst.

“But I didn’t,” he protested. “It was
the other way round. Shall—-shall I
tell you about it?”

Peggy’s brown eyes opened wxde In
a flash all her indignation was trans-
ferred to Beth. Dale was the injured
one, and she was sorry for him.

“But—but Beth was telling every-

body this morning how happy she was
going to be.” , .

f‘It’s incredible,” grinned Dale, “but
true.” - And he heaved a sigh—of re-
lief. Now that it was all over, he felt
giddily light-hearted.

He took her arm and

~ He looked into Peg’s eyes and im-
plored her. And Peg? Peg looked
into the puncher’s eyes, and decided to
dance with him andl hear the utterly
amazing story. How Dale and Beth
had driven to Montezuma in a rented
car. How Dale had left the girl sit-
ting in the front seat and had gone
into the courthouse to get a marriage
license. And how he had come out to

_find both the car and the girl gone.

- “I figgered at first,” he explained,

“that she’d gone off on some errand,
but when the whole day passed an’ she
didn’t come back, why, then I came
back here and found she hadn’t showed
up at her boardin’ house either. No
sir, she jest took that there car, an’
drifted!”

“And now you’ll have to pay for the
car!” Peg was furious.

“Reckon as how,” grinned Dale mer-
rily. “But it was only a flivver. And
itd of been cheap if it was a Rolls-
- Royce.”

~ Peggy’s brow suddenly puckered.

- “It seems kind of fishy, though,” she
announced on more sober reﬁectmm T
mean it isn’t like Beth T

“Would I lxe to you, Peggy?”

“No, but—

Dale lulied Peg’s doubts to rest,
though. “I reckon you can never figger

~ a woman,” he told her, and with that
~the two ef them inquired no more into

Beth’ - disappearance.  Both
of thes _wanted to believe that she’d
drifted, and so both of them did be--
lieve it.

When the music stopped, Dale led
Peggy outside into the cottonwood
grove. It was the same romantic spot
where, the night before, he had pro-
posed to Beth. But the moon was
warmer, to- mght eeze
drifted about them. In the far distance
‘the Hassayampa Hills sh1mmered in
the pale, ghostly light. .

“Peggy,”
ficulty, “I've been such a danged idiot
for so long. I've been blind. And it
wasn’t even my own common sense that
opened my eyes. It was jest aceident.

A warm June breeze

Dale commenced w1th dxf— :




, ,gomg to make things hard.
—  of us make mistakes, I reckon,”
- told him.

— I dont know what to say to you or—-_

- But the girl who loved him wasnh’t
“We all
~she
“I made a big one, Dale,
when I let you stay in jail like that.
I guess all this jest served me right—"

The moon dlpped a little lower, and

,suddmly.the puncher ‘had her in his
~ arms.
= g:es',wefe in order.
there, staring dreamily into the moon-

No more explanations or apolo-
They snnpiy sat

= lxght, everythmg forgwen and forgot-
—ten

“Somehow Dale’s question seemed su-
perfluous now, since he knew what the

~answer would be. But he asked it, just

the same. “Peg, you'll marry me?”
And he thrilled to the finger tips

7 ~when she said, “Why of course, Dale,

- Guced a note.

ﬁance hall; a Mexican youth af -about
: iwelve snlled up to the puncher : “Your

ff you love me”
- Love her! Dale realized at last what
it really was to love, They sat there

- awhile longer, then wandered back to

the dance.
“And thea, i

>Wherx§ Dale nodéed the Bt;y pro-
“Guy give me a dollar to

‘hand you this,” he said.

: mg all too familiar.

;,Da»le iook the neie, and turned to

seemed to open the gfound at his feet.
- The missive commenced in handwrit-
He read:

Dearest Dale:

me f “ten
—doliars ransom, an& T'm told to tell

in Sabina Canyon. AIso, for _yeut sake

'»;‘: va;as still in love twith hmaJ And he was =
= engaged 1:0 both the gxris' = =

RANCH ROMANCES

tell you
~—to put the money beside the big cedar -

1ars, smee he had 4.}: on hts pe:sgn,-any- :

Peggy must have seen hls face g0
white, for she touched his arm, “Is—
is it anythmcr serious, Dale?” :

The puncher looked into her wor-
ried little face, and for a moment his

agony seemed more than he could bear.

“Serious,”
heaven—"

There was only one thing to do of
course, and the puncher somechow
pulled himself _together. However lit-

he groaned, “it's—oh,

-had no right to abandon her with that
bandit crew. He did not dare to dele-
gate someone —else to the rtescue,
for the note had forbidden communica-
tion with the authoritics, »and someone

ment. Itwashfs:}ci) -ak
He came close to Peggy for a =
ond, and gathered her once more into
his arms. Then he said, in a voice
grown. weak “One fhxng, Peg, 1 love

Bef re Peg COde ask what he meant
heﬁwas off. He borrowed a pony, ﬁang
'Inmself into the saddle, and set out at
a lope.
— slipped away, he took his mount mtc :
his confiden =
“Pony,” he lamented “the worst of it
is, if I do reseue her, shelll
times as much. And

“him deep | “the H‘assayampa Hills, in -
~ the midst of the rugged badlands. =
““And wha#s more, pony,” he went on,
“supposin’ I tell her I can’t go throt
with the marriage? Then
have me, either. A
,she d- hate a

'ere, a cewpeke more mxsers = _'

He had brought the ten thousand dol- =

_ tle he might want to marry Beth, he

“As mile after mile of desert

1 me, now—was theyrr-



DALE’S DII;EM?

bma, whe‘cner he’d leave 1t as comf,
manded, or not.

One little voice suggested “Why not
leave it, Dale? Mayhe she wouldnt
~want you, after you were broke.”

Now, though; as he reached the Sa-

— bina, he pulled up. suddenly, to study
the ground. And in the pale morning
light he beheld tire tracks—tire tracks
leading beyond the canyen, not into
it. Footprmtsannémced furthermore,
that one man had got out of the car
_here to go up the Sabina and wait for
“the money.

- Dale’s face suddenly 1it up. He knew
- that another man had gone in town
— with the note. This meant, consequent-
ly, that only one bandit was guarding
~ Beth, and that Beth and bandit would
be wherever those tire tracks lead to.
~ He made his decision about the money
in a flash. Fighter that he was, he
- chose the fighting ways

—“Because,” he explained to the pony;

“it’s the only way to make sure that
she’s rescued proper.”

He urged his pony on more cautlous-
ly, now.

“And yet,” he told hlmself, “if T win,
I lose—"

The- ldVWagon trail wound in and
out of scarr
Its turns
puncher too

“If T win, I—" :

He pu.lled up, suddenlyJ his nostrils

quivering at the scent of a wood fire.
Dismounting, he let the pony’s reins
~ fall to trhe;ground. :

-He drew his six-gun, and crept round
: the next steep twist on foot. ,

_He bad made one m:scalculatmn, it
seemed. The man who had brought the
note into town had already returned.
Dale had two bandits on hlshands, not

—one.— But what was the difference, to

Dale? ===

~The pmacher gave the men fair warn-
“Reach, gents;” he commanded.
_And when one bandit elected not to

-ing.

reach, skyward at any rate, Dale let
_him have ift.

BB

The man made a lunge
s for his holster, staggered and &0999‘1

Dale rushed forward

Beth?” he demanded. The bandlf m-j =
dicated the car, parked a little way off = '

in a mesquite clump.
~ She wasn’t hurt, Beth—though her
wrists and ankles were a little raw
from the ropes which had bound her.
The girl fairly melted into the punch- -
er’s arms as he unloosed her. :
“Dale,” she faltered, “I—I knew
you’d come.” And throwing her arms
about the puncher, she kissed him.
Dale submitted, of course. He could
hardly do otherwise, but the touch of
her lips was pain. He’d won, as honor
and bravery had commanded that he
had to win. But he’d lost. Lost every-
thing precious except that honor.
~ “Well,” suggested the puncher huski-
1y, “should we be driftin’ back?” He

said very little on the long trek home,

and he was thankful that Beth, after
_her experience, didn’t feel very conver-

- sational, either. He left the girl at her ;—; 7

~ boarding house mth a “see you later,”
and then retired to his own room m
the Palace House to be alone with his
thoughts. -

of course, especlaﬂy after tlns :
wouldn’t be right to break her heart.
Also it occurred to the puncher that -
possibly he could get her to postpone
the marriage for a while, on the pre-
text of his having to be around for the

‘one bandit’s trial. And that possxbly : ;g;i; :

1f it were postponed long «
“He rapped on the door.
he asked ber landlady.

The woman srmied “Why, bless my

soul, Dale, you're jest about a minute
too late. She went a—tootm off tothe

jail not five minutes ago.”

Dale nodded, and returned to the
sidewalk. Then he too ‘eurned his foot-
steps toward the Ioekup ,

Hxs compamen exln 1ted better ]udg- - ;-V’fi =
~ment. : : =

LONG hour passed, and Daie sur-—f: s
- A veyed the half-smoked buttsof a
*halfqiozen c:garet«tes.sHe :ose,.toakrhzs, —

So it
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He heard Beth’s voice as he came
into the main room—carrying from the
antechamber where he had had that
“long serious talk” with her not so
long ago.

Beth was saying, “You're not really
bad, Slim—"

Dale stopped in his tracks, and his
mouth fell inanely open. Beth’s con-
versation had, somehow, a most fa-
miliar ring to it!

“Nobody’s really bad, Slim,” she went
on. “People just do wrong because—"
She was telling Slim all her theories
of sociclogy, now, and Slim was telling
her that he at least wasn’t as bad as
~ his companions had been. “I’'m sure
you weren’t,” Beth agreed, “and, what’s
more, I want very much to help you,
Slim.”

Dale eavesdropped no longer. He
pushed the little communicating door
open and strolled in on the conference.

It was a signal for the pretty mission-

ary of uplift to start andﬁusbguﬂtily

“Dale,” she asked, “can—can I talk
to you a minute?”

ND so,” Dale explained it all to
Peggy that evening, “danged if
it don’t turn out that she jilts me, after
all. It seems I was jest a interestin’
specimen that had oughta be reformed,
an’ that for a while she thought she’d
fell in love with me. But when this
here bandit comes a-traipsin’ along, so
much more wicked than I ever thoughta
bein’, he turns out to be much more in-
terestin’ than me. From then on, I
don’t stand a chance.”

Dale gave way before the emotional
strain of the past two days and burst
into hearty laughter.

“Now whada you think o’ that?”

Peg shot him a grin.

“Let’s hope,” she said, “that when her
bandit gets jilted for a murderer, he’ll
be as joyous about it as you were.” And
then she nestled her head back against
his breast again, and Dale kissed her.
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The Wolf Howls

By Tracy Spltler

Van wasn’t going to let any girl cut him out of the bunch lnd mark lnm for shughteru——i >
not he, Howcome was it, then, that he was found begging to be corralled one fine day?
eli, Van probably never lmew howcome, but the inside story is plumb good

, HE strange waddy was smgmg ~closure. Those toilin® hombres in
softly as his saddle horse and there, the waddy thought were plenty
pack animal jogged down the busy. No use hornin’ in at the wrong
""" winding trail. Riding alongside - time and askin’ for a job. So he waited
-a huge branding corral, sprawled out and warbled, absent-mindedly and faf :

 where rofling hills slope to a level, he more loudly than he realized:
contmued to croon:

- P'm 6 pilgrim, Pwma stranger—
i’m a pzlgmu, la de da da—
: : “Y eah, hombre, you sure must be"’

~ He pulled up his hm‘se and sat wait- An ancient rider, makmg clanking

ing for someone to notice him. Dust noises with branding irons in a log

~ and smoke and bawling cattle were fire, turned a weary head and exposed a

~ thick ms:de of the seven-rail-high en- pairof bitter eyes. He left the fire, and,

= 67 == 2
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approaching the pole fence, he spoke
guardedly. “You sure must be both pil-
grim and stranger if you’re cravin’
work on this here spread, but you sure
don’t look like no Saturday afternoon
cowboy.”

There was certainly nothing of the
dude about the young rider, though
from the peak of his gray Stetson to
his concha-studded, batwing chaps
there was a cleanliness and a nicety of
taste which bespoke the care he gave
his appearance. Somewhat leathery of
face, intensely blue of eye, his lean
torso as straight as a running iron, he
was as surely a product of the range as
were the bawling Herefords in the cor-
ral.

His horse bore a Slash B on the left
shoulder, which was not one of the
Bad Water country’s registered brands.
His saddle was a center fire rig; the
coiled rope fastened to it was the
leather riata of the Southwest. A

stranger, admittedly, but no “pilgrim,”,

as the old-timers called tenderfeet.

The old man sighed. He shot a swift
glance to where two dust and sweat-
stained waddies were holding down
both ends of a thrown calf while a
third worker slapped a red-hot brand-
ing iron against its side.

“Drift, hombre,” muttered the old
man; “dnft before she comes for an-
other iron. You’d better, Pm tellin’
you! That girl has leamed to pitch a
wicked loop and—

“Girl? I don’t see any gzt] From
~ where P'm sittin’ it sure looks like the
only humans visible are escaped in-
- mates from the old soldiers’ home. No
offense, amigo, but I’'m damned if I ever
did see such a collection of granddads
in a brandin’ corral, and I've seen
plenty of brandin’ corrals. Why the
absence of the flower of manhood? Is
there a war or somethin’?”

- “War? Stranger, there’s hell a-pop-

pin’, high, wide and handsome. And
here comes one of the reasons for same.
Her ma’s another. I've warned you.
Be firm. No matter what she offers
you, say no and stick to it. Us men’ve

got to stand tegether or there won’t be
no place left for us on earth.”

She came swiftly toward the fire and
thrust the iron she had been using into
the glowing embers. Her face was
flushed with heat and exertion. Across
one cheek was a sooty smudge streaked
with sweat which ran from beneath the
shabby range hat shading her dark eyes.
Her mouth was sweet. Her throat,
where it showed above her neckerchief,
was lovely. -

And the swecat-stained shirt and
shapeless blue denim overalls, tucked
into the tops of fancily stitched riding
boots, hinted at lovely slenderness.
She squinted at the sun and said to the

~old man, “You know we have to clean

up this stuff before the second circle
riders come in. Do be a darling, Tex,
and hustle—” Her coaxing voice was
a honeyed drawl.

“You know damn well, Sally Lou
Wingo, I’'m too old to be a darlin’ or to
hustle either. And when a gent’s as
stove up as I am—

“He should use heorse liniment and
keep his sorrows to himself. I'm
ashamed of you, Tex! Such talk!”

She moved toward the fence. “How-
dy, hombre! Plenty hot for June; isn’t
it?” Swiftly as a trick rider vaults to
the saddle, she was seated on the top
rail. She took off her hat and gloves
and ran long, tanned fingers through
the damp mass of her short, brewn hair.
She made a fan of her hat and her look
was level as she smiled coolly at the
waddy.

“I heard your burst of song” she
said. “Have you any other accomplish-
ments?” =

“Well, ma’am, that depends.” What'n
time had the Tex gent meant by hell
a-poppin’ and this girl bein’ one of the
reasons for same? Pitched a wicked
loop, did she? Huh! And what had
she to offer him that he’d best say no
to? “Leastways,” he submitted cau-
tiously, “I've got another song.”

She widened her eyes at him and
caught her lower lip ‘in her teeth.
“Don’t tell met” ' '




T;HE WOLF HOWLS =

“Don’t aim to, mia’am. A song should
be sung, not told. It goes like this:
“Lions on the mountains, =

T've drove them Lo their lairs.
Wildcats are my playmates and Pve—"

“I know that one,” Sally Lou inter-
rupted hastily. “It has grizzly bears
and rattlesnakes in it too, but really,
seeing that I'm in the cow business and
~ way behind on the calf work—"

“You have no ear for musxc,” chxded
the Waddy “Llsten!

1 m as wdd as the korse tlmt rogms the
= plains—"

Sally Lou cut it shott again, “That’s

interesting, if true. In fact, that’s fine,

'0’

hombre!” A light of keener interest

eagerness. “If you re half as wild as
you claim you are—" —
“Lady, 'm wilder'n that no foolin’!”

He grmned as he added the song s last
line. = =

I'm a wild wolf and tlz;'s is my night to

o
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sold a httle ranch down in Anzona be-' =
cause he was weary of the desert, that

he had liked the Bad Water country at

~ sight and he was hkmg it better every =

minute,

The second circle men were brmg- =

ing in their drives before Van had fin-
ished talking and Sally Lou gasped '
gulltily.

“My stars!? she exclaimed, “T bet

_there hasn’t been a lick of work done
- while we’ve been powwowing. Another

~day lost! Want a job which requires a

_ wages.
danced in her eyes, her lips parted with

wild man to hold it, Mr. Brent? Want

to be”’—she repeated her trick of wid-
ening her eyes and biting her lip; Van
found himself watching for it—“fore-

man of the ‘Wingo spread? Don't say

no, please! We pay awfully good
We have to. I—I'm sure I'm

‘safe in offering you two hundred dol-

True, he had never felt the cravmg. =

to be wild down Dos Rios way, but

what of it? He couldbe. The altitude
or something in this high northern

~ country was suddenly making his blood
Whatever this girl’s game was,

tingle.
— he’d play 1t with her—¥or a while, any-
_ way.

Kinda sweet—look’m’ kid, hunched up
like that with her knees crossed and

one boot heel hooked over the second
— rail.  Cute, the way she’d put on her

~hat just now, slanted over one eye like
- ayoung fellerwhich thinks he’s growed
-~ up and devilish all of a sudden. And

lars a month and keep. And your pick
of the remuda. Piease say yes, Mr.
Brent!” '

In her eagerness she leaned pertlaus- ——
=y toward him on her lofty perch. Van
~ edged his horse closer to the fence and

put a hand on her shoulder to steady

her. There was a great rattling of irons

at the fire and he glanced toward it.
The Tex gent shook h;s head and- =
frowned warningly. =
What ailed the old galoot, anyway?‘ =
For that ‘matter, what ailed all the old -

“galoots in the corral and the four

§

— sociable.

the Tex gent was sure locoed. Why,

anyone could see there was no more

’,;harm in this here girl than there was

~ in a new-born cal. ,
~~  The waddy was warmed with sud- =
~ den good will toward Sally Lou.

Be-
fore he quite realized what was hap-
_pening he found himself telling her

~ that his name was Van Brent, that he’d

~ten, hombres!

riders, also old, who had just shoved in

~ their drives? Lookin” at him like he
was the leadin’ attraction at a necktie
Lookin’ like they felt plumb
~sorry for him but daren’t do a thmgi =

about it. , _,
Somehow it was funny Van threw =
back his head and laughed recklessly.

~ “You've hired a foreman, -Miss Saily: ~

'l,

Lou Wingo!
She threw a tnumphant look over her
shoulder at the idle cowhands,

All right, Iets get to work{” :

Only once during the het;tlc hours,, =
which followed did Tex venture an-
other word with Van.

“Liss
From now on youre
taking orders from Van Brent, savvy?

“Don t say = 7
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didn’t warn you. Don’t never say I
didn’t tell you she’s just like her ma.
You're plumb done for by now, hombre;
you're all tangled up in this girl’s
rope.”

“You're locoed, amigo! No loop can
touch me!” Van was beginning to be-
lieve it, and he proceeded to display a
lot of speed. With strength and skill
heightened by contrast to the slower
movements of the men with whom he
worked, he flanked down calf after
calf. Sally Lou worked with him,
silently and efficiently.

At the back of Van’s mind was a
wonder that such a girl, dainty beneath
the corral-bred grime, should be toiling
at a man’s job; but a queer and reckless
zest had taken hold of him. Questions
could wait. He was getting a kick out

of setting a pace for the others to keep

—if they could!
- He’d show her and them! If this
job called for a hard hombre, he’d be
that. He was! He caroled:
Rattlesnakes have bitten me,
And crawled right off to die.

I'm a wild mlf and this is my wnight to
howl,

He sang it so often that the outfit

was calling him The Wolf before that

day’s work was over.. He liked the
name and secretly determined to live
up to it. But by the time he spread his
blankets under the star-filled sky that
night, he knew the name was mtended
for a joke. =

He was still in blissful ignorance,
however, when fading light put an end
to the day’s branding and Sally Lou
asked him to ride into headquarters
ranch with her and have supper there
rather than at the chuck wagon up the
draw. Somehow she had seen to it that
the rest of the outfit had had ne chance
to speak privately with the new fore-
man.

The long ride to the home ranch was
a silent one. The girl was plainly tired
and disinclined to talk. Van contented
himself with a view of the country. He
hadn’t seen this part of it. He had
crossed the divide by way of Squaw

"Pass that morning, south of here,

through a region where ranch houses
are scarce and towns non-existent. This
was good cow country, his knewing
eyes told him, but maybe he should
have circulated round a bit before
lighting so sudden-like on the Wingo
spread. Might've gathered some in-
formation. Not that it would have
made much difference, but—

The cook at the home ranch was a
strapping big Irish woman who said,
as Sally Lou and Van dismounted in
the dooryard, “Glory be to God! And
where did ye find himsilf, mavour-
neen?”

“This is Mr. Brent, Annie.”
Lou was very dignified.
foreman.”

“Indade and indade, ye needn’t be
tellin® me that he’s new. I can see that
for mysilf. And he’s green and tinder
too, poor lamb.

Van didn’t like it. Out of the corner
of his eye he had glimpsed two husky
girls doing the chores. Something
queer about that, too. On a big place
like the Wingo spread men ranch hands
—men cooks, likewise—are the usual
thing. He was hegmmng to think
some weird fate had hazed him into an
Adamless Eden. :

Sally Lou pointed out the washroom
and told him to make himself at home.
Annie clattered pots and pans on the
stove and muttered that Supper would
be ruined entlrely unless it was served
at once.

“Just give me ten minutes to change,”.
the girl coaxed. “At that I bet I'll be
dressed before Mother gets home.”

“The sheriff will not be here at ali,
at all. ’Tis hersilf that’s gone to Chim-
ney Gulch to bring back two prison-
ers.”

Which bit of information failed to
reglster with Van, sloshing soapsuds
in the washroom.

He whistled softly;through his teeth
as he and Sally Lou sat down to their
meal. While he had thought ber kinda
sweet and cute in her shabby working
clothes, he was totally unprepared for

Sally
“Qur new
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- the effect she now produced. Her dress
Her
face glowed with health and a vigorous

was something pink and perky.

~scrubbing, and the sparkling lights in

her dark eyes were repeated in the
gloss of her tidy hair.

-~ The ranch house interior was a little

~ breath-taking, too. It was a cut above

anything Van had ever seen. On all

sides were signs of superlative comfort
and good taste. It made him feel awk- :

ward and diffident.

He devoted more than ordinary at-

tention to his food and let Sally Lou
do the talking, and while he learned
that she knew a great deal about the
cattle busmess, he felt that she was
from learnmg anythmg about the queer
business which was so evxdently going
on at the Wingo spread.

She was making another effort also;
it was what the Tex hombre doubtless
meant when he said she pitched a
wicked loop. With her honeyed drawl,

her quick smile and the frank approval
in her eyes, she was being fascinating.

Yes, thought Van, if ever a girl tried
to make a good impression on a man—
in a perfectly ladylike way—Sally Lou
“Wingo was doing it now. :

Van grew wary. He thought, “Some
hombres might fall for this here,
thinkin’ themselves plumb ‘ﬂresisttble,
but I've got another idea.

and haze into a feed lot to get him
ready for the slaughter. -But why

slaughter in this case? And why’d she

cut me out to be the victim?”
- Annie made-a score of trips from the

“kitchen to the dining room during the

meal, and she took an unnecessarily
long time to clear the table after the
girl and man had gone into the living -
- “Close herdin’ us, huh?” Van

room.

made silent comment; “just like a

sefiorita’s duenna down across the Bor-
- der.  Now whose idea is that, the girl’s
~ or the cook’s?”

~Pifion wood was bummg in the fire-
place——summer evenings are often chil-

~—courage, she smiled up at Van,

She don’t
think no more of me than she does of a =
steer which she’d pluck off’n the range

and indicated wide, open spaces.

;Iy in the Bad Waters—-and Sally Lou
indicated a big chair close to it. “That’'s

comfortable. Do you care to smoke?
There are cigarettes in that box on the
table. Or would you rather roll yourr
own ”’ = =

Van dxsdamed “tailor-mades” and _
built a smoke to his liking. Then he
paced, with a rider’s stiff-legged galt,

up and down before the fire.

“Don’t think I'm not appreciatm the

",elegant treatment you’re givin’ me,

ma’am,” he said. “I am, all right, but
it spooks me, kinda. Like range crit-
ters’d be spooked—if they could think
—when their food changes from grass

-and water to beet pulp, seed cake and
_/Vhay' == ===

' “That ‘means then' end in slght
like you know, Well, bein’ a range
critter myself, in a manner of speakin’,
I’m wonderin’ if all this” —his glance
swept the luxurious room— “and you,
don’t mean my finish.” ' ,
Annie rattled dishes loudly. Sally

ﬁIzou flushed. She cast a hasty look
“about

he room and it came to rest
on a guitar lying on - window seat.
She picked up the instrument and

strummed the strings. Then, gaining
—*The
wild wolf prowls and feels like howl-
ing, huh? Al right, let’s make :t

/duet azmgo Come on_' =

ions on :ie mouutan:,
7v‘e drove them to their lwfs
Wildcats are my playmates
And I've wrastled grizzly bears, s
Centipedes can’t mar my tough old hide—="

Van’s hand aﬁot out and took the

guitar. *Like I told you,” he said, =
- Now, what's the
‘meanin’ of all thls? ’Why’d yoxt hire

“I know that one.

me so sudden-like this mornin’? And
why should a girl like you be doin’ her
damnedest to vamp a driftin’ waddy?”

Sally Lou’s cheeks flamed. “I’'m not!

“And if you haven’t sense enough to

appreciate a—a little extra effort as a—

-a sort of welcome, why, drift on, wad-

dy, drift on!” She flung out her hands
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“Maybeso I'll do that, but not until
you’ve answered my questions. Now
thén, how come nothin’ but old men
for cowhands? Nothin’ but husky fe-
males for ranch hands? It looks damn
funny.”

“Yes? Well, it’s anything but funny,
stranger, and the bitter truth is that
the Wingo spread is boycotted. We're
lucky to have husky females and old
men to work for us, and I guess we
wouldn’t have had even old men if I
hadn’t—" She paused and bit her lip.
- “Well?” prompted Van.

Sally Lou met his eyes defiantly.
“If I hadn’t worked on the sympathies
of those old codgers you saw. They
were glad enough to work for my dad
years ago, and most of them were under
obligation to him, one way or another,
. and I'm paying them twice as much
as they could make elsewhere. In fact,
no one else would hire them as riders.

“But are they grateful? They are
not! They’re doing us a favor, if you
please, and giving us a black eye to
every man under forty who shows up
_in the country. But I don’t care!”

The girl’s chin shot out and she made
fists of her hands. “I'm going to get
our stuff gathered, branded and shoved
up on summer range if I have to call
out the militia or the Boy Scouts to do
it!”

“But why has runnin’ a cow ranch
come to that? Why're you boycotted
like you say?”

“Because my mother got herself
elected sheriff last fall. No one be-
lieved she could. The men took her
campaign as a joke and most of them
didn’t bother to vote. But the women
were strong for Mother and put her
in office.

“You see, things have been pretty
rotten in the Bad Watér the past few
years. I'm naming no names, but there
are certain men who make a bluff at
stock raising but hell raising’s more
their line. They’d corrupted public
officials and what else they did was
nobody’s business.

“Well, as it happened, my dad and

my brother,” Sally Lou’s lips twisted
painfully, “were shot to death in the
Red Elephant gambling house about a
year and a half ago and it nearly kilied
Mother. The Red Elephant,” she
added, “is the big building next to the
Wolf Trail town hall and jail, if you
happened to notice when you were in
town.”

“Wolf Trail’s still somethin’ I've got
to look forward to,” Van informed her.
“I failed to hit same when I drifted
into these parts.”

“Which probably accounts for the
fact ‘that I now have the pleasure of
your company, huh?” She smiled
whimsically. “I do hope it means a
lucky break for me. I just can’t get
work out of our riders. They need a
man to boss ’em.

“But I was going to tell you about
that shooting scrap. From all we can
gather, it was just one of those free-
for-all things that start over nothing.
You know? The lights go out, bullets
fly and men are downed and it’s just
too bad. No one intended murder,
nothing can be proved and what are
you going to do about it?

“Nothing, you think, like everybody
else, in a tough cow town? Maybeso,
stranger, but Mother thinks differently.
It was too late to do anything about
our own folks, of course, and maybe
she’s going at it in the wrong way.
She’s pretty bitter and her experience
has simply made her hate all men,
which makes plenty of enemxes—but
she’s enforcing the iaw. : .

“She’s cleaning up Bad Water coun-
ty in spite of the fact that she has prac-
tically no cooperation. It’s hard to get
deputies to work with her because they
resent having a woman over them.
What makes it worse, as they see
things,” Sally Lou chuckled, “is the
fact that the jailer-at Wolf Traxl is a
woman, too!

- “Since she’s been in office, Mother’s
shown them a trick or two, and cer-
tain parties are realizing that she
means business. Short of viclence
there’s no way to get her out of office
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before her term expir‘es, so they’re try-
ing to force her to resign by makmg
her ridiculous, and incidentally ruin-
ing her in the cattle business.

“I’m sure all the men don’t quite re-
alize what’s up. There’s been some
clever propaganda and to most of them
the whole thing’s a joke. They're get-
ting a kick out of saying they’re band-
ing together to protect the rights of
men because women are trying to run
’em off the face of the earth.

“Mother’s going to fight it out, no
matter what, and I'm telling you, Mr.
Brent, I’'m siding with her! As long
as we have a dollar to our names, as
long as I can pitch a loop and top a
horse and get a rider to work for me—"

“Even,” Van cut in, “if you have to
vamp him to do it?” He regretted that
as soon as he said it, but he was sore.
It was all right for her to charm him.
He liked it. But any stray.rider! A
breed vaquero, for instance. Van
sneered.

Sally Lou gave him a haughty look,
but her lips were unsteady. “Call it
that if you want to. All’s fair in war,
isn,t it ?”

“Nes’'m. In love and war, so I’ve
heard tell.”

Her haughtiness increased. “What's
love got to do with this? It's war and
nothing else, but in spite of all the

two-bit badmen on this range, Mr.
Brent, Wingo cattle will be worked out,
grazed and shipped as long as there’s
a Wingo left to do it. So. there’s the
lay, hombre. What are you going to
_do about it?” - : ,
~ Well, Van was on the sunny side of

thirty, heart-whole and fancy-free,
with a taste for adventure that was
supported by real courage. Sally Lou
was - young and pretty and rather
frightened looking, in spite of her

-~ brave talk, so who is there to blame

Van for saying, “Well, ma’am, I guess
T’ll play it as it lays. Shake!”

When he rode back to where the out-
fit was camped that night, he was add-
ing, through song, the wild wolf’s
howl to the clamor made by coyote

yelpings. He was still humming the
tune softly when he spread out his
bedroll. ,

A blanketed form to the left of him
reared up and said sarcastically, “Well,
well, if it ain’t The Wolf returned to

the fold!” From the other side a voice
replied, “Wolf, hell! It’s nothin’ buta
lamb.”

- Van thought seriously of gomg for
his gun, but second thought showed
him the folly of shooting up the first
outfit he’d ever had to boss. So the
night passed without murder, which
was a source of regret to him as time
and the calf work went on.

Short of actual insubordination, the
old riders treated the new foreman
with a contempt that was insulting.
His youth and ability to get a fine job
elsewhere made them regard him as a
traitor to his sex, a weakling twisted
round a girl’s finger. Their sly taunts;
their sardonic references to him as The
Wolf got under his hide and made his
blood boil. Meeting the lady sheriff
didn’t help thmgs any, either.

She drove out in a speedy roadster
to the branding corral the second day
after Van’s arrival. Sally Lou saw her
and called to Van, “Come and let me
introduce you to Mother.”

Sheriff Wingo was a buxom woman
in her forties, with an outdoor com-
plexion, piercing eyes and a gnp like
a man’s. She ran an appraising look
over Van, much as a cattle buyer would
size up a steer, shot a few searching,

“personal questions at him and then

said:

“You understand of course, that un-
der ordinary circumstances, I should
not consider you sufficiently quahﬁed
for the position of foreman. As it is,
the best I can hope for is that you’re
honest, that you’ll make some attempt
to earn the high wages my daughter so
impetuously offered you, and that
youw’ll not” -—she frowned as she

_glanced from the young man to the

young girl— “presume on the advan-
tage extraordinary circumstances have
given you.”
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~ “Wow!” thought Van. “That’s one
‘on the button, all right. Well, if this
—old sister thinks I’'m standin’ for such
~talk, she’s got another think comin’.”
~His jaws tightened and his eyes grew
steely, but as the only reply he could
think of was, “To hell with you and
“you're job, ma’am,” and as that fell
short of what he wanted to convey, he
Temained silent
started her car and went away.
Sally Lou leaned from her saddle and
put a placating hand on Van’s arm.
“Don’t mind Mother, please, Mr. Brent.

- She’s really a darlmg The best mother

in the world.”

Van laughed shortly and eased his
-arm out from under her hand. “She
may be all right as a mother,” he said,
“but as a boss she’s a pain in the neck,
beggin’ your pardon.”-

~ stallion if you had things to contend
~ with like Mother has.” She threw a
— cautious Took over her shoulder to see
~ that none of the outfit was within ear-
’shot

, ,thls mornmg
= - “You see, the day you came, she went
- over to Chxmney Guich and brought
- back two prisoners from the jail there
~ to Wolf Trail. T needn’t bother to tell
~ you why those men were arrested in
~ the first place, but Mother’s sure that,

).f they’re brought to trial, facts will
- come out that will incriminate some §
—men who are behind the 1awlessness in-

the Bad Water.

“Weill, Mother received an unmgned: =

—Tletter warning her that those prisoners
 were going to be spirited out of the
~ Chimney Gulch jail and the country,
- so she’s put them in the Wolf Trail

- calaboose under the eye of the jailer
= Mother’s not sure that
— her latest move’s going to mean trou-

~she can trust.

ble, but just between you and me, she’s
~ plenty spooked, though she won’t ad-
“mit it even to herself, T guess.
- you can'’t blame het for being waspy,

~ can you?"

while the sheriff

~ a swell wild wolf you tu

= ~in your place.
- “You'd better?’ the gtrl ﬁared “And
I bet youw'd be as ornery as a hghting

“consider this a
- Heavy odds against you, but why not

“There’ s somefhmg in the wmd,;,. v
“tears, Van knew that he was roped, all

-~ home ranch that bot

Now;

‘Van rolled a cigarette.
any way she wants to be so far as I'm
concerned. I'm plumb regretful, Miss
Sally Lou, but I guess I'll be driftin’.
I was sure enough locoed when I took
this job, but I'm recoverin® rapid.”

“You mean—you're qutttmg iz

 “Yes'm. The dodderin’ gents you

have for an outfit and the hostile lady
you have for a mother have sort of got
under _my skin, if you know what I
mean.”

Sally Lou s hgs were disdainful.

htde,‘ ” she sang mockmgiy

ed out to
be "’ =

“Insinuatin’ that I'm yellow?”

“No, I can’t honestly say that. I
guess I wouldn’t stay either, if I were
But look! Can’t you
sportmg pmposxtum?

take a chance on beating them? Frank-
1y, I don’t sece how I’ll' get through
the season without you.”

Looking into her honest, pleading
watching her effort to fight back

right. If such a girl could play against
heavy odds, he would too.

~— The weeks that followed were filled

‘with work and strife, but little by little
the cattle were moving up to summer
range. The days didn’t trouble Van
much; it was the evenings spent at the
'ed him, when

_reached the stage where he dldn t care
“who was around 50 long as he could

see Sally Lou. ,

~ Her presence made hun blind and
deaf to the taunts of the outfit, it made
him indifferent to the presence of

~ Annie, the cook, riding herd on him
‘and the girl while they talked and

“She canhe.

. “Oh, what

She explamed her reason for asking

him only when her mother was absent.
That lady was so worn out with _'pubhc

'Y
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- laughed across the supper table. After
the meal was over, Sally Lou would
get her guitar and lead the way to the
hammock on the big house veranda.
Van could hear Annie breathing hard
just inside the screen door, but he
didn’t mind, though she did sound like
a wind-broken horse—poor, anxious
thing.

Sally Lou strummed her guitar and
her voice was rich and throaty. She
sang La -Paloma; Roll On, Little
Dogies; and The Cowbey’s Lament.
Sometimes they’d make a duet of the
“wild and woolly” song. It had come
to be a joke with them by now.

Van wanted to believe the girl was
sincere in her obvious liking for him.
She treated him as she would a valued
friend. But even on the range there
are social distinctions; there’s a wide
gulf between big house and bunkhouse.
It takes love and courage to bridge it.
“P’11 just pretend she’s not pretendin’,”
Van told himself, “and enjoy the rosy
dream whilst it lasts. But I'm fearin’
I'm goin’ to come to with a jolt one of
these days.”

That day dawned without 2 hint of
disaster, however.
it was the Fourth of July, but to the
outfit it was just another working day.
The last of the cattle were ready to be

pushed up-country and Sally Lou was

idling around the chuck wagon where
the cook was making coffee. As Van
rode pas;t'she called to him, “Rest your
saddle, amigo, while you drink a cup
_of coffee with me—over there in the
shade away from the wagon and the
flies.”

The prospect was pleasing though
Van knew work would lag if he
stopped. The old riders seemed es-
pecially lazy to-day. He mentioned
this to the girl as he dismounted and
followed her to the scant shade of some
jackpines.

“I guess they re peeved because they
can’t go to Wolf Trail for the Fourth
of July celebration,” she said. “Big
doings thxs year. Contest riding and
such this afternoon, and fireworks and

The calendar said

a dance in the town hall this evening.”

“And I guess,” said Van enviously,
“you’re fixin’ to go with your best
beau.” He knew she must have had
dozens of beaux before the Wingos be-
came so unpopular; surely one of them
would be man enough to flaunt public
opinion for te-day’s big event.

“Why,” replied Sally Lou artlessly,
“lI didn’t know yeu intended going,
Van!” Then, as she became aware of
his look of amazement and dawning
hope, her color mounted furiously, but
her head was high. “I—I guess I sure
enough tipped my hand. But I don’t
care! I mean—well, the past few weeks
have shown me that you have decency
and courage and brains. Those things
in a man make him Just about my ideal,
if you want to know.”

Van tossed away his coffee, cup and
all. “That bein’ the case—" He couldn’t
say any more. There was something
funny the matter with his throat. He
kept wanting to swallow and could not.
His eyes stung. He opened his arms
and they wrapped themselves around
that slender, yielding form. He bent
his head and his lips found Sally Lou’s
sweet mouth.

After a while the pounding in his

‘ears, which he had dimly thought was

the sound of hoofbeats, identified it-
self as the pulse of an idling motor.

Van’s soaring soul hit the dust with a
thud as a crisp voice cleaved through -
his bliss.

“Well, Sally Lou,” the sheriff
snapped from her car, “so this is your
way of making the fereman like his
job? To think that I'd live to sece the
day when my daughter would stoop—"

Sally Lou twisted about in Van’s
arms. “Mother!” she protested.

Sheriff Wingo ignored the girl
“And you, Brent! I thought it was
understood that you were not, in any
way, to presume on the circumstances
which made my daughter’s company

so available to you”

Van put Sally Lou carefully aside.
He walked to the car, his face livid.
“Lady, sheriff or not—"” he choked. “If
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you was only a man,” he began agam.
“Which I'm not, thank the Lord,”
the sheriff cut in fervently, “Sally

Lou, get into this car immediately!

Obey met”
' “Mother, 7 waxtl
stand—

~“I understand too well, 'm afraid.
Get into this car!”” Sally Lou got in.

“Your intention,” the sheriff con- -
tinued, “to secure a’icompetent fore-

~ man was praiseworthy” —she turned a

bitter face to Van—"“but the method of

~ keeping him on the Job is contemptl-

* ble 33

“You insinuatin’,”. Van asked, “that
just to get me to stay, Sally Lou was—
triflin’, kinda?”

“To a person of any intelligence,”
said the sheriff grimly, engaging the

- clutch, “that questxon would be un-
necessary.” = =

~ The car was movmg Van leaned

over, shut off the ignition and pulled

-the hand brake. His eyes were dan-
gerous. but his voice was steady.

—  “Just a minute, ma'am! I ain’t
~claimin’ no great amount of intelli-
~ gence, but what I have got tells me to

— get Sally Lou's sayso on this here.

- How about it, Sally Lou?”
The girl looked at the sheriff and

You don’t u’nder-

~ the man through te&r—ﬁlled _eyes.

- “Mother, you’ reaacmel.?' =
“I'm sensible. Young man, stand
~aside!” =
“Not noways—yet, Sally Lou?”’

- “Oh, Van, don’t think too harshly
of Mother.

- Don’t1ook at me Irkethat}Mother, I'm

- not telling anything everybody in the

- county doesn’t know and that’s that

—— you’re afraid you can’t hold those two

- Chimney Gulch prisoners in the Wolf
~— Trail jail. She’s darling when she’s
not worried, Van. And I wasn’t just
- flirting with you, Van. I truly love
you. I think you’re—wonderful.” =
The sheriff declared bitterly, “You
don’t know what you’re talking about!
~ You may think he’s dndispensable but
~ you should know, from what T've had
to contend with since I've held office,

'hldes pegged out to dry"'

had to see Sally Lou.

"Phings are worrying her. =

RANCH ROMAN CES

that no man is wonderful.

show her yot’re not even indispensable.
I haven’t my check book with me, but
if youw'll ride into the home place this
evening your money will be there for
you. Now stand aside, please.”

“Van, don’t go,” cried Saliy Lou,
“Van, I can't—

The rest of it was lost in a grmdmg"r

of gears as the car leaped forward.
Van turned to ﬁnd old Tex grinning
at hzs side.r» ~Fh

snickered.

Van was tired of making it cIear‘":"

that he did not hit women or knock
down men old enough to be his father,
so he merely said, as he turned over the

- herd, “Kindly ; go to ‘hell with tk:ts hete

“herd, hombre. I'm through”

Then he set out for the home place
He hated to go near it, but each mo-
ment he was thinking of new and bet-
ter things to tell the sheriff; and he

eant what ¢ “Joving him
—well, they n arve. He had the
price of his Arizona ranch and he
could always get work. >

~ It was sundown by the time he
reached the Wingo ranch, only to find
the ladies absent. They had gone to
the dance at Wolf Trail, Annie said. -

- To Van that meant only one thing, the

sheriff fea:ed to let:the girl see him
agam =
Van tkdr- not stop'for his check, nor
to catch up a fresh horse; he burned
the wind to town. It was very late
when he reached there but he had no
difficulty in locating the town hall. Tt
was ablaze with lights in its upper
story wmdows and it stood like a bea-
con in the darkness of the moonless
night. One wing of it was low and

“built. of stone—the jail, he supposed.

Next to that was another brightly
lighted building; that would be the
Red Elephant gambling place where

the ngo men were killed.

For Sally;’/ 7
- Lou’s sake I wish you were, Brent, but
also for Sally Lou’s sake I'm going to

If she really
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The lower floor of the town hall had
a light burning only just inside the
. door, dimly revealing an L-shaped cor-
ridor with dark offices on each side of
it. But as Van mounted the stairs he
absently noted a lighted transom be-
yond the corridor’s turn.

The upper floor was crowded with
dancers who had reached the boisterous
stage, but neither Sally Lou nor her
mother was anywhere in sight. Van
finally asked a rider if he had seen the
sheriff in the hall that evening.

“Try the Red Elephant, hombre,” the
man advised. “Hell has broke loose
there to-night and a sheriff’'s sure
needed. But maybe the lady’s just
keepin’ her eye peeled from the safety
of the hotel across the street. Saw her
there about an hour ago.”

Van was halfway down the stairs
when the door with the lighted tran-
som opened and he heard Sally Lou’s
voice. He went jingling toward it. At
the same moment there was the sound
of gunfire in the street and bedlam
broke loose on the floor above, echoed
by bedlam from the Red Elephant.

Van reached the lighted room right
then and collided with the sheriff com-

ing out. She stepped back a pace and
a woman, strange to Van, grasped her
by the arm.= “Don’t go, Mrs. ngo!
It’s a trap, I tell you!”

“Mother, please be sen51ble, begged
Sally Lou, who was right behind the
sheriff.

The confusion and noise mcreased
Men clumped down the stairs. Some-
one yelled, “Where’s the sheriff?”
That was answered by a derisive laugh.

Van stepped inside the room, closed
- the door and stood with his back to it.
“Now, what's all this?”’ he _shouted.
“What do you mean, trap?” =

The sheriff said, “Young man, how
many times do I have to tell you to
stand out of my way? I'm putting a
stop to this fracas if I die doing it.
Get away from that door!”

Sally Lou cried, “Stay put, Van!

thinks there’s more to this than we

know. She fears someone’s trying to
stage a jail-break, taking advantage of
the big crowd and the dark night. Re-
member my telling you about a scheme
to get two prisoners we have here out
of the jail at Chimney Guich? Mother
spoiled that plan. Now Mrs. Wilson’s
afraid that the row at the Red Elephant
is just a bluff to get everybody inter-
ested in it and forget the jail. Besides,
there’s a deputy—"

“Bluff or not,” the sheriff cut in, “I
must try to stop it.” Her face was
gray. Van wondered if she was think-
ing of her husband and son killed in a
Red Elephant shooting. “I—"

“lI sure do wish you ladies’d quit
talkin’ all at once and let a feller think.
Maybe I could do somethin’ about this
here,” exclaimed Van.

“For the last time,” the sheriff spoke
with authority, “I ask you to let me
pass. I told you to-day that I did not
consider you indispensable ; now you’re
unnecessary.”

“Is that so? Well— Listen!” Van
put his ear to the door panel. “I hear a

scrapin’ sort of snuad from the end of
this here runway.”

“Thats the jail door. It sticks,”
whispered the lady jailer. “It opens

on this corridor. Whoever’s doing the
breaking will have to come this way.
It’s the only way. Only a child could

_get out the slits of windows.

“Oh, I mistrusted that Cal deputy,
Sheriff,” she went on, “when he came
fanning into my quarters a few minutes
ago, saying you wanted to see me at
the hotel. He’s probably pulling down
plenty of money for getting me out of
the way. And if you hadn’t stopped
in here looking for your gun—"

The sheriff seemed to shrink within
her clothes; she looked bleak and tired
and defeated. That look of defeat and
Sally Lou’s hopeless face were the last
things Van saw before he wrenched a
leg off the table—he was unarmed and
the sheriff would not give up her gun

~ —and switched off the light. He was
Mrs. Wilson here—she’s the jailer—

no longer employee or lover; he was
the embodiment of that male instinct
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> whach protects the weaker of its kind.
~ With infinite caution he opened thc;
door and vozed out to the darkened

hallway, cursing the faint jingle of his

spurs, but trusting to luck that the
sound would not be detected. Down
the hall he crept; as a killer wolf closes
in on its prey. He crouched as he
neared the siowiy opening jail door.
He sprang, with uplifted table leg, as
a man’s form appeared. He struck.
“One—two— Yipee!”

Lights appeared, and many people.
Sally Lou, the lady jailer and the lady
sheriff crowded close to him.
ma’am,” he shouted—he had to shout
to be heard above the hubbub and the

2 “Say’ -

pounding in his ears— “how many pri-
soners you got in your old jail, any-
way? TI'il bust the heads of all and
sundry if—

“Don’t howl so, Brent £*> The sheriff
spoke with renewed authorxty, but she
beamed at him.
~—“I guess he can how!l 1f he ‘wants
to!” Sally Lou slipped her arm
through his.
and this is his night to howl.
aiso,” she added firmly, “indispensable
and wonderful. Isn’t he, Mother?”
“Well, he’ll do for a deputy.”

“Or a son-in-law, ma’am?” asked Van.
“Or a son-in-law, Van,” rephed the
sheriff,

MEMBERS OF

1s END

Whose pictures appear on pages 146 and 147

PAGE 146
Furst Row—left to right—Flora Arnold, Vesta, Wash.; Marvm Woote_n, New =

Providence, Iowa, Lydia Brooks, West Wmﬁelﬂ,‘N Y.

SEGOND Row-—[eft to nght—J Montealegre, San Franczsco, Cahf Ahce Brandt,
Reedsburg, Wisc.; Rudy Merrick, Los Angeles, Calif,

- Tuiro Row—left to right—Elsie Miller, Sncramento, Calif.; Virgil B. Adair and
Robert Jackson, Veedetsburg, Ind.; Dorothy Skibrek, Stoughton, Wlsc
PAGE 147

"F‘msr Row—-—left to right—Jottie Schoolcraft, Llano, Texas, Edward Price,
— Nova Scotla, Canada; Eleanore Al Johns, Lavelle, Pa.

SecoN Row—-left to ng?it—-(}reydon Weller, Rochester, N. Y., John Meeko, N.

_Catasauqua, Pa.;

Arthur W.. Gowmg, Sprmgﬁeld Mass,

Tump Row—left to right—Ethel Pearson, Las Vegas, Nev.; Harry Coﬁelt and '

friend, Ft. Harvard, Md.; Virginia C. Crever, St. Joseph an

“I guess he’s a wild wolf -
He’s



’////// ;

The Bandit
Of Bayhorse Basin

A FIVE-PART ROMANCE OF THE FIGHTING WEST
By Frank C. Robertson

Bayhorse Ba ‘ﬂmt’
his life would be in danger avery
ment, in that lawless country. Bat

Brock had a mission there, and he

. meant to face out whatever the future

might bring. His tweo friends, George
- and ]olm Bennett, had been done to
death in this place by a murderous
gang, the John Doe Brotherhood,
which struck unseen and which had
never been brought to justice. He had
come to avenge the Bennetts.
Riding in with his two faithful
horses, which he called Buck and Bro-
gan, Brock met up immediately with
two men. QOne was obviously a deadly
enemy who guessed his purpose there,
Heber Jex, the man who controlled
affairs in the basin. His nephew,
Claude Bransom, was with the latter.

ode into
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PART TWO = =

Heber Jex W‘arn‘ed Brock that stran-

‘gei"s were not wanted in the basin.

Later, going to the post office, Brock
met Jovely Mildred Bates and her
father. Old Bates’ mind was slipping,
and while he was not a John Doe rene-
gade, he believed the Bennett boys had
been crooks, as they had been repre-
sented by the brotherhood, and that
Brock was also an outlaw. Mildred be-
lieved this too, but begged Brock to

leave before they killed him.

Brock received the impression that
Mildred and young Bransom were lov-
ers, and he found out that Heber Jex
was also in love with her and might do
away with his young nephew at any
time. He decided to help Mildred and
Claude, and found that he could count
on Bransom in a fight.

Brock met the first attack of Heber




Jex successtully, worsting him in a
grim hand-to-hand battle, and he out-
witted the John Does the first time

tbey surrounded his camp, il an at--

“tempt to eliminate him immediately.
However, they took away his favorite
~old horse, Brogan, and he had to face
them single-handed to prevent harm
coming to his eguine pal. He was cap-

- tured by a ruse of the gang, and fecund
himself in the merciless grasp of men-
who were looking forward to his deatb,

wzth sattsfactlon and glee

= CHAPTnR IX
~—“John Doe WIII Git HJm

T ROCK was quxckly made to real-
B ize that he was dealing with

cearse-Gbered men who were ut-

terly without sympathy. They

hustlied him down to their camp as soon
-~ asKurgand' Walf:had recovered their
- .guns, and dis
—4n which to prevcnt h capmg
Tappet departed immediately, and

the remaining men got into an argu-
~ ment about whether to sit up the re-

mainder of the night to guard their
- prisoner, ot whether to-tie him up some
~ ‘way so that they could get their sleep.

The latter course s ﬁnally agreed
—upon.

~  “Why lose our sleep when he ain’t bet
—got a Chinaman’s chance tuh git
~“I can fix
in’ had been able to get a little slack when

away?’ Wolfe demanded.
. ‘him so he can’t move without wakin’
~sme, an’ if he tries any funny business
1’11 bore him with a bullet.”
As he spoke, the fellow picked up
~ the free end of the lasso rope that was
= ah-eady around ‘Brock’s hody, and

_the end of the rope under the coilsat

- the back, made them fast thh a cUuple =
~ of half hitches. : =
— Al this time Kurg was mnmidating ~cam
Brock with a gun, They ordered him

to he down upon Tappet’s vacated

7 tymg a :knot,"'the man dtopped twor': loo
more coils around his victim a little fre
higher up on the arms, and, running
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b}ankets, and then Wolfe threw a Ioop '
around Brock’s ankles and bent his feet
back almost to his knees and tied them
there. Then the fellow lay down in
his own blankets four feet away, pulled

-the rope tight and wrapped it around

his own body.
“Now feller, yo’re welcome tuh_ all

the sleep yuh can git,” he chuckled.

“But don’t wiggle around an’ wake me

—up because P'm kinda touchy when
~woke out of a sound sleep, an’ I’ll shore
- put a pair o’ bullets inter yore carcass

before yuh have time tuh think”

“I’ll sleep over here on the other side
of him,” Kurg said matter-of-factly.
Brock’s position was uncomfortable
in the extreme, but he remained per-
fectly motionless until he knew the
men were asleep, and that was not soon.
It secemed that they would never get
through talking to each other. But at
last their deep breathing told him they

1 were asleep, and they certainly enter-
~tained no idea that he ‘might be able

to escape.-

Nor was Brock himself by any means
sure that he was going to do it, but
he did intend to make the attempt.
He had one factor in his favor to start
with. Wolfe had used. plenty of rope
to tie him wi a smarter man
] : -less rope and made

enough, but y straining his arms hard
against the first loop around him, Brock

he brought his arms close to his sxdes, =
and with so much rope in use
had to be a little slack elsew!

d worked the rope=—
~the second attempt he

were skinned and bleeding. It had

“been a terriffic strain, but he knew that

~there would be no hope for him if he -

: Was stﬂl a prisoner when the John Does

‘Though he tried to keep his
mmd from dwelling upon it, the

7 tlmught of bemg hung was temfymg, :

1e knots were secure

ight arm though the knuckles 7
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and he could feel the cold sweat break- 7

'mg out over his body.

Now that he had one arm free it was
comparatively easy to withdraw the
other. He had to work painfully and

slowly, for there was always the chance

that an inadvertent pull mlght awaken
his captors.

With his hands free, Brock succeed-
ed in working the coils around until
the knots were in front of him. Had
he had a knife the job would have been
easy, but his captors had relieved him
of his pocket knife.

There was no rope end available, so
the knots couldn’t be untied, but he
~could manipulate them to a certain ex-
tent, and so by tightening one to loosen
another, he succeeded in working the
three coils down over his hips until
he could straighten out his legs. It
was an easy matter then to reach down

and loosen the lower half hitches

e'xough to0 slip them over his feet.

and each time it had brought Wolfe
up on one elbow. But seeing the pris-
oner still lying there, the fellow had
gone back to sleep.

: Fmally, with the first long breath he
althoug
cape.  He would
try for a gun, butr E
be fatal. If he gotaway at all hew
be lucky.

Buck had been turned loose close to
the camp, and old Brogan was with
him, of course. For some time Brock
had heard the constant nibbling of
_grass by a pair of _horses, and he was
almost sure that they were his own.
As they were only a few rods away,

“he decided to try to crawl to them. He
- had slipped out of the blankets and
crawled back a distance of perhaps ten
feet, when suddenly Kurg raised him-

self on one elbow and bellowed in hxs_, >

deep voice, “What's that?”

~ jumped up and ran.
Rl =

| to bteathe, Brock was free, :

BAYHORSE BASIN = =

Wolfe s mdxgnant yeli over the tnck-
ery that had been pract:lced upon him
was drowned by the roar of Kurg’s
gun. The bullet sang by Brock’s head
with an ominous croon, and others were
to follow it. But the cowboy’s long

‘legs had never before covered so much

terntory in a given time. He was call-
ing to his horses as he ran.

Brock could go up to either of the
horses at any time or place, but with
the shooting geing on Buck had de-
cided that the location was unhealthy
for him, and, throwmg up his tail, he
dashed away precxpttatcly, ~ Brogan,
not willing to be again separated from
his companion, followed suit, and after
them sprinted Brock, his soothing calls
richly interspersed with colorful curses.

The two outlaws followed for a short
distance, their bullets stabbing through
the darkness after the fugitive, but

they had better means of pursuit than
~ a foot race after their shots had faxled

Despite his extreme care he had sev-
eral times given the rope a little jerk

to bring their man down,

They had night horses tied a short
distance from camp, all saddled and
bndled for any emergency, but byﬂ'the

ound

Brock’s retreat was growm ’dtfn'm'the
distance. = = ‘

‘f‘decxded not to nmve un-

til he ound out whether the men were

going to catch them or not. The hid-
ing place he had fallen into was as
likely to be safe as any other. =

His hope that the men would let his
horses alone when they found he was

_ not still in pursuit of them, was blasted
when he heard them commg back up-

uck's

the canyon with a rope aroun:
neck, while Wolfe hazed Brogan along.
“He’s hidin’ in the brush some-

,wheres, but there ain’t no sense o’ wast-
-in’ tune huntm him,” he heard Kurg
~ say.

“Instantly Wolfe raised up and Brock
knew that discovery was 1mmment. He

“If we keep him from gittin® Qhorse »
it won’t be hard locatin’ him in the

= momm’,” Wolfe laugheé
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“If we can’t do that he’ll deserve his
liberty,” Kurg boomed gruffly. “But
John Doe will git him.” Then they
passed beyond earshot. :

Brock knew that Kurg had stated the
case correctly, and he knew that it was
going to be a serious business for him
to get out of the mountains with a
band of determined men looking for
him. It behooved him to be moving.
Daybreak was not an hour away.

“I love horses, an’ I love pets,” he
murmured as he hobbled away. “I’d
do anything for them pet horses o’
mine, but I want somebody tuh shoot
me in both heels if T ever own a pet
horse again.”

CHAPTER X
“Mebbe I'll Get Myself Hung”

ROCK decided that the best thing

he could do was to get as far
from the outlaw camp as he could be-
fore daylight and then find a hiding
place for the day. It would mean a
long, tiresome wait, but patience was
his chief stock in trade, and he knew
that the chances of being discovered
would be greatly lessened by such ac-
tion.

At the best his situation was none
too promising. Even though he avoid-
ed immediate capture he would be a
long Way from getting entirely out of
danger.
not a settlement nor even a ranch
closer than the town of Red Rock some
seventy miles away, save in Bayhorse
Basin. Te make his way there on foot,
unarmed, and without food, was a pros-
pect that made him shudder. And,
characteristically, he resolved against
it. Bayhorse Basin was much nearer,
and he would go there though it was
_ running over with enemies. But he
would go cautiously.

- Meantime, he had to find his hiding
place and avoid leaving tracks—no easy
matter, considering his high-heeled

boots.- Yet when the sun came up the

sore and bruised cowpuncher was en-
sconced, not uncomfortably, under a

So far as he knew, there was

thicket of chaparral high up on a hill-
side a mile or more from the scene of
his recent misadventure.

Most of Brock’s hard journey had
been made in his sock feet and he was
in no hurry to draw on his boots again.
He composed himself as best he could
for a few hours of much-needed rest.
Such was the strength of his will power
that he forced himseH to lie perfectly
quxet and to relax untxl his eyes closed
in sleep.

He was awakened by a shout that
sounded perilously close. A repetition
of it a few minutes later let him know
that the shouter was on the other side
of the canyen, and the man was an-
swered by another on top of the ridge
just above his hiding place.

“He’s not around here unless he’s
hidin’ in the chaparral, an’ it’d take
bloodhounds tuh git him outa there
if he is,” the second man had yelled.
Brock believed that it was the man

Tappet.
“Come on over, then,” said the first
shouter. “Looks like he’s got away

from here, but he’ll have tuh hit for
Red Rock an’ we’ll grab him before he
gits that far.” That voice sounded fa-
miliar, and, parting the bushes, Brock
made out the athletic ﬁgm:e of his chief |
enemy, Heber_ Jex.

“Yuh hung the Bennett boys, an’ yuh

*thaug‘ht yul’d have a party at my ex-

pense, but the chief actor waan'’t there,”
Brock gritted to himself. “But this is

_due tuh go on till one of us settles

on our last homestead.”

He knelt, peering out like a wary old
coyote while the two men came to-
gether, and presently they were joined.
by several other men. Jex appeared to
be giving directions, and then they all
rode away together—a little too esten-
tatiously. -

Brock was much too *wise to risk
moving too soon. The whole thing had
the earmarks of an attempt to lure him
into showing himself. He wondered
if thé same little act had not been re-
peated several times that mornmg It
was now nearly noon.
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“Rxght here I stick ull dark,” ‘he told
his invisible enemies, and settled him-
self again to sleep, which he did fit-
fully throughout the afternoon.

With the coming of darkness the
fugitive crawled out and shook the
leaves and grass out of his hair. A
sadder Iookmg sight would have been
hard to imagine, His face was still
discolored from the effects of the blows
he had received in his two fist fights
with Heber Jex, and, in places, ugly-
looking scabs were beginning to form.
To add to his unlovely appearance was
a three-day growth of stubbly, reddish
beard.

His hands and wrists were also badly
skinned and bruised, and he felt just as
bad xnwardly as he looked outwardly.
A gnawing hunger caused him to grow-
lingly threaten to eat the ears off the
first person he encountered, while the
stiffness in his limbs made him move at
a slow, awkward gait,

He was heading back towaté Bay-~
horse Basin and the old Bennett ranch.
If they had not found his camp, he
would be able to get food and that was
his primary consiferation now,

~ It was a lame and weary puncher who

_staggered through the barbed wire
fence a long time after midnight. He
had thought some of stopping at the
house, for the riders had left =
visions there. They had give

place for fear it might be watched. It =

was a mile farther to where he had left
his own things, but it Wasa lot safer
there, He wenton. =
— Fighting his way thmugh the brush
was a nightmare and he could not be
at all sure that he could find the place

= after dark, At last, however, he knew

that the little cleared i spot where he had
camped was just ahead. KEager as he
~ was, he reconnoitered carefully before
he athqached the willows where he
- had thrust his meager belongings out
- of sight. Somebody might have located
- it; unlikely as that seemed, and might
perhaps be watching for him to come
back to it. When he was within ten
_feet of it he saw that it had heen found.
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For a long minute Brock stood mo-

tionless and regarded what lay before

him. He had left things in a neat pile
with a tarpaulin spread over it all.
Now everything was scattered about
for a radius of a rod, and trampled into
the ground. With a sick feeling inside
of him Brock stepped out and regarded
what was left of his property.

The story was written there plainly.
No human maurauder had done this.
The ground had been deep trodden by
a bunch of cattle. Not a thing edible
remained. In many ways it was the
hardest blow the puncher had yet re-
ceived. Everything else could be at-
tributed to human agencies, but this

~made it seem almost as though fate it-

~self was against him, and for t the irst
time his faith that some way or other
he would be able to wiggle through
was badly shaken. ===

It was not hard to imagine how the
havoc had been wrought. The cattle

“had happened along that way and
'doubﬂerss'iaeenr attracted by the smell

d in his grub sack,
Some adventtrrous bull, or steer, had
got close enough to discover that there
was no human around and had horned
the things around until they were scat-

tered, and had perhaps broken the salt -
sack. Then the rest had rushed up and

in their salt hunger had tratnpled(

thmgs to ru
~ Brock’ o humot was the only -
thmg 1at saved him from despair.

“Now I will eat the ears off the first

—~man I meet,” he remarked with a_

twisted grin as he turned and trud’ged
on.
The cowbay was actnated by 5 gnm,

-and ‘indomitable purpose—to bring to
_justice the murderers of his friends—
— but he had the sense to realiz

starving man could do nothing in the
deadly game he had set out to play, no
matter how ﬁrm hlS determmatmn
might be. ’ :
- To go back to the Bennett housewas
to take a double chance; one that his
foes might be there, the other that
there would be no food even though
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the place was vacant. And Brock was
not one to retrace his steps uselessly.

There remained just one other place
to go.

“Mebbe PH git myself hung, but I
bet I’ll git some breakfast first,” he said
to himself. f

Thereupon he turned his weary foot-
steps toward the Bayhorse Post Office.

CHAPTER XI
“This Man Must Die”

HERE had been little rest for

Mildred Bates in the two nights
since she had tried to leave home. Her
first alarm over her father’s condition
had somewhat subsided, since his con-
dition did not grow worse. True, he
remained in bed and she had to attend
to his every need, but he showed no
signs of collapse as she had feared.
Nevertheless, she recognized that as
long as he remained in that condition
she could not think about Ieavmg the
basin.

She had thought and worried much
about Brock Morgan. After what he
had told her of his reasons for invad-
ing the basin she knew that he would
not leave, and that sooner or later he
would fall a victim of the John Does
seemed certain. Fear that harm would
come to this kindly-faced cowpuncher
was the greatest worry she had ever
known.

If the man was what he clanned then
the Bennetts were innocent men and
they had been brutally murdered.
Whether he was a John Doe or not,
Andrew Bates had approved of the
lynching, and urged his neighbors on.
He couldn’t avoid some responsibility.
Her very soul was seared whenever she
thought of it. Still, she tried in her
mind to defend her father on the
ground that he was a victim of hallu-
cinations, and had come under the in-
fluence of Heber Jex. Again and again
she tried to figure out what Jex’s mo-
tive was, but without success.

That her father was sincere in his
belief that the Vigilantes were neces-
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sary to maintain law and order, she was
quite sure. That he was badly mis-
taken she was just as sure. It all
seemed to turn upon Jex. For some
reason or other Jex was keeping the
*John Does active. That was part of
the mystery that bothered her. The
other part was why the man was so
determined to make her marry him.

Mildred knew that Jex was not in
love with her, and he had never made
any real attempt to come courting. In
fact he seemed satisfied to Iet her
father bring influence to bear upon her.
But his cold sureness that he was go-
ing to get her had something of the
inevitable about it, and it terrified her.
If she had money she could have un-
derstood it, for Jex was the personifi-
cation of greed, but she did not have a
cent.

Jex had one overmastering ambition
that she knew about. Only once had
she heard him talk about it, and then
he had talked to her. But from the in-
tensity of his conversation she knew
that he was giving utterance to a dream
that dominated his life. That it was a
foolish dream did not deter him from
talking about it as though it could
really be accomplished. In brief, that
dream was to turn the whole Bayhorse
Basin into one vast cattle ranch over
which he, of course, would have do-
minion. , '

“If one man owned everything in
here he could be the blggest cattle king
in the whole country,” he had affirmed
with gleaming eyes. “These little cat-
tlemen in here are good enough fel-
lows, but they keep themselves and
everybody else from expanding. If it
was all under one head, twice as many
cattle could be wintered and I could
get a monopoly on the whole range. It
would be a million dollar propositionl
Bigger, even.”

“I guess nobody around here will
ever have money enough to do that,”
she had ventured.

“Don’t be too sure,” he had saxd and
he had not laughed. “If I ever marry a
rich woman P’Il have it, and the woman
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“won’t be sorry either.”

~ laughed a little.
“You'd better set about ﬁndmg her,”
- Morgan was already a prtsoner it

she had said.

“I have,” he told her and his eyes
fairly burned into her flesh.

‘She had tried to feel relieved by con-
“vincing herself that he really would
not want to marry until he found an
heiress, but he had quickly undeceived
her about that. No doubt, she thought,
he had too much sense to think that he
could ever find a woman with a for-
tune, who would marry him. His
dream, she knew, however, still lived.

The next morning after Brock’s de-
parture Jex had stopped at the post
office for an interview with Andrew
Bates. When he left he told Mildred,
who had kept out of his way until then,
that Brock Morgan had been caught

trying to steal Jex’s saddle cavvy. The

man had smiled sardonically, and the
girl, though speechless with horror,
‘knew what it meant. Other men of the
neighborhood had drifted by durmg
the morning, and each one had talked
in low tones with her father and they
had all departed with grim, set faces.

She knew that the John Doe Brother-

hood would be meeting that night for
the purpose of dealing with Brock
Morgan as they had with the Bennetts.
Unable to stand it longer, she went in
and confronted Andrew Bates.

“Father,” she said nervously,
~must stop this thing somehow. There
mustn’t be another Jynchmg to dxs-
grace the basin”™

“¥ou keep out of thxs Bates rasped
~ in his fanatical voice. “You don’t know

anything about it. There has got to be
& stop put fo this outlawry This man
must die. If T was well—

= She rushed away abruptly;_ Appeals, :

= she knew, ~would be wasted. If any-
thing was done to save the stranger
she must do it. But ‘how? She looked

~~ out and saw Bramble grazing in the
— pasture,

_ ~Could she ride out to Red
- Rock and bring the sheriff qu:ckly
enough to avert the tragedy? Itwasa

s

, 'rhen, he had~

“gou
fms:t her, and if he failed to heed the

,back and Bramble ~was slow -She
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‘would not know where to tell the sher-
iff to go when they got ‘back, and if

WOuld be too late.

Reluctantly she gave up the 1dea,r

principally because she was convinced
of the futility of getting the sheriff to

do anything even though she should be

in time.

Then soon after noon a man came

from the other way and imparted the

~news that the strangér ‘had made his

escape the previous night. A wave of

thankfulness swept the girl from head

to foot, but the effect upon her father
was- just the opposite.

bed. Mildred restrained him w:th a
firm hand upon his shoulder.

His face mot-
tled with anger, and for a moment it
Jooked as if he might leap from his

“If they don’t get that man, thls,

country will be overrun with outlaws
as it was in the old days,‘-h:e ‘screamed.

= “They’ll git him, all right,” the man

“Hefs unarmed and on

and both of
Bates became ‘mor

in’ watched.”

spair. If there were only sgmeone she
could d:scuss her troubles with,

~foot.
traﬂs out of thebasin,

’gmqull while ——
~%’idfed ‘was again in the grip “of de- = —

she =

‘was only one such person in the basin, =
and that was Claude Bransom. She
_knew that he had been forbidden to

command, terrible thmgs n'nght happen =

to-him.

Two other men passed the post of-

~ fice that aftemoqn. One was Gid
'Whltmore,,.the man she had been led

to believe was the actual head of the =

~ John Doe Brotherhood, a stern, un-

~bending man with a surly &Ispasrtmn

and without a trace of a sense of hu-

mor

The other was a squint-eyed,

shifty-looking fellow by the name of —

rather the least unlikable of the Bay-
“horse ranchers.

_Sam Wallace, but in Mildred’s eyes

Once each week Wal-
1tace, or his tall, gangling son, carried
the maﬁ from Red Reck to Bayhorse —
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~ The men reported to Andrew Bates

that_there was no immediate prospect
of the stranger being caught. What
they feared, Gid Whitmore declared,
was that the man might have accom-
plices who would come in and help him
to escape. Wallace didn’t share this
opinion.

“If he had pals he wouldn’t have
tried tuh run them horses off alone,”
he argued.

“I think that’s right,” Bates agreed.
“Probably the fellow learned that the
brotherhood was too strong, and de-
cided to make as much of a haul as he
could when he left.”

“Anyway, I bet he’s got a gang back
of him,” Whitmore said stubbornly.
“An’ that ain’t all. I’'m convinced that
he’s got a spy right here in the basin.”

“Impossible!” Bates snorted.

“I’'m not so sure. Heb tells me that
that nephew of his’n was kinda thick
with them Bennetts. An’ how did that
feller know where Heb’s men would
be camped if he wasn’t told. Claude
Bransom was the only man beside Heb
who knew, because Heb sent him down
there tuh tell ’em where tuh camp. An’
Heb says that feller went up the creek
after he left here.”

“Then the brotherhood had Dbetter
keep an eye on Claude Bransom,” An-
drew Bates said solemnly.

The men had gone into Bates’ bed-
room, and had left the door open.
From where she was at work Mildred
could hear every word. They made no
attempt to prevent being overheard.

Her heart had turned stone cold at this

prospect of another victim of the John
Does, this one the boy who had been
almost the only friend she had ever
known. It seemed to her that the
hearts of all three of these men must
be black with murder.

“What about Heb?” Sam Wallace de-
manded.

“Heb has said many a time that he’'d
hang his own son, if he had one, if
he ever turned outlaw,” Whitmore de-
clared. “An’ somethin’ has gotta be
done. Stealin’ didn’t stop when we
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hung the Bennetts. I know I've lost
cattle this summer, an’ if I lose many
more I'll be broke by fall.”

“That’s. about my fix,” Wallace
added. “It does look like mebbe Claude
Bransom was in with them outlaws.
He’s ambitious, an’ say—" The man
suddenly lowered his voice so that Mil-
dred couldn’t hear, but she knew what
he had said the next moment as her
father roared:

“I’'1l put a stop to that.
to handle that girl.
marry Heber.”

“Well, yuh’d better be havin’ her
doin’ it, because wimmin are damn
queer,” Gid Whitmore advised dryly,
and the men left.

The girl’s mind was in a turmoil.
Evidently the men were sincere in de-
claring that they had been losing cat-
tle. This stranger, Brock Morgan,
might be an outlaw, despite her trust
in him, but she knew that Claude Bran-
som wasn’t. Without a doubt Heber
Jex was deliberately, cold-bloodedly,
stirring up hostility and suspicion
against Claude, to serve his own ends.

Then she began to unders’tand He
-was taking the most diabolical way in
the world to make her marry him. He
was underhandedly .making these fa-
natical John Does believe that Claude
was a rustler. He would get them in
the frame of mind to lynch Claude, but

I know how
She’s going to

- he would see to it that he retained the

power to save him. Then he would
give her her optien; marry Heber Jex
or have Claude done to death by the
John Does!

If it came to that, the girl knew ‘what
she would do. She would rather marry
Heber Jex, much as she hated him,
than to see Claude murdered.

The irony of it was that she was not
in love with Claude, and she didn’t be-
lieve that he was with her. She was
almost two years older than he. They
had been friends in childhood; almost
like brother and sister. When Heb Jex
first began to annoy her with his atten-
tions she had turned to Claude as a
protector. The boy had suggested that



_— staggered inside.
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: they pretend to be sweethearts as a foil

-against his uncle—and this was the re-
sult.

Mildred went to bed reluctantly, and

~ it was a long time before she went to

sleep. Not only was she sick with
~dread on account of Claude, but there
—was constantly a picture in her mind
of Brock Morgan being hunted down
like a wild animal by men whose sole
desire was to kill.

Finally she fell into a half doze, but =

such sleep as she had was troubled.
Once she dreamed that the house was
surrounded by men led by Gid Whit-
more, who was demanding that her
father come out and be hung. She had
locked the doors, but they were break-

blows— -

Suddenly she sat bolt upright in bed
with a stifled scream. She was con-
fused. She was awake, but the dream
still lingered. Somebody was trying to

break the door down! A moment later
she qmeted enough to realize that what

“she had taken for ax blows was some-
~ body knocking steadily but msnstently
~upon the kitchen door. -

“Hey,
- father rasp out angrily.
- There was no reply, but the knock-

ing continued. Hastily throwing a

wrap about her, Mildred passed into
the kitchen.

~ her blood congealed as she reached the -
door. There was so,methmg uncanny
about that knocking Dared she open
~ the door?

“Who is it?” she whzspered hoarsely
, “It’'s me—Brock Morgan,” was the
~ husky reply. “Hate tuh bother yuh,

but I got some vacant room in my

“tummy that has just naturally gotta ‘be
— filled”

—  With trembling fingers the girl un-
fastenéd the door, and the sadly be-
draggled figure of the cowpuncher
There was a grin on
his bruised face that was grotesque
_ rather than repulsive, but the girl was
, stﬂl fnghteued '

Who's there?” she heard hetﬁ

It was now daylight so
that she did not require a lamp, but i
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mean no harm.”

“Oh! Oh!”’ she gasped thh mmgled :

pity and alarm,

“Who is that? 5” suddenly snappedn
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“Don’t be alarmed mxss,” he sald “I -

out the suspicious voice of Andrew :

~ Bates.
/CHAPTER XII
I'm Just Tbat Mean”

OR a moment Mlldred was para-
“lyzed with fear. Her eyes dilated

with terror as she heard the sharp,

querulous tones of ihquiry. The calm-
ness of the man who had come for

succor was the only thing that kept her

~ from complete panic.
ing them down. She could hear the

~ “Don’t be afraid,” he told her.
“Hush! He mustn’t know who it is,”
she gasped.
“Just as yuh say,” Brock said quietly.
“I don’t want tuh git you into no

trouble, but he’s bed-ridden, ain’t he?”
“Yes, but people will be stoppmg in

-to see him, and if he knows you are

“Mildred!

know,” sceeeched Andrew Bates.

where her father was.
much fuss

.

-~ tor who wants to buy some supplies.”
“Send him in here, I want to take a
lock at him,” Bates snarled.

“I won’t do that, Father,” Mlldred'

said steadily, though she was pale. “I
won’t insult a stranger just to graufy
your foolish whims.”

them off and arise despite his illness,
but he subsided with an angry gurgle.

There was, however, a menacing glit-
“ter in his eyes as the girl went out.
— And no sooner had the door closed be-

hind Mildred than he threw back the

covers and put his bare feet on the

{

11 them You must go

= “AH r;ght—Just so?I;glt some break-
=—fast.” - :
' Who'’s in there’ I wanta

The girl hastily went into the room
“Don’t make so
she said with a pretense of -
_irritatio rs-rgusttajaassng prospec-

_His hands plucked at the ,bedclothes -
— as though he were of a mi

foor. Furtively crossing the room, he
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pressed his ear hard against the door.

“I’ll get you something to eat, and
then you must go away immediately,”
Mildred said tensely to Brock. “He’s
suspicious. If he was able to get out
of bed I think he would summon the
John Does now.”

“See here, miss, why should yore old
man have it in for me like this? I've

' never harmed him any.”

“I don’t know—yes, I do. It—it’s
because he is such a terribly geod man.
He hates evil so much that he becomes
incredibly evil himself in order to
stamp it out. Oh, T know you can’t
understand. It’s fanatical, but there is
no changing him. He would gloat over
seeing you hanged,” Mildred explained
jerkily.

“Still, I can’t see why he has such a
dislike  fer the length o’ my neck)”
Brock objected.

“He knows you are a horse thief, and
that is enough for him.”
~ “Oh, he does, does he?”

“You stay there behind the stove

~while I cook your breakfast, and then

you must get away from here,” Mildred
said. “But don’t try to get to Red

Rock, because the John Does are

watching both the trails. If you hadn’t
escaped from those men you would
have been hung last mght 2

“Yeah, I reckon so,” Brock grunted.
“They shore seem to have it in for me.”
"~ “If T could help you, I would,” Mil-
dred said impulsively. “Not that I be-
lieve in your innecence, but because I
hate this John Doe organization and
its lynching business: But I can’t do
anything except feed you and help you
feave here.”

“T reckon now that if the shenﬁ' was.

tuh come after me yuh’d give me up to
him,” he commented.

-Mildred started to say that she
would; but something in the level gray
eyes then focused upon her made her
hesitate. Bedraggled as his injuries

and recent hardships made him look, .

there was something so inherently hon-
est in his straightforward gaze that she
knew she couldn’t surrender him.

“I should, but I don’t think I would,”

“she almost whispered, and the eyes of

Brock Morgan looked his gratitude.
“If I can have some water tuh clean
up while yuh’re gittin’ some breakfast
T’'ll appreciate it,” he said mildly.
Mildred proceeded to build a fire and
when the water in the tea-kettle was
heated a little she poured some into a

_basin for Brock, and then supplied him

with clean washrags. By the time he

‘had finished she had the breakfast

nearly ready, and she had to admit that
he looked stronger and more like him-
self already. There was no more con-
versation between them, as Mildred
wanted to make her father think the

“visitor had left the premises.

While Brock was ravenously devour-
ing the food she had cooked for him,
Mildred went into her father’s room
with a tray and found Andrew Bates
lying quietly in bed, but she failed to
note the triumphant glitter in his eyes.
He had hung out the signal which he
knew would soon bring Heber Jex or
some of the other basin men.

“That man has gone?” he demanded
crossly.

“¥es,” she murmured.

“Listen, Mildred. Sam Walace said
he had some medicine up at his place
that would do me good. T want you to
ride over and get it for me right away,”

Bates ordered.

“As—as soon as I can clear things
up,” Mildred promised.

“Don’t wait. T'm suffering and I
want relief nght away,” he stormed
“I had a terrible night.”

“All right, 'll go as quickly as I
can,” she said. Until the last few days
she had obeyed her parent’s most un-
reasonable commands, and now her
hesitation' infuriated him. As she
turned away he gazed at her with eyes
which smoldered with hate. But in
reality it was not Mildred he saw then,
but 2 woman who had been almost the

- image of her—her mother.

“Im going to fix you up some food
that you can carry and that will last
you a day or two,” Mildred whispered
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to Brock when she returned to the kit-
chen. “You must hide somewhere in
the willows until night and then try
to get away.”

“Miss Bates, I've been hidin’ out in
the brush by day an’ travelin’ by night
till I'm plumb fed up on it,” Brock
grinned. “Howsomever, I can stand a
few hours sleep. As tuh the gittin’
away part, I ain’t changed my mind
about locatin’ here.”

She stared at énm mcredulously.
“Don’t you realize that they will kill
you?” she demanded. “If you must
steal cattle and horses why don’t you
go some place where it’ll be safer?”

“You think ’m a rustler?”

“I have to. I thought they might be
mistaken about the Bennetts, until
they caught you trying to drive those
horses out of the country.”

“Well, it looks like there wasn’t no
use tuh argue against evidence like
that, an’ right now I got no way tuh
disprove it,” he waid slowly. “How-
ever, Miss Bates, yuh've been mighty
kind, an’ the fact that yuh think me a
crook makes me appreciate it all the
more. I'll be trekin’ on before I git
you into any more trouble.”

- “But won’t you please leave the
basin as soon as you can?” she insisted.

He shook his head. “I came here tuh
avenge my friends, an’ I don’t leave
until T do it,”
“There’s just one thing I wanta say,
miss. That is, the Bennett boys were
never thieves. I'm not askin’ yuh tuh
believe in me yet—but if yuhb’ll go over
to their house an’ look at the picture
of their mother that’s still hangin’ on
the wall you’ll know that sons of hers
never could be crooks.”

He had turned toward the door, ig-

noring the food Mildred was hastily
putting up for him. The girl sprang
in front of him.

“No,” she said impulsively. “No mat-
ter what you are, Pm not going to turn

you out in daylight where they’ll be

- sure to find you. I can let you into my
own room without my father knowing
it. You’'ll be safer there to-day than

he said stubbornly.
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any place else and you can rest. I’ve
got to go away, but you’ll be all right.”

“] won’t do that,” Brock refused,
“put P’H tell yuh what I will do.
Yuh've got a stable out there, an’ I'll
camp there if yuh don’t mind.”

Mildred knew from his tone that
there was no use in arguing, As for
Brock, the only reason he was willing
to remain near the post office was be-
cause he was contemplating his first
crime—a theft of the rifle that he had
seen in one corner of the post office
den on the occasion of his first wvisit.
The theft, however, he meant to be
only temporary. The situation being
what it was, he felt that it was impera-
tive and justifiable to borrow a gun if
he could, and this was the only one
available.

Taking the package of food, he
slipped out of the house and over to
the small stable. It had not been used
for some time and the manger was full
of dry hay. Not such a bad bed con-
sidering what he had been endunng,
he thought.

He did not, however, lie down im-
mediately. Through a crack in the
wall he watched for the next move-
ments from the house. Soon he saw
Mildred come out and cail up her pony
by offering him a pail of oats. She had
told him she was going away and he
entertained no fear of a double-cross
on her part. Her father, however, was
a different proposition altogether.

No sooner was Mildred out of sight
than Brock cast a swift glance around
‘and then headed back for the house.
The back door had been left unlocked,
and he made his entry that way.
~ He hoped he would be able to make
his way fropqn the kitchen to the front
room without arousing Andrew Bates,
but in any event he meant to have the
rifle. Both bedrooms were to the left
of the dining room; Mildred’s close to
the kitchen, and< her father’s room
abutted on the north end of the front
room. The doors of both bedrooms
“stood open, but there was nobody in
either room.
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- With a grim smile on his face Brock
stepped into the front room and stood
there taking in everything with a keen
glance., He made no sound,
He was alone in a house with a man
presumably not able to leave his bed,

but the bed, he saw, was empty. From

the first he had been skeptical of Bates’
illness, and when finally he tiptoed to-
ward the door of the little coop that
served as- post office, it was with the
utmost caution. The door stood ajar,
and Brock was not greatly surprised
to see the postmaster sitting there.

Andrew Bates was sitting at his desk
with a ledger in front of him, and he

appeared to be figuring frantically as
though in fear of being interrupted.
But of more interest to Brock was the
.30-30 Winchester which he saw lean-
ing against the wall a few feet behind

Bates. With a cat-like tread Brock
stepped inside and his fingers closed

around the barrel of the gun. At that
moment Andrew Bates chose to look
up, and was for the first time aware of
Brock’s presence.

The furious look on the postmaster’s
face was ludicrous. - “Yau—you > he

plumb sudden, ain’t it?” he added

cheerfully.

“The state of my health doesn’t con-

cern you,” Bates rasped. “What I
want te know is what you are doing
here?” :

“Mebbe my health dont concern you
any more than yores does me,” Brock
countered, “an’ mine seems a _heap
more threatened than yores is. But
yore daughter is losin’ sleep an’ wor-

ryin” herself sick about yore legs bein®

paralyzed or semethin’, an’ yuh’re let-
tin’ her worry when there ain’t a thing
wrong with yuh. Now will you tell her
yuh’re all right, or will T have to?”

“I am a sick man,” Bates half whim-
pered. “I can’t stand excitement. Will
you look in that drawer there and give
me some medicine you’ll find?” '

The man was indeed trembling badly

~ and his jaws were slack. Though sus-

pecting a trick, Brock steppeé over to
the drawer and pulled it open. But his
eyes never left Bates’ face.
glanced down, but instead of medicine
he saw only several piles of silver

change, and a few sheets of postage
: s. - “There’s no med:cme here,”
 stammered incoherently. He had he declarer =

~ watched Brock Morgan enter the stable  “Go ahe:

- with a package of food, and felt sure
that the man had gone there to hide
for the day.

“I see yuh’re suddeniy better, Mr.
“ blazed with anger.

Bates,” Brock grinned sardonically.

Bates’ thin fingers clutched spasmod-
ically at the vacant air. He was un-
able to speak.

“Good gun yﬁh ve got here, Brock;;»_:

said. “Miind if T borry it2”

_Bates became less excited, and the

fox-like cunning which sometimes
characterized him, crept into his voice.
“What do you want it for?” he de-
—~ manded. “I don’t make a hab:t of
—lending my things.”

“Well, T lost my own nﬁe an’ I;

wanted tuh borry this one till I found
my own agam—frald a chipmunk
might leap up an’ blte me if I trail
around without a gun,” Brock stated.

“Seems like yore recovery has been

Py
my gun and I am helpless, Bates said
bitterly.

-~ Brock stepped away from the drawer
as though it had burned him, His face
“Of all the con-
temptible old wretches I ever saw,
yuh’re the rottenest,” he grated. “For
less than one ¢’ these stamps I'd give

13 gseod spankin’,

Had somebody stepped in wlnle he
was looking into the cash drawer of

the post office, with the post:nasters‘i

rifle in his hand, and the —postmaster
swearing that he had been overcome—

“as he knew Bates would swear—then
_there would have been no chance for
_him to disprove his guilt. =
Brock knew the sericusness of tam ,

pering with Uncle Sam’s postal service,
and it would have meant a long term
of years in prison. Even as it was, he

Then he

It’s what

4
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knew Bates was despicable enough to
accuse him of the crime. And he real-

ized, too, that Bates was possibly play- °

ing for time.

“All right, old boy,” he said, as he
started to back out of the room. “Yuh
purty near pulled aone off on me that

time, but yub’ll drop that gag about

havin’ a stroke. If yub’re still pullin’
it when I come back again yuh sure
will have one—an’ it’ll be the stroke o’
my hand right across the seat o’ yore
pants. I’'m just that mean.”

The cowpuncher stralghtened up
with a jerk. Through the front win-
dow he had caught sight of three men
dismounting before the post office. He
knew that Bates had seen them, too!

- CHAPTER XIII
A Tight Corner

FOR a moment Brock knew the sen-
sation of being cornered.

would yell a warning to the men, and
he would be in range of their guns be-
fore he could even reach the stable.

Even if he should reach the first shel-.
ter, two of them could hold him there

while the other went for more help,
and he would be killed if he tried to
leave. It was a situation requiring
quick thinking and quicker acting.

He was sorely tempted to bring the

butt of the rifle down across Bates’
head before the venomous old man had
a chance to do him further damage.

But Bates was old and frail and in-

capable of physically defending him-
self. And after all he was Mildred’s
father, and the cowboy felt a queer
compunction against doing anything

that might possibly cause her grief or

trouble.

However, Brock kanew that he must

silence Bates in-some way. He sprang
back into the office to one side of the
- pigeonhole window, and snapped the
rifle up level with his waist, the barrel
peointed at Bates.

“Not a word outa you, old man,” he
hissed. “I’ve stood for a lot from you,

If he
tried to leave the house, Andrew Bates
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but theré’s a limit. One chirp from you
will be just like callin’ the undertaker.”

Bates’ jaw dropped and a reddish
flush came over his face. He gripped
the arms of his chair hard and half
arose. Then, with a convulsive move-
ment he subsided, and his color
changed to a greenish pallor. His head
was drawn over to the left in a strange,
weird manner. But Brock’s concern
was only that the man did not cry out
a warning. : : :

A man’s face appeared at the pigeon-
hole. “Y’ in there, Andrew?” he asked.

There was no reply, and the fellow
stuck his face into the aperture far
enough to enable him to see Bates. He
withdrew it like a squirrel popping
into a hole. “Gawd, fellers, somethin’s
happened tuh Bates fer sure,” he ejacu-
lated.

With the others at Ius heels, the fel-
low rushed toward the door that

 opened into the post office from the

side. Brock occupied a position over
to the right, near another door. Bates
was facing the door which the men
were about to enter. It was natural,
therefore, for the men to look straight
~at Bates when they came in, and to
overlook Brock.

“What’s the matter, Andrew ?” the
first man said with concern. “We seen
yore sign, but we thought it had some-
thin’ tuh do with that horse thief.”

“Mebbe it has, if I'm the party yuh’re
referrin’ to,” Brock drawled.

The men whirled, their hands grasp-
ing mstmctlvely for their guns. The
riffie in Brock’s hands swung from
Bates to them, and'on a level with their
stomachs. Before the silent menace of
the gun two of the men jerked their
hands upward enough for him to see
that they were not going to make any
mistakes.

But the third man, with a quick step,

_sheltered himself behind the middle
man and jerked out his gun. Brock
was forced to act to save himself.

Desperate as was his plight, he -
couldn’t bring himself to shoot the
men who had thrown up their hands.



~ the same movement. ;
~ they had not gotten far apart, and be-
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All he could see of the other fellow
was a leg that was unprotected. He
dropped the end of the rifle and pulled
‘the trigger. The pop of the six-gun
“came an instant later and mingled with
the still reverberating roar of the rifle.
At the same time the owner of the six-
shooter dropped to the floor with a
broken leg.

The other two men, convanced that
their uplifted hands would not save
them, moved for their guns. Brock
pumped out the empty cartridge, but
no loaded one leaped up to take its
place. He realized that Bates had care-
lessly left the magazine of the rifle
empty, and he smothered an oath. He
had to fight for his life single-handed
and unarmed.

- With a swift movement he clutched
the barrel of the rifle with his left
hand, and holding it in front of him
with both hands level with his waist,

— _he sprang forward. Two guns had

~ come up at the same time. He could
not hope to dodge them both, and his
only hope was to upset both men with
In their haste

- fore either of them could fire Brock
brought his rifle upward wfth terrific
- force.

, The butt of the gun caught the
- shorter man_ unde-r the- chm., while the
steel barrel scraped the face of the
‘taller man, pecling off the hide like a
knife. Both men were knocked off bal-

— ance, and they fell back spuitering
- with mingled pain and rage.
~ not the kind of fight they ‘ha;i expected
~  the foe to wage. = :

It was

= Brock realized that his strategy had
_given him only a momentary advan-
tage. Once the men got apart he could
not handle them both, and the man on
the floor was still quite capable of
using a gun and had to be reckoned
‘with. He raised the gun in the same
_horizontal position, breast high, and
charged them again. Once more the
_men were unable to get out of the way,
or to use their guns. Brock did not
~ hurt them that time, but he sent them

feet.
' the knees -
—Brock waited to see no —imore. The

iSprawhng backward toward where

Bates sat.

- Just in txme he saw the wounded ‘

man raise his gun, and grvmg a hasty
kick he caught the man’s elbow with
the side of his foot and knocked the
gun aside. The bullet tore into the

_ceiling, but Brock was yet unscathed.

-The odds against him were too great
to cope with in the confines of the
small room. Suddenly he swung the
rifle and hurled it with full force at
the two opponents who were on their
It struck one of them just below
1d brought him down.

door was right behind him, and he

whirled and dashed through it, jerking

it shut behind him. A bullet tore
through the panels from the inside as
be fled. With ungainly but swift leaps

~he bounded down the pathway to

“where the three J ohn Doe men had left
their horses.

According to Western custom the
horses were standmg untied, but with
dragging reins. The shootmg inside

had alarmed them and ‘they were shift-

_As Brock came
to edge away,

ing about nervous]y‘
~boundin; th

“but so strong was their training that
they did not move fast,

One of them stepped on the bridle' -
‘reins and was jerked on its haunches
by the pain. Before it recovered Brock
landed in the saddie with a flying leap.
He swooped over and plcked up the

hten the- fwo remammg horses and

make them hard to catch. =
The thing that gave Brock th “most

comfort was the feel of a3

his leg. One of the John Doe men
He did

had left it in the saddle boot.
not have to slacken his speed in order

_to reach down and draw the weapon
out. It wasan almost new gun, a Sav-

age, but the magazine was full of car-
tridges. He had no reserve supply, so

he was not going to waste any more

than he .could help.
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By this time the two men had caught
the other horses, but they appeared to
have no stomach for a pursuit after
they saw him brandish the rifle. After
chasing him for a few hundred yards
the men stopped and turned back.
Brock pulled his borrowed horse down
to an easy laope, but he knew that his
respite was only temporary.

And what a mess he had left behind
him! A post office shot full of holes,
a wounded man, and an open cash
~drawer. ‘Old Andrew Bates would re-

sume his game of playing sick, and he
would surely claim that Brock had
forced his way into the office with in-
tent to rob it.

Undoubtedly the three men who had
found him there covering Bates with a
rifle would corroborate the postmas-
ter’s claim. The bullet holes in the
building would speak for themselves.
If ever there was circumstantial evi-
dence to convict a man of crime, there
it was, standing against him.

Strangely enough, it was not the pos-
sibility of trouble with the federal
government which Brock was thinking
about so much as it was the impression
Mildred Bates would receive. Her
father would be playing ’possum again
‘when she returned, and she could not
think otherwise than that Brock had
deliberately gone back into the house
with intent to rob the place and had
failed only because of the arrival of
the neighbors.” His actions would
surely appear to her as the basest sort
of betrayal of her confidence. :

He was utterly astounded with him-
self that he cared so much what Mil-
dred would think. Always before he

_had been even more indifferent to fe-
male opinion than he was to public
opinion. He told himself now that he
cared because Mildred had treated him
so kindly, and had been almost the
ornly one in the basin who did not
whole-heartedly desire to see him made
a corpse. Indeed, there were ample
reasons for his gratitude and concern;
but there was also growing into his
heart another feeling about this girl.
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It was preposterous, he told himself.
And even if it was true that he was in
danger of losing his head over a girl
for the first time, what had happened
.would surely make her his enemy for
life. Having thus settled the matter
he thought with grim humor of the ap-
pearance he must have made that morn-
ing.

“Well, romance,” ‘he mused with
some bitterness, “is one thing I don’t
have tuh worry about.”

Automatically he had been heading
back for the old Bennett ranch, but as
soon as he had reached the shelter of
the willows that grew so densely there,
he drew his horse to a stop. His situa-
tion had to be considered carefully.
The Bennett place was being watched,
and it would be but a short time until
all the John Does would be told what
had happened and would be gathering
to that point. There was neo sanctuary
there, nor anywhere else in Bayhorse
‘Basin.

“P've sure bulldogged a steer called
trouble, but I can’t neither throw him,
nor turn him loose,” the cowboy re-
ﬁected

- If he stayed in the basin or tried to
g’et"away, the John Does would get
him. Even if he succeeded in escaping
from the basin the officers of the law
would soon be after him for attempted
robbery of the post office.

~“] come in here tuh do up this crowd
that done for the Bennett boys, an’
since there ain’t no safety for me away
from here I'd just as well stay here
till the business is finished—or 1 am,”
he said with a shrug.

CHAPTER XIV
A Startling Story

HEN Mrs. Sam Wallace denied

all knowledge of her husband
having any medicine that might bene-
fit Andrew Bates, Mildred realized that
her parent had sent her away from the
ranch just to get rid of her temporarily.
That it must have something to do
with Brock Morgan, she knew, and
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— there came a hot, dry feeling into her

throat.
~ She rushed out and climbed upon
Bramble, leaving Mrs. Wallace gazing

after her in open-mouthed astonish-

~ ment, She did not try to analyze her
concern, but the deminant purpose in

her life was to protect this tall, impu-
Had she taken time to

- dent stranger.
think the matter out she would have
convinced herself that it was to pre-
vent another 'lyn'éhiﬁg, a habit be-
come ali too common in Bayhorse Ba-

sin, and one in which her father Wasr,

indirectly implicated.

Her own feclings toward this stran-‘;‘

ger were not “subject to analysis. In
~ her mind she was fully convinced of
his criminal activities, but some quality
about the man aroused her protective
interest. It was not his beauty, for he

wasn’t really ‘handsome, but when he
had looked at her something ‘within
She sensed

— her went out in response.
~ that her anxiety for him was greater
~than it would have been for ancther
- man under the-same circumstances. It

- troubled her, and it made her haif

~  ashamed, half angry, and yet she was
= hurrymg ftanucaiiy back to ptotect;_;' =

' * had really suffered the stroke which he

-~ him.
As she neared home she saw a man
ndmg away at a gallop, and another

horse standing in front of the house.
She knew instinctively that ‘something

~ was wrong, and her heart became
leaden. Nevertheless she urged Bram-
ble on at the top of his speed, though

her whole body- was itx:embhng from

weakness.
As she flung herself from h

p'ényf
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him from the office to his bedroom

With a sick, bewildered feeling the
girl went in. She saw Taylor lying on

the floor in the “front room, and the
groans were coming from him. Sims
was kneeling and trying to fashion a
tourniquet above the ugly wound:

The girl gave the men a swift _glance
and hurried into her father’s roem. He
was lying on the bed, and she saw at
once that something serious had hap-

pened to him. His appearance had

changed. His face was badly distorted,
as though by severe pain.

~ Then she saw that the left side of
his face had been drawn out of shape

until it was lower than the other, The

eye drooped, the corner of the mouth
held a painfdl grimace, and that side
of the face seemed as stiff and immov-
able as a board.

She noticed, too, that the left arm
and leg lay queerly, and he made no
attempt to move them. His eyes rested
upon her with an expression which she
had never seen in them before. His -
lips, or the right side of them, moved
queerly and he mumbled somethmg t“hat
was umntelhgible

that 7A.ndrew Bafes

had been felgnmg, and he was half
paralyzed. His frail body had been
‘unable to withstand the ravages of his
colossal temper.

“Tell me what happened ” she asked
Sims, forcmg herself to be, ~calm.

and ran up to the door she heard a mang;/ "f ]

~ groaning loudly inside.
~ What's happened?” she gasped.

—“That you Mildred?” asked a man’s

voice. She recogmzedanezghbor Matt
~ Sims, by the voice.

for, either,

“Tom Tayibr has got a busted leg,
an’ yore father seems tuh be in a bad
~ way. He can’t speak. I just carried

“What is it? co SFec

_can look,” Sims said.
“Is—is anybody hur¢?” she breathed.
It was not her father she was fearmg'

“Never mind th&money go on,’ sald =
the girl, sick at heart. =
“Well, he had the advantage of us

—because we didn’t know what was goin’ -

on till he got the drop on us,” Sims
went on. “Tom tried tuh draw his



THE BANDIT OF

gun an’ the outlaw shot him in the
leg. It was yore dad’s rifle an’ there
was no shells in the magazine. The
stick-up man didn’t know that, an’ we
had a real merry little party, but ac-
count o’ Tom’s hurt we couldn’t stop
him, But Vasco’s gone tuh spread the
alarm, an’ the outlaw can’t git away.”

Things were dancing crazily before
Mildred’s eyes as she stepped forward
aimlessly. -

“Hey, don’t famt” i:alled Sxms in

alarm.

It aroused the girl. “I won’t,”
promised. “Can I help you?”

“No. I’ll soon have Tom fixed up the
best I can,” Sims answered.
leave you tuh stay with him an’ yore
father while I go git my wife an’ Mrs.
Taylor. Then we’ll send somebody fer
a doctor, an’ T'll join the hunt fer that
dirty, sneakin’ killer. I bet he don’t
git away another time.”

Mildred went into the post office and
mechanically inspected the open cash
drawer. Nothing was gone. She noted
the bullet holes and the general up-
heaval of the room. She righted things
with cold, listless hands, her mind
seeming to be in a strange stupor.

: "All nght Millie,” Sims presently
. “I’ll be goin’ now. You
- eye on ﬂu/gs txll the

she

women Come!
worry about.”

“No?” she asked with a ﬂash of -blt-‘ -

ter sarcasm.

“O’ course the shock has made yore
dad worse, but he’ll pull through,” the
rancher said cheerfully as he went out.

“If Sims an’ Latham had the guts
I’ve got, that lousy crook would never
have got away,” Tom Taylor informed
her after Sims had gone out.

Mildred went into her father’s bed-
room, more to escape from listening to
Taylor than anything else. Presently
she became aware that her father was
again trying to speak to her; and hy
listening closely and partly guessing
at the meaning, she was able to undér-
stand him.

“Jex. Have him come as quick as he

“Then I'll
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made out. '

“All right. He'll be here,” she re-
plied listlessly. Suddenly she glanced
at her father sharply. He had been
claiming that he was ill and unable to
move. Yet according to Sims he had
found a means to signal to them, and
he had also been in the post office when
they arrived.
~ There could be no other answer to
all this except that he had been deceiv-
ing her about not being able to move.
Yet she realized that there was some-
thing seriously wrong with him now.
But what loyalty, she asked herself,
did she owe to a father who would
willfully deceive her?

Such thoughts, however, seemed to
be little short of criminal and the girl
tried to dismiss them from her mind.
He was what he was by reason of a
warped mind, and it was her place to
stick with him no matter what he did.
But she dreaded the arrival of Heber
Jex. She knew what her father was
going to ask of her, and she wondered
where she was going to get the courage
to oppose him. .

It was only an hour or so until the
two neighbor women arrived, and then
Bates requested Mildred to come into
his room and shut the door.
= “Flrst bring my black leather-bound
ledger,” hi ted w1th hxs pamful

‘She knew the book to be At':b‘e‘ one.
which he always kept on his person,
and into which he transferred the final
results of his constant figuring, and
she was glad to humor his whimsy.
She held the book while he turned the
pages with the hand that was not para-
lyzed. -
“Thought I was crazy to ﬁgure so
much didn’t you?” he queried.
“No; I only thought it was your way
of getting amusement,” she denied.
“You thought I was playing that I
‘had a lot of money invested in stocks
and bonds, and was keeping account
of all the returns, didn’t you?” he pur-
sued.
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—"Nesl
“Well, see these figures here?” he in-

ger. “Right there is what that fortune
amounts to, and it’s in cold cash.”
~ “Yes,” she humored him. Looking
at the line he was pointing at she saw
that the figures were $85,452.00.

~ He flew into a weak and futile rage.
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Before noon a number of men had

- stopped at the post office to get details

 dicated with a weak and trembling fin-

~ man-hunt.

“That’s real, I tell you,” he tried to

shout. “I'm not poor. It’s actual
money. Ive had it carefully invested
for years.” '
- “Yes, yes, 1 know, she soothed.
“When I die it’ll all be yours—pro-
~viding you marry Heber Jex. He’s the
only man that knows about it. The
only man I dare trust you and that
much money with. If you don’t marry
him you'll never get a cent, because
money would spoil you like it did your
mother. But Heber can handie you!’
Mildred’s mmd was enlightened at
Many at had appeared
queer I;cfere He

- :ha&iucmat:on about the money seri-
: :ously, and actualiy behevcd in the ex-
_f‘a,ccounted for the way the man had cul-
~tivated her father, and also for his de-
termined effort to marry her. It was
so ludierous that she wanted to laugh.

“Why, I don’t want the money,” she J:

'sa1d “Give it to
~ much of him”

—At that he stiﬁ’ened,
feared that he would have another =
tack. “I want you taken care of,” he
mumbled out. He glanced up sharply
with his one movable eye, but Mildred
did not notice. She scarcely heard hun
-~ “The enly way is for = :

“Father, I H stay and take care ef
you the best I can, but you mustn’t ask
-_that any more, because T'll never do

= it,” she said steadily.

_His head lolled over weakly, but

Mﬂdred knew that he was gathering

~ his will power to break down her de-
= fenses

of the shooting affray there that morn-
ing, and then hurried on to join in the
Mildred was sick at heart,
but there was no more that she could
do to help Morgan. His act in trying
to rob the post office had been delib-
erate and uncalled for, and he had no
reason to expect further help from her
even if she were in a position to give
it. Yet her mind was with the fugitive,
despite her own worries and troubles.
Everything was full of suspense, un-
settled. She was aware that she was
going to face a crisis in her own life,
and it would come with the arrival of
Heber Jex. As always she dreaded the
coming of the man, and yet as the
hours passed and he did not appear she
grew more and more restless until she
found herself wishing that he would
come so that it would be over with.
ebo had “been sent to Red
octor for Taylor, and as

~ Mildred saw her father becoming more
-and more haggard and worn as the

hours rolled on she became worried
lest he would pass away before the
doctor arrived. But she knew that it
might be late the next day before the
doctor could get there. =

And then'. mtvaftet 'sét;' Hebei'/
e man strode in with
h aracteristic overbearmg manner,

it there were lines of weariness in his

e face. To Tom Taylor’s inquiry he re-

— plied brusquely that Morgan had not

‘been found as yet, but that the man
']:ﬁeﬁ?':hei :

could not possibly escape.-
passed into Bates room ,
’ve been havmg, -
ithetically, giv-
t name he occasionally
en he bent over Andrew
‘and the paralytic brightened up
m:unedlately and thrust out his one
good arm. He was trying to speak, but

it was a minute or so before Jex could

‘want me for anything, call.”

“understand-him.

“PIl go out” Mildred said. “If you
It y

It was half an hour before Jex'
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knocked on the door of her room.‘
“Can I speak to. you alone, Mﬁdreﬂ =

“he asked politely.

— Since her own room was now the only

one in the house that didn’t have
- peoplé' in it, she invited the man to
come in. Sheoffered Jex the one chair
in the room, and when he insisted that
she sit down, she sat gingerly upon the
edge of tiae bed.
get here before to-

_he can do any oo anyway. I thm

~your father is dying.” '
She made no comment, but her

nerves were taut as steel cords.

~ “I also sent for a preacher.”

“For—for the funeral?” she asked.

“No, to perform a certain little 1egal =
~ true?” the girl flared.

, ceremony,” ‘he said with a trace of a
grin, =“T knew your father couldn’t
~die happy unless he saw you and me

married. That’s why I sent for the

preacher.”
“I see that you beheve in the reality

of that fortune Father’s been telﬁng/

you about,” she said Weatxly =
He smiled.
only reason I want to marry you, but it
isn’t. I'm crazy about you and always
~have been. It’s the only reason that I
‘haven’t told the truth about your father
years ago.
— “What do ¥«
dred demanded, a
~ stealing over her.
~“T prefer not to say any more,” ]Px
“said with his tantalizing smile. “Why

not let it go at that and make the old

~—man happy?”
“I’'ll never marry you,” she stated
resolutely

somberly. “I dida’t want to have to
use any unduc pressufe, but it looks
like T will” he said

ried”
- “That sott of thmg went out of style
—ages ago,” she retorted.

You can’t intimidate me.

“You dont beheve in the exxstence
BREL :

try. The gang of which your father =

~out he married. That fooled us.
Jex’s rather han&some face cleuded -

-~ “When that
~preacher comes we” re going to be mar-

, “You and
-your John Does belong 1n _the past.
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of %hat elghty-ﬁve thousand éollar for-f =

tune then?” he asked. -

“I do not. It’s merely the delusmn '
“of a disordered mind. You ought to
know that.”

“If I didn’t happen to know to the'f =

contrary, I would,” he said grimly.

“Those figures represent actual money
—the ill-gotten gains of the old out-
law gang that used to infest this coun-

'z1ly It was 1ncredfb1e preposterous,
And yet she had a feeling that it might
be true. :
“Funny you never guessed it,” Jex
laughed.
—“How did you ﬁnd it out——-xf it's

~ “It was my job to find out i he saldﬂ
calmly. “Look” From an inside
pocket the man produced a large' worn
piece of paper. “My commission as a
detective, authorizing me to make ar-
rests in any part of the state, signed

b¥ the Aman who was governor at that
“You think thats the = = , =

' “It s no good now.” -

“Well, I wouldn’t = 1t"exactly '
worthless. Anyhow, my special job
was to watch out for members of the

turn to Bayhorse Basm to recover toot =

one I was expectmg -
“Why?” the girl asked, Wlth hot dry’

lips. :
“He'd served time, an’ When he got

We

dropped a hint to his wife of What he’d

been, and she left him. Trie
the baby, which was you,
stole a march and run off with you

Came back here where he supposed no-

—body would ever know him. I reckon

'you was just part of the disguise”
“The last sentence was sheer cruelty. -
“*Then why didn’t you arrest him in-
stead of waiting all these years?” Mil-
,dred demanded pamfully. - :

Bunton gang who were expected to re-
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“At first it was the money. He'd
served his time for robbery, and they
wanted the money he’d cached. Later
it was you.”

“It was still the money,” she charged
coldly.

He chuckled. “The old man was
foxy. Instead of digging up the
money and leaving the country like we
expected, he contrived tuh send it out
and invest it somewhere, while he
stuck right here. It was a long time
before I tumbled, and by that time I'd
got my ranch, and had won his confi-
dence.
money he was making, and then I knew
he’d put one over on me. But he never
would tell me where it was.”

The girl looked at her tormentor in
a half-bewildered way. There were
times when he halted in his narrative,
and then she believed that he was
lying, that he was making up the story
out of the whole cloth. But when he
went glibly on she believed him.

“The Holdens had come in and they
~ were tough characters. Other men like
Gid Whitmore were here, and the
Holdens was stealin’ ’em to death. I
’ suggested to your father that he or-
ganize the John Doe Brotherhood, and
he jumped at the chance, because he
thought it would show how he hated
outlaws. And T guess for a fact that
he did.

" “Anyway, all T could do was get Ins
friendship, and I did it. I wouldn’t
cause you any trouble, Millie, but un-
less you marry me to-morrow I’ll have
to tell Whitmore and the others how
they’ve been deceived. I've got to
have that money, and the only way I
can get him to tell where it is, is for
~ you to marry me. He’s promised to
do that just as soon as that happens,
because he likes me and he wants you
taken care of. He knows now that he
never could get any good out of it
~ himself.”

~ Only a few things stood out in the
girPs mind. Her father had not been
crazy, and he had been a criminal. She
could forgive that, but she couldn’t

He told me about how much’

forgive him for organizing the Joh;x

Doe Brotherhood to war upon men who
were better- than he was. She got up
and started for the door.

“Here, where are you going?” Jex
demanded.

“I’'m going to ask him if this is true”
Jex grasped her wrist in a grip of
iron. “You'll do nothing of the kind,
my girl. Do you think Pd let you up-
set the game I've been playing for all
these years? He’d be sore at me, and
he’d go to his grave without telling

where the money can be found.”

“I don’t care—I hope he does!”

“So that’s the way you feel about
it?” Jex gritted. ‘“Well, I reckon I've
got still another card to play. You've
been in love with that sissy nephew of
mine. Well, this foolhardy stranger
has arrived here just in time to make
it easy for me to convince the brother-
hood that Claude is a rustler. If you
don’t stand up with me to-morrow
you’ll see Claude with his neck
stretched like them Bennetts’.”

“You—oh, you—you contemptible
wretch! Would you murder the son
of your own sister? Why, why Maude
Bransom and Claude have both been
slaves to you,” Mildred gasped.

“Listen, my girl. With that eighty-
five thousand dollars I can control Bay-
horse Basin. In time I'll be a million-

‘aire. Nothing in God’s world can stop
me.

If you think ¥'ll be balked by a
couple of cooing deoves like you and
Claude, you’re mistaken. As for
Claude, I hate him anyway—have
hated him ever since he begun hangmg
around you.”

There was no pretense about Heber
Jex now. All the greed, the malice,
the cruelty in his nature stood out
nakedly. Looking at him through ter-
ror-widened eyes the girl knew he was
capable of carrying out his threats. He
knew that Andrew Bates was dying,
and knew that the old man would stub-
bornly go to his grave without reveal-
ing the secret of his money unless Mil-
dred were married to him. If Bates
did weaken at all, it would be to tell
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-Mildred. . Exther way, Jex knew that
- he would not get the money.
“I was to blame. I'd do anythmg

rather than have Claude harmed,” the

—girl sobbed. “T'd even marry you
rather than see him a victim of the
Jobn Does.”

“Well, remember your old man
started that John Doe thmg,” Jex said
triumphantly. “I'm gomg to git some
rest now, but I’ll be down in the morn-

ing. You know where 1 stand now.

—Your dad or anybody else,
—and you’ll see your sweetheart dancing

BAYHORSE BASIN
on air. Better be carefu1 Mildred.”

In dumb, abject misery, M.lldred col-
,lapsed upon her bed, after Jex had
taken his departure. It was all a ter-
rible mess, Her father lay dying; and
had it been only on his account she
would have defied Jex. But she
couldn’t see Claude, the boy who had
been so faithful and kind to her, mur-
dered. She must keep still, and if it
killed her, she must stand up with
Heber Jex the next day When the
preachier came! >

(To be contmued in the next zssae.)
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YEXAS trad;tmn has it that away b
1812 a whole herd of 5000 longhorns
longing to-a man named Boner were stam-
“peded one night in a storm in what is now
“Brewster County, Texas, and that not one
head of the 5,000 was ever found again. The
storm was electncal with a downpour of rain.

The boys were unab’le to curb the stampede

that night. By dawn there was a ragmg b
zard of snow and wind, obliteratin
Despite the weather, the punchers “
cle” to try to pick up the lost cattle. The
found not one, Nor was any one of the 5, 000
ever seen again.

Now, after all these years, there has oc-
curred what might well be a verification of

'PIONEERS of the early West wm '

that the gamblers of the Frontier days

D OF THEFLOST HERD

old B rtﬂﬁmraf M‘meola :
exas, some time ago, found a huge cave con-
tammg many tons of horng and bones of cat-
tle, some well preserved though bleached,
others crumbling with age, His find was ia
the Rio Grande country of the Big Bend to-
wam?i which Jacob Boner’s lost herd ‘was be-
%‘ riven. =

e possibly have been Jacob
Boner_” td, found after all these hun-
‘dred and some g

explanation has 1
these age-bleached bones in a
cavern.

were not a bad sort. It is true that they oot o ‘;

to win the gold dust fhe miners had worked

“hard for and the wages that the cowboys had
been allowing to accumulate for months; but
ers and cowboys were willing victims.
n for this was that the games of
~furnished recreation in a coun-
try where there was little enough amusement,
and the gamblers‘wete Teally a charitable lot.
Many a widow whosi Aima;ba nd
a mine accident or who in so
early epidemics of the West “was befriended
by the gambling element.
usually first on any cheritable list and their
donatxons were among the largest.
The gamblers were never violent outside
_omn circle They would have fights

among themselves and wonld kill each other,

but such trouble, practically “without excep-
—tion, was confined to their own ranksc :

- When such kﬂlmgs occurred the law-abld-'

illed in—

tsiders. =

J‘he early Western gambiers shculd never
~be confused with the road agents, stage ban-
dits, cattle rustlers or desperadoes They -
were another element entirely. They always
respected property. rights, and if they could
not win a man’s money in a game of chance,
they let him severely alone. Socially they
~kept very much to themselves. ~They ~mar-
- ried among their own clan. Their children

_schools, and their home life quite ofterr was
-exemplary.

In the early days gambhng was a recog-
nized profession and the big gamblers were
_members of the early Chambers of Com-
—merce and law and otder organizations, Mucn
- money was invested in gambling establish-
ments, and some of these places were ornate
in equlpment a.nd furmshmgs.

o e R B o

he homs found showed the cattle to have =

ynoether, =

- were well provided Hor, ‘ﬁm@d ‘the public -
Their names were



On the Bar 7 —

By Monty Castle

When a gal plays foreman on a Western spread
yuh can look for strange things tuh

Love? Yeah, folks—the real thing, tlnkmkes =
eland sunshine even

thammn&!ﬂemg !
brighter than ever. T

WO letters left Yucca Flats in

the same mail bag. Two letters

rubbed flaps together all the way

to Denver. Two letters were de-
livered at the same hour to the same
person at the same address. But the
contents of those Ietters were strik-
ingly dissimilar in every coneelvable
respect.

The first, written on a sheet of glossy
bend, the entire top third of which
was devoted to a highly imaginative
representation of the Stockmen’s Bank
of the town of Yucca Flats.

It read as follows:
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Mr. Robert Denmson,
Denver, Colorado.

Dear Sir: = =

We understand that you hve been
forced to take over that worthless bunch
of gopher holes called the Bar 7 Ranch.
You are hkely only tao well aware that
the land won’t even raise right healthy
gophers, so yowll he relieved to know I
%at an offer on the place for you. The

x-Yoke outfit, rather than be nestmed,

 with fences cutting across their

are gencrously offering $1 aa “aere
your place. That’s more it's worth,
but they don’t split hm » Bar 7 has
always been a Tzﬂute. cpmg you are
the same, I temam, =
- “Zebulon Juckett,
Pres. Stockmen’s Bank.



~ home quite
- wouldn’t have to ‘fie—welt, not so much
~ anyhow—to her poor old dad lying
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= The second letﬁer was wntten on
plam white paper it read. —

My dear Mr. Denmson‘ :

Since the Bar 7 now belongs to you
instead of to my father, 1 should like to
ask whether you have made any arrange-
ments for continuing to ranch it: If not,
may I apply for the job of foreman? I
am twenty years old, husky, and have
‘been running cattle with my dad ever -
since T was a kid. If he hadn’t got
bunged up when his horse threw him, I

- don’t think we’d ever have lost the place.

- TheBar7isa grand ranch, Mr. Denni- -
~ son, If's got the finest water hole, the
best natural range, in fact everything but
luck! One jinx after another seems to
have hounded the Bar 7. If you’ll only
give me a chance, I'll try to kill that jinx.
Respectfuuy yours,

Larsy Moore.

ARRY MOORE climbed into the

big bus that stopped in Yucca

Flats each merning and afternoon.
- Settling herself just behind the empty
driver’s seat, she opened her bag and
proceeded to powder her small and in-

quisitive nose with great thoroughness. ,
Then she _yanked her tight little green had seen for the first time on her way
~farther, until her right eye

was completely instead of only partial-

falt down

1y echpsed, tweaked a brown curl out

over a red cheek and grnmed nnpu-"

dently into her mirror.

“Behold!” she chuckied to herself,
“the hard-boiled, hard-fisted, hard-
ridin’ new foreman of the Bar 7!” Im-

portmﬂly she patted the reply to her

apphcatmn for a job which had come v

TIelﬁnd the wheel. Then he turned to
_grin disarmingly over his shoulder at

in that very afternoon’s mail.
‘Now she didn’t dread going back
tgm'ﬁy Now she

there helpless with his paralyzed legs.

- Now she could go on with her pretense

that he was still the actual owner of
,the Bar 7, that crops we:e gfood and - :
- on this trip out. Well—now that you re

prices high,
~ All through the past year, whﬁe

_their stock had thinned and their notes :

at the bank had increased, she had
played her desperate little game with

— him. Until, only last week, she thought
she’d reached the end. The ranch it~

_self was no longer theu-s, and the new
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,owner, a Mr. Robert Denmson, hved

clear off in Denver. They’d have to
get off the place; her father would find
out that they’d lost the Bar 7; and the
shock would probably kill him,

In a last mad burst of courage shei
had written that letter to the new
owner. And, as a result, she was the
foreman of the Bar 7!

She glanced about her at the empty
bus. Here was one more thing to be

~ thankful for—this big cross-country
_bus that came within a mile of the
- Bar 7. She could always explain cheer-

fully to her father that she’d a lot
rather watch for the bus than to crank
up- “Stuttering Stella,” their stubborn
flivver. Poor old “Stuttering Stella”

: that ‘had been sold two months before!

Larry ‘wondered what was keeping
the new driver. She wouldn’t admit
even to herself that one reason she’d

hurried to get on early this afternoon

was because she was wzldly curious
about this same new driver whom she

o town that morning. But the bus
: then, and she doubted
whether heﬂ ‘even noticed her. =
At that moment a tall young man in
a khaki uniform sauntered out of the
corner drug store. As he glanced up
and saw his single passenger, he in-
creased his saunter to a lope. With a

powerful swing, he lifted himself up

his long legs in

Larry. She noticed promptly that he
had nice little laughing wrinkles at the
corners of his blue eyes, and flocks of

freckles, not to mention a mouth with
a tendency to quirk upwards ' '

aL véluable shxpment from Y,,

on, shall we start?” “he

gravely.

For a girl Who was practmally en-
gaged to be married to the town’s lead-
ing citizen, Larry’s color mounted most
unrreasonably. Suddenly the ride home
seemed to have taken on all sorts of =

1nquxred
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new and entertaining possibilities.

“lI guess you're pretty new, aren’t
you?” she asked demurely.

“You'd be surprised how old I am.
It’s just that I'm well preserved,
‘ma’am!”

“I mean you’re new on this bus line,”
said Larry haughtily. She ought to
snub this fresh creature, but her curi-
osity got the better of her. “Aren’t
you?” she demanded.

“I do seem to be, don’t I?”

“The other driver’s name was Jones.
Sam Jones,” she remarked insinu-
atingly. ‘

“That so? Well, mine’s Brown. Tom
Brown.”

(6oh »

There was silence.

“Do you spell it with a- ‘g or a ‘Z’?”
he inquired innocently after a pause.
“Spell what?”

“Your last name.
it just now.”

This time Larry’s pretty lips d1d
curve into a guilty grin.

I didn’t quite get

“You win! I admit I was 3ust plam '

curious, Mr. Brown My name’s Moore.
Larry Moore.”

“Larry? Short for Laura, perhaps?”
inquired the other evenly.

“Laura nothing!” exclaimed the girl
disgustedly. “It’s short for Laramie.
Can you beat that? Laramie!”

“But why—?”

“Becatse my pa:en,tswere 3ust piaxn

demented, that’s why! They were com-

ing out West to homestead and they
got as far as Laramie, Wyoming, when
I was born. I suppose I ought to be
thankful, though, because if it had been
two days sooner, my name would have
been ‘Polecat Gulch,’ and a week later,

and I’d have been ‘Miss Bzg-Mouth‘

Creek’! So I guess Larry isn’t so bad.
Useful even!” She smiled secretly.
“Imagine getting this new job with a
name like Gwendolyn!”

“Oh, well, names aren’t so im-
~portant,” said the young man con-
solingly. “It’s what’s back of them.”
He glanced at his watch. “Time to be
moving. By the way, speaking of

“Zeb’s
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names, who is this Zebulon Juckett
that’s carrying these here valuables to
Pringle to-day?”

All the sparkle died out of the g1rl’
face at his words.

“Zeb Juckett? Is he going to Pringle
to-day?  Why—er, Zeb’s one of the—
the Jucketts.”

“So I gathered,” with faint sarcasm.
“Old man Juckett’s son, perhaps?”

“Well, the Jucketts are pretty im-
portant around here, she said stiffly.
likely carrying a lot of money
over to their correspondent bank in
Pringle. You see, Zeb owns the bank
and Malachi owns the Ox-Yoke Ranch.
This whole valley and everybody in it,
you might say, belongs to either the

'bank or the Ox-Yoke.”

“Everybody ?”

Larry’s brown eyes avoided his in-
tent scrutiny. Her lovely color flooded
across her cheeks.

Just then several passengers crowded
into the bus. The last of them was a
lean, weathered man of about forty. A
man with small, careful black eyes and
a thin-lipped, careful mouth. He car-
ried an old-fashioned satchel in his
‘hand.

“Howdy, Laramie. I was hopin’
you’d be on this bus. I got important
business in Pringle to-day.” He patted
the satchel meanmg;y “Savm this
swt for me?”’

Larry smiled famtly and moved over.

~ Zebulon Juckett sat down and threw
a proprietary arm across the back of
Larry’s seat. Miserably, the girl stared
at the broad shoulders of the bus
driver.
to be very pink and his attention to

center most mtently upon the mechan-

rlsmoflnscar

The engine began to roar, and the
bus rumbled down the main street of
Yucca Flats and out into the open
country, the fair open country that was
mostly owned by either Malachl or
Zebulon Juckett.

“It’ll be dark by the time we’ ve gone
the ten miles to that crossroad where
you get off,” remarked Zeb disap-

The young man’s ears seemed



,::‘—fff-" for

What say, I g& the irm whiie I’
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_provingly.
— keep up this here nonsense of foolin’
your dad much longer, now that you
don’t even own the place, Laramie.
"Course I'm sorry you lost it, but some-

~ thing had to bring you to your senses.

=1E losm the Bar 7 will send you to me

~ any sooner, you can't blame me for not

~ bustin’ out cryin’, can you, little girl?”
He tightened his thin arm about her
shoulders and leaned closer. In an
_agony of embarrassment Larry shrank
“back into the corner of her seat. Was

'f:_tha't very ruddy left ear in the seat

_ahead cocked in her direction?
“But, Z¢b, things aren’t as bad as you
think,  I've Just had a letter from the

~ new owner—" she was beginning, but g

her words were lost in the sharp r«
of ti

¢ steep grade on what was known

—as the Hogback Road, a section that
wound about sharp curves and through
eroded gullies. -

: say I’d try to»ho’id on for Daé’s sake
~as long as possible,” Larry shouted
back. Somehow, she couldn’t tell him
~ about her new job, or how pleased she
_was over getting it, because Zeb had
f —;_}nnd about extendmg their

o,Pn:ngle? Look at all that cur-

ghmpsed thick P
banded together. -
~ get you the sweIiest sparkler in the
county, ¢h?”

He set the bag down on the floor and
squeezed closer. ;"_Larry could feel the

~bony pressure of his

“Thank goedness you can’t '

"fhead, wh11e he tmkered 1
_mechanism. Why didn’t he do some-

fingers on her
= arm. She couldn’t look at him, but
glued her eyes to the road, rmstead It
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'was with a gasp of re:hef that she was

able to distract his Vatte,ntrxgn from
herself. = ==
“Look, what’s that?”
The bus was slowing down £or some-
thing. In the funnel of light that
bored through the darkness a great cot-
tonwood trunk lay squarely across the
middle of their course. At this point
the road swerved around a jutting
promontory of rock, and the upper end
of the log was hidden by the bend
Zeb glanced up shaqaly. = ~
- “Wind knocked over another cotton- =
wood, e¢h?” =
Already Tom Brown was chmbmg =
out.. Fascmated Larry watched him
: - was trymg to

engine as the bus gathete&spee' di—'if"'-""" d roll o

dently the upper end of the log was
held fast in the rocks beyond the bend.
Tom Brown trudged out of sxght The

== log rotated an inch or two m either

direction and then was still,

she suggested ¢
was not the sort
to offer advice. :

“Guess 1 Bbetter,” he agreed at once.
“First I'll shut the engine off” He
reached over and fumbled at the dash

but instead of stoppmg the engine, he —

ut '_'out the

Larry’s mind. Zeb grumbied as he

ctawled over into the driver’s seat to
right his mistake. He found the but-
ton, but even when the lights ﬂashed

on agam the_y cgu!d not dxspel the un-

th the

thing? Funny that she’d never noticed
before how sort of thin the hair on the
back of his head was, and how
wrinkled and leathery his neck looked.
She shivered. Not, of course, that the

back of a man’s neck had a thing to

1 better help hxm, Zeb,”
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do with the qualities that make for a
good husband.

Her glance returned to the road. It
was still empty ; the log was still there.
The headlights painted the outjutting
angle of rock with a bald, flat light,
and threw the rest of the world into
darkness. She wanted suddenly to
scream. She wanted to push Zeb’s
lean, deliberate frame out of the bus
and along up the road. Where was
Tom Brown?

A fat man in the rear waddled up the
car aisle. A

“Guess I'll go see what’s become of
our driver,” he announced.

Zeb followed him. Larry watched
them approach the cottonwood trunk,
saw them test it expenmentally before
they climbed over it and disappeared
around a bend. Presently they re-
turned to the log, which they apparent-
ly pushed with ease to the side of the

-road. Dusting off their hands, they
trudged back to the bus.

“He wasn’t nowhere in sight,” grum-
bled the fat man in a puzzled voice.
,"Queer, too—a baby caulda ‘moved that
lo :

%nconscmusly the girl’s eyes wan-
dered to the floor. '
“Zeb!” she gasped, her eyes staring.
“Zeb! Your bag!”
“My meney!” shouted Zeb. “He stole
my money and sklpped =t

The bus was in an “uproar. Women = 7 '
“pine-cones into the kitchen stove to

grew hysterical; the fat man ‘looked
apoplectlc Zeb waved his arms like a
maniac.

“He’s got a gang around here some-
wheres,” he babbled. “They musta
fixed that log!”

“Quick! Let’s get ‘going. I don’t
like this place!” shrilled the fat man.

“We'll hit for the sheriff in Pringle,”
said Zeb.

Only Larry sat frozen in her seat.
So it was all a frame-up! That nice
young man with the blue eyes and the
humorous mouth had only been waiting
for this chance te pull off a robbery.
It was a slick idea—that log in this
lonely spot; his pals waiting with a
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horse at the edge of the mesa. “Brown”
he’d said his name was. “Tom Brown!”
Well, anybody could see that was a
fake on the face of it. She felt queer
and sick inside. :

Zeb Juckett, with advice from the
fat man, experimented until he man-
aged to start the bus. It rumbled
cautiously along the winding road un-
til they were ‘out on the level prairie

again. The passengers calmed down

under the reassuring hum of the big
motor. :

“Sure you ain’t scared?” induired
Zeb when they reached Larry’s cross-
road. “If 1 didn’t have to get to
Pringle—gotta block every road out of
the state!”

_“No, I’'m not a bit afraid, Zeb I’ll
just scoot up the road.”

And scoot she did. But in splte of
her speed, her father was ashen-faced
with worry. She glanced at the tray
she had left for him. It was untouched.

“Just a little bus trouble along the

~ way, Dad. They fixed it, though. I

began to think our old ‘Stuttenng
Stella’ wasn’t such a bad little flivwver
after alll”

Oh, dear, she’d put her foot in it
that time! Now he’d start questioning
her about their flivver again. She was
so tired of lying.

“Well, I sold those two-year-olds,”
she went on hastily as she slipped into
a gingham apron and began stuffing

start a blaze. “Got two cents a pound
more than we fgured on, too.
that grand?” ,
“You're a great little old. _trader,
Larry. How I wish your mother could
have lived to see you now. She used

to say, ‘We’re so lucky to have got this

far west, Ben, and so lucky to have this
beautiful baby. Let’s call her Laramie !’
It was a lucky name, all right, wasn't
it, honey?” '

And Larry, thinking of the letter
in her handbag, addressed to “Mr.
Larry Moore” agreed that it was, in-
deed, a lucky name.

“When you going to fix up a bed for

Isn’t :
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me in the kitchen so I can see out the
window?” he inquired after a pause.
Larry’s fingers tightened on the
handle of the tea kettle. How could
she stall him off much longer? That
would be the end. One look at the cor-
rals would tell him there hadn’t been
any two-year-olds to sell to-day. That
“Stuttering Stella’s” shed had long
been vacant. That the only stock left

on the place were a few scrubs and a

milk cow and a couple of saddle horses.

Then, after all that, her poor father
would have to learn about their new
pedigreed bull being shot for the hoof-
and-mouth. It was Malachi Juckett
who had discovered the fact, and—
good neighbor that he was—he’d shot
and buried the animal even before
Larry could get there, so as not to in-
fect the rest of the herd. Not that it
made much difference, though, on
account of the coyote poison that got
dragged into their water hole, killing
their best whitefaces. ==

Somehow it had seemed like the last
straw, yesterday, when she had found
their wiry little cow-dog, Shep,
stretched out stiff and cold beside this
same poisoned water hole.

“We’ll see, Dad, as soon as you're
stronger.” The doctor had warned her
gravely to avoid _any sudden shocks.
“Now which shall it ba;-ggg la Ritz

Carlton, scrambled, or de Ia créme or

poached ?” Larry’s voice was gay, but
her throat ached dully.

Presently they were companionably
eating eggs a Ja Ritz Carlton, while
Tarry perched on the foot of her dad’s
~bed and gave funny little accounts of
the day’s happenings. She didn’t men-
tion the robbery. She knew he wouldn’t

sleep a wink for thinking about her
lonely mile-long walk from the bus,

through the blackness.

After a little, comforted as he always
was by her presence, he fell asleep. Feor
a moment Larry stood looking down at
his dear, worn face, and at his great
frame, gaunt with suffering. She re-
solved fiercely to find a way to play
their little game, if it killed her.
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But later, lying huddled under her
faded quilts and staring through the
window at the distant range that glim-
mered coldly in the moonlight, the
day’s happenings seemed to rise up to
mock her.

To think that the first man whose
smile had ever haunted her, and whose
eyes had made her breath quicken and
h?r heart pound, was nothing but a
common thief! She hated him, and.
herself, and life in general. ‘She hoped
they caught him. Certainly she did,
and sent him to the pen for a good long
term. Then, unaccountably, she turned
her face to the wall and sobbed tlll she
fell asleep.

After breakfast the next morning
~she hitched a horse to a light wagon,
and loaded in a post hole digger and 2
wire-stretcher. She had driven out
well beyond the corral when she
stopped the horse and ran back to the
house. From the drawer in the cup-
‘board she took a small and well cleaned
automatic, shpped it into the pocket of
her leather jas t, and returned to the
wagon. :

- It was all nonsense, of course, this
takmg a gun along. Tom Brown and
his gang would be far, far away by
now. Still—

She recalled, as she straightened sag-
_ging barbed wires, how this Tom
Brown seemed to have listened to her
conversation with Zeb the night before
on the bus. She recalled, too, how he
had questioned her earlier about Zeb,
and about hersclf and where she lived.
And she, lijke a little fool, had told
him everything, and blushed and got-
ten all hot and excited because of the
way he’d smiled at her!

_Not until she was back in the wagon
_again did she admit to herself that she
was going to look over the scene of
last night’s robbery. The wagon rattled
across another mile or two of open
range, passed through a wire gate, and
drew up at last near the very spot.

As she climbed warily down, the si-
lence of the prairie oppressed her. A
ground squirrel flirted on top of a.




— rock, sitting back on his haunches to
look at her. She moved closer; the
creature vanished. It was all so still.

Larry sucked in her breath sharply
when she saw the trampled space
where horses had stood. So it was truel
He had gone off with his gang.

-She made her way down the steep
bank and inspected the log which still
_lay where Zeb had pushed it.
of rope remained about one end of it,

by which it had doubtless been dragged

down the slope. “The bushes all about
were flattened in a wide swathe.

Then she saw the blood! Dark

- splotches on a btg rock. Her heart

~ pounded unendurably. She clambered

‘up the bank, her keen eyes picking out
other tell-tale splotches. What could
they mean? She circled about, peering

at the sandy soil. Here a bush was
 there tracks leading “down into that

arroyo? She made herself follow them
—down the slope and aleng the bottom
of the gully.
~ Presentiy che found him! A huddled
heap that had been a man. Blood-
“stained khaki that had been a bus-

~ driver’s uniform.

Franticaily she kneh: e
“His face was almost unreeogmzable, it
‘was so bruised. A crushing biow had

— Tleft han' and blood matted over one

_tempie. She felt for his pulse. No—
yes, faint, but definite. As she glanced

= up anxiously, her eyes lighted on the

~ fateful little black bag, 1t gaped ac-
= ‘icusxngly”cpent; She
i "

- thmg his gang had doubie-crossed hunr

7 and skipped with the money.

With a grim little shrug she returned' ’

to her task. She couldn’t leave him
here to die. The logical thing to do
was to go over to the Ox-Yoke and get
Malachi.
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Tatters

“him into
—and saw black
1eave it down here wﬁei-‘é they’d find

“thrust it into the pocke

v him. to teke hi ght
= rYoke and send for the sheriff. But

The logxcal thmg, perhaps;
but suddenly Larry knew she wasn’t
going to do the logical thing. Instead,
~ she raced back up the hill to the wagon, -
~ which she drove by a roundabout way
1o the bottom of the gully. With in-
finite patlence and skill she backed un-

til the rear of the wagon was Just be-
Jow the slope where Tom Brown lay

huddled. Could she move him? ~

She found some lengths of cotton-
wood with which she built a sort of 2
runway between the bank and the wa-
gon floor. Then she slipped her arms
under the man’s shoulders and tried to
lift him. He was terribly heavy; she

tugged and strained. He opened hls

eyes and stared at her unseeingly.
Larry implored him to help, and he
seeimed to try. After an age she got
agon., She looked back
> “Better not

ber wagon tracks.
it up.
- Yes, it was completely empty A
little thong of braided black-and-white
horseha1r was caught in the handle of
e untangled it absently and
of her leather
jacket. Then she placed the bag on the
hifl where the horses had stood.
Hurriedly she returned to her wagon
and drove it cautiously out through
the draw. If he could bnly staﬁ&ﬁxe

Gingerly she pxcked

again she knew that she wasn’t going
to do the logical thing. Instead she
was going to take him to the Bar 7.
There would he plenty of tim‘e to send
for the sheriff later.
As she topped the

nd saw that
ght she gave a

that snll shape in the
gon behind her. This terrible 391':- :
mg! Presently she reached the bax:hed :
wire gate on the Bar 7, and, :
closed it behmd ‘her, she Jte‘wa'deep

She steppca. long enaagh to feel the
ma-ns ‘pulse. His heart was still beat-
ing. But he looked bad, terribly bad,
she thought as she piled more straw
under his head, She straightened up

~to reach for the reins and saw a flock
Vof black spt:eks swarmmg down over
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Lizard Butte. The posse! One of
.them was heading toward her, and she
was sure that it was Malachi Juckett.
What ought she to do? Turn Tom
Brown over to the police at once? Any
girl in her right mind would do that.
Yes, of course—that’s what she’d do.
But all the while that she was argu-
ing with herself, she was moving with
frantic haste. She draped an old quilt
that had been folded on the wagon seat
over the wounded man, piled straw on
top of that, and stocked rolls of wire
up at one side so they would show.
When Malachi Juckett rode up she was
noisily banging wire staples into a
post.

“You shouldn’t be way down here
all by yourself, after what happened

last night, little girl,” Juckett said
with heavy gallantry. “A cute little
trick like you. What you need is
somebody to take care of you!” He
sweled out his chest and leaned closer.

Larry gave him a startled glance.
She was glad that the fence was be-
tween them. How like Zeb he was, she
thought fleetingly. She wondered if
his neck was leathery in baek under
his sparse hair.

“Have they found out anything?”
she inquired as calmly as she could.

“Nope, not yet. Blocked every road
out of the state, ‘and we got up a posse
this mornin’ from the Ox-Yoke. Seems

they been other hold-ups already on

this bus line. And one killing. They
pinned it on this bozo for sure.
’Course, as a gen’ral thing, I'm agin
trial by Judge Lynch,” he assured her

2 vxrtuously “but, as Zeb says to me this

_mornin’, they’s some outlaws as don’t

deserve all the expmse of a tnal by,

"’

jury!

urged herself wildly. She would, this
‘very instant. And then she heard the
-echo of a groan from the wagon box.
With a wail of pain she dropped her

hammer and clutched at her thumb.
- “Ow—ow!” she danced up and down

in pretended pain. “I never could
drive a nail without trying to pound

my thumb into the post too!” She
backed - toward the wagon; if he
moaned agam Malachi might think it
was she.

Malachi smiled indulgently. He
liked his women a bit helpless.

Larry leaned back against the wagon
box and steadied herself with her
hand. If Malachi didn’t move on
pretty soon she thought she’d go stark
crazy. Her outstretehed hand that
rested on the bottom of the wagon box
felt suddenly wet. She turned her eyes-
toward it fearfully. Her fingers were
drenched with blood. Frem the bot-
tom there was a slow, red drip—drip—
drip, that ended in a crimson puddle on
the ground. She grew oddly giddy. :

- Jerking out her handkerchief, she
wrapped it hastily about her bloody
hand. Would he notice that it was the
other one she had pretended was in-
jured? -

Like a mother pheasant who trails a
make-believe broken wing directly in
front of the hunters in order to give
her chicks time to hide, Larry jumped
toward the fence, chattering volubly
while she gathéred up her tools.

“Guess that about finishes my fence
fixing for to-day,” she babbled, waving
her bandaged hand. “Poor Zeb, I'll bet
he’s furious about losing all that
money. But I wouldn’t be surprised if
you were the one who finally caught
the bandit, Malachi!” she remarked ad-
miringly, bringing him back to the
preseént with a start.

With a reluctant “so long” he de-
parted. When at last he was out of
sight, Larry mopped her forehead.
Whew, what a narrow escape! She
clucked to her horse, and they started

5 cautiously over ‘the hill.
Tel him now, tell hun now, Larry :

Her brain was in a turmoil. What
on earth should she do with the bandit,
now that she’d saved him from the
posse? She couldn’t take him to the
ranch house. There were no tenant
quarters on the place. The empty
bunkhouse? Too near the road. The
old dugout—that was it!

Ahbhead of her in the side of the hill
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7 - she saw the swelling mound that had
been the first dwelling on the Bar 7.

It was tight and warm; its two small
windows were unbroken. There was a

spnng close by. Larry remembered

the rusty sheet-iron stove, the old

bunk which had a rope bottom. She
- headed for the place.

Tom Brown was weak but semi-
conscious when she stopped the wagon.
Utilizing his brief moments of clarity,
‘she managed fo get him into the dug-
sout. With straw and the old quiit she
made a sort of a bed. Then she builta

fire and put water on to heat. She’d, —

risk the smoke thisonce.

- She drove hurriedly to the house for
medicine and hot milk. In an hour
she was back, this time to make a care-
ful examination of the man’s wounds.

~ Nothing broken, thank God! Unless it
~might be that his skull was fractured.

That was a ‘terrific blow he’d received
on the head. A bullet had punctured

his shoulder, but it had gone clean
through, In addition he was bruised
_from head to foot.
— Angry tears streamed down Lanry’s
_cheeks as she bathed and disinfected his

‘wounds. Then she bandaged them
: _carefully, managed to get some hot
~milk between his clenched teeth, and

“covered him up warmly, Sleep was

_about the only medicine that could
~help him now, ‘plus the natural vigor

~of his powerful young body.
~ “My, you was in a hurry that last
tnne,
~when she returned. “What were you
_ fussing around the med;c' e‘, chest
7 for?n = = =
Larry became suddeniy very

with the covers at the foot of his bed =

When she spoke, her voice was even.
~ “Oh, I just wanted some iodine and
stuff, Vou see—er—that ;s, well, I
found old Shep all sort of bunged up.

Scratched and bitten, like maybe he'd i

gotten into a fracas ~with a prau'xe
wolf!”

A wave of relief swept over her
~That was pretty good lying, right off-
hand. Then her throat ached. Poor

~ mosity was fanned by th
~ neighborhood had found it advisable

Larry’s father,
valley, seemed to live above and out- -
side the affairs of the Jucketts. There

Ebut“the,gxgtl grew

Larry,” chuckled her father
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old Shep! When she’d told Zebébout
it last night, all he’d done was
her he'd buy her another dog }ust as
goodl — = —
Her father was deeply concerned.

So she’d put him in the old dugout,
had she? And Shep seggaed to be do-
ing well? A tooth-wound was apt to
become infected. She must go down
and see him twice a day, at least

Larry added convincing details about

Shep’s condition.

The neighborhood was considerably
wrought up over the robbery of Zeb
Juckett. Peﬁfa};s—; the fl

ame of ani-

ell

_-fact that the

'3

to be wrought up over whatever con-

cerned the Jucketts.

Few callers came to the Bar 7. There
was kind old Dr. Wheatley who drove
out regularly from Yucca Flats to see
’aad who, alone in the

was Maiachi Juckett, who managed to
drop by with increasing and somewhat
alarming frequency. He always had
some plausible errand connecte
ranch business to talk over with Larry,
to hate the air of

conspiracy with which he implied that
it would be just as well if neither of
them were to mention his visits to Zeb.

And, of course, there was Zeb—who
sat in the parlor two evenings each
week. Zeb who tried awkwardly to
put h;s arm about her wjzeaever she

werned and almost distracted li
whose frantic efforts were
tanghng 1t tlghter and aght

the next night _after the robbery. ‘His

_calm air of waiting had shifted to one

of impatience. Larry could no longer
elude the bony arm that slipped about
her, or the man 'S msmtent demands

in Zeb's ménﬁer wheﬁ he called onher




THE JINX ON THE BAR 7

that now she must name the day. If
she hadn’t remembered how kind he
was, she might almost have thought
there was a threat in his voice. Her
chin tilted stubbornly.

“No, Zeb, I just can’t set the date
yet. As long as—while Father—

“But don’t you see, Laramie, -this
can’t go on? You two are only a couple
of penniless squatters, you might say,
living along here on somebody else s
property!”

That was too much for Larry Her
eyes flashed.

“Why, Zeb Juckett, how dare you!
If you want to know the truth, I’m the
new foreman of the Bar 7. I have a
letter from the owner saying so!”

Zeb looked for a moment as though
some one had given him a knockout
blow. Then his leathery face slowly
reddened.

“Is that so? Well, how long did he
say your job would last 2”he antnred
shrewdly.

“Till—till further notice!” confessed
Larry doubtfully.

“I thought as much. ’Cause the
bank’s had a letter from him saying to
sell the Bar 7 to the Ox-Yoke, at any
price!”

It was Larry’s turn to look as though
she had received ‘the knockout blow.
She might have known this was what

would happen. Her precious job! The

end of the make-believe with her
father! She winked very fast, and at
the sight Zeb softened.

“There, there, little girl. You do
need somebody to take care of you,
don’t you? I was meanin’ to ask you
this evenin’ if we shouldn’t have the
radio put in the sxttm’ room of our
house.”

Larry remained unhapplly sxient :

—So your father could hear it from
his bedroom,” amended Zeb craftily.

“That's good of you, Zeb.” -

After all, they couldn’t go on living
here if she wasn’t to be the foreman.
Her father simply had to have care and
attention and comfort.

Zeb knew when to let well enough
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alone. In a few minutes he took his
departure, after promising her to de-
lay the sale of the Bar 7 until she
could get her wedding things together.
After he was gone she realized that
she hadn’t told him about the wounded
bus driver. But she would the next
time. Certainly she would!

Larry’s dreams that night were a
queer mixture of playing angel of
mercy at the bedside of a handsome
patient in a khaki bus driver’s uniform,
and of little Red Riding Hood running
away from a very hungry wolf with
beady black eyes and a leathery neck.
The faster she ran the closer came the
wolf.

The next day and the next showed
no improvement in her patrent. He
tossed feverishly, muttering unintel-
ligible bits, while two red spots
scorched his cheekbones.

But on the fourth day, as she entered
the dugout and bent down anxiously
over him, he opened his eyes and

grinned feebly.

“Why, say—you re real'” he whis-
pered.

Larry’s heart leaped

“Very!” she said cheerfulfy
hundred and fifteen pounds of me{”

“But I thought you were a dream. I
been seeing nothing but a pair of the
prettiest brown eyes and—the sweetest
mouth in the world, so I thought sure
T must be delirious, m—-— =

“Well, you certainly were éehnous
if you saw all that,” said Larry de-
murely. “Now that your head’s clear,
you can plainly see you've been look-
ing at the weather-beaten old foreman
of the Bar 7. The past foreman, I
mean,” she added forlornly.

~ “Past?” ,
~*“Yes, I was the foreman. But Mr.
Zebulon Juckett—at the bank, you
know—has had word from the owner
to sell to the Ox-Yoke. So Dad and I
are really only squatters here, you
might say. Zeb says he can put off
selling it for maybe a month. Then
we’ll be going into town to live. Zeb
has been so kind.”

‘fA
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= you got down to move that log? And

= V’medownto}ook:

= At the name “juckett” the young
man ’s eyes narrowed.

- “Sure, I'11 bet he’s kznd Just hke

wasps and rattlesnakes and mad dogs!”

Larry stiffened. This Tom Brown
certainly had his nerve.

“Don’t you think you're pretty small
—-runnmg down the man you robbed?”
she asked sarcastically. = =

~ “Oh, so I robbed him, did I?” :

Larry glared at him witheringly. It
wasn’t so easy to be properly scathing
to a young man ‘while he leaned against
your shoulder, and you fed h;m ‘his

~soup from a bowl. =

“I’s no excuse to say

ing is stealing!”

“Oh, yeah?”

Why, he was being downright inso-
lent! Furious tears smarted in her
eyes. When Lairy was
angry, tears always rose
and that only made her the angner., .
- “Yes,” she said tremblingly, “I ought
to turn you over to the law this min-
ute. What will people say when they
know I've harbored a criminal for four
days? Wasn't I right en the bus when

“when Zeb went to look for you, hadn
you disappeared completely? Didn” t
‘myself discov ed ,that “his bag was
stoien?” = =

=4 dunno.” remarked the young man
coolly “Pid you?”
“I certainly did. Then the next

‘morning, when my fool curiosity drove
at the place where it

had happened, didn’t
“and the empty bag and
your gang?

I suppose you’d still be living free and
easy on your stolen money, msfead of

 being left for dead. So I found you

and carted you over to this dugout,
~with the pesse on my heels : o4
 “You did all that for me?
— Larry flushed. = ===
- “Certainly not! It’s oniy that I
' e:ther like to cure or else shoot a smk
*ammal when Fend b =  —

For me?”
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: onl y
robbed the bank instead of Zeb Steal-. =

dre:adfful,br,, ,heg.geé hgm 0

- Sobbec
she hadn t

_ that crinklin

If they hadn’t doubl’e-j
crossed you and skipped with the loot,

~reached the breaking poin

Tom Brown stared -up at her fever-
1sh1y She hadn’t noticed how the red

_had crept back to his cheekbones again,

and how his hand shook.

- “Thank you, . ~Miss Moore. I owe

you a very great debt. - But really ===

can’t impose on your kindmess any
Ionger, I’1] just be movmg along—"
He raised himseif in the bunk, put

“one foot out on the floor and stoocd up.

“Oh, no, you mustn’ti”
But she was too late.

~ She'd kifled him! She kn
be dead. It was all her fauit.

Inan
agony of apprechension she rushed to -
him.,

But he wasn’t dead. Kneeling beside
him, her arm under his head, “Larry

to come back to her.
sﬁe:f*been a fool; that
ant a word of it; that she
couldn’t bear it if he died: '
After an eternity the shadowy eye-
lids lifted, the blue eyes stared up into
hers, and the ashen lips moved slowly.
—I—= I’d come straaght )

he whispered
fell asleep.
ken, hating herself and

'trymg to hate this man who stirred her

so, Larry slipped away from him and
out to the cottonwoods Where she had, :
left her horse. 2 : :

It was harder after that Harder to

—cope with Zeb’s ever s I

Harder to meet ¢ :
5 Z f’the man who
__arder to find excuses to

dp_g, = t;
and Larry’s inventiveness hat

row, she thought ﬁrmly,

take to tewn and hand over to the
shenff = = =

But soniehow she didn’t sleep very =

well that night, and a pair of reproach-
ful blue eyes stared out at her froma

~ white face, and she couldn’t seem to :

: Tom Brown
teetered uncertainly back and forth on
his stockmged feet, and slumped bac’k-

.give:,her father about Shep’s slow re- :
—covery. He kept askmg about the

to- moz"rlow‘ —
- Tom Brown will be well enough to
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forget the weight of a man’s head in
her arms. A thief’s eyes! A thief’s
head!

Tom Brown was a lively patient the
next morning. He had walked a few
steps the night before, and he was feel-
ing fit, he told her. If she could man-
age to get him to the railroad that
evening—

Larry was noncommittal. How could
she tell him she didn’t intend to do
anything of the sort? That she
couldn’t very well marry Zeb Juckett,
who was going to do so much for her
father, and then help the man who had
robbed him to make his escape.

So she made excuses and hurried
back to the ranch. v

As her horse topped a rise she saw
Zeb Juckett’s car bounding over the

unused wagon trail that led from the

barns of the Bar 7 back across the
range and toward the Ox-Yoke. Only
a man who was in an insane hurry
would risk his neck on such a road.
“Zeb’s just been here,” “said her

father in a puzzled voice as she en-

tered the house.
too, I thought.”
“Why?” Larry’s voice seemed to
stick in her throat.
“Can’t figure out. I was tellin’ him
about how you’d been tendin’ old Shep

“Left kinda hasty,

in the dugout, and about all the ban-
dages and iodine and soup you been

carryin’ down, and he asks, ‘“‘When did
the dog get hurt?’ and I says, ‘Just a
week ago to-day!’”

Larry covered her mouth to keep
from screaming. She’d already told
Zeb that Shep was dead. The bus rob-
bery had been a week ago. He'd put
two and two together, and was rush-
ing hell-bent over to the Ox-Yoke to
get hold of somebody to help hnn cap-
ture Tom Brown.

“What did he say then ?” she gasped.

“He says the only cure for that kind
of a dog is a real tight neck-bandage.
Seems like that’s a queer remedy.”

Larry didn’t even hear the last
words of what her father was saying.
Before he had finished, she was out the
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door and running toward her horse.
She left every gate open behind her in
her race with despair,

From the top of the last hill she
could look down toward the dugout.
Two horses were tied outside!

Sobbing, she jumped to the ground
and ran to push open the door. The
scene she had been dreading met her
eyes. Tom Brown, lying gagged and
bound on the bunk; Zebulon Juckett,

leering down at him with a menacing

gun; Malachi, rigging up a hangman’s
noose over the rafters—the “tight
neck-bandage.” .

Zeb looked up and scowled at her
furiously.

“You get out of here! You made
enough fool of yourself nursin’ this
here thief. Now he’s going to hang for -
the robbery and for them murders over
beyond Pringle, too!”

“You shan’t! It’s against the law. I
won’t let you!”

Her hands, clenched deep im the
pockets of her leather jacket, jammed

against the cold hardness of the little

automatic which she had thrust there-
a week ago. Like a flash, she jerked
it out and aimed at the two men. Zeb
and Malachi stared first at her and then_
down at her small gun. Their faces
underwent the most extraordmary
changes.

- To Larry’s amazement, the two men
crouched and circled each other like
snarling wildcats. Her astonished gaze
returned to the gun that seemed to
have started this fracas. There, caught
in the trigger, was the braided horse-
hair thong that she had untangled
from the haadle of the satchel a week
ago. = = =~
“You skunk! Saym you didn’t know
where you lost your horsehair foh,
when you had went and gave it toc my
girl?”’ Zeb raged at his brother, “You're
a dirty double-crosser. Didn’t you
promise youw'd keep your hands off her
if I helped you git hold of the Bar 7?”

- he shrilled, insane with jealousy. “And

didn’t you swear you’d killed this guy
too?”



== 'mg up. your pnvate preserves?
~— wWas @&
~ owned

= ap
= “I never give that watch-fob to her P
= Malachx roared back. “I lost it, I tell
you, I lost it! You're the double-
-~ crosser! You ain’t lifted a hand to git
-me the Bar 7 since me and the boys
~ staged that there hold-up a week ago!”
— Too angry to realize the import of

their words, the two men closed in on

each other. It was then that Larry felt
~ herself thrust aside, her gun grabbed,
and before she knew what was happen-
~ ing, Tom Brown stood in front of her,

~  pointing her own gun at the two =

brothers. - ~
“Up with ‘em!” he commanded.

Instantly both Jucketts whtried and '

aimed at Brown. Zeb’s shot went wild;

- Malachi’'s was never fired. A bullet

from Tom Brown’s automatic had
~bored through his lung. A second bul-

- let shattered the bone in Zeb’s right

arm. Cursing, they sank back, Malachi

= —on the ﬁoor, Zeb on the bunk to nurse

arm Tom Brown leaned

: smoothly, towermg over them, “
~ you two found out who I was?”

~ “Postmaster,” said Zeb laconicaily.

—“Oh,” said Tom Brown. “You traced

= = my return address and found out I was
~~ Robert Dennison, eh? And decided

~you “wouldn’t have any outsiders mess-
That

-~ Yucca Flats, ciear
- master. =

-“Pd thought that as a bus driver, I

“could kinda question around unno-

~ ticed-tike and find out the truth about

~my ranch, the Bar 7. Uﬂnotzced-like P
' He laughed shortly. “Larry,
Just t1e thexr haad

Dazedljr. Larry obeyed.

“You can’t prove a thing—-not a'

~ thing!” snarled Malachi from the floor.
~ “We ain't confessing a word!”

= snapped Zebuion.

“Tom- Brown glaredr at ihem in baf

= ﬂed sﬂence It was. Larry, whese eyes‘ =

—you see?

== 11‘:1&: r

~sli p——me forgetting you
‘ : bod: =

—_arms.

-Tbéék.m = S
“The old docter smlled and ruhbedixﬁ =
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- were restmg, on the horsehair fob still

entangled in the trigger of the auto-
matic, who gasped out, “Lock—don’t
> It’s Malachi’s braided fob!
I found it the morning after the rob-
bery, tangled in the handle of Zeb's
bag. After you got out of the bus that
night to move the iog, and Malachi’s

_bunch grabbed you, Zeb managed to

put out the lights long enough to

_kick his bag out through the door The

rest was simple? :
“You can’t prove nethmg——’
tered Zeb.

The doorway darkened. Nobody
seemed surprised to see Dr. Wheatley,
standing there.- :

“Well, folks, T guess T've heard

mut-

_enough to prove a—plenty “Seems as
though considerable hangs on that

there innocent little fob!” He put it
carefully in his pocket. “And it's
likely that considerable may hang be-
cause of that little fob too!”

removed the gun from Tnm ,

id  Brown’s, or rather Robert Dennison’s,
-~ hand, and motioned the two to come
~outside.

“Guess these fellers need medical

attention worse'n they need guardin’
‘right now. You two go on up to the

house in my car and sen ’fﬂri»ﬁae!

“He stoed in the doerway andr

'watched the retreating pair—watched

them until they reached the shadow of

Ali that

'hands together as he turned back* ;
the cabin. >
* “I declare, Zeb if you wasnt rzght.

They do seem to be powerful curative - -

qualities in somethm tlght aboaf th
neck!” == —

is— eiasped ‘tight
ack of the young mansi =




This Foolishness
Called Love

By Clark Welch

She said that love w

50 bad—m fact it really doesn’t seem, right then, ﬁm{*ﬁy

: a handsome cowboy laid his heart so rev-
: when

. girl is lovely and a man is strong
C rangeland it doesn’t look
!_nﬂhg world matters

except that foolish thing called hve.

L O, Cliff,” Jean Darrow said

N emphatically, “I won't marry

you! I'm vaccinated against

the silly disease called love!”

Then she entreated,“Please be sensibte.

Let's drop all this and talk of some-
thing we can agree about.”

“Drop it? Well I should say not !”
Cliff Langley objected. “Why, Jean,
you’re the only girl I've ever looked
at. You're the only girl I've ever
foved. You're the only girl—”

“No, I'm not the only girl; not by a
whole worldful,” she interrupted. “It
won'’t be long before you’ll find another

one; then you’ll say, ‘Darhng, there
R.R.1

was ence a girl called Jean—I- guess
her last name was Darrow—I thought
I was in love with her? You’ll both
have a good laugh at that funny one.”

Cliff started to speak, but finding
words inadequate to express his
thoughts, he continued, mstead, to gaze
imploringly at the bewitching little
figure beside him.

Deep blue eyes, she had, with lashes
that sent shadows across her cheeks;
hair the color of aspen leaves after the
first frost; a mouth made to smile and
usually fulfilling its purpose.

She was wearing riding clothes.
Khaki knickers, a mannish shirt and

113

L



- 114
broad-brimmed hat.  The shirt was
faded,
~mended more than once, but things
-like that didn’t matter.
- Darrow was the sweetest, the prettiest,
the most desirable girl in the world.

They were standing beside the sag-

ging gate that led into the Darrow

yard. The full rays of a yellow noon-
~ day sun washed the color from the
_prairie, from the road that stretched

its wall along a section-line fence, and
—from the three-roomed house squatting
~fifty feet back of the gate. Only the
distant mesas and beyond them the
white-capped peaks of the Sangre de
~ Cristo range, towering to meet the blue
Colorado sky, relieved the monotony,
of the level country.
—+ Jean returned Cliff’s gaze, quirked
—her head to one side and studied his
- face with frank approval. “You’re the
~ very nicest man I know, Cliff. Good-
looking, too, with 1 nice ey«
- and mouth that just escape being too
~ perfect.
bad as the two of us signing a suicide
— pact for me to promise to marry you.”
~“Jean, girl, I don’t get you when you
~ talk like that. I—I love you, Jean.”

= He laid a beseeching hand on her arm.

She patted the hand and removed it
with deliberate care. “So you've said
~before, but in your present ‘state o
mind, I won’t hold you acc

I’ll go right on having common sense

for both of us. Why, CH#f, just think
what happens all around us. Two peo-
ple think they’re in love. They have
= nothmg, but they rush off and get mar-
ried. In less than a year the gul is
a frumpand the man is a grouch.
-~ “It isn’t “the fault of

‘He “can’t afford to hire help for her, so

— she is too busy to take time to curl

her hair, or powder her nose, or change
‘her dress, or even smile. And he looks
at her and thinks: ‘So this is the ball
and chain I hooked onto myself! This
is-what I've got to look at for the rest
of my life! Whatever made me think
1 wanted her = No, Cliff, none of that
for me!” ,

and the knickers had been

To CIiff, Jean

‘laugh at the same things.

, and a nose
' rthese years?”’
-But it would be almost as

‘we

: _gave the place
ither of them ;5-_
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~ “But—Jean, I'd never think that
about you. I wouldn’t marry you if I

- didn’t intend to take care of you. I—

*“Cliff, wait, you don’t understand =
Her blue eyes grew suddenly misty.
“I hate to say this to you, Cliff. We've
grown —up together; always
friends. We like the same people,
~I’m terribly
fond of you. But we might as well be
honest. Tt isn’t that you don’t work
and make good, toe, in a way. But
you're—well, you're easy. You’'ll never
have much of this werld’s goods and
that won’t werry you a bit. =

“Cliff, I’'m different,” she went on.
“I know it sounds selfish and hard, but
always I've dreamed of a time when—
Ob, I don’t want to grow old like

. Mother—cooking, washing, scrubbing.
—I don’t want to marry a man and have

him always slaving because of me.

Nothing but work, work, work! How
~ much has Dad he:n ahle to save all

The girl tumed toward the bmldmgs'
behind them. “Look at Dad’s barns and
corrals. Look at the house where Dad
and Mother and I have always ]1ved—
a three-roomed adobe!”

She paused and Cliff did look at the
house. Maybe it m

laid straxght and
) ~ splashed crimson

P and green against them;
ﬁecks of straw, sticking out of the
adobes, glinted in the sun; the blue
door and window frames seemed like
part of the sky pulled down; even the
wash tub, hanging against the side of
the house and the c!othes ‘the line
>y, lived-in look.
It was

icame £rom down the road _Im and =

Cliff wheeled to see a shining new car

_swerve to escape hzttmg a rattlmg old :
»buckboard

~When the dnver of the car,aheavy— '
set, oldish young man, reached them,

— he slowed down as though intending

‘been

nall, but those
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to stop; then, with a pragmatical wave
of his hand, shot ahead, showering
-them with a cloud of dust.

The buckboard tilted and sagged,
lurched to the middle of the road
again. The woman who was driving
the old white mare hitched to it, shift-
ed her lines and leaned to one side to
smile as she passed. Gray hair showed
under the brim of her discouraged felt
hat; wrinkled brown skin told of a los-
ing battle with sun and wind. But her
dark eyes radiated happiness; there
was a youthful lilt in her voice.

“I got more than your father ex-
pected for the beams, Jeanie. I've
bought everything you wanted and, be-
sides, I've got a surprise for you and
- Dad.” She chuckled as she turned in
at a gate near the corrals.

Jean waved her hand and returned
the smile, but sobered instantly. “Now,
doesn’t that show how things go in
this world?” she asked Cliff. “Ed Vo-

gel has money. He owns a bxg car but
Mother has to mosey along in a buck-

board. Ed’s one of the directors of
the Tasco Bank, so the rest of the
- ranchers step aside and let him be nom-
inated for county commissioner.

“Ed Vogel owns more land than any-
body else,” she went on moodily, “
the new surfa;:ed road mus§~go past
his place. Mother doesn’t mind the
buckboard. She and Dad put up with
- this road—dust all summer and mud
—all winter. They just accept such
things. But Cliff, I don’t accept them.
You're a lucky man that I know myself
and refuse to marry you and make us
both miserable.”

“But Jean, everybody likes your fa-
ther and I never thought Ed Vogel—"

“Now don’t blame Ed, ClLff. Ed

holds on to what he’s got and takes
whatever else the world hands out to
him. He’s shrewd when it comes to
business, but I admire him for it. He
was telling me last night that he’d buy
_out Harvey Bent’s place as soon as
Harvey dropped some more money in
cattle and grew reasonable about the
price. ;
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“And why shouldn’t Ed buy-it as
well as anybody else, if Harvey’s go-
ing to lose it anyway? Besides, don’t
forget that it was Ed who gave fifty

-dollars towzrd a new roof for the

schoolhouse at Bent’s Corner.”

Cliff stepped nearer. His tall figure
leaned toward her; his eyes clouded
with fear; his face grayed.

“Jean, you don’t—? You wouldn’t—?
I know Ed Vogel’'s been hanging
around here. Jean, you haven’t prom-
ised him, have you?”

The girl's hand tightened on the
gate post, but she looked straight into
his eyes and smiled. “Ed Vogel asked
me to marry him, if that’s what you
mean, but I told him what I've told
yoa—-—l don’t want to marry anyone—
now.”

Cliff turned and walked along the
fence. He stooped and lifted bhis
horse’s foot from a loop in the reins,
hesitated; then, pulling his mount after
him, he strode back to the girl.

“jean, 3 gust want to tell you that

I won’t give you up. Why, look at

your mother and dad; theyve always
been—" ~
“Perfect darlings, but a pair of slaves
to hard luck for all of that. Mother
and Dad married for love.”
“Yes, that’s what I was going to say.

-They married for love and it looks to
‘me like they’ve had the thing they

wanted most. Jean, I dont believe
there’s a happier woman in the world
than your mother.”

Ten minutes after Chff had ridden
away, Jean still stood by the gate gaz-
ing down the road. Then she squared
her shoulders and, firmly admonishing

“herself not to let sentiment get the

best of reason, walked into the house

I T was not until the round-up party

at Harvey Bent’s ranch, that Cliff
saw Jean again. Twice he had left his
work on the range and ridden in to

‘see her, but he had had no luck.

“Ed Vogel brought his car and Jeanie
went with him to Tasco to a movie,”
Jean’s mother had said. And another
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day, “Jeame and Ed took their horses

and rode away together more than an

hour ago.” Then, in answer to his fur-
ther questions, “No, I don’t reckon she
-can go to the dance with you, Cliff.
She said she’d promised to go with Ed.
But won’t you come in and wait to see
her? They ought to be home by now.’
Mrs. Darrow had shaded anxious eyes
and peered down the read.

- But Cliff hadn’t waited. What would
be the use if Ed Vogel was with her?
Cliff wanted to see Jean alone.
wanted to talk to her.
enough to take care of a wife. He had
his ranch besides the store at Bent’s
Corner — the store that was his home
too. His father had opened the store
in one room of the adobe house he'd
built for his bride, and afterwards he
added the big room in front for his in-
creased stock of goods. After his fa-
ther had died, he and his mother had
kept the place, and now that he was
alone he still held on to it.

Cliff thought of his store with pnde
Stock-feed, groceries, hardware, even
- saddles and bridles — everything the
_ranchers and cowboys needed. It was
in a good location, toa; at the cross-
“road on a corner of his ranch. An old
empty building belonging to Ed Vogel

was opposite, and cata-cornered across ¢

was the Bent ranch hpuse, with the
4d:stnct school a quarter of a mil on

It was a Iucky thing that “the Bents
lived so near to him; old Grandpa Bent
looked after the store so he didn’t have
to neglect his cattle. That helped the
Bents out, tao. It would be too bad if
Harvey Bent lost his ranch. But Jean!
Surely Jean couldn’t have meant what

: “she said the other day. Well, at least

‘he had an even chance with Ed Vogel
and Ed should never have Jean!

&2 round-up party. Now he stood
watchmg Jean across the big dining
room that had been cleared for danc-
ing. Flickering 1ays of light from
“the coal-oil lamp in a bracket on the

—He —
Why, he had

™\ LIFF had been late gettm"g”tofhe =
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wall made a ntmbus of l:ght aroundf =

her head. No wonder all artists made
angels blonds, Cliff thought.

Jean was talking to Ed Vogel. Ed,
with his slick-fitting clothes and shin-
ing shoes. His hair looked as if he'd
rubbed it with shoe blacking and then
brushed it, and his hands, thick, stubby
hands, were white like a woman’s. He
“had a ring on his little finger that folks

--said he’d paid a thousand dollars for,
“but you couldn’t believe eiréry‘thxng

you heard. Now Ed was leaning so

close to Jean that his face almost
-touched her hair.

Cliff started to work his way through
the crowded roem toward them, but
,befoz:g ‘he had taken five steps, Jean’s
—eyes lifted and chanced to meet his
own. She smiled at him, but an embar-
rassed blush reddened her face and
throat. Suddenly CHff knew that the
conversation she'd been having with
-Vogel had been about himself. The
~ blush told him that; it also told him
- Jean was relieved xhat hehad noﬂxeard,j
wbat ‘had been said. '

Grandpa Bent took up his fiddle and
another dance started. Cliff turned
miserably back to the door and listened
-to the talk about beef prices, cars for
shtppmg, wmter feed. In sprte “of him-

followed ean and Ed as

At f&st'the ‘jigging music stopped.

~ Grandpa plunged his face into a glass

of beer. The cowboys and their girls
_seattered to the edge of the room, onto
the porch into the moonlit mgh : Ed =

down Then a man on the other side

of the room beckoned to hma,w ;,md

Jean was alene.
Mrs. Olsen smiled as
‘baby to the other a s Cliff took
-Ed’s empty place. CIliff was the kind
“that everybody smiled at. TPhat is,
everybt:ni'jal but Jean Darrow. There

was a decided pucker over Jean's blue
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eyes as she pulled her skirts to one

side to make room for him.

“T've been wanting to see you, Jean.
Did your mother tell you I'd been out
to your place; that I wanted to bring
you to this dance?” -

“Yes, she told me,” Jean tapped her
foot impatiently on the floor. “She told

~me that, and Ed Vogel told me about

your latest business transaction. Oh
Cliff, you're a darling, but if it was
raining money, youd put on your
slicker and sew up your pockets.”

“Business transaction?” Cliff was
puzzled. This must be what she and
Vogel had been talking about. “What
business?” - :

Jean lowered her voice but the

softened tones did not disguise a cer~

tain raillery. “Ed says you took a
rocky hill that wouldn’t feed a self-
respecting gopher, in payment for
what you’d advanced to Harvey Bent.
Cliff, why didn’t you force a sheriff’s
sale and make him give you some of

his good land or his cattle? He took

your money. You could have done it.
Ed Vogel said so. Why didn’t you
make him pay?”

“Aw, Jean, I couldn’t have done that.
Harvey’s been kind of hard up.”

“Hard up! Yet he has money to own
a car; to go to the movies in Tasco; to
give a party like this. He has money
to waste!
Ed said it was only right to make a
man like Harvey Bent stick to the let-
ter of the law. He said it was better
for them in the end, and better for the
money to be in the hands of people
who know how to take care of it. Ed

- said if he’d been you—"

“Ed Vogel can mind his own busi-_

ness!” Cliff’s lips drew together.
“Harvey’s flivver’s so old it won’t run
half the time. And what if he does
take his wife to the movies? A wo-
man’s got to have a little pleasure when
she works like Katie does. This party
didn’t cost anything to speak of; the
cowboys all threw in to help pay for
it. I reckon Ed Vogel's enjoying it
as much as anyone.

_family.

It's just as Ed Vogel said.
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“I’ll get my money back in time, but
I don’t care what Ed says. I'd lose my
place before I’d force Harvey Bent on
the rocks. Why, Grandpa Bent helps
me in the store and Harvey’s got a.
It was Harvey's oldest girl
who took care of my mother at the
last, and Harvey’s uncle always let Jim
Aitkins use his water hole, and Jim’s
a sort of cousin of mine, and—"

“And I suppose if Harvey’'s great-

uncle had oncé loaned your fifty-sec-
-ond cousin a flea-bitten mule, you’'d

_give the great-uncle your ranch and
insist on Harvey taking your store!”
She shook her head and laughed, but
there was an edge of scorn in her
voice, “Cliff, it’s things like this that
make you so adorable as a friend and
so impossible as a husband.”

“But Jean, there’s some things a
man’s got to do to keep his self-respect.
Now, if I'd done as Ed Vogel sug-
gested—"

_“Nou'd have the money to do the
kind of big thmg that Ed Vogel is
doing.”

“What blg thxng?”
shewed his surprise.

“Ed’s going to help start a store that
will belong to everyone around here,
the Cooperative Mercantile Com-
pany. He's donated a strip of land

Cl;ff’s -voice

~ and the building he owns here at Bent’s
Corner across from your place.
building’s to belong to the company

The

as long as they use it for a store; you -
see he’s made money, so he can affot:d‘
to be generous.
you, too, Cliff; he won’t let you lose
anything. - He says he'll get the com-

pany to buy your stock and make you

manager.”

For a long moment Cliff was silent.
A cooperative company would clean
his store out. Grandpa Bent would be
looking for another job. But he didn’t
want to work for the company; he
didn’t want to give up his place.

Cliff thought of the buildings clus-
tered near. The two-story frame,
sagged ‘and empty, that Ed Vogel was
offering to donate. The school that

And he’s thought of :
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‘hummed with fife all week and took

on the dignity of a church the first
Sunday of each month when the Bap-
tist preacher came to xmmster to his
_scattered flock.

~Then he thought of hls own flat

adobe big cottonwoods towering over

hxtching-rall hoof-marked dust.
Storeroom in front and four living
rooms back of that; the show window
decorated with empty tobacco cans by
Grandpa Bent. “The men folks does
the buyin” in this country, “that’s what
locks good to ’em,” Grandpa insisted.
ClLiff would see the ranchers flinging
themselves off their horses, pushing
through the screen door or sitting
down on the bench out in front, argu-
ing, swapping yarns, spreading the

news of the sparsely settled country.

He could hear Grandpa Bent’s treble
voice breaking into the conversation.
And now, a cooperative store!

Why, cooperative stores had been
tried here before; they’d always gone
‘broke. Still, with Ed Vogel back of
_ it—Ed wouldn’t hook up with the

thing unless ‘there was more than an
“even chance of success, and if Ed made
money, the rest of the stockholders
were bound to—

“NWon’t it cost a lot of money to fix
up that old building?” Cliff demanded
of Jean. “There’s a bad foundation

out and— :
“Now, Chff 'dont be upsettmg the
chuck wagon,” Jean objected quickly.

been thrilled to death to hear what
he’s going to do. I've seena lo‘gof Ed
~lately, and peoplemrsmdgehﬂn' He—
he’s really wonderful. He's sold stock
~to everybody, even the squatters.
- “Now they’ll all have a chance to buy
their supplies at wholesale with only
the added expense of running the
~ place, and, with the organization, they
can demand top prices for what they
have to sell, too.” She glanced around
the room. “Oh, Chﬁ ‘they need some-
one like Ed to help them; look at the
men in work clothes and the women

Uhegan to whine; ;
“Ed’s explained everything to me. T've He laid a ]

RANCH RoMAﬁcxés :

3

wearmg shabby cotton dresses and—'

“The men probably refused to
change,” Cliff answered, “and the wo-
men loock pretty happy to me, even if
they ain’t dressed up. Listen to that
bunch in the corner laughing like—"
But Jean did not hear him. She
sprang to her feet as Ed Vogel crossed
the empty floor. “Here’'s Ed now; let
him tell you about it.”

Cliff got up and surrendered a re-
‘luctant hand to Ed’s effusive clasp.
“He’d never liked Ed; maybe it was be-
cause Ed had always wanted Jean. But
he couldn’t let Jean think he was a
dog in the manger. He’d have to ask
Ed about the store.

“Yeh, we’re going to get started in
icss than a month,” Ed answered ‘his
“questions.

“And Jean tells me the company ’S
going to have your building across
there on the corner; that they’re going
to fix it up and—

~“Well, what's the matter with that?”
Eds voice sharpened ~ “Tt won’t cost
as much as to buy a place. I m giving
it to them.”

Cliff eyed Ed quizzically. What
made Ed so touchy? Must have ex-
pected him to object to the store bemg
there. Well, he wouidntnh;eet He'd
-never let Ed Vogel know that he cared.

“hop j—'you make a go of it. Here’s
k.” He let Ed take his hand again.
- Ed wiped his forehead with a large
purple handkerchief. Grandpa's fiddle
"Come' on, Jean.”

, possessive hand on the girl’s
arm, “and before Cliff could protest
had danced away with her. —

Cliff sank back onto his ch in
Jumbled thoughts raced “through hxs’ =

»fmm& If he Jost his store he wouldn’t

be so able to take care of a wife as
he’d thought he could. He was depend-
ing on what he made at the store to
feed his cattle through the winter.
Jean had said that Ed wanted to
gwe him a job, but he wouldn’t take
“He wouldn’t back down and eat
out of BEd’s hand! Still, maybe it was
pretty little of him to feel that way
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about Ed. After all, if Ed was trying
to help folks— But Ed would clean
him out doing it! No, he wouldn’t
have anything to do with the new
store; he’d starve first. :
He felt beaten, helpless. Jean an
Ed danced past; her skirt. brushed
against him. Suddenly he wanted to
elbow through the crowd; to. snatch
Jean out of Vogel’s arms; to carry her
away from Ed—from everything. He'd
never known he loved her so much.
~ He got up and walked to the door,
but did not hear the hum of voices
around him. He loved Jean! He’d
never give her up! He stepped for-
. ward eagerly to claim a dance as Jean
and Ed pulled away from the crowd
and stopped beside him. -
- Jean was speaking. “I—we—CIiff,
I wanted you to know before anyone
else. We've always been such good
friends and now you and Ed must be
friends, too.” She paused and twisted
at the flower on her shoulder; then
she lifted her eyes to Cliff’s face. “I'm
going to marry Ed,” she said simply.
“Won’t you wish me happiness, Cliff ?”
Cliff took her hand and mumbled
_something; he could never remember
“what. He was glad to have Katie Bent
come up and take Jean into her arms.
Katie had heard what Jean had said.
Cliff backed away from them. He

had taken his hat from a nail by the

door, when Ed Vogel touched him on
the arm.

“Say, Cliff, P've never felt that you
liked me, but as Jean says, we ought
to be friends now.” He paused, but as
Cliff stood tongue-tied, he went on,
“Jean—we—want you to have charge

‘of the new store, but of course if you

_take the job you’ll want a good block
of stock. I'm going to show my friend-
ship right now by offering you some
of my own stock at a little under the
market price. It’s a fine thing, CIliff.
How much do you want?”

“I don’t want any!” Cliff flung the
words after him as he hurried through

the door and down the steps of the

porch,
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He oughtn’t to have spoken to Ed b

_that way, he argued to himself as he

rode for hours across the prairie under
the star-decked sky. He oughtn’t to
blame Ed for getting Jean just because
he’d lost her. But Jean! Jean! How
could he ever live without her!

LIFF kept away from the Darrow
ranch now that Jean had said she
was going to marry Ed. He didn’t

~have any right to be hanging around
‘her. He tried to forget the girl, but

made poor work of it. He not only
thought of her, he dreamed of her.
Jean on her pinto pony against a blue
Colorado sky; Jean flitting about the
old adobe house, joking with her

- mother, sitting on the arm of her fa-

ther’s chair, patting his cheek, her blue
gingham dress matching her eyes, her
short sleeves showing rounded dim-
pled arms; Jean laughing; Jean sing-
ing. :

He saw Jean in Vogel’'s arms, danc-

_ing away from him, twisting at the
flower on her shoulder. “I'm going to

marry Ed.” Always his thoughts came
back to that. They ran in a circle like
a rope coiling about him strand by
strand, binding him, torturing him.
Fall passed. The aspens in the high
mountains that had fluttered their
leaves like tiny golden flags against
the deep green of spruce and pine, now
stretched bare branches to the sky.
The sumac that had crimsoned great
patches along the hillsides were only

_fwisted brown sticks.

The new store at Bent’s Corner was
finished. It had cost far more than the
stockholders bad expected. Nothing
but a lonesome old shack on the prairie

—who would have thought that a new

foundation, three extra-sized windows,
a reenforced wall and a few gallons
of paint and varnish could add up so
fast?> But the place was in good con-*
dition, almost like a town store, and

_the expense would soon be forgotten

when the profits began to roll in.
The shining shelves and long coun-
ters were piled high with groceries and
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dry-goods. A cousin of Ed Vogel’
had been hired for temporary manager
and everybody came to buy. More than
- they could afford maybe, but pshaw,
- didn’t the store belong to them in a
- way? Wasn’t it a proﬁt-shanng ar-
rangement? '
- Cliff’s store across the road‘ was de-
serted. The screen door that had
banged back and forth, back and forth,
~_now hung silent on its hinges. There
was a dead st::liness about the piace
Nobody came to pay what they owed;
nobody came to buy any more.
Grandpa Bent trudged loyally to the
store every day, started a little fire on
- cold mornings, swept and dusted, built

- seductive new pyramids of tobacco

cans in the wmd‘ow, and wa:ted for
customers who never came.
Cliff saw Jean often; there was hard-
ly a day when she did not appear at
the new cooperative store across the
road, but he seldom spoke to her.
“You've entirely deserted m
she complained to him one
~ when they chanced to meet.

~.‘ i g
“Just be-

~ cause I'm going to be married is no

sign I “have the smallpox Why haven’t

-~ you been to see me—and Mother and

~Dad? I don’t believe in this ‘she’s

~ engaged so you mustn’t speak to her’

~ pusiness. I don’t believe in this fool-
ishness called love. You know th

“Well, I thought— hesit:

“Then stop

to the ranch this evening.” She pulled

off her glove to button her coat, but

~ when she saw Cliff’s eyes catch the

_sparkle of a large diamond on her fin-
- ger, she qmckly pushed her hand mto
~the glove again and left coat ¢
‘She laughed mirthlessly. “

Jose all of my friends because I’ve d”e- ==

cided that Ed Vogel and I can make
‘a successful marriage?” =
“But Cliff did not go to the Darrow
ranch, Twice during the next week
~Jean walked across the road and
begged him to join forces with Ed Vo-
_gel and the rest of the ranchers. Then
one morning she wouldn’ t hs‘cen to ex-
~ cuses, = :

 must be kind of mean, too.

hard to give
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“I’ve worned a lot about you, CLiff,”
she said, and puckered her lips
thoughtfully “It hurts me to come
into your empty store and know that
the new place is getting all your ‘busi-
ness. It takes away all the joy of our
success.”

She pushed her hands deep into the
pockets of her sweater and stood be-
fore him, feet apart, head lifted, “Now
I've come to the conclusion that you re
“just stubborn, CHff “Langley! Why

won’t you snap out of it? Why won't
- you take the job that’s been offered to

you?” Then, her voice softening, she
put her hand on his arm. “Pleasc,
ClLiff” = =

Cliff turned itom hexz -His eyes
traveled around the empty room. May-
‘be it had been stubbornness that had
held him. Stubbornness and the hurt
in his heart at losing Jean. He really

didn’t have cause to act thisway. Jean

bad said he was easy going, but he
7 And itit
“hurt Jean— Well, he’d let them buy
~out the stock he had on hand and close

~up his place; then if a job was still
open— =
- “Maybe you’re right.” His eyes were
troubled but he put his hand over hers.
He wanted to please her, but it was

et them take his

reckon,‘.{’il seil out to the

“Oh, Cliff, Pm so glad!” Her face

glowed all of her dimples came peep- —

ing out at him. “You can’t kno
happy you've made me
started the new store—!

ICE, and Ly s . :
fmwne& at the thought but quickly
~smiled again. “Now we’ll all work to-

gether—that is, if you'll let me come,-ij =

_in to help you some’umes,” sh :
demurely. ' =

- Cliff hstened as she made plans
about ‘what they would do, but his
_heart was heavy. It wasn’t _going to
‘be any easy thing for him to see Jean

~_every day, talk to her, have her friend- —
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ly this way, and be canstantly on his
guard lest he say the things he longed
to say.

= c.ould Just skip and dance and
—,smg, Pm that rejoiced,” she exulted,
_taking his hand and twirling him

— around.

~ - “I wish you wouldn’t tell anyone yet

—about what I’ve decided to do,” he
warned her as she was leaving. “I want
~to make some arrangements about that
before 1 talk business with Ed.”

- She promised the deepest secrecy
and waved him a joyous good-by as she
ran across the road.

When Cliff told Grandpa Bent the
news and offered him his salary, the
old man objected. “I ain’t goin’ to

_it—there ain’t been none to do. But
~Cliff, I—I hate to close down.” His
faded old eyes grew bleary at the
thought.

Grandpa Bent stood lookmg -at the
stove standing in its box of clean saw-
dust, at the inviting, though now empty 1

circle of boxes and dilapidated chairs
around it, at the glass case that held
the candy he and the school children
~had picked out as the best kinds, at
~ the miraculous adding machine CIliff
had sent away for when he found a

trigue hxm _Cliff watched him shamble

reverently

Well, it couldn’t be ?:elped
- turned to his desk and wrote to a
wholesale house in Denver. Could

ey send a man down? he asked. He'd

‘decided to sell out and wanted to make >t
a settlement with them. As he signed

_and sealed the letter, he reminded him-
—self, “I'm doing it for Jean,” and got
what comfort —he could from the
thought.
—— A week Iater the nm came. CIxE
evertook Katie Bent on the road as he

~was driving into Tasco to meet him.

She was starting to the Darrows—go-
mg te help Mrs. Darrow sew and get

few mistakes in ’thﬁ;,ﬁguring' The
the ~ to be married right now and take Jean
e wants to go to Cali-

that machine had never failed to in- with him, but
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thmgs ready - for the weddmg It was
a long way and Cliff could give her a
lift. Her tongue flew as she chmbed

in beside him and the car sputtered =

ahead.

Jean didn’t act like a girl who was
going to be married, she said anziously.
The girl took no interest in her clothes
or things for her new house. She was
all taken up with the store Ed Vogel
had started. :

Katie had heard some complamts'
about the store, but Jean said there

wasn’'t a thing in them. She said Ed

showed her the books and explained
them to her and that everything was
going fine. Ed had carried the bocks
clear over to the Darrow ranch because

~take no pay. I ain’t done no work for he didn’t like Jean hanging around the

store; didn’t want the future Mrs. Vo-
gel hobnobbing with every Tom, Dick
and Harry, Katie supposed.

But it seemed like Jean couldnt
keep away; especially this past week,

she’ d—been fixing the place up like she

xpectlng a vxsxt from the Prince
of Wales.

Chiff kept hxs yes on t&e road ahead

of him and Katie babbled on, “Ed and -
Jean are to be married before Christ-
mas, probably as soon as Ed gets back
from Kansas City where he’s going
next week to sell his steers. He wanted

forny after the wedding.” Clff was
glad when he could drop her at the
gate in front of the Darrow house.

It was past noon by the time Cliff
and Mr. Aller from the wholesale
house had ﬁm-shed their business. The

~ “We hate to lose a

~ good “customer hke you've always been.

Your father bought goods from us :
when we first started in business. We
can carry you for a while. TPl take

this mventory back with me, but we

won’t sign up any agreement tﬂl'

you've had time to think it over again.”
“Cliff shook his head, and Mr. Aller

asked, “Do you know how the place

_across the road s comlng along?j  .

CIiff to try to hold
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They’re buying a good deal of us—the
boss said while I was down here I was
to have a talk with them, too.”

Cliff didn’t know for sure, but he’d
heard they were making good. There
was plenty of business for a store if it
was run right, and of course it was
only natural for folks to buy where

they owned stock and were getting

things at bedrock prices. He’d made
up his mind that if they wanted his
stock he’d let them have it. He wanted
to get clear out of the country, He
didn’t add that his desire to leave had
come since his talk with Katie Bent
that morning.

“Well, let’s hope you’ll change your
mind.” Mr. Aller picked up his hat
and Cliff followed him to the door. As
they opened it, they found themselves
facing Jean Darrow.

When she saw the stranger she be-
gan to back away, but Cliff introduced
them. “Mr. Aller was just starting
across the road to the cooperative
store,” he added.

“Yes, I want to see Mr. Vogel. Is
he there?”

Jean looked inquiringly from the

stranger’s face to Cliff and back to the

stranger again. “No,” she said, “Mr,
Vogel is at his ranch. I don’t know
when he’ll be back, but perhaps I can
help you. I know all about the busi-
ness.’

Mr. Aller rubbed his chin and
cleared his throat. “I wanted to get
that four o’clock train. I'd hate to
have to make another trip out here,
but—
about the business?”

“Yes, I've been over the books Wlth
Mr. Vogel a great many times. He con-
sults me about everything. I’ll be glad
to talk to you.” They left Cliff stand-
ing in the doorway and walked across
the road.

It was an hour later that Mr Aller
returned and announced himself ready
to leave. Cliff told Grandpa Bent to
wait until he got back, and the two
men climbed into Cliff’s old car.

Before they drove away, Jean ap-

You say you know aﬁ——all
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peared. She stcpped when she saw
them and took two quick steps in their
direction, then turned and hurried to-

‘ward her horse,

The ride to Tasco was a silent one.
Both men were busy with their own
thoughts. Cliff worried all the ten
miles there and back. Was it his imag-
ination that Jean’s lips were firm set;
that her face was unusually white?

He'd only caught a glimpse of her,
but there was something tense about
her expression, something angry about
the way she raked her horse with her
spurs and tore away. Had he done
something to displease her? Now that
he was going away and never see her
again, he’d hate to have her remember
any but pleasant things.

He pulled up at his store at last and
stood with Grandpa Bent, watching a
bunch of ranchers roll from their
horses and drop their reins. Jean was
with them and Ed Vogel opened the
door of the store to let them in.,

Grandpa was all for going across the
road to discover the reason for such
a sudden gathering, but Cliff pulled
him back. “It’s a directors’ meeting,
likely. We'll keep out of it. Come on
in and let’s get ready to lock up.”

But Grandpa didn’t seem able to tear
himself away. He had to finger the
boxes on the shelves: be sure the lid
was tight on the can that held the
opened sack of sugar. At last he took
a fly-specked calendar from the wall,
“Do you reckon it would make any
difference to that man if I took this
with me? It ain’t got no value and
T've Jotted dowﬁ things on it from time
to time” =

Cliff had been so busy with his own
thoughts that he had forgotten the old
man. ‘“No,” he turned apologetically,
“you can take it and the adding ma-
chine, too. I kept that for a parting
present—thought you might get an-
other job and need it.”

So, hugging the magic treasure un-
der one arm, Grandpa Bent at last
walked out of the store and allowed
Cliff to lock: the doot, ‘



THIS FOOLISHNESS CALLED LOVE

But he almost dropped the machme :

as a girl in a red tam and sweater came
like a flash of fire across the road to-
ward them. She was excited, breath-

less. Her words came haltingly at first.

Grandpa listened open-mouthed to
what she was saying.

“Oh, Cliff, Ed started that store to
~ get his buildings fixed up for nothing.
- He was going to force you to sell out
~ to him, then close the cooperatwe store

- and start another one—all for himself.
~ He fooled me—everybody!

He had
two sets of books. I found out every-
thing when I talked to that man you
brought down here.”

CIiff tried to speak but she put out
a hand to stop him and, with trembling
_lips, she hurried on, “I rode right away

to leave Ed’s ring and a note in the
cash register, telling him I’d never
~marry him! Never!” -

Sudden tears weﬂed’ into her eyes.
=% would have been 1 my fault, Cliff, if
~ he’d gotten your store. Oh, I'm so
thankful he didn’t get it! He’ll have

to give his building to the stock-
holders; he wouldn’t dare not to fffera

what I've found out, but it will take
the store and everything to pay the
awful debts—and all the time I _be-
. lieved—" = =
She was unab’ie to say more,, s Chff
— was holding her close against his
‘shoulder.  “He’d like to smother the
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patting her arm and kxssmg the top of
the little red tam and now lifting her

face to his own. Grandpa wiped away

a tear that had started to run down his
cheek. When Grandma Bent was

__young she’d looked at him like this

girl was looking at Cliff. :

But Jean’s voice brought him back
to the present. “I’ve been such a fool, -
Cliff,” she was saying “Such a silly

,fool =

- “No, honey Chﬂ’ stopped her
words with another kiss. “How could
you know—

“But I do know! As soon as I
found he was trying to hurt you, I dis-
covered that there is such a thxng as
love! I know that in comparison to

“love, nothing else matters!”
~ totell the stockholders—;ust took time

“And will you marry me, Jean?”
Cliff pleaded. “Even though I'm
easy?” =

“Please, Cliff, don’t remind me of
_how foolish I e been. If “you were
“one bit different, I couldn’t love you
the way I do. If you'll take me to
Tasco, I'll marry you to-day.” A
Cliff lifted her from the ground and
carried her to his .~ “Climb in,
Grandpa, you’re starting to a wed-
ding ¥’ =
But Grandpa made them wait. “Gwe

'mer the key to the store, Cliff,” he in-
sisted.

“I want to get this addin’ ma-
~chine back on the counter, I can’t
’tend to the rush of busmess_we re go-
in’ to have fo-morrow without it!” ,
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" Outlaw

Kisses

By Clee Woods

Betty Joe’s rosebud mouth was madefgkuses—-butiot for stolen'onei.. Yet, through
no fault of hers, first one hombre and then another touched those pretty lips, before the
sacred moment when the right man came to claim them for his own.

little bank window, as steady as

BOB KING stood before that

a giant suhuaro on a calm desert

“night. Yet the tweaty-four-
year-old cowboy was all turmoil with-
in. , S =

This was not, however, because he

had any warning of the disaster hover-
ing over him, but solely because there
behind the cage window sat comely,
slender-faced Betty Joe Mason. She
was clerk in the bank of her cowman
father. . Just now, though, the banker
and cattleman was absent, and his

daughter was acting as cashier in his
place, as she often did. King was the

only customer in the bank just before
closing time.

Even though she sat on a high stool,
Betty Joe’s deep blue eyes had to look
up considerably to the tall young cow-
boy’s lean, weather-stamped face. It
was not exactly a handsome face, but
there was strength in its long lines and
firm, clean-shaven jaw. And especially
in his quiet dark eyes. His coal-black
hair had just about succeeded in curl-
ing, as he stood there with big gray
sombrero in hand, trying to tell the
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little cowgirl banker that he had come
to claim the twelve thousand dollars
in gold which had been put on deposit
there for him. =
King had never been in Saddle Mesa

before, nor had he ever laid eyes on

Betty Joe Mason until this moment.
The money had been left him as his
share of a gold strike made by an old
prospector whom he had staked two
years before, and whom he had nearly
forgotten all about. =

“Yes, the money is here,” Miss
Mason told him, and King wondered
how a woman’s voice could be so low
and sweet. “Father was expecting you

I

‘to-day. He had to go away, but he

has the papers all ready for you to
sign. Let’s see; yes, we have your
signature, and if you'll sign there, and
there, I'll turn the money over to you.”

She turned the papers about and
shoved them through the window.
King took them hesitatingly. Instead
of paying attention to what she had
been saying, he had been guilty of gaz-
ing at the touches of gold made in her
auburn hair by the glint of afternoon
sunlight which was seeking her beau-
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~ tifully crowned head through a win-
dow.
“Where, maam?” he had to ask.

He hardly heard her the second txmé, '

= ~ because she smiled up at him as her
capable little foreﬁnger found the
proper dotted line again,
When the papers had been com-
- pleted,
vault door. King knew that twelve
thousag';(}ollars in gold ‘weighs close
~ to forty-five pounds. Yet he saw her
plck up a buckskin bag and swing it
_ out with an ease that told of reserve
strength in the slender lines of her
lithe, supple young body.
~ Somebody came in through the door
_behind him. He did not turn until
~ he saw a look of dismay spread over
f"the, ‘banker girl’s face as she set the
“bag of gold down in the window. Then
he whirled about. Bat it was only to
find himself face to face with the gap-
ing muzzle of a six-shooter, in the
hands of a lone, unmasked man.

King swallowed his astonishment.

Only the night before had he stayed
with this man at an unused line camp
_ far back in the Pifiona Mountains. He
- was a dapper, fine-built fellow of hand-
dark face and cunning, alert
gray . King had told the man not
‘a word of his mission here, but he felt
f instantly that the bandit knew of this

~big payment in gold. It would make

~ the haul tl;at much richer, in addition
_to the bank’s usual cash.

“Raise ’em, cowboy!” the hancht or-

dered with an ease that proclaimed him
beyond the tyro stage of his profes-

= " = J —
- There was aiharﬁ, v.mockmg

the bandit’s voice now. K'mgt': won-

~ dered why. Behind him he heard the
gntl smother an exclamatxon of baffled
_ feminine rage.
~ King himself did not mean to let
the robber have his little fortune, Al-
_ready he had contracted for a small
ranch up the country, and thzs was the
bulk of his payment.
He had a single Colt swung Iow on

she turned back to the open

“You, too, in there, my httle

in was smiling 1romca11y at her.
been mighty nice in helpmg me so

-thmg to the bandit.
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his right hip. The man had him
caught cold, but there was a chance.
His body came down ever so slightly,
preparing for a lurch sideways. Then
his fingers tensed for the break to his
gun handle.

“I said shoot ’em up,” the bandit
snarled impatiently.

The next moment ng‘s gun would
have come leaping out in unequal draw
_against the bank robber, But Betty
Joe Mason’s two hands reached out

_through the window, one to seize him

by the right arm and the other to lay
firm hold in the collar of his gray flan-
nel shirt. She had sensed his intend-
ed attack.

- “You mustnt, Mr. ] ng!” she called ,
“Let him have the money Please—

for my sake!”

With his intentions thus given away,
King saw that it would have been utter
folly to have charged the bandit with
that coeked six-shooter in level readi-
ness. Such action would have imper-
lleé the gu:l too, he was rezmnded
The girl dld too ":’"*L

“Come out, Betty Joe, dear,” the
bandit ordered. ‘““Take Mr. King’s gun
and hand it to me.” -

The young woman did as she was
~told. Her face was white one moment,
_then burning hot and red the next.

‘Watchmg her, ng suﬁdenly got the

notion that this bandit was nwstranger
to her. Queer looks were passing be-
tween them. Looks that left the girl's
face whiter than ever. The robber’s
next words confirmed the- cowboy’s
hasty conclusion.
“Thaﬁks, Betty joe. The fellow,

“You've

much, I won’t forget it. Now you
and your customer back around into
that cage.”

Not even yet did the gu:l say any-
King thought he
saw in her face, though, a battle to
suppress an inward ‘tempest of feeling.

“Come on; movel!” the bandit
snapped. “You'll get over the shock,
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honey. I’'m awful sorry I have to leave
- you like this, really, but by now my
trail might be pretty hot for a Texas
sheriff—and something like twelve
thousand dollars makes it easier to
part, ha, ha, ha!”

The face of the young g1r1 blanched
at those words. Then a deadly calm
settled over it. She went backing into
the cage, still without having spoken
to the bandit. King had no choice
but to back after her. Without giv-
ing her one chance for the least trick,
_the bandit made her go into the vault
and bring out the bank’s cash. Then
he drove King and the banker’s daugh-
ter back into the tiny vault, which was
little more than a large safe set in the
wall. -

. Twice Bob King stopped, debating
whether or not to try grappling with
the gunman. Each time he was brought
backing on into the vault by the girl’s
petition to think of her safety.

“At-a-girl, Betsy, save me from
drillin’ him,” the bandit taunted. “You
might want him for a sweetheart, seein’
that I won’t be able to call very soon
again. But no love-makin’ there in the
dark now till you get good acquainted
anyhow. Adios, honey, and believe me
when I tell you 'm durn sorry I have
to run off like this.” -

The heavy steel door came pushing
shut. The bolts slipped into place and
the pair were left in total darkness.
There was barely enough space inside
for King to keep from touching the
young woman’s body.

In that first moment of 1mpnson-
ment King felt a riot of emotions
couirse through his veins. First, the
strange, overpowering something that
swept over him at being locked up
“there in such close proximity to the
most beautiful creature he had ever
seen. Then the thought that, in spite
‘of her petitions, he should have done
-something to preveng this. .

Now he could hear faintly the ban-
dit scooping up the money and stalk-
ing out the front door with it without
a challenge That sound, in turn,
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brought a momentary dxsappomtment
in the girl, for three times she had
checked his thoughts of fight, rash
though they were, with pleas for her
own safety. Was she a coward, he
wondered.

No! That answer came rushmg back -
to him with the vivid memory of her
face, both before and after the ban-
dit’s appearance. That girl was no
coward, he told himself. He could
feel that, even now, so close to her
there in the blackness of the vaul,
though she continued to keep silent.
~ “Miss, how quick do yuh reckon we
can get out?” he asked.

“Not till Dad comes back,” she an-
swered, “for he’s the only one who can
open the vault door. He went out to
our ranch ten miles from here. It'll
take three or four hours to get word

~ out to him and then get him back here,

even if they find him quickly.”

“That’d still give me time, maybe,”
King said, as much to himself as to
his prison companion.

“Time for what?” she asked.

“To catch that hombre,” he told her.
“Last night I stayed ata Ionesome line
,camp of the K D Ranch, way back up
in the Pifiona Mountains. No cowboy
was there, but this hombre was holdin’
down the camp. Now I figure he will
take off one way, then circle back
there, for I happened to see some grub
he had cached under the floor.

“More’n likely, he’ll aim to sleep a
few hours there late to-night, on his
way out of the country. The distance
is about handy for him to hit,.there
around midnight, and he’ll figure no-
body can trail him at night anyhow.
Course, it’s only a bare chance, but it's
mebbe the only one to: loop him in
quick.”

“You mean,” the girl asked thought-
fullyr,‘ “that you’d try to get there be-
fore he rides off at daylight?”

((Yes’m.!’ R :

Silence fell between the pair for five
minutes. Then the girl spoke again,

“Mr. King,” she inquired, “if I asked
you not to follow that man would you
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lef him- go and say nothmg about hav-
mg seen him at the line camp?”

- King was thoughtful.
= gan “to grapple with something new
4in his life—jealousy. Intense, burn-
ing, hating jealousy.

— “T knew,” he said to hxmself “there
was something between her and that
rascal. Now ain’t that like a woman,
lovin’ the ornery cuss and wantin’ to
protect him, even though he give her
the outlaw ha-ha like that?” e

“But he’s got my money,’ *he ﬁnally
objected aloud to her request. *“I've
gone and bought a little ranch up on

- Circle Seven Creek, near Hermosa, and
it takes this money to pay out on it.”

“But—but suppese I have a mighty
strong reason for asking it?” she in-
sisted. ,

—“¥Yuh'd have to tell me the reason,”
he answered frankly. =

It was a long sx}ence that followed

Then he be- :
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questmnsfthreugh the door. The girl
beat King to each answer, and shrewd-
ly evaded the questions she did not
want to answer, without making any
false statement. But, while the excite-

 ment grew and then subsided outside,

King was thinking of her avowal that
the lone bandit was masked, and also
wondering who Lew Dunbar was.

~ But ke did not betray the girl’s story
now. He was naturally too gallant to
contradxct ‘her statements just then.
Somehow, too, he unconsciously had
—begun to regard this banadit as a rival,
~and he would prefer to follow the man
himself, instead of putting the sher-
iff on his trail. The truth might as
well be told. Bob King had never met

a girl, before, who had attracted him
as much as the lovely creature so tan- —

talizirigly close to him, there, in the

inky prison, even if she was foolish

enough to go on. canng for the bandlt
1ad o

bank naw‘, shoutmg,i

~ dering.  King had

through the door to them. Soon the

~ sheriff was at the vault door.

-~ “Give me some description of the

ti.!ts,” he called.

: e*laxd a hand on King’s arm.
- Y!” She

exclaxmmg, ‘won:

maore argued “and twelve
-~ dollars is a lot for me to lose.
~look what your dad’s bank is losin’,
“Yes, I know,” she agreed, “but—
but—" Here she broke off for a mo-
ment. Then she suddenly  shouted
~ through the steel door, at the sheriff’s
second demand for a description of the
bandits, whom nobody outside could
recall having seen atall.
“There was only one bandlt, Mr‘
Legrame, _she shouted, “and he was
“masked. But Lew Dunbar is mighty
_close after him by this time, I'm sure.
Follow Lew, and he can nge you a

99

~ hot trail”

King could hear the shen& tum and
- blurt out gquestions at the m:lhng
: throng in the bank. Then cazne more

to shout lustily

- tleman.

Besides,

= ‘“I know, she began to hlm,-'after
outside, “that you think I lied about
the bandit’s being masked. He was
masked—to me. That bandit was Lew

Dunbar, and for the past month he has —

~been hiding his real self, the bandit

- blood, under the mask of a perfect gen-

Bi

Here she hesxtated fer a moment.
'hen she went on, with a bttmg bit-
terness creepmg’mto her voice, “He
kept coming to see me. Told me he
loved me. But he was only using mel

For he wormed around until I foolish- =

“ly told him a few days ago that you
were expeeted to-day, te get aIl that
_money. '

- “All aleng he had been waxtmg for =
rr_'some big haul, and this was a nice
~plum. After I had hesitated to tell

him T would marry him, he left with
the promise that he would come again.

I thought he went away to give me a_
chance to make up my mind. But now,
from what you say, it was all planned

so he could lay his string of caches

along his route for a quick getaway.”

~half an hour had quicted things down
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King’s elbow was touching her shoul-
der, and he could feel that shoulder
tremble violently. But a trace of joy
had leaped into his heart.

“She wasn’t plumb fool crazy about
the sneakin’ coyote,” he was telling
himself, “or she wouldn’t have hesi-

tated when he kept poppin’ the ques-

tion like that.”

But his joy was short-lived. Why,
he was forced to ask himself, was she
seeking to shield that hombre from the
law, now that he had proved himself
a common bandit, if she did not love
him? He asked her that very question.

“Because,” she answered frankly, “he
made a Yool out of me when I told

him about your coming for the gold:
Now I want to get even by capturing

him and bringing him back myself,

That’s why I don’t want anybody else -

-~ going after him.”

“Bully for you, Miss Betty Joel”
King praised, once more convinced she
was not hopelessly in love with Dun-
bar. “I shore believe yuh could do it,
too. But something might go wrong,
and I wouldn’t want yuh out there in
that coyote’s power. So I'm goin’
along.”

“Ne, you're not,” she objected. “I
want to do it all by myself. Lew Dun-
bar has made me out a laughing stock,
a—a foolish woman! I must show hnn!
And everybody!” :

But King was just as determmed
not to let her go off by herself, even
though he conceded her right to bring
Dunbar back. There the matter rested
between them, unsettled.

Time dragged by. The air in the
placé was getting bad.  Worse and
worse it grew, until they both were
gasping for breath. King seemed to
be suffering the most, doubtless be-
cause he always had lived in the open,
where fresh air never ceased to come
- to his deep-chested lungs.

Within another fifteen minutes he
had to sink limply to the floor. There

the slightly better air seemed to re-

- vive him for a time. But he was hav-
ing to use all his will power to keep

_air,

~moving a muscle.
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from clawing at his own throat. Betty
Joe was hovering down beside him.
Their bodies were wedged close to-
gether now in the cramped, squatting
position. King was fighting desperate-
ly to keep breathing and at the same
timesto keep his right senses. Yet in

that dire moment he was not dead to
- the wild exultation that beat in his

heart at the unavoidable touch of her
person against his, and at the caress
of her hands on his forechead as she,
with true womanliness, discovered his
greater agony in smothering and
sought to comfort him. Still no res-
cue was at hand. Then all at once
Betty Joe began to succumb to the
lack eof air. -

“Mr. King,” came her voice, weak

now, “I'm afraid—it’s possible I might

faint. Promise me, weon’t you, that
you won’t go—out after Lew Dunbar
until—until—I prove to you I'm able
to—to make the ride, too. Promise,
quick!”

She had seized one of his hands in
both of hers. Her grip was strong at
first. She was struggling heroically to
refrain from mad, futile fighting for
Then her clutch slackened. King
feared she was going. He Qould feel
her face close to his. =

What was he to ;iay& He hated to
give Dunbar one minute more than he

~ had to. Yet how could he refuse this

girl? Why bother, anyway, for no res-
cue was in sight yet and they both
might be taken out dead.
“Yes, hon—Miss Betty J oe, I ’ll
promise that,” he told her.- :
The power of the will eannot always
control the physical body. The young

~ woman gave way in this smothering
~only enough though, to clutch at her
_throat, to twist about in agonized

writhings and then to clutch wildly at

~his arm. That was all, before she

slumped down in a swoon, head on his
shoulder and hands falling hmply to
her lap.

For a full minute King sat mthout
But his brain was
in chaos. His heart was beating madly.
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He knew that he, too, must soon suc-
cumb to the smothering. Suddenly he
struggled to get his arms up. Then
they reached out and clutched the
girl’s unconscious form to him. In

fierce defiance of his conscience he held
Slowly his lips moved down

her there.
to where he knew hers were; small,
bowed, red, tender. Then, with a wild
abandon, he crushed his lips on hers.

The next moment he thrust her from
him, panting not so much from the
“lack of air as he was from the mad
ecstasy of the outlaw kiss. Outlaw to
him because he thad no right to touch
her lips, even when they both might
be dying. =4

Then came the sounds of a greater"r
excitement outside, a rush, the ticks

of turning tumblers. They had got
‘Banker Mason quicker than Betty Joe
expected. King was in a quandary.
He knew questions would be hurled at
him as soon as he got his breath. What
did the bandit look like? How came
Lew Dunbar to see the bandit? Why
did Lew go off as he had? And a hun-
dred others, the answers to which cer-
tainly must betray Dunbar.

To avoid these questions until the
young lady herself was ready to act,
King decided to pretend that he, too,
was unconscious. When the door
opened, he was slumpe:

They had a doctor there waltmg to
administer to the two stricken prison-
ers. They carried the girl to her home.
In order that Saddle Mesa’s only doc-
tor might look-after both at the same
time, King was put in another room of
the Mason home. There he continued
to feign unconsciousness, until after
nightfall. But he was hstemng eagerly
to what the hushed voices were saying
about Betty Joe’s condition. At last

he heard the glad word that she had

revived, was getting better. Then that
she had suffered a relapse.
“King, you’re playing possum!
- It was the doctor’s accusing voice.
ng knew he could not fool the medi-
cal man any longer. He therefore

opened his eyes and sat up.

"’

_over, hfeless.y
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“Well,” he inquired, with a sheepish
grin, “can’t a feller have some fun out
of a mess like that?”

“But the sheriff is waiting for in-
formation,” the doctor scolded. “Miss

~Betty Joe is too ill to be questioned.
“I've put everybody out of her room

and given her a sleeping potion. Now
you get on your clothes and come on
out to tell the sheriff what you know.
Lew Dunbar went off on some wild
goose chase, but nobody along the way
he went had seen any bandits riding
ahead of him. The sheriff now has to
start all over again.”

While he dressed, ng was trying

‘hard to think up evasive answers for

Sheriff Leeraine’s inevitable questions.
He delayed facing the officer as long
as he could. He decided that he would
give the man no satisfaction. While
the exasperated Leeraine was still ply-
ing him with questions,' the doctor
came out.

“Miss Betty Joe is not in her bed,”
he announced, “and her window is up!”

The alarm spread dquickly to the

town. Betty Joe Mason had been spir-

ited away. But Bob King alone knew
where she had gone. He remeémbered
now her peculiar request, that he
should not go after Dunbar until she
had proved she was able to make the
ride, too. Well, this proved that she

 thought she was able, anyhow. And

King had a sneaking notion that she,
too, had pretended to be far worse than
she really had been, just to get this
chance to steal away ahead of him and
everybody else.

“The strong-headed little filly!” he
said to himself. “She’ll mess up things
and let Dunbar get away dead shore,
just because she has got that notion to
bring in the tricky cuss by herself.
T'll have to dust it now, to catch up
with her and be at that line camp cabin
afore mornin’.”

During the eﬁtement caused by
Betty Joe’s disappearance, King evad-
ed the sheriff and everybody else. He
found his horse still at the hitch-rack
near the bank, and rode unnoticed out
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of the poorly 1llum1nated httle town.

_ But Betty Joe Mason had got quite
— astart on him, and she was riding hard,

- too. It would take hard riding to reach

the mountain cabin before day. Not

until after midnight, when the moon

was up bright, did he overtake the de-
termined young woman. She did not

try to conceal her disappointment in

not being allowed to go on after Dun-
bar alone. ———

“Eut a young lady dont have noi
- business out after a skunk like him,”

ng maintained stoutly. “It takes a
man to handle that scurvy cuss.”

“'m not blaming you for your

~ views,” she replied, “but just the same,

I think I could bring Lew Dunbar in.

And it’s going to be the biggest dis-

appointment of my life that you won’t

let me. T've just got to do it, to re-

— deem myself in my dad’s eyes, when

- he hears how 1 let Dunbar wheedle,
~ that mforxnatim

“Nope, can’t let yul
—  chances, Miss Betty }oe

r ARDLY were the first streaks of

. dawn opening the day when the
pair, now afoot, went stealing along
the +trail toward the Pifiona line
~ camp cabin. The little hut had only

the aspen thxcket at the upper edge of

the cabin, to gain the door. As noise-
lessly as possible, they circled: Every
few feet they stopped, to listen for
sounds from within. None came.

A twig broke on the “hillside just
abeve them Beth wlm-led thelr heads
evernia chxpmunk in sxght They staz:t-
ed moving on. Before this, Betty Joe
had been ahead. »Nov_v she let King
take the lead. |
— jingle lightly behmd him. When he
~g1anced back, she was holdmg up a
pair of handcuffs to his view. '

“Got them out of Sheriff Leéralhe 5

saddle pockets on his horse out in

—one door, and this was on the opposxte -

~heard something
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front of our house,” she whisi}efed -
“Let me see if I ean/Work

smilingly,
them.”

She took hold of one of ‘his wrtsts. -

Agam King was swayed by that magic

intoxication of her touch. There was

something unreal, something

_inde-
scribably alluring about being alone

here with this fair creature, in the

cold gray of mommg He, smiling
back, turned to give her the other
wrist.

w1tchmg creature. If Dunbar were in

No harm in humoring this be-

the house, they could get him any time

now.
“Here, around this tree,”

pen near them.

It was 1mpos51bfe for hxm to thmk =

of trickery or danger at this girl’s
hands.
into a lion’s mouth when she smiled
at him like that and bade him do it.
So, under the spell of Betty Joe’s
Qusand allurements, King rashly put
is hands behind him, backed up to a

| _six-inch aspen and let her click the

handcuffs about his wrists.
~“All right, Lew; I've got him!”

Betty Joe was leaping back from
the cowboy as she uttered the cry. Be-

wxldered dazed»by,the'su éen turn of

she cried again. “This man knew you

would come here, so he came to catch
you. I fooled him and everybody else —

and came along Come on
you up there
Lew Dunbar raise:

He had been wary.

it was a fine night.

He would have thrust his head—;,’"

up from behind -
a bxg rock at the upper edge of the -
~ aspen thicket.
Even though hxs cabin did seem safe, =
he had slept a little away from it, since =

= “Well, of all thmgé"’ he now ex-

she almost 4
giggled, motioning toward a dead as-

= No stxr came

= “Lew, don t you see what I’ve done?”

claimed, eyeing closely the captured

King.

“Betty Joe, now I know you're
_ crazy about me. Will you go on with

me, after what I’ve done‘v" Tell me,

“quick, darling?”




OUTLAW KISSES

“A woman loves hard, Lew,” the girl
replied, “after she once finds it out.
I'd do anything on earth to have you
now, Lew.”

“I can hardly believe it’s you, dar-
ling,” Dunbar exclaimed delightedly.
“And it does take that big sap of a
cowboy shackled up there like that to
convince me you mean it.”

The bandit put down his rifle and

came striding toward her. But he had
not holstered the six-shooter which he
had been carrying in his hands. Betty
Foe had a small gun on her hip, but she
took this off and tossed it toward the
oncoming man.

“That’s my final proof I mean I want
you, Lew,” she smiled coyly. “Come,
take me in your arms, dear. Nobody
else is on your trail, and that poor
goose is too busy hugging the tree
backward to trouble you.”

Bob King stood there shackled help-
lessly to the tree, and watched all this
with lower lip bit tight. Something
_gripped at his heart, cold and steely,
when the girl fell into Dunbar’s eager
arms. When Dunbar tried to shower
kisses on her lips, she snuggled her
head down against his breast and re-
ceived the kisses on her forehead and
head. Poor King had to look on, with
cold sweat out on his brow. Then he

braced himself against the terrible pain
tugging at his heart. What a fool she

had made of him!

“Just like a woman,” his sterner self
scolded harshly at his weaker self. “I
shore let her make one fool outa me.
Look at that.”

Dunbar was forcing her head back,
not to spare her lips any longer. The
hand touched the handle of the six-gun
that Dunbar now had holstered.

Suddenly Betty Joe Mason flounced
out of Punbar’s arms, She had snatched
out the bandit’s gun as she started the
break. Now she leaped backward from
the amazed Dunbar and brought that
gun flashing up into his face.

“Now, do you see how I want you?”
she cried. “Yes, I do want you—for
the pen! You used love-making to get

toward him,
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that information about the big payment
of gold. It was only fair play for me
to use it to make you pay for what you
did with the information. Put those
hands up!” '

Bob King became a new man. He

could have shouted for sheer joy. But

his joy was turned quickly to fear.
Dunbar had been standing with hands
clenched tight and face black with rage.
Now he took a slow step tcward Betty
Joe.

“You haven’t got the nerve to shoot
me,” he gritted. “Go ahead, shoot!”

He stood erect and beat his hands on
his broad chest. A leering dare was
on his face. He took another step to-
ward her. She took two steps back-
ward.

“No, you’re too tender-hearted to
shoot me,” Dunbar laughed. “Here I
come. You can’t shoot me down, Betty
Joe.” :

“Stay back or I will!” the girl cried,
alarmed at his actions.

All at once Dunbar made a quick
lunge toward her. Her gun fired, but
the bullet did not step his rush. Be-
fore she could fire again, he was upon
her, grabbing for her gun wrist. She
tried to tear herself out of his clutches,
but he held her tight with one hand
and fought for the gun with the other.

The moment the break came, King
started surging at the tree to which he
was anchored. It was not a large tree,
also it was dead and might be uprooted.
Now he dropped down a little, braced
his feet out before him and threw all
the might of his hundred and eighty
pounds back against the aspen. He
heard the dead roots pop rottenly.
Dunbar was tearing the gun from
Betty Joe’s hand. King saw her glance
and renew her fierce
battling. :

Once more King heaved mightily on
the tree. The goots broke off near the
top of the ground. Over backward
with the tree King tumbled. Then he
wiggled along until he could get his
arms off over the butt of the tree.

By the time he got to scrambling



~ fore he could whirl to stop her.
_stone hit hard. Dunbar grtmted and
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up, though Dunbar had torn the gun
from the girl’s hands. Now he was
clutching her to him with one hand
and training his gun on King with the
other. Like a fierce little txgress, Betty
Joe fought to divert his aim. :

King was leaping up. Dunbar fired.
The bullet crashed into King’s shoulder
and knocked him backward. With an

anguished, despairing cry, Betty Joe

fought loose enough to seize Dunbar’s
gun arm and smk her whlte teeth mte
lt = =

Blurtmg out an angry oath Dunbar
sought to tear her loose. But she held
on with all the might of a woman
aroused to super-feminine strength.
Bob King was strugghng to hxs feet
again.

Now, bent over hke a mxghty ftsn- :
~ back going through center, he came
- charging for them. Into Dunbar’s ribs

‘he bored his head. Over the three went,
in a wild scramble. Betty Joe rolled
away from the two men and seized a
sharp stone in her hands. But'as she
“whirled back with it, Dunbar shoved
-the muzzle of his gun into ng’s head
-and pulled the trigger.

- King wilted down, half across Dun—
bar’s prone figure, and a crimson spot
flushed out and down across his white
face. The sight of that lent greater
Vfury to the blow Betty Joe brought
crashing down onto Dunbars.,head ‘be-

tried to dodge. Agam the battling girl
~struck. The second blow only drove
Dunbar to more desperation. He
- shifted his gun about and fired at her.

The
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Unmmdful of his aim, though Betty
~ Joe threw all her remaining strength

“into the next blow. Tt landed flush on

the side of his head. Down he slumped
fingers twitching at the trigger.
Betty Joe leaped over, took a key

>from her boot top to take the hand-

cuffs off King, and then clicked them
onto her captive’s wrists. : 1
dropped down and gathered Bob King’s

_head up into her arms. The bullet had

- only ripped a furrow along his head,
~ and now her hands brought returning
life to him.

“Oh, how foolish—crazy I've been!”
she cried to him. “All because of my
idiotic notion to capture Dunbar my-
self. But I had to do something and do

it quick, when that twig broke and I

caught sight of Dunbar watchmg us
from around that rock.” —

“It was a mighty smart trick, that
trussin’ me up to fool him,” he smiled
up at her, “even if it drove me plumb
hog—wﬂd to see—to see what went on.”

_ “Oh, T wish T hadn’t done it, for now
you re shot all to pieces because of it.”
- “Nope, not so bad as all that. I’ll be
saddle-able mszde of two weeks. And
say, Betty Joe—

“What is it, Bob?” as he winced
slightly from the pain returning to his
numbed, shattered shoulder.
~ “There’s anfcuﬁzwf‘k’ﬁs foese tween
_me and you.” : -

“What—what do you mean?”

- “I stole one after you went loco there
in the vault.”

- “Bob! And I was geing to take sev-
eral right here, if you hadnt wakened
up so qulclr £ =

- Then she



Sue of Sunset Pass

By Lupe Loya
Their trails ran far apart. Sue rode with a wastrel who might throw her precious love

to the four winds of the rangeland—but she loved him wildly.

The cold and silent

hombre who watched over her, rode alone, too proud to claim her from another man.
Then came a day when their trails crossed, and Sue wondered which man could really
bring to her love’s greatest treasure.

wouldn’t interfere none when

yuh picked the man yuh wanted

tuh marry,” said Amos Judson,
his knotted -fingers tampering awk-
wardly and nervously with the bit of
tobacco in his old calabash pipe. “I
ain’t interferin’ now, 1 ain’t even
dwellin’ on the fact that I’m some dis-
app’inted. I'd kinda hoped—but why
speak of it? The p’int is—"

“The point is that you don’t think
Bob Archbold is good enough for me
—isn’t that so, Uncle Amos? You
_think he’s wild, a gambler. And you’d
kind of hoped that I'd make a match of
it with Greg Wakefield, didn’t you?”

“Well, Greg is steady an’ reliable—"

“And well-to-do,” put in Sue, dryly.

“That’s nothin’ against him,” re-
minded her uncle, sharply. :

“No. But he mhented the ranch

“I 'VE allus told yuh, Sue, that I

‘glance at her relative.

and the money, remember. He’s all
business, I'll admit that much. Cold
and calculating as an adding machine,
and just about as lov—

*“Here comes Greg now ™

The two on the porch of the old Sun-
set Pass ranch house watched their
caller carefully close the gate behind
him before proceeding up to the house.
It was a characteristic gesture, and a
fleeting, half-contemptuous little smile
curved the girl’s lips. Bob Archbold
wouldn’t have bothered with the gate,
which stood open half the time, any-
way. :
“Hullo, Greg!?”
Amos cord:ally.
in—

“About what a pretty evening it is!”
finished the girl, with a warning
She stood up.
“I reckon I’d better be getting over to

called out Uncle
‘fWe was just talk-
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= supper: :
- “Greg Wakeﬁeld is out there, and’ I

~ oven!

—ber night.
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~ Mag’s, before dark Shes expectmg:

me for supper.”
“But I thought—
prised Amos.
“Tell Bob, when he calls for me, that

= began the sur-

’,?:'I went on ahead with some thmgs Mag-,

wants for the party,” said Sue, relent-
lessly, and stooping quxckly, brushed
~_her uncle’s grizzled head with her lips.
A moment later she stood in the
kitchen, where Aunt Hetty was gettmg

~don’t want to talk to him!” she whis-
- pered.
: utes, I'm going to ride over to Mag-
—gie’s, without waiting for Bob.”

~ “But the meal’s all ready!” ex-
~ claimed her aunt, flustered. “Corn-

bread’s all ready tuh take out o the
We'll have tuh ask Mr. Wake-

~ feld tuh stay an’ eat with us. It
—wouldn’t be polite not tuh! I don’t
see why yuh act like this, Sue!”

~ Aunt Hetty was a comfortably plump

little woman, with neat gray hair and
a face like a withered apple. She
loved her niece devotedfy, but had leng

~since given up the attempt to under-

~stand her. Sue’s mother had been one

= 771°f the Marchand girls, daughter of an

“impecunious French-Canadian trapper,

~ who had “homesteaded” up on Crooked
— Fork in pioneer days.

She had mar-

- somest of the Sunset Pass clan, against
_the wishes of both families and in the

face of the gloom‘est prognostmatmns,

~ by the local wiseacres.

The marriage had been a brxef and

~ stormy one and had ended tragically.
No one knew just what had happened
~ up at joe’s place on that cold Decem-

_but too late to profit by the insistent
~warning of his premonition- of evil.
- The bodies of Joe and his wife lay on
the kitchen floor, a gun midway be-

_tween them, and little Suzanne, then
three years old, was foqmi asleep and

unharmed in her crib. -
Aunt Hetty expenenced a vague

“If he doesn’t go in a few min-

cheated out of corn-bread!

Amos, uneasy in his mind,
~had ridden out to the remote ranch,
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stab of anmety as she looked at the
girl-now. With the height and the
red-blond hair of the Judsons, she had

her mother’s smoldering black eyes and

olive skin. It was those eyes that

troubled Aunt Hetty They were tem-
= pestaoas, imperious eyes, and when
“Sue was excited she looked exactly

like a red-haired incarnation of that

little French devil who had wrought
such havoc with the gentle heart of

~ Joe Judson and brought such grief to
his rigidly respectable and conven-

tional family.
She sniffed the appetizing aroma of
the corn-bread as Aunt Hetty, turning
sharply, opened the oven door.
“Isn’t it just my rotten luck to get
1” she said,
with a little-girl sigh and a wry grin.
“Give me a snack out here in the
kitchen, Aunt Hetty!” she begged.
“Im hungry as a bear!

—not with all the fuss of getting ready

> for that dance 1

The older woman s b breath cau:ght in —
a little sob of relief. After all, Sue
was a Judson—much more like her

~father than like her mother—and no

matter how grown-up she became, or

how many beaux she had, she would

always be to Aunt Hetty an adorable,

_ — appealing little girl-child, tobe petted
~ried Joe Judson, youngest and hand-

and cherished and loved.
“You rascal!l Wel, here!

give it tuh yuh on a plate'

hot——”, =
' :ﬁdanced over to the table w1th

Let me
It’s too

the mzzhng pone and dropped it gin-

gerly on the white oil cloth. “Gollyf

I should say it is hot = she glggled =

“But goodl U:n—m"”

FiGreg Wakeﬁeld was dxsappomted, S

~at baving Sue walk out on himina

somewhat pointed manner, he gave no
sign of it during the comfortable meal
and the comfortable evening that fol-
lowed. He was a very self-contained

- young man, or gave the appearance of :
~ being so to one who judged solely by =

hIS calm, unruﬂed demeanor.

And there
won’t be anything to eat over at Mag’s
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Wakefield was still considered some-
thing of a newcomer, having come out
to the Pronghorn Ranch only five
years before, but was respected and
“well liked by his neighbors, and
counted a desirable addition to the
closely knit commtnity of the Can-
delaria district.

The young man never attended the
local dances, seldom went to town ex-

cept on business, and apparently in-
- dulged in only one extravagance—
books. This idiosyncrasy was forgiven
him on the score of his lack of social
talents. He had to do something to
amuse himself evenings.

When it had become apparent to
those who interested themselves in
such matters that the young owner of
the Pronghorn was romantically con-
cerned over Sue Judson, there had
been a good deal of tongue-wagging.
“Here’s one at last that ol’ Amos’ll
think is good enough fer that high-
steppin’ niece o’ his!” was the tenor of
the gossip, and because Amos Judson’s
stiff-necked pride was a bit irritating
to some of his more democratically in-
clined neighbors, there was more than
a tinge of malice in the subsequent
rumor that his hopes had met a snag.

Bob Archbold was the disturbing in-
fluence, and even those who didn’t like
him were forced to admit that, as a

rival, Archbold was a formidable prop-

osition. The glamor of mystery and
slightly tarnished romance which hung
about him, added to, rather than de-
tracted from a scintillating personal-
ity which allured even those who in-
stinctively distrusted him.

Bob Archbold possessed that mys-
terious something called “It” to a pro-
found degree. Son of a ne’er-do-well

Enghshman, reputed to be the cast-off
scion of a noble house, and a half-breed

dance hall girl, his nature was a battle-
field of conflicting elements, a strange
mixture of hopelessly intermingled
gualities and defects.

Reckless, dissipated, sullenly moody
and gaily defiant by turns, Bob was ca-
pable of petty hatreds and magnificent-

“twenty years ago.
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ly loyal friendships, tilting at life with
weapons warped and twisted in the hot
fires of inherited ignoble passions.

His indifference to and attraction for
women had become a scandalous by-
word in the Candelaria district at the
moment when Sue Judson stepped into
the picture and upset all previous no-
tions as to Bob’s invincibility, Men
either swore by him, or at him, but
could not ignore him, and not all of
his partizans, by any means, were the

‘roistering scum of Candelaria and the
‘neighboring village on the Mexican

side of the Border, known as Noches.

He lived in Noches, or on the fringe
of it, in an ancient adobe ranchito
which had been in a decaying ruin
even when his father had died there,
Shortly before the
death of the elder Robert Archbold, a
stranger had appeared in Noches and
taken the ten-year-old boy away with
him. Eleven years later, young Bob

_had returned and had resumed his life
_‘in the old ranchito.

The difference between the two was
that whereas his father had been a
slovenly sot and recluse, Bob was ex-
tremely fastidious in dress and de-
manded a certain degree of cleanlidess
and comfort in his living quart};
even his congenital weakness for drink
and gambling was invested with a sort
of distinction, a carefree effrontery
patterned on that heritage of good

breeding which had been all but

smudged out in his parent.

Three times a year he called at the
Candelaria post office for a letter bear-
ing a foreign postmark; but the remit-
tance served merely to stake him for
a prolonged bout with the fickle god-
dess of Chance. If he won, he lived lav-
ishly for weeks, or even months, only
reserving enough to carry him through
those lean periods when luck was
against him; if he lost, he retired
moodily to the ranchito, or loaded up
hunting equipment and a couple of
mozos on burros and disappeared in
the fastnesses of the wild mountain re-
gion to the south.
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Into this precanously ordered and
independent mode of existence, Sue
Judson had burst with devastating ef-
fect. It was only after she returned
7 from several years away at school that
~ the girl had taken any part in the
meager social activities of Candelaria.
- Her lonely childhood at the old ranch -
in Sunset Pass had set her apart from
the grubby, hard-bitten small fry of
the sparsely settled district, and the
~ fact that Amos Judson had xmported
—a teacher for her was Jooked upon by
his neighbors as an intolerably snob-
bish procedure.

“Thinks our kids ain’t good enough
tuh associate with that little red-

- headed orphant,” the ranchers had re-

marked to one anoﬁaez: “Well, wait
an’ see!
veins besides Judson blood—an’ just
~wait till that Marchand strain starts
kickin’ over the traces!”
— The Marchand 7strain had indeed
manifested itself, but in a way to dis-
appoint those who secretly hoped for
the worst. Sue was vividly alive, al-
~ luringly lovely to look upon as her

‘mother had been, but there the resem-
blance ceased. Her friendliness and
- wholesomeness and eager willingness
“to meet them halfway, had quickly won
over the local young folks who had
been prepared to dislike her.

©Old hostilities and resentments were

forgotten as the barriers of exclusuvem

ness; erected by the Judsons in their
hurt pr1de over Joe’s mésalliance and
its tragic end, melted under the warm
smile of the daughter of that ill-
starred union.
- With the barriers down, xt was in-
evitable that Bob Archbold should
‘have entered. For one thing, despite
_his vaunted indifference to feminine
_charm, the Noches menace was never
behindhand in personally investigating
any new attraction along that line; for
another, he had heard that Amos Jud-
son had warned the girl against him.
Such a challenge was not to be ignored.
They met at a dance in Candelarfa.
_ Hitherto untouched by the ‘ﬁner

She’s got other blood in “her
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shadmgs of what a facetlous poet once

dubbed the “gentle” passion, Archbold

had meant to come, to see, to _conquer
and then to ride away. Sue, on her
part, had meant to give the celebrated
trifler the come-uppance of his young
life. It was perhaps inevitable that
they should have fallen in love; in-
evitable, too; that the alien blood
“which throbbed in their veins should
have mvolved them m some ﬁery con-
flicts. ' =

——The - partryr at Mag’s was in full ==

swing, but Sue, waiting for Bab to
show up, could take but a half-hearted
interest in it. What was keeping him?
It wasn’t likely that he had lingered at
the Sunset Pass ranch house, for he
_didn’t find the society of her uncle par-
‘txcularly ‘pleasant; yet here it was after
‘nine, and he’d promised to call for her =
there at seven.

Little jabbing worries began to as-
sail the girl. Unless Bob had met with
an accxdent, there was no excuse for
him being so late. The others were no-
ticing it and commenting about it, in
whispers, and Maggie Tillson was
right down “put out”—as she had a
right to be, seeing that her party was
by way of being in honor of the en-
gaged pair.

“No, I can’t _spenc he night with
- you, Mag,” said Sue, when the crowd
begim to disperse, just before mid-
night. “There’s no way of letting

Aunt Hetty know—and, besides”~ I

want to go home.”

Try as she would, she couldn’t keep
a quaver of anxiety and - disappoint-
ment out of her voiee, but Maggie Till-
son, indignant and sympathetic, knew
better than £
“words.

— “Tet some of the boys ride up by

Sunset on their way home,”
gested.
Kit Melcher’s Way.
you stay, Sue—"

“Somebody’s eutsxde askin’ fer Sue"’
called Maggxe s little brofher, £rom the
front room.

she sug-

-I’'d love to have

Both gxrlsffﬁshed ouf Sue's face ,;,:?

i t»_ﬁer feelings into

“It wouldn’t be much qut of -



- rode, in silence, :
— field. Dusky moonlight mlsted “the

- rugged contours of the mountain trail, teH you what I want you

SUE OF SUNSET PASS

pale w:th sudden fear of bad tidings.

~ Then she uttered a flat little “Oh!,” as
—the lamplight fell on Greg Wakeficld’s

~ tall figure outlined in the doorway.

~ “Your uncle asked me to stop by

~ here and see if you might want an es-

cort home,” said the young man, diffi-

dently. “Archbold sent a Mexican up

to Sunset after you left, to say that he
couldn’t get here this evemn an’ Jud-

] I—er—sug-

bThe sentence dangled in midair, for

“the change that had come over the
~ terest was as cold and calculating as
'everythmg else about him. Looking
over the field, he had decided that she,
~ of all the girls of his acquaintance, was
“the most Worthy to be honored with an

girl’s face was not calculated to put
“Wakefield at ease. But, remembering
_the others, who were staring with av1d'
_interest, she controlle &

_anger that swept over her and €umed:fb

-~ away quu:kly to hide the tears of vexa-
‘tion that had sprung to her eyes. “All
right!” she said abruptly. “I'll get my
thin gs. ”» 3

“Some girls would think _you was
~ lucky to have a man ki €

short Work of gathermg up her belong-
ings, Then, noting Sue’s distressed
~ look, she added, “But of course Greg
cant hold a candle to Bob—for looks.”
— Mag’s silly remark jagged through
: Sues irritated tram

and the earthy scent of “spring and
— night saturated the air. But the ro-
mance and beauty of it was like a
mockery to her.
“time Bob Archbeld had failed her, and
~ she well knew what had kept him in
Noches. He was _gamblin

“after his many solemn ,:promases to >

—her!

- The trail widened, and Wakeﬁeld
~touched his pony with the spur. He
~ rode beside her now, quiet, aloof as

ever, apparently unaware of her annoy-

ance. She cast covert glances at him
from time to time, at his broad shoul-

- ders swinging rhythmically with the
~— gait of his horse, at the wide hat which

- he was “crazy” about her.

—over anythmg!

fnend made:" '

This was not the first

aggm And-
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cast = half—moon of shadow across his

face. She almost hated the mgged de~

pendability of that face, so different
- from Bob’s volatile handsomeness. It

was characterful, purposeful, unyield-
ing, and so damnably self-sufficient!
Suddenly a mad impulse to test the
quality of his reserve, possessed her.
Maggiie, silfy chattétboxfhad said that
As though
a snowman like this could get ® cx;azy
Of course he was in-
terested in her—there’d been plenty of
evidence of that—but probably his in-

offer of marriage. That was just about
the way he’d do it!

“Mr. Wakefield—Greg!” she said,
suddenly, and jumped at the sound of
her own voice in that hushed stillness.

};',“WIH you -do somethmg for me?

[ kea at her, surpnsed but the
stern look on his faee relaxed into the
rare smile which even she had been
forced to admit was attractive.

“QOf course, Miss Sue! That is, if
it’s somethin’ I can do,” he drawled.
His voice had a blurred Texas accent.

- “Well, unless you promise, cross-

yozxpheart that you'll do it, I won’t

Secretly she was laughmg‘at'hls cau- .
ticusness.- How like him not to com-

~mit himself. -

“I want you to take me to Noches™
He simply stared at her, uncompre-
hending. They had come to a fork

‘where- thc trail crossed the dim road to
town, a mile or so south of Sunset
. Pass. She headed her pony down the

road.

“But I didn’t promise,” he sald “At
this time of night—and—Noches!”
—“No, you didn’t premise,” she said,
bitterly' —“I suppose if I tell you that
I’'m going, anyway, you’ll ride pell-

mell up to the ranch and tell Uncle

'9’

Amos! It 'ud be just like you!
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“But, Miss Sue! What d’you want
to go to Noches for? It's getting on
toward midnight, and—"

“Can’t you guess?” she demanded,
with an hysterical laugh. “I want to
go and find out for myself what kept
Bob Archbold there to-night. Some-
thing may have happened to him,” she
added, rather lamely. :

“I’ll go,” he said, after a moment of
silence. “But it’s no pldace for a girl
like you!”

“Why—Ilike me!” she mocked, fierce-
ly, glad to see that she was hurting
him. His face was looking strangely
white in the cold moonlight as she
went on, “You know I'm going to live
there, some day.”

“Yes, your uncle told me to-night,”
he said, with unexpected calmness.
“But I didn’t know Archbold was goin’
to keep that place over there, 1 mean,
take you there”

“Why not?” she said, ﬂlppantly
“ “Whither thou goest, I shall go,” you
know., Bob’s place is really very nice
—inside.”

“Then you’ve been there?”

“Of course! I'm engaged to h1m
'I've been there several times. But not
with Uncle Amos’ knowledge or con-
sent, naturally.”

. Again she laughed, and even in her
own ears her laughter sounded harsh
and somehow tawdry. He gave her a
quick, pained glance, then looked away
and began fumbling with the makings
of a cigarette. She felt belittled and
silly, and she was on the verge of tears.
But her voice was cool when she spoke.

“YWell, how about it, Mr. Wakefield?
Are you game to ride over to Noches
with me? Or does the idea strike your
case-hardened propriety as too utterly
reckless and daring?”

She meant to lash him with her

scorn, but saw something perilously
near scorn in his eyes as he looked
squarely into hers. -
- “The idea strikes me as damned
silly,” he said quietly. “But if you’re
determined to go over there, of course
T'1l go with you.”

lure of gambling!
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Neither of them spoke again until
a break in the rocks revealed a dim
trail leading off to the south. “This is
Bob’s short cut,” she said, tutmng off
the road. “I know the way.’

Now that she was fully committed to
the adventure she felt frightened, but
more frightened somehow by the
change in his manner than by anything
which might happen in Noches or the
thought of the reckoning with her
uncle and aunt.

Her escort’s grim silence was not
even rebuking; if it had been rebuking
she could have taken some comfort
from the fact; it would have shown

‘that he still felt some measure of re-

gard for her. It was disturbing to feel
that she had fallen so in his estimation
—a new and unpleasant sensation for a
young woman who had taken mascu-
line homage as her due.

But what did she care what he
thought! He was nothing in her life, -
and never had been—never would be.
It was Bob—Bob— At the thought of
Bob, a lump came into her throat, and
her eyes smarted with tears. She had
felt so sure of him, so confident that
his love was stronger than that devilish
- Why, at first she
hadn’t even been afraid of the gam-
bling, in splte of what Uncle Amos had
said, and in the face of those vague
rumors that had reached her. Plenty
of young men gambled a little. What
was the great harm in it?

Then one terrible night Bob had
come to her, feverish-eyed, white-
lipped, broken on the wheel of chance.
She had never seen such a change in
anyone; he seemed scarcely hum#n as
he raved and cursed against his luck.
She knew he had been drinking, too,
and pity had fought with loathing for
his weakness. Somehow she had man-
aged to keep him out of Uncle Amos’
sight. They had gone for a long ride,
and in the end he had promised on his
word of honor never to do it again.

On his word of honor! How many
times since then had he violated his
word—and been forgiven! She didn’t
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’dare count the txmes she dldnt want'
to think of them, to admit to herself

- that lately his lapses had been more
~and more frequent. Her own self-

~respect, her pride, had weakened under

~the onslaught; ideals, and high ‘hop

for the future, ‘had gradually faded.

-But love was Ieft——blmd, desperate
love that clung frantxcally to remnants
of dreams.

The cross cutr trail w1dened out into
‘a sandy arroyo, winding steeply out
of the mountains into the vast, shadowy

expanse of valley. Far ahead lay the
twinkling lights of Noches, whose day
began with sunset. Sue had almost

forgotten Wakeﬁeld’s presence as her

pony’s feet sank into the dust of the
faint ribbon of road that led to th

~ Rancho Archbold. What had begun as

a mad impulse had now become a grim
purpose. She would confront Bob in

his iniquity—shame him—have it out
- with him! The driving force of pent-

~up emotion was no longer to be denie
The old adobe ranch buildings
sprawled in the moonlight. There was
no light in the house. A mongrel cur

shink growlmg qut of the sﬁz&ows, and 1

stood staring he stilely at the intruders.
Stte felt a sudden sense of shame in the
disreputable condition of the place,
plamiy evident even un&er the softer
ing mantle «
patch of littered, weed-grown garden
lay behind the broken cactus hedge
_ that separated the house from the road.
“Pedrol” she called,
voice.

from the pallet stretched in front of

the dpor, and resolved itself into the
~ dgure of an ancient watchman. The
old man hobbled swiftly out to the
road on soundless bare feet. He stared

up at Sue with sleepy, red-rimmed eyes

in which recognition slowly dawned.
“Is the maste: here? = she demanded —

= in Spanish.
~ “E] Senor? Ah no, senonta'
has not returned yet.”

Pedro’s crafty, wrmkled old face ht
~ up with a glimmer of nndersta,nding;

night. An “unkempt

A bundle of rags dxsengaged 1tse1f7'

‘alone!” she sobbed, huskily.

He
— I know how you feel, but it’s the worst

it. And you’d hate yourself
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as he stared at the mounted ﬁgures =

the young Americans. His yellow,
snaggy teeth bared in the cancature of

a grin.

- “If the young lady wishes, I w111 go

“and notify the master that she is here,”

‘he said, and spat contemptuously into
the dust of the road. “It is not hke}y
that he will return before sunrise.

Sue felt her face flame in the dark-
ness. She was glad that Wakeﬁeld :

- didn’t ux;derstand Spam:sh ==
Where is the Senor =

“Where is he?
Archbold?”
There was that in her v01ce¢wh1ch
reminded Pedro sharply that he was
dealing with a lady, albeit a crazy
gringo, and moreover one who might
n the near future be in position to
make thmgs mighty uncomfortable for
him. The ways of these gringos were
beyond him, anyhow.
“But where would the master be, ex-

_cept at the Cantina de las Flores, se-

orita,” he whined, servilely. “Always

he spends the evenmgs at the cantma,

is it not so?* :

Sue whirled her horse: abruptly and
headed it towards the lights of town.
A myriad red-hot furies seemed to be
riding her, lashing her on to the irrev-

= ocable end of this insane venture. She
~would see it through!

She’d ind Bob
and hterally drag him out of this pit,

make him see what all this was doing
to their love, make him understand!
She’d fight that devil within him that

— was stronger than he, fight it with her
—~bare hands, throttle it!

Suddenly Wakefield’s hand was on
her bridle, bringing her horse to a stop.
~ “Look here!” he said. “Yoi're not
gomg there—to the cantinal Yeu’re
not—

She ]erked the bridle free. “Let me
“Don't

you understand? T've :got fo go—got

Vto find him—

He seized the Bndle ina ﬁrm grxp
“Llsten, Sue! You can’t do this thmg'

thing you could do. He'd hate you for
Walt




a¥

. spectable in the moonlight.

 _» here, and I'll go over and get him'—”

His voice was gentle with sympathy,

- but for that very reason unbearable.

“Why had she brought him along?
"Why had she bared the secret places

~~ of her heart to his chill, superior pity?

Why was she letting him see Bob at

~ his worst?

She jabbed with her spurred heel,

- and the pony reared backward with a

startled grunt, freeing itself from
Wakefield’s grip. Her face was cold
and white now, its tremulous quiver
controlled.

“You don't have to come, if you don’t
want to,” she said. “And anyway, it
isn’t such a terrible thing as you seem
to think. There’s always plenty of peo-

- ple — tourists — there at the cantina.

Lots of Americans, sightseeing. We'll
never be noticed.”

They pushed on along the dusty
road which began to narrow now into
the semblance of a street. Straggling,
outlying ranchitos gave place to squat,
solid rows of adeobe buildings, their
stuccoed fronts grimly white and re-
It was as
though they consciously spurned the
further end of the narrow thorough-
fare, where lights gleamed fitfully on
the outskirts of Noches’ gay white
way.

As they approached ‘the center of
the town, Wakefield took the lead and
rode down a dim alley, Sue following,
for she was not quite sure of the loca-
tion of the notonous Cantina de las
Flores.

“We’d better leave the horses here,”
said the man, dismounting, “and walk
around to the front.”

It was an evil-smelling little cul-de-
sac, black as a hat, and evidently gave
on the back premises of the gambling
house. Their ears were now assailed
with a medley of noises, floating
through the murky air from the street
towards which they picked their way.

“Better pull yeur hat down over
your eyes,” said Wakefield. “And
here! Put this around your throat.”

He drew a big blue silk handkerchief
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out of his pocket and deftly knotted
it about her neck. Its folds, and the
floppy hat, under which she quickly
tucked stray tendrils of her bright hair,
effectually concealed her face. In rid-
ing breeches and flannel shirt, into
which she had hastily changed at
Mag’s house, from the frilly party
dress left there, she might have been

~mistaken for a slim young boy.

“Now!” said Wakefield, as they
emerged into the turgid glare of the
street. “Stick close te me.

In the excited thrill of venturxng
into forbidden territory Sue almost
forgot what had brought her to the
Cantina de las Flores. She had never
been in Noches after sundown before,
and had never penetrated to this dis-
reputable quarter of the town even by
daylight. Noise, dust, the acrid smell

of stale liquor and a jostling swarm of

humanity, etched sharp, vivid impres-
sions on her mind as she followed close
behind Wakefield’s tall figure as he
elbowed his way into the cantina.

Her first glimpse was of a big room
with mirrored walls and many small
crowded tables, wreathed with a blue
pall of smoke. Beyond a small pol-
ished square of dance floor a Mexican
orchestra evoked a deafening miscon-
ception of American jazz, in compe-
tition with the shrill babble of many
voices. :

Opening off the cabaret was another
big, smoke-shrouded room revealing a
vista of long gambling tables around
which crowded men and women, many
Americans among them, like anxious
birds of prey. This room was quieter,
the tense silence broken only by a faint
hum and the singsong chant of the
croupiers. 7

. A stab of pain that was hke a kmfe-
thrust shot through the girl as she
took in the significance of that omi-
nously quiet room. That was where
Bob must be, oblivious of everything
but that cursed lure!
led the way to a table in a compara-
tively secluded cormer, and now she
was aware of a big waiter in a greasy

Wakefield had
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thte coat, bendmg over them Wake-
field ordered gmger-ale for both of
them.

She began to feel more at ease, to
look about her a little, as the shock of
being there wore off. Wakefield, too,
had relaxed somewhat, and gave her a

quizzical grin as she caught his eye.
The look seemed to establish a com-
: radeshxp between them, an understand-
ing that was as sing as i
comforting. Feor a bless
two she forgot her heartache as she
studied this new Greg Wakefield. How
his bigness and" cleanness stood out,
there in that mongrel rabble! After
all, Greg was a good sport. She had
forced him into this thmg, bﬁt"'
certamly carrying it off.

- At that moment the ginger-ale ar-

’nved ‘and the orchestra simultaneously
burst into a lilting Spanish dance.
“Dolores! Dolores Visnaga!” some-

ga, recently nnported from
Mex:co Cxty, and gaudy pesters of the
woman had been stuck up all over
Candelaria and other Border towns.
“Nice” girls on the American side
spoke her name in whlspers

lithe, sinuous ﬁgure that detachedr'

self from the shadows of a booth di-

— rectly opposite Where Sue and Wake-
field sat.

The girl—for she was young, Sue -

noted with surprise —moved with
j(:alst:lal grace to the cleared‘ space, si-

thng scarlet of her hps Doloresr

naga called to mind a beautiful, pmson-f

—ous snake as she uncurled her slim
‘body in the first voluptuous rhythms
~of the provocative dance.

Sue watched, fascinated and repelled '

Even Wakefield had turned to stare,
~ but as she cast a quick look at him she
== 7saw that his eyes had become steely

~with a sort of i

body shouted, and half a hundred
~ throats took up,the cry, = =
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blue and that they were not on the dan-
cer, but were staring beyond at the
occupant of the booth which had con-
cealed her. The red curtains were

drawn back now, and her companion

was leaning with his elbows on the
table gazing out at the dancing figure
with a lazy smile of apprecxatlon The
man was Bob Archbold.

~The next thing Sue ]udson was
aware of was the feel of Wakefield’s-
~ hand over hers where rt clutched the
‘edge of the table.

“I’'m sorry, Sue!” he was saymg
was a damned fool to let you come
here—"

She found herself looking at h;m
dazed wagd;ezmeat, and -

~present1"?shew:és speaking, in a voice

that seemed to belong to somebody
else.
“Did you know? - Did you guess—"
“Let’s get out of here!” he said; al=
most roughly, and he started to rise.
= S‘h clutched at his “arm, and sald

The dance Was over. - Dolores Vis-
naga, refusing the wild demand for an
encore, swayed slowly back to the
booth, smiling her slow red smile at
Bob Archbold. He stood up, reached
for a. velvet wrap flung over her chair,
shpped it on her shoulder, and, with
an air of triumphant proprietorship,

= gulded her through the maze of tables —

to an exxt at theback ==

T was that ~pallid hour between

darkness and dawn when the fad-
ing stars, like ghosts taking leave of
the night, sparkle fitful curtsies in the
vast, chill anterooms of heaven. The
~ dying moon hung spectrally above ‘the
‘black peaks behind Sunset Pass, The

s- old ranch buildings, a gray, indefinable

shadow against the darker mass of the
hill, had the mysterious, vacant look
of any sleeping thing.

- Greg Wakefield had dxsmounted and
was now engaged in urdastenxng the
clumsy gate — barbed-wire, swung on
poles—that he had so carefully closed
after him a few hours earher
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really been only a few hours before?
Sue wondered numbly, as she watched
him. A few hours! It seemed years
ago—something that had happened in
a remote past, when she was somebody
else. That feeling of heing a stranger
to herself, of not being present in her
own body, had persisted on the long
ride home. = ‘

Wakefield had swung the gate open,
and now stood waiting for her to enter.
Then he started to walk along beside
her as she guided the pony up the path
toward the corral.

“You needn’t bother, G'reg,” she said. :

“I can unsaddle all right.”

“But I'm going in with you—to ex-
plain to your aunt and uncle,” he said,
quietly.

“Not now!” she exclaimed, aghast.
“It’s almost morning! They’ll think I
spent the night with Maggie. They
won’t have worried about me.”

He looked uncertainly up at the
looming bulk of the house, and then
moved on up the trail. “I can put your
horse up, anyhow,” he said.

She waited for him at the corral
gate, and they stood there for a few
awkward seconds, neither one of them
knowing what to say. Then she held
out her hand.
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- “You're—you're awfully nice, Greg!
Awfully—kind! I don’t know how to
thank you!” Her voice caught in a
tremulous sob.

~ He stood looking down at her, hold-
ing her hand. And then, suddenly,
her face was pressed against his flan-

nel shoulder and she was crying her
heart out like a hurt child.

As she clung to him his arms closed
tightly about her, but it was up at the
faint crescent of moon that he looked,
and not down into her tear-wet face.

“This isn’t the time!” he muttered,
fighting for self-control. “Isn’t—the—

time!”

“What isn’t the time, Greg? »

She was looking up at him, almost
smiling, and something he saw in her
face made him forget his good resolu-

“tion.

“To tell you I love you, Sue!” he

whispered, but before she could an-

swer he swept her up into his arms
and carried her to the kitchen steps.
Gently but firmly he put her down, and
quietly opened the kitchen door. Then
she heard his boot heels crunch pur-
posefully down the trail. Heart pound-
ing wildly, she listened breathlessly to

see if he’d close the gate after him.

But this time he forgot it.
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sailed over the Nevada Desert,
- which, according to the arche-
_ologists and geologists, for some mil-
lions years was one vast sea, neverthe-
less, if the stories told and
~aged Indians

_ pioneers are true, Nevada has its full
—share of buried treasure, as well as
numerous “lost mines.”

In the early days of Nevada, rob-
_bing stages was almost as important an
,mdustry as bootlegging is to-day. Be-

ing held up in some lonesome spot-——

g. ETHOUGH Captam ded never

, ~and there are many such spots- in—
~~  Nevada even to-day—was all in the
~ day’s work of a stage driver. The story

“goes that in the year of 1880 the stage
- operating between Genoa, Nevada’s old-
_est city, and Placerville was held up
and robbed of $20,000 in gold. The gold
~was packed in small kegs and easily
The robbers were ,never
caught. :
~— A few years ago a man lymg at the
point of death in Montana confessed

lihy‘ =

~that he ‘was one of the two men who
robbed the Genoa stage. He told how
they took out $2000 of the money and
buried the rest at the foot of a tree at
the outskirts of Genoa ——

Some years later a number of those
‘who knew of the dying man’s story
“formed a syndicate and made a trip to

Nevada to search for the buried treas-

ure. They never found it, although

many days were, spent in digging

around the roots of the trees still

~standing in the now almost ghost city - =

- of Genoa. 7
Qut in what is known -as Hell’s Can~

~ yon, west of Tonopah, there is an old

_stone cabin that at one time was the

~rendezvous of one of the worst bands

“of outlaws that ever terrorized south-
_ern Nevada. For several years this
—gang of cutthroats and robbers held
~up stages and conducted periodical
raids on the outlymg settlements. It

s said they buried much of their loot —

—somewhere in the canyen.
The last exploit of these bandits
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to hold up the Sodaville stage carry-
ing the payroll of the Northern Belle
Mine at Candelaria, now a ghost city.
It was the last straw. The superin-
tendent of the Northern Belle, a burly
Englishman, hired a notorious two-gun
man, known as Rattlesnake Dick, to
hunt down the robbers.-

Rattlesnake Dick recruited a posse
of -five or six men, all “dead shots,”
and took the trail. In about.ten days
Rattlesnake Dick returned to Cande-
laria and made his report. It was not
a long report. It was told .in three
words. “We got ’em,” he told thé
superintendent. No questions were
asked. Everybody was satisfied.

Many similar stories might be told
of ill-gotten wealth buried by early-
day bandits and which they never re-
trieved.

But all of Nevada’s buried treasure
is not in gold, silver or jewels; a few

miles south of the little mining village

of Beatty, down at the edge. of the
Amargosa Desert, there are sixteen bar-
rels of buried treasure that in these
“moonshine” days appeal more strongly
than gold to these old denizens of the
desert land.

It was some 25 years ago that a
teamster started from Tonopah to the
then boom camp of Greenwater down in

of sand.
_more valuable every year. Many have
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Death Valley; his wagon was loaded
with sixteen barrels of a produce that
the late Robert Ingersol described in
one of his classical productions as “the
mingled souls of wheat and corn.”
The trail led past what is known as
“Moving Mountain,” an immense and
towering pile of sand that is ever shak-
ing and trembling like some desert
geranium in the breezes that sweep
across the sage-covered flats. During
some high wind many tons of the sand
are often dislodged from the peak of
this freakish mountain and come tum-
bling down its sides like a snow slide.
As the unlucky teamster approached
Moving Mountain a storm came up ac-
companied by a terrific wind; looking
up he could see the top of the moun-
tain beginning to topple. Hurriedly he
unhitched his string of mules and got
away from the avalanche of sand by a
narrow margin. But his “precious”
cargo was buried under a thousand tons
It is there to-day, growing

tried to unearth this buried treasure but
without success. The pile of sand has
shifted so many times during the years
that no one to-day knows where to start
digging. As one old prospector re-
marked, “It is like trying to ﬁnd a

needle lost in a,ha. stack.”
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It’s time for another Pin Money Circle prize. This one is
for the month of March and it goes to Donald Briggs of Chicago,
Ill. He sent in the largest number of subseriptions during
March; and believe me, folks, it was a good big number.

To Donald we are giving an autographed photograph of his
favorite movie actor or actress. He will also receive a hand-
some enlargement of a snapshot of himself, as did the winner of
the February prize. —

Here’s a letter we received from one of our members. He
_makes a suggestion to you all, that, while interesting, would be
very difficult to carry out. And although we feel that we perhaps
cannot take up his idea right now, nevertheless it shows the vital
interest taken in Trail’s End by the writer of the letter.

~ We feel sure that the rest of you share this interest and there-
fore would like to hear what this fellow member has to say.

Dear Editor:

As a member of the Trail’s End Club, I think it would be
_very appropriate if all of our members, or all possible, could get
together some place, sometime during the year, so that we all
could get better acquainted and establish that get-together feeling.
As feﬁ, nyself, I don’t think it would be entirely impossible,
for, in a sense, we're wanderers, are we not? At least, I've
been a wanderer. I have been in nearly every state, and Mexico
and Canada. I’m an ex-college student, ex-cowpuncher, salesman
and many other things. At present I am farming nearly 1,000
acres here in Nebraska. I’'m not quite twenty-two years old, but
1 believe I've had my ‘share of hard knocks.
I'd like to have this printed on the Trail’'s End Club page, and
would like to hear from every member of the club and get their
ideas and also establish correspondence with them. —

Sincerely,

CARL B. COTTINGHAM.

Culbertson, Nebr.
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OUR AIR MAIL is running daily between the editorial office of RANCH ROMANCES and ils readers

throughout the world.
and be in-a position to know
anyone but the reader, md“ we want you 1o
Take a personal interest-in its future.

~be glad to forward and exchange letters.

The FEditor wishes io establish a definite -understanding with every reader
- you want and wh
look upon this magazine as semething distinctly your own.
Write and tell us exactly the kind of story that you think ought

o go into-it. And we want to help make friends for our readers.
" who are thousands of miles away or within a stone’s throw of your own town.

: RANCH "ROMANCES is not published for

We want to help you to know friends
OUR AIR MAIL will

The Editor reserves the right to read and turn over to the

Postal Authorities, if necessary, anything that is not in keeping with the eclean, outdoor spirit of RANCH
ROMANCES Be sure to enclose postage for lexters sent by OUR AIR MAIL.

MAmN .EIKE E

Dear Editor:

Aty Mail corner.
this time.

I have brown, wavy hair -and gray eyes, and am -
terested i -owmation.  But the mearest I can gel to
being - an avietriz is being a private secretory, so that
is what I em learning.

I would like to hear from both sexes, and will ex=
chamge snaps. 1 promise to answer all letters recewed

I have been reading R. R. mag, for some time now
-and think the slories are 8o interesting.

Best of luck to yow and the mag.

: MARION SYMOND,

785 Line St., Camden, N.

- HE'S ATHLETIC
Dear Editor:
Well, I am baeck again. Thmﬁmm seoomior thard

I certaindy

oftempt tohgst Den pais. = 4 dm gamg “to keep on try--

ing, thoug.
Woﬁ'isameofymfolks takepzi:z;tmapoorlons-
gdome boy malke him not so lonesome? - I have
brown hatr and blue eyes and am 22 years old. I am
@ football and basket ball player with high school and
college records:

I am sure 1 can write you some real interesting let-
ters if you-will give me & chamce.  So come all ye
of either sex amd give me, @ steadiast reader of R. R.,

both barrels = : =
= == ,,WH!Z;ZLTE»_}?E}"JBANGO.
Bo ssk St. Pauz, Tndins ' =

Dear Edator
This i3 my second plec

received a, eard.

Our Awr Mail.

I am a constant reader of R. R. I am sending in
my -coupon, so that I too will belong to wyour Trail's
_End Club. :

WAl ammer all letiers and exchange snapshots with
those wio care to. Here's a - description of wyself:

for —pen puls,
This time I hope to- see-my letter in

I am twen..y-two,,bl,o'nd blue-gray- eyes, end o fond

—0f - all sporls:
~ghating.
best w;skes to E. R. and

Hawve o particular yen for: bawlmg and

its editor. 5
Smcerely yours,
: ‘BLONDY.

Chas. Mi lls
= 327 Douglaa Stoy
-~ Sauit Ste. Mane Ont Canadae.

= : - Dear Ez&tm-
This is my seecond attempt to ga.m adm:tfm_to Our~ =
do hope I am- ammful

-y

~hoir and blue eyes.

“yegrs and sure enjoy it. - lt

A TRAIL'S END MEMBER

Last time ¥ girls, and write to me. Wil

“But- this is gettmg lengthy, so Pl ¢lose wcthv

LET’S GO!

This is my seoand letter pleading jor pen pals and
1 hope I see it iw print. There is no mag. on the
wmarket that ewn beat R. K. 1 ean hordly swait for the
next issue. 1 am looking jor pew pals, s6-come on,
boys and girls, and wrile to o lonesome reader,

STAN OF TOLEDO.

Stanley Londry,
3708 Watson Ave., Toledo Ohio.
SHE LOVES HER R. R.
Dear Editor:
Here 1 am egain, asking help from the Air Mail.
Could you_ just pive me a little place in your great

book, R. B.2 -1 sure-—enjoy-it—in the evening. I get

ehaw}tn front of the radio, then my R. R., and I
rest—

“the world. 1 em an old marmd wo-
My husband was in the navy from 1915 until

1992, 80 if anwene rementbers Bpilke, or Dick, Hiller;

write. He was killed last year. I also would like to
hear from amyone else. I am 30 years old, have brown

MRS, ¥THEL HILLER.
2614 E. 79th8t., Chicago; Il

: CURLY HAIR AND BLUE EYES
Dear Editor: :
This is my second altempt to enter into Our Air Mait
department and 1 Rope you will not lurn- me awaey
TGN,
I've been a reader of u

—be_beaten

o R

‘Guess I had belter tell you bout
Pm o girl of 19 years; wth brown. cmly “hair, blue eyea,' :
wnd a- fair complexion.

= Now, come om, all you sold'ers, sailors, cowboys, cow~
answer all letters pronto.

C'URLY OF’ INDIANA.

Waishing the Rawech Ko

Virginia Swmmer;
1802 MeCormick Aveé.,
Washington, Ind.

PALS, WHERE ARE YOU?
Dear Editor:
1 hawe written bejofe but have not had amy pen pals
Am o gisl of 24 and lonesome for pen pels, and I
think that the Ranch Romownces megazine has s good
etories 63 I ever read enywhere. —I sure hope you will

j find apace enough in your Awr Mail pages to prmt this.

Hoping to heer from some
856- West Laeke St., Ogden,

pen pals 8
MI.S’S LULA TUTTLE.
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WHAT ABOUT THIS?

Dear Editor:
Thzswmsaeondlettertomudwmddhketo
have it printed as socm, as possible.
We think the R

where. We're mclc'r;ed to prefer boys—'not}m;g

TWO ARDENT READERS OF R. R.
Miss Portia Sears,
Box 241, Madison, Kensas.
Miss Kathryn Homm,
R. B. 1, Madison, Kansas.

LONELY DOLORES
Dear Editor:

This is my secomi attempt get in the Air Mad,
and I still think R. the best ever. I have read
many other mags., but 15 made up my mind to stick

to R. B. ldohopeyouwzunot burn my letter this_

maslsuremuldbvetohave.sompenpals I
am very 1 and ld appreciate oll letters re-
eeived.

1 would especially like to hear from persons who
could give wme imformation concerning South Awmerica,
Spain, Mexico and Arizona. I'd love to hear from any-
one living there. Others may write also, and I assure
everyone I'll t-ryf'my best to be a true pen

Oh, 1 almost forgot to
18 years of age and have brown hair and brown eyes.

Iammtsrwtedmausportsandwmmfomiof
animals,

Wtshmg R. R. and everyone the best of luck ever, I
will close hoping someone will write to

LONELY DOLORES.
¢/o Our Air Mail.

LET'S HAVE THOSE LETTERS!
Dear Editor:

As @ member of Trail's End I feel as thoush I
should have a chance to get some pen for my
buddy-and I, so bring them on, please. We are just o
DIt of tived wanderers, but we are not too tired to
swrite to pen pals. My buddy is free, white, and of
u.ae,whﬁcl’mﬁﬁ 2 im. tall, an ex-pug., and weigh
182 Iba.; also free, white, and twe'pty-tme 80 come O
let’s have ‘em.

We remain,
JACK amd BUGK‘

885 Gmndmlle Aves,
Grand Rapids, Mich.

NO PALS SO FAR
Dear Editor:

I have written before, but this time I am writing
for pen pals and to say I am sorry, bul most of them
don’t answer. Iwiaawerauw;owntezfltm
me & year.

Iamayonggiﬂoftwenty«mthbrowxhwand
brown eyes. So all grab pen, paper ond write. e

c/o Our Air Mail

noh Romances absolutely canw’t be -
beaten. We wou.ld Like to have pen puls from any- theﬁrststoryandreudeverystomm

- to cover,

pal, >
deseribemysetf 1 am a girl

HOW’S THIS, GIRLS?

Dear Editor:

Just a few lines from a lonely “Virginia Rambier.”

I've beem a constant reader of Ramch Romances for
the past four years. As soon as I get it I start with
Jrom cover
It is the best magazine I've ever read.
“I’ve written to about a dozen of our Air Mail writers,

but so far haven’t v d any 8. Won’t some-
ol:te please write to me?2 Pl be sure to emswer every

fam a young man, twenty-seven years old, six feel
tall, light brown hair and gray eyes. Have been in
aboul thirty foreign countries and about twenly staies
wn the U, S. A p'resent am a construction boss in
New York. Have been here about two months and
haven’t met a single girl, so am awful lonesome. Am
a Virginian and love the 't answer every let-
ter I receive. :

Best wishes to B, B. and oll ifs 7

“THE VIRGINIA RAMBLER."

> Spen
435 Cle'rm.omt Ave., Brooklyn, N, Y.

HE HAS AN ADVENTUROUS DISPOSITION
Dear Editor:

Yip-yip-yip-cc-e!  Whoa there, Tony, ole horsel
Calm down while I sey o few words of greeting to the
Air Mail gang!

Howdy folks! I'm hailing you all from the Wasaich
Ranges in northern Utah. Each summer finds me
riding and comping through these wondrous beauty
spots ef Utah. Yes indeed, folks, it’s a wonderful
country, this glorious old West of ours!

I'm_a Westerner and proud of it. I'm @ young fel-
low, have dark hair and dark eyes, and have an ad-
venturous disposition. I'm also o hearty booster for
the R. R. magazine and always shall be. I enjoyed the
“Brand Fires of Barman’ and “The Slow Poke.” 1
think this mag. has o wonderful assortment of stories.
It helps pass many a lonely evening aroumd the camp
fire. A nge bunch of pen pals would also help out
wonderfully!

Well, folks I'll bid you dll adios cmd 7ride on down
the “Utah Trail.” Hoping I hear from many of the
Air Mail gang real pronto. -

- 3 THE UTAE RANGER.

G B. Johnson, Kaysville, Utah.

THEY'RE AIRMEN IN INDIA
Dwr Editor:

1 have heard from a 'number of the fellows on thw
camp of the huge success of their letiers for pen pals
which you have so Kindly inserted in your magazine,
;o I am asking you if you would do the sawme favor
or me.

I may add that even in this country, so far from
the U. S. A., Ranch Romances is extremely
ond is eayerly read.

My pal end I, two lonely mr'me'n, desire pen pals,
both sexes. Wﬂl answer all letter:

CHARLES EDWARD JOHNSON.
- ERIC JOHN FULLER.
Depot Section,
Aarcmﬂ: Depot, Drigh Road,
Karachi, India.
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= = ANSWERS CAMEL FROM EVERYWHERE
= Dmr
= Maﬁythmkaformintmgmyplwformm& = - = :
alrgady received about 300 replics, and I -only expected  won’t some of you rea
> 201 - The majority were From Amgrican boys and girls; Evembodg from everywhere,
~the yest were composed of Canadians, Engltslg, Dutch, ; Here i3 something about ‘mﬂwlf

g\l [

S Swedea and Hungarians! browm hazr. bfoum eyes, and = :
“But, after all, one’s nationality isn’t-so te'rﬁbly - = s sincerely,
-portant, zs %2 If you ean “play stratght" aend “play-—— : “LONESOME.’

- the game,” that’s what counts, and I hope that someone - »Ewm(md Harter,
- emong those Ive answered 0l prove o reak pal, for — R.F.D. 1, Smoley Road,

someone like-that-is worth bags ~of I@tter acquaantances. Loskboume Ohio.
= Still, Pm sorry that I ledge every P. S—I forgot to say, but Fve got one swell pen pal. >
~leiter I-got, they were 30 mice, btdzt’szmposszbte,asl — —
lost_my job recentty.  Loads of thanks, all of you who WON’T YOU PLEASE? — =

answered. my wee letter and every success 10 R. R. and Dear Editor:
— the Air Mail,
VIOLET ALSTON.

= ;/)41; Mgﬂm,
- @ Parliomentary Road,
~ Glasgow; Scotland.

— rdcd!ng the - R. for abofut two years.
Dear = s == thmk it is the best mag. owt. It contains clean, in-
—— This is t)w secoud t:me Tve ton o you sinece I temetmg gtories, 1 am sure auyone thal rwds it en-
- sterted buying Ramch Romamces. It's one magazine I — joys it.
~haven't grown tired of reading. An R. R. Booster, -
~May ¥ join Our Air Mai#? Pd like to have corre- SEsTa NINA.~
spendem‘s from all over. Here’s o girl who prefers Nine Washeck, = E =

~ _gentlemen with blond hair. Let me hear from them. 6705 Ave. O, Houston
- I have brown hair and brown eyes, am 18 years-old,
and mteres erything. =

WANDERLUSTER.

_ mances, an i3 - : ot to join Cur Awr
. Jmm Riddell, = - ~Mail. We're hoping yow'll tfy ond amaza uS
917 College St., Los Angeles, Calif. : - little space this time. Were both bruneties 7
x - one and oll, we're waiting.
: WOULD ADMIRE TO HEAR FROM WEST ANN and BETTY CARTER.
~~ —— Dear Editor> _ 490 Charles Street,
== How's chances of gettmg in touch with the -gang? Sa/ult Ste. Marie, Ont., Cancda.
= Tﬁwwﬂwt writing. : e
Received ny pin =

-1 am @ youmyg ecity g
So'matzmes my eyes ore black, and
My compléxion is fair, Would admire i from-
‘ram:h Folks, especially From Anzma, Wyommy, Mon~
g tum and Colorado = -~ I aom a to 7 X

' S Ihapemylsturﬁn&atmstﬂmhatmmrofth mweraulet&n-assaonulrm ‘them.
S A(T Mail. — I live in the most beauliful state in the woﬂ& and

< A CMb Member. - ~ aork “in the eity of Hollywood. I have some lovely

- “BLAGKIE.” — gnapshots, I will be glad to send to pals, and can tell
Emdm D. desl e, > much that will be sure to interest your readers.

.932 W 521«1 S&, Chicago, . ‘ - Heve punched cattle, time clocks, and opponents.

5 s E=—oa—se e Have sailed all the seas except the sea of matrimony —

= MARIORIE IS HOPING and have been shipwrecked. Have brown eyes, brown

e Dea,z- Edzto‘r. — hair, ¢ 8ense-of humor end om @ lm:e'r,of music, art,

= — This is my second plea for pen pais Hope I get a mtur ecd —and 1 =

break this time. = = =

= 1 em @ member of Frail’s End Club'cmdf"
reader of Ranch Romances. —

I am-a sirenger here.

my an!y relative, 86 -

1= a.m

West Los Angeles thf

= I lmfa s:ports; —an ng good s e = =
= 1 would love to hear jrom boys, sadors, nts = BROWN “EYES HAS PEP -
= amd anyone loving the :mtdoors : j Dma: Editor: — S
Three cheers for R. R.-and-it3 editor- === e, this iz my- second letier to Our Air Mail.
e = With hopes, = Please, Lditor, have a heart and print this one so [

- MARJORIE K, DUNCAV can get some pen pols. 1 live on a farm and like to—

G'eneml Delwery, Peona., ., write letters. €ome on, boys end girls, grab ycm,r p«ms
= and pencils ond shoot some letlers X

I am seventeen years old, ha

Z —best b also exchange snaps.
1 have fmved so memy mters that 2 cam’f, posszblv R, F gazm “amd- I wish it success
cmswer them all. In fact I “received about 300 lette'rs = =

Ynmrs sincerely,

ELSIE TEAL, -

Please Ednor. p’n’ “this letter; bemse T wxmt ol = ==
of those good people that wrote to me to know that 1 R. 1, Box 30,

appreciate thewr kindness in- u,ntang. 1 will ansier mandrenu, So. Dakola. -

s many a3 1 ean. = = S — =z
2 = AN R R AD‘MIRER. = == FOR*GOOD-LOOKING BOYS ONLY =
= Rudy Rwe, - Dem- Edztor. =

oz 288, Brookltm, Mass, — = TPhis {e my second letter to the Air Mml Dept cma

e - I am waiting at the end of the road to see it-in print.
3 1 want nice dark boys between the ages of 21 and 23
“to write to- me: I prefer boys in- sumny Tennessee,
B di = ~ Oklahoma, Colmdo to write to- me. - Please, boys,
‘,mf ,ptio‘pe# 'teéterﬁzOquzf ptmmahrm& hm:eaubummﬂghmrmabmwn
Mait, ' dan’t me this time,— = “eyes amd wear these long dresses, 00.  Am 19 at
I’ve bcen readz’”ﬂg Rd:n;h Rmnam:es for over a year - present and Iuwe t«moht dtmcm.o. =




OUR AIR MAIL

Have read the R. R. for a year and fhink tbemma
@re so clean and interesting. Again may I soy will
you good-looking boys in ﬂwso states. sentl me @ special

delivery letter?
IRISH TOMMY.
Eihelyn Riley,
531 Barrow St., Mobeﬁy, Mo.

WANTS TO HEAR ABOUT THE WEST

Dear Editor:

Thszsmyaeamdaaempttogetaleusrmtedm
Ranch Romamces, ond I sure hope I have better success
this time tham I did the first time. I have read Ranck
Romances for quite o while and can really say that I
* think the stories are good and clean, also very inieresi-
ing, although I will eonfess I read Our Air Mail first.

Now, dear editor, I wish you would please print my
letter, as I want some real pen pals awfully bedly. I
want to hear about differemt places in the West amd
Sowﬂlmmpwdtoworkﬁsam&mfwm I om
thinking seriously of look n other
parts. Would bike mpalstownteto.Sopleass
help me out. Wouldliketalwarfroma'nymmrmy
own age, which is between 30 and 40. Hawe dark
brown hair and dark eyes, medium complexion. Am

awfully inferested im awiation, music, and ranches,

where I would love to spend @ Now,

won’t some of you lonely, sincere pals write io
= LONESOME.

¢/o Ow Air Mail.

EYES OF BLUE
De%r Editor:

hwmakanwsecondattemptbgumylm

prinied in your magazine.
I'm o comstant reader of your mag. and I think it
is the best ever. In faci have Just joined your Trail's
End Club.
I'malondyCalzfmwywlaﬂdmtaboafuu of
letters. 1 will answer all leiters as soonm Gs mssibla,
If you dont get an_answer right away mt kacs
zngaior it, beex it’s g, I pr
. bri o promise.
There, does that plmc you?
Oh yes! a description—eyes of

, 16 years old,

and my temper just goes with my dark red hair
cwrly) I like all sorts of outdoor sports.
My favorite hobby is writing letters. Wishing the

Double R. magazine barrels of success, 1 thank you,
editor. I just knew you would publish this letter.

I remaim,
BOBBY.
Maryan Squire,
Box 52, Stratford, Calif.

/A SOLDIER LAD
Dear Editor:

Muthewmlmmwmmziw
Mail, but if 1 do mot see this in print, it will not be
“the last, as I want pen pals golore, the more the better,
%;:d I will promise to answer ecch and every one of

em.

I am 21 years younmg and have brown eyes and dark
wavy hoir and want to hear from boys and girls any
age, onywhere. 1 have dome quite o lot of travelmg
and magbe I eould tell you some interesting things:

Oh! 1T almost Forgot to tell you I am o soldier boy in-

this men’s army, but let’s hope that doesn’t make any
differenee, as a soldier gets wery lonely somelimes.
Here’s hoping I see this in print, and wishing the best
mag. in the world continued suceess.
A SOLDIER LAD.
F, Skimner, — -

Charles =
U S A M P Ord; = e
* Ft. Dupont, Del. S

DON’T FOGRGET POLLY

Dear Editor:

This is the second time I have writlen within the
last five weeks and I am hoping to see this leiter in

print. I realize, of course, the length of iime it takes

pu,blzsh requests in Ranch Romances, so don't think
I am impatient.

I am tall, have brown hair and biue eyes.
my_ late teens,

Last yeor 1 wrote to Ranch Romonces and I got
quite a few leiters but wnot enough to quench wy thirst

for more.
Come om, dll When you start to
_POLLY FORAN.

I am in

“you pen pushers.
exereise the postman don’t forget
64 Carey Ave., Chelsea, Mass;

nd I never
Mkmw'twmdd.'

- have pen pals, too—don’t you?
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TWO TALL FELLOWS

Dear Editor:

%naﬁrswondattsmpttoemshthegaﬂsof
Our Air Mail, and hope we have better luck this time.

You see we are really after pew pals and plenty of
them. So, Miss Editor, won’t yow publish this letter
and help us out? lease

Maybe we should itry to describe ourselves. Here
goes: I (Bob) am 8 jeet tall, blue eves. brown curly
‘hair and fair eomplexion. Charlie is 6 feet tall, with
bfm gm and dark hair and fair complexion.

oz;m you lomesome girls and fellows and

'urn'te to a ple of lonely Eamcastrions. We will
answer all leiters as soon as we can and also swap

snapshots.
Wishing the B. R. the best of luck we remain,
BOB and CHARLIE.
Charles Keller,
983 N. Lime St., Lancaster, Pa.
- R. W. Weichel,
Girard Ave,, W. Laneaster Ph.

H,OW ABOUT IT, FOLKS?
Dear Editer:

This is-my second plea for pen pals. 1 have read
your magazine for the last two wyears, and I have en-
joyed them immensely. Now, I think all who read my
leiter will have the same impression of Rawmch Ro-
mances; that it is the best magazine i the world.
How about it, folks?

I want people from all over the world to eorrespond
with a lonesome girl of Chieago. 1Ii’s wery lonesome
here, and maybe yow pen pals will give me a break.

I am a girl of sevenieen years of age, with medium
blond hair, blue eyes, one dimple, and my hobby is to
write letters.,

So come on, all you fdkmamdwntetome F
hope someone will read my letter and answer my plea

for pen pals.

; LONESOME SILEEN.
Miss Eileen Donovan, :
4445 N.AW St., G%wago IH.

“C‘URLY" WANTS PALS
Dear Editor:

I don’t suppose my ﬂrst lettvr will appear in print,
but that doesm’t keep me from writing. I have read
your wonderful magazine for several years amd think
it the cleanest and most interesting magazine on sale.

First 1 will tell you a little about myself. I am a
nurse (and proud of it), have light curly heir and
gray eves, and also 18 years of age. I love all outdoor
sports am especially fond of dancing.

“ Now here s my question—I- think a nurse might
I just love to write to
peoplea»dlmmuthewhkaamddzslﬂces,salhope
someone will answer.

Hoping you ﬁm! spae&far my humble letter.

oodle Loe,
CURLY.
2 Mamme Memorial Hospital,

. Ocalo, Fla.

R. R. IS FULL OF THRILLS
Dear Editor:

Weil, 1 am mnot so easily discouraged that 1 wow’t
try again o gel -my letter published in Our Air Mail
column. I think Ranch Romances has the most thrili-
ing stories of ranch life and I am alweys anxious for
the next number to arrive.

Your Air Mail pages are wmost interesting as they
give one the opporiunity of learning about the different
types of persons and their Jevorite recreations and
pastimes, This not only broadens owr wiews on the
study of humoan nature but also gives us a chance to
increase the number of our friends.

I live in the country near a smell town where I am
employed as a bookkeeper, stenog. and general office
clerk. After living i the city for about four years 1
find it rather quiel here in the couniry, although I
maust admit I like the country,

Here’s hoping someone else who i3 as lonesome as
mysekiwﬂlmnswermmuformmls

= Sincerely,
MISS OLIVE B. NOONAN

Bel Air, Maryland.




By PROFESSOR MARCUS MARI
- GEMINI s '
JUNE

EMINI mies until June'i twenty-first. These people belong mainly to the realms of art,
science, and mechanics, but so varied are their tastes that they are seldom satisfied
- _with one occupation or pursuit. ~They have fine minds, hnght, spai"kﬁng and witty,
but they Iack concent:aﬁon; and, though they have a w:de knowledge, is frequeaﬁy supers
fcial, - -
: Whﬂe thexr mmds are qmck to devise plans, they reqmre and hhe admce to h:elp 1hem
= decide ways and means of carrying them out.
These people should cultivate concentration, and tryto check the extraordinary change-
—ability of their natures, for they have many excellent qualities of both mind and tempera- -
- ment wluc.h but forthen'ﬁddeness of purpose, would lead themtoachlevemanyofthear'
“In busmess Gemmpeoplemﬂ ﬁu&assoeaton thhtbmebom'm-'l‘anms'atCaeaeerl
producﬁve of steady progress. ASSOCIatIOﬂ wxﬂa ‘Lim or Sagxﬂm'ms people would prove -
: agmeable as well as profitable.
Gemini peopie will find their ideal mates and fnends in the signs of Sagttarms “They :
ate, however, usually bﬁmte in marriage, whatever sign their maftes are chosen from.—
- Professor Mari will give a personai reading to any reader who sends in the coupon.

ssseassssaictna

et it s st ibassret it on S siesie Ssseaa—
, : ~ = = = =
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I you leve your dog, dont let ﬂeas torment
him. Use Sergeant’s Skip ?lea Soap or
Sergeant’s Skip Flea Powder. ==

Famous Dog ‘Book Free ==

: = JOHN GALLISHAW

- We urge you fo write for your free copy of ey R stiows Tiow
Sergean og Book, which explains in clear, r?asmgusmere:fwi;oies" of ﬁﬁ{ﬁg %ﬁgé :

everyday language the care of dogs, the

symptoms of their dweases and the best treat-

ments. This book is illustrated and contains

interesting articles on the care, feeding and-

breeding of dogs. Use the coupon.

: Sergeant’s Dog Food

: m'ﬁd “for-aecoptable short
163, 1 OV 3
"7 help- meet thid demand, to_ discover _new stars for the
TINALaZines,- to 4eve.op YOour talent. if you have ever had the urge _
1o put down on Daper an idea or expenence—.‘l’ohn Gallishaw now

— In addition to the famous Sergeant’s Dog e p\tbl}l;;ampn of the ste- text of the éa&glms (I;am—
] shaw —Course Creative W'rl iwe remar 6 volumes
- — Medicines, your dealer now has Sergeant’s totatmg—1000- pages: ‘end writers of years™

Others, b xS
standing,- have paid $500 for this instruction in personal—een=

Dog Food, ‘This balanced ration contains a
: sultatione

large proportion of freshly cooked beef. A Are You Eager to Write SuccessTully?

splendid food for all dogs and pups. We John Gallishaw has discovered talent in amszing plaees: Miss
- 7 £ 2 3 s G. M., a stenographer in her 3¢’s, using his method, quickly
guarantee your dog aill eat if. Sergeant’s sold her first stoty, then Six others, at €300 ofch; then 8- novel
Dog Medxcmes —and Sergeants Dog Food are —and sold -the_movie rights for $2 I, V.- M., young husi-

1d his_ first Story A@G second for--$166, a-
Now - giv mn f.ime and “earns -—over $26,008

M. J.; mother with- three small <hildren, using
S large inceme—is on

glze ~of Amerxca.n Pen-
t shoit story prize. Asst Dean of Harvard,
2 ol Iohn Gsmshs.w discovered —and - ﬂeveleped
other now celebrateéd writes

Iet the Gallishaw methoct belp YoU with those rich Tewards.
His 2-volume Course tells just what- you must. know. Vol I—
“The Only Two Ways to Write a Story’—tells~"how fo-put &
story together’> ana analyzes: complete texf of 20 master stories
Vol 1—“The Twenty Problems of Fietion Writing’—gives the
basic - principles for technical mastery—tells ~you “how to fell
= vour storv.”” Then, as & user of his method, to get John
Gallishaw’s personal advice, you are entitled to-a FREE analysis
of @& story written by yourself.

Prove to yourself you can write stories that seHi—or

return the books after five days’ free use.
The form . below minga -this ecomgpiete  2-vel. Course for five
t - se6 - how - easily ~you can_ master
w—'s way:.. If you-don't ses

sold by dealersseverywhere.
robtam them wntem -direet.

, Plcascrl“lgil This Coupbn
- ’ ~ Polk Miller Products Corp.

2261 W, Broad St
Richmond, Va.

~ Please send me a free copy of
— Polk Millex’s Dog Book

Sexid
—for —enly three momhs
elae to- buy, ) = —
Will “you be John Gallishaw’s next "d;scaver}’? F}m{mt} 2
~Get these books! Send -no -money, pay the postman nothing——jus -
mail the form below to G. P. PUTNA&S SO\‘S (Dept ‘156)
2 West 45th Stmet New York Cityo— —— ——

it S i s e T o — —— —— f—— —
6. P. PUTNAM’S SONS (Eent 56),
2° Ygest 4bth Street, New York Tify.

Send me- John -Gallishaw's—2-vol,- Short-Story Writing Cousse
“for freo examination. _At the end of 5 days I will either joail — =
vou -33 and then 33 for thrée -cousecutive months or return the
bOQKS Upon gxpletmg payments 1 will be entitled to-a free‘

Gnmshaw of 2 story written by me. - S

— DOG MED'CINES? f
"A MEDICINE FOR EVERY DOG AILMENT®

SOICCana&mﬂ*ageﬂts Fred] Whitlow& Co-, Toronto = = 'cm’r ina. ﬁ"mfz- e = =

Please mentlon NEWS‘STAND GROUP—MEI\LS LIST when ancuermg ady er{ﬂemcms




Amaz ingy

Way to Get Into
ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your lifewsaiting for$5 raises ina dull, hopeless job.
Now .., and forever. .. say good- byeto 25 and 85 dollars a week.
Let me teach you how to prepare for positions that lead to $50,
$60, and on up to $200 a week in Electricity — NOT by corres=
but by an way to teach right here in the

great Coyne Shop that makes you a practical expert in 90
daysl Getting into electricity is far easier than you imagine!

LEARN WITHOUT BOOKS ~ In 90 Days
By Actunl Work=in the Great Coyne Shops

1 don’t care if you don’t know an armature from an air brake

—1I don’t expect you tol It makes no difference! Don’t let lack

of money stop you. Most of the men at Coyne have no more

money than you have.}That's why I have werked out my as-

tonishing offers.
Earn While Learning

If you need part-time work to help pay your living expenses I'll
help you get it and when you graduate Pli give yon lifetime
emplioyment service, And, in 12 brief weeks, in the great
roaring shops of Coyne, I train you as you never dreamed you
con!d be trained...on onec of the greatest outlays of electrical

us ever bled...real dynamos, engines, power
plants. autos, switchboards. transmitting stations . . . every-
thing from door bells mfarmpowetgnd lighting . . . full sized
.+« in full operation every day i

No Books =~ No Lessons

Nodallbooks, nobaffling charts, noclasses, you getmdzvxdualtrainlng...
all real actoal work. . bux]dmg real batteries . . . winding real armas
tares, real dy nd generators, wlrmghoueee etc.
GET THE FACTS (o isyomr ongercet shanes et
into electricity. Every obstacle is re~
moved. This school is 30 years old—Coyne training is tested — proven
beyond all doubt—endorsed by many large electrical concerns. You can
find out cverythm% absolute]y free. Simply mail the coupon and let me
send-you the big, free Coynebook of 150 photographs . . . facts. .. jobs
.‘Salaries... opportum‘ha Tells you how many earnexpenses while
trammg‘ and how we assist oar graduates in the ﬂeld This does not
obligate you. So act at once. Just mail conpon.

BIG BOOK FREE?

Send for my big book containmg 150 photo aphs telling complete
< ¥ big tory—absolute FR.F;F 2 £ g

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
500S.PaulinaSt., Dept. A0-66, Chicago, .
S - F--F- A F % B B 32 B F §--8 % 3 § }
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL. H. C. Lewis, Pres.
S00 S. Pauiina Street, 0-68, Chicago, iNinois

Dear Mr, Lewis: Without obhgahon send me your big, free
catalog and all details of Free Employment Service, Radio,
A!rplnns, and Automohve Electrical Ceurses, .mci how 1

‘earn while learning.””

Name i

Addr

il e e Slale T

Brings you 1his beautiful
DIAMOND RING %

You Pay $395¢

“we Baclk for $80
A“lucky" deal make it pos-
aible for us to offer this guar-
$50 value for #39.50,

- Lnrge brilliant AA! diamond

in ladies carved 18K white gold

.g er’s name, (5)
ow long employed.
Ring will come for 16 day trial—if
satisfied pay £3.85 & month. Otherwise
“uzzny Teturn and dollar
will be refunded.
Act TODAYI

Catalog Seong

LW SWEET e §

I DEPT.5701 /670 BROADWAY NEW YORK

LEARNToPLAY

VIOLIN, TENOR BANJO, HAWALIAN GUITAR BANJO COR-~
NET, GUl TAR, HAN OLIN, BANJO ANDOLI BANIO-
GUITAR, SNAR ERUH. FIEL DRUH. PIANO nr ORGAN
quickly COD: easy to learn home-study
Lum- are 8o -nnpl

lJDl‘! %a r only 10 les: ousan:
girls have lumsd to play quickly and proﬁa.nﬂ

of teaching. Cost is less then 10c & day Pu while o ygles Iann

pulnr and play for profit sasure. r Free Trial,
instrument except PIANO and ORG. AN furmshed “if dcs\r-d at wholesale price.
CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL-OF M IC, INC.

1632 No. Halsted St., Dept. 7 Chicago, fil.

B ki hspector

HERE'S A STEADY JOB FOR YOU

Pays up to $250 per month plus expenses. Interesting

outdoor work--regular honu--h-avel or remain near
home--unlimited opportunities. en’19-66 can qualify,

We'll train_you by spare time homa instruction, and

up n completion, see that you get a job payin $120 to

150 per month msun. or refund your tuition. i ivance

uckly to $175 and up per mon

éegs what traffic inspection can do-for yon.
O

{ Standard Business 'l‘ramlng fnst.
Division UFFALO, WM. Y.

NOSE Zeautiied

*230 DAY HOME TRIALee
Dr. Josephs’ Nose Corrector can
make your nose beautiful by mould-
ing flesh and cartilage to desired
shape. Worn night or day in ab-
solute comfort. Amazing and last-
ing results in shortest time. -~FREE
BOOKLET tells how. Write today.
Dr; JOSEPHS, Inc.
F 30 Irvington, N, J.

free bocklet
Send for it

Dept.

Please mention Newsstanp Group—MEeN’s List, when answering advertisements




- MOULDING A
MIGHTY CHEST

y

AMUSEMENT PARK

- =

— = %% youzls wn:h t}‘? Harley-Davidson = } :
- Motorcycle — the dip and zoom of {
the “Roller Coaster”, the thrilling Get a 46 Inch Chest

hirl Ai
z; =] gffihhz ‘Wffuh;Pf +the zlp and — Complete Course on Chest Bmldmg

All yours to enJOY—eVery ttme you =
ride your Harley-Davidson — for

ememes the thrills OE : Learn the real secret of powerful  chest building.

a dgzen SpO!'tS in one. You never Know all about the miiscles that Iift, widen and deepen

tire of it the chest and broaden the shoulders. Practice the special-

ized exercises which will make YOUR chest massive and

. = - powerful.. The greatest analysis of vital, vigorous chest

= ':What.\vondefﬁ‘d vaca‘tfon and PUt development ever written. Learn the -Hindoo “religious
= ing trips you'll take with the jolly system of exercises that makes théir wrestlers and strong
bunch of Harley—Dawdson riders! men invincible. A- Hindoo strong man and - wrestler
Andih 1 Harl —= threw Zybysco in two seconds. -Many other methods un-

1 € cost 1550 OW‘—'a, eY' = =1 known to-the American body builder, are explained,

Davidson isez
is only a penny or two per ‘mile. -
Let your mearest Havley -Davidson

= Semg]ete with anatomic illustrations on which are indi-
ca‘te& the - httle Jnown vital “spots in creating vital
ild—for yourself a Hercu-

-Jowett, built his chest

Dealershowyouthe 1930 models,and : f“’"’ 137 m“hes ot "1;“!’ z hm‘;hes H°f “’"’553%
= = -musecular sqeng'tl} Evelsp yonr “chest witlt Straps o

exblmn his Pa’y -As Tou Ride Plan. 2 big steel muscle. - Fill it full of frresistible vital strength
and- energy. = = =

Matl the coupon to us for literature.

= WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN GOLD—GET IT TEDAY

s a e OAH AR LEY To each purchaser will be given a FREE COPY of

= = THE THRILL OF BEING STRONG. It is a-priceless

= book to the strength fan and muscle builder.- Full of

2 D Av lp s o N -|_ pictures-of marvelous bodied men who tell you decisively

= = - | -how you can build symme‘try and strengt_h the equal of

: Ma:i the Cou on. = = th“’s‘

P —REACH OUT—GRASP THIS SPEC!AL OFFER

JOWETT INSTITUIE oi PHYSICAL CULTURE
422 Peplar Street, Dept, 2-F, Scranton, Penna,

Dear Mr. Jowett: T am enclosing 25¢c. Please send me
the cotrse \{OLLDT\JG A MIGHTY CHEST and a
iree Copy of THL THRILL OF BEI\(J STRO o

HARLEY-DAVIDSON- MOTOR CO.
Dept. N. S. G.; Milwaukee,- Wis.

Ime:ested in your metorcycles.
Send literature.
Name..—
Address

My age is [} 16-19 years, [] 20-30 years,
g 3 yeaés and up, [] under 16 years.

8 f»lg&mé: =
Beckyour age group = == =

= der&s = == = S

PkaSP mention T\'r,w«mms GROHP—ME\IS fisT, when a"\v\e'mg ad\ ertisements =
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rain You

aT I-IOMME

My new practical,
quickly to.fill any ol me

Study Course prepares yon
ascinating Avi;u(;m job;,soeuher (;n
the ground or as a ﬂyerm.ngato. a week.
I trfﬁtn you to sucoeed one of the thousands of
air and ground jobs now opm and I help you to find your
right place in -Aviation, -

1’11 Help You Get Your Job

Tearn a¢ home in your spare hours.
can be ready to take vour flying instructions at greatly reduceg
rates at any airport near your home, or rj 0
Or you can step into any aviation ground job with my help. ¥x<
perience or advanced education not mnecessary.  Aviation—the
fastest growing industry is calling you! You risk nothing.
you are mot satisfied after completing my course, Tl refund yo!
tuition. Take the first step by mailing coupon NOW for -my mg
FREE Book and Tuition offer. -

MAJOR R. L. ROCKWELL jor R. L. ckwell,
Dayton_School of Aviation Dayton School of Avmmh,
Desk E-6, Dayton, Qhies wb?'k E-&Pbaxtnn, '?hio.

ajor: Please rush my
Mail_Coupon copy of FREE BOOK on amazing,

g:’t'“’ S0k easy way to get into Aviation.

State.....

Age.

i guaranteed.
to
SEND NO MONEY 152t ol e
znlugement uza 16x20 in, guaranteed fadeless,
e plus poshge or send $1.00

f.h ord d tay
With “each ﬂxs?giuﬁ:it”&i Wi SPECIAL |
send FReE ahand-tintedminiature F REEOFFER
repmductmn ot photo gent. Take advunmge

£ this g offer -- send your photo to:
UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY
900 West Lake St. Dept, G-590, Chicazo, 1il.

OBARM

is a mysteriously alluring 11>erru.me that

D'AMOUR

( ) Steno-Typist
) Immigrant Inspector

)
2 )
) U. S. Border Pm'ol
; Chaun'eur Carrier
)

Skilled Laborar %
) Postnéutar

Typis =
ST e Bl R
nities, etc. ALL SENT FREE.
Name ....e

AGENTS $8 ADAY

Everybody needs food. Our wonderful
new plan gives customers- better quality
and lower prices. Men and women Rep-
resentatives wanted now. $8 a day and
Free Ford Tudor Sedan to producets.
No experience or capital required. 350
ZANOL Products—all fast sellers. Pure
Food Products, Toilet Preparations,
Soaps, etc. All needed in every
home, Big orders. Big profits.
Steady repeat business. Write
quick,

American Products Co.
5826 Monmouth Ave.

4
=p
& 4
1§
2
|2

A Better | Lookmg Nose!

Improve yoi 1 appearance
My new Model 25 lNose Shaper is de-~
signed to improve the shape of the nose
by remoulding the cartilage and fleshy
parts, safely, and painlessly. This is
aecoomplished thrqugh the very fine and
precise adjustments which only my pat-
ented Model 25 possesses,
lasting. Can worn at mi
ing the day. Money renmded if not sat-
isfled after thirty days’ trial. Write for
BT s g

. TR s - Bl amton. N. Y.
e Shaving

PATENTS

Time counts in applying for patents. Don’t risk delay in
protecting your ideas. Send sketch or model for instruc-
tions or write for FREE book, ‘“‘How to Obtain a Patent”
and ““Record of Invention” form, No charge for informa-
tion on_how to proceed. Communic&twns strictly econfiden-
tial. -~ Prompt, careful, efficient service. Clarence A.
O’Brien, Registered Patent Attomey, 187-A Security Sav-
ings and Comm’l Bank Buudmg ( ectly across street
from Patept Office) Washington, D.

STOP ‘Tobaceo

can escape the harmful effecis of tobacco

attracts and fascinates.
charm and gentle magic is poignant,
sweet and lingering as one’s first kiss.
It lends the charm you need to be
happy in love and social affairs. As
an introduction to the American public we are
offering this five-dollar bctt'e &t the ridiculously
Tow- pnco of QﬂcEp epaid o) gl .28 €.0.D, plus
g«;ﬂ FREE--one zold‘ lled St. Theresa
eda! hon if you order at oni

PARISIAN PRODUCTS £0., 757 Imdway, l. ¥.C., Dept. NSB

E A DETECTIVEI

Make Secret Investigations |
Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary
i — DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write —

| GEO. N. H. WAGNER, 2190 Broadway, N. Y. |

Name

R R R R R R PR e

!.-h)rircss TR e e SO S

Dont try to qmt mthout assistance. Let our simple inexpensive
remedy help you. A complete treatment costs but $2.00, Every
penny promptly ‘wefunded if you do not get desired resuits.

Ours is a harmless preparation, carefully compounded to over-
come the condition, that will make quitting of tobacco:pleasant,
and easy. It comes with & money back guarantee.

Anti-Tobacco League (il %t

ACCOUNTRRT

Execut«vs Aceouuw:h a.nd C. P. A"s enrn 33 000 £0 810, Oog 2 ve:;
Puh couni~
nntsin tbe Unlt.ad Smtu We min you tbomly at home in Spaie Y hm
f C.P. Bxlmmannn!or Ppoou: g rvm no‘
nal supervi

Flmores ascesetey, rgning (2der the perqecal spirypian 8
A.’s; including members of the arlcsn !nsdtute of Acco mtmﬁ.
f;ltet ‘or fres book, ‘*Accountancy, the Profeasion that Paye.”” /
Satle Extension Un!versity Dept, 675-H Chicago'
The World's Larges! <

Please mention NEWSSTAND GrOUP—MEN’S

LI<T when answering advertisements

Watchm. ~ ——

i

A



‘Work for Uncle Sam: Get-good pay, T
creases, -vacations -anid “sick- leave

01
tells about all jobs, near home or traveling, the
money, what you need to_know and how to get
e,  Forge lial hunting.
|MPoR‘i‘-‘AM NOTH E-<Ratiway Postal Clovk examiba-
tion coming. Yearly pay with -allowances averages
$2759.00. Prepare you yoursel NOW Send coupon at onee.

S

Panerson. cwll Service Expe:t; PATTE‘S‘ISON

SCHOOL, 446 W Bl Ro:
Pt me. ot oplisas

=" nl a few ceat;
Jy' Faci s is( 5)6;5:15
Xer:

“price e:

Money back ind
fied.
ciser desltod.

Progressive Exerciser Co.
, Langdon Building

-Dept. 5006,
Duane Street and Brondwu
= New York Cﬁy -

wh

lIllex'eas ra.n un- ONLY
ORI of oppor-
tunity for every- 52'°°
ons- to develop

instructions -
“arciser. Made in cable *tomrr as
trated - below, i 4 convenient Sizés. Re-

sistance to 400 -1bs, 5 cables for 32, 10 cablées for
34 15 cables—for 36 and 20 ca.bles for §8. Build your-

into- just what you want

SEW NO MONEY.

i

Write.

on deliv-

@bltOeggmeOr NoPay

help sfnp

Cngars, Pipe, Chewmﬁaor Snuﬂ‘ Write for full treatmen

ntams -no dope or
cueeessﬁﬂ. nothing if not. SUPEI

bit forming drugs. Coste $2.00 xf
CO., A-11, Baitimore, Md.

ete.
ing t

af
How to overcome bad habits, how to give a home
perrorma.ncc get-on -the stage, etc.  Helpful to every
man and woman, executives, salesmen, doctors, mothers,
\unplo, easy.  Learn-at home, Only $L10, nclud- -

~25 Tessons in Hypnomsm Mind Reading and
Mngnenc Healing. Tells how ‘experts hypnotize
a - glance,-make others obey their commands.

he ‘“Hypnotic Eye,” a new aid for amateurs. Send

stamps or M. O. {or pay C. O plus postager: Guaran-
. Educator Press, 19 Park- Rw, New York. Dept. B3t

DIRECT FROM MOVIELAND

G LOVE LETTERS
> 3 — BEAUTY PSYCHOLOGY

= and p Jd end v
der to its charms 52 50 value sx
¥ $1.27°C with instruetion. Free
THR!LLING LOVE LETTERS
Burning emsuea of famous characters, also
Secrets of Love's Psychology and original 7
cal and suecessinl plans for Love

= psychologi
Wone Co.‘ixepc_ N-9, Box 1250, Ilallywaod, Cal

Men an

: Industry’s lsaderoﬁm you directs
to-wearer agency. Pays big. Happy

work. Thonsands suceessful. Samp

outfit free. Start at once. Write today.

CARLTON WifL!

79 Fifth Voo Yotk R v

d Women—

fon, your: free-book -

save a cent

in

years and my small

“week. l ret scnmpai

ST
uved and did 31 her mwashmg and housework, but the
hills k?:t _piling-up I could see 5he w&s a.lways afraid

lose my positlou. Bu&f@n Ik

s same old rut.

ftmg along in

¢ “Then one day I met Tom Wzlson, who used to work nght
- beside me. He told me he was making $5000 a year and had

& nice home in the suburbs, a

new car and everything.

$sked him how he happened to get ahead so fast. ‘Oh, I got
t!red working for a small salary,’ he said, ‘so I started stud ying
st home through the International Correspondence Schools.

it out

received a in salary an:lﬁg
was-next ‘n line for manager of my department. - We've got-

“That woke me up. I told Margaret that if the L. C. S.
could help a man like Tom Wilson it could- help me. So L
3 1. €. S. coupon and mailed it to Scr:

anton. =
me. In four months ¥
eforethe end of the year I

a car of our own now and & bank accuunt that’s growing

every day.”

How do you stand when your employer checks up his men for
promotion? ~Does he think of you? 1Is there any reason why lyou

should bo selectsd? Ask yourself t

hese questions. ~ You must

them squarely #f you expect advancoment and more money.

At least find out what the 1. C.
particulars, but that one siep may

S, can da for you. It deasn’t
full

¢ost you a penny or obligaie you in-any way fo am gk for
Y

change your entire

_Maal /Couﬁiifi:faif' Free Booklet

“*Fhe Universal

4*%Who

B

1N ER*ATLDHAL QOBRESFONDENGE SGHGOLS

Gniversity”

~-Box 2129-E, Scranton, Pénna.

Wlthout rost 02' oh: &gﬂom please -send me & copy of four honk-r
and full particulars about the subjeet

belafe \vhf.ch I have maﬂxed X in the list below:

- TECHNICAL AND IND
[ Eicctrical Engineering

£l

[} Mechanical Drafisman

B Machins Shop Practice
Railroad Positions

{1Gas Engine Operating

{1 Civil Engineer [JCoal Mining™

USTRIAL COURSES -

T Architect

L} Architécts” Blueprints

£} Contractor-and Builder

L1 Architectural Draftsman
{1 Struetural Draftsnian

{1 Concrete Builder

L1 Structural Engiceer

D Chemistry — [J-Pharmacy

1 Surveying and Mapping - Aufomobile Work
Bis’{gmbhng and Heating .3vmtion EmzinEl it
Q0) Engmmrmz griculture avigation
= = e = DM‘athemn*xcw D 2adio
= — BUSINESS’ TBEIM!NG COURSES -
“[IBusiness Management. {JSalesmanship
- FiInqustrial Management ClAdvertising =
Personnel Management CIBusiness Corres) nden e
e Management £l Show Card and "n Letzarmz
Aemuntink and C, P. A, D“(Lnoﬂrnphy -and
Coaching nglish —E1Civil S ervice
[JCast Accounting Rail\my Malt Clerk
{1Bookkeeping Grade Sehool Subisets
[18ecretarial Wark =i} High School Subjects
{JSpanish - [J French OIHlustrating {1 Cartooning
Name e
Street Address. === ‘l_

St""

ing i €
tionsl Corr 7 Schoolg €

eond PRI sebon 1o Tntorna
Limited, Montreal, Canade

Plcase mentxou \E\VSSTA\‘D (TA\\J'UP_—\TEV < LIST when




LIMITED LOW | @
PRICE OFFER <
Send No Money

My

e

“VE OVER tuu.r ON THIS OFFER

But you save still more if you buy now. Every thing’s included
in this special low price offer. Big, rugged” 18 Cable Exe

adjustable to 200 1bs. resistance.
for Back and Shoulder development, Hand Grip that bluld?“
husky Wrists and Forearms. ead Gear to brmg out those~
dormant Neck Muac]es Foot Stirrup and Harness that develops

Complete Wall Exormnng

sinewy Calf and Thigk Muscies. Regulation Heavy Skip Rope for
Speed, - Endurance and Win And a° completely illustrated
Course of lnstructmn. All_This—For Only $3.98!  Take advap-

tage of this temporary low price offer NOW.

5 Jurstmsend yolur lr;ame a.r;d addre‘ss. saw;;ll ?hip ev%n‘nhlgo out
y return mai ay postman only plus postal char
Qutside United States, Cash With Order. . ! e

INSTITUTE FOR PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT, Inc.
13 East 22nd St. Dept. F-21 New York, N. Y.

TwiLL TRMN ' UAT HOME

Hundreds of fine jobs paying $50, $60,
75, $100 8 week are opening every year

in Broadcasting Stations, Commercial Land

Stations, Radio Factorles, with Dezlers

.Yn?x Jobbeis and 'otllller Radio branches;
ou can Jearn -at home in your

time to be a Radio Expert. o

= Extra money repairing ssts
any make $200 to $1,000 in -
borhood while lam-ning Wrn:h?al: 9‘%‘1211 ¥
Rowards in Radio.” It tells you about § %
Radio’s many opportunities, my ecourse &
snd Lifetime Employment Service, No
Bbligation. No agent will call, ACT NOW.,
3. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 0 F &
Nat’l Badio Institute, Washington, D, C.

Ouly 4 Motions used in playing this fascinating instru-
ment. Our native stanan instructors teach’youn to
master them quickly. Pictures show how.
thing expiained clearly.

Piay in Hatf Hour (
After -you met the four
easy motions you ol
harmonious chords wi:
very little practice, No

~_ Easy Lessons -
Bven if you don't know
one note from another,
“the 52 printed lessons
and clear pictures make
previous musical knowl it easy to learn quk:klyv
edge needed. ' Pay as you play. N

GIVEN ool

HAWAIIAN GUITAR, Carrying <ase .-d
Outlit—

WRITE AT ONCE for attzactive offer V 8 =
and easy terms. ve everythin, al 0 $2
to gain, A postcard will do. Acﬂ € -5”‘,534,, included §
TENOR [ and other co thoro h instruction on Tenor Banio;
e nor Contiae, Uk::fe!e Banjo’ Ukuieles . Well
BANJOL " Tlp nenr;éruct::'s ‘Write for full x:.ggrmntion.

FIRST NAWAIIAN CONSERVATORYo‘f MUSls &\:l
Sth Fioor, Woolworth Bidg. ept.
vand asa Conupandnwc School Under he Lam a! lha Stato of New Forb

—— FRENCH
LOVE DROPS

exotic of irre-
smtlble charm, chinging !tx hours like
lovers loath to pan. Just a few
drops are enougl Full size bottle
980. prepaid or $1 39 C. 0. D. plus
postage. Directions h every order.
FREE: 1 full size bottle if you
order 2 vials,. P’OQRO CO.
Box 90, Varick Statmn. New  York

Dept. N

SONG‘ WRITERS’

TAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES

i are pald on work found acceptable for publica-
tion. Anyone wishing to eeither the words or
music for songs may submit work for free ex-
amination and advice. Past experience unnecessary.
New demand created by “Talkmg Pictures”
fully described in our free book. Write for it
Today. NEWCOMER ASSOCIATES

) 723 Earle Building, New York

'MONEYFORYOU

= Menorwomenmamﬂswszi weekly sy
] in ague time athome making display cards. ||

| t, pleasant work. Nocanvassing. We |

.~. instruct you and supply vou with work. L
= Write to-day for full particulars. |.

@ The MENHENITT COMPANY Lh'nlhd { |

Bl o 245 Dominion Bldg..Toronto. Can. gt

AREY 20 2000 N2

SGIENOE now knows that the tiny pros<
tate gland frequently causes lost health
and strength, night rising, constipation,
nalns in the back, legs, feet, efc., in men
past 40. . Unless corrected this may lead to _
miserable ofd age and grave surgery.

an _amazing drugless freatment  is-
swift, permanent relief to thousands.
and endorsed by physicians, hosp
sanitariums. Sent on frial. Feel 10 years
vounger in 6 days or pay nothing. Write
for offer and free bhook of daring Tfaets
about men past 40. W. I K Pres.
4830 Morris Ave. Steubenville, - 0.

Travel on
“Uncle Sam’s”

STEADY WORK—NO LAYOFFS——PAID VACATIONS

Railway Postal Clerks—Mail Carriers—Clerks
Common Education Sufficient

$1900 Year to Commence

SEE YOUR COUNTRY

Mail Coupon Before You Lose It

SRR NN NN AN RGNS AR CF AN E NN RN TSN IANERENT,
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. §-267
Rochester, N. Y.

to- me without charge—copy of 32-page book,
“How te Get U. S. Government Jobs,”” with list of positions

R

Rush

Sirs

_: now obtainable and full particulars telling how to get them,

Please mention NEwssTAND Grour—MEN’s List, when anstvering advertisements




FOR THOUSAN DS OF MEN

obacco Habitf—

“Stop craving tobaecoin any form. T(N
baceo Redeemer in miost cases relieves’

~alleraying foritinafewdays® time, Don’t
~try to quit the tobaceo habitunaided. It's |
oftena losing fight against heavyodds, and
maymeanadistressingshocktothenervous
system: Let Tobaces Redeemer help the
habittoguityou, Tobaccousers usvally can g g : . =
depend upon - this help by <dmply uvsing | = s g = - =
Tobacco Redeemer according to simple di- - $hy S
rections. Itis pleasantto uae.acta qmckLv
and is thoroughly reliable. :

Not a Substitute
'l‘obaeeo Redeemer contains no habit-form-
ing drugs of any kind, Itisin nosensesa

- substitute for tobacco. After finishing the
treatment, there should be no desirs to use

- tol inor to continue the use of the

“remedy. In case the treatment is not per-

: fectly satisfactory, we'will gladly refund
any money paid. it es not a particle of |
difference how long tobacco‘has been used,
orinwhatform=—whetheritiacigars, cigar:
ettes, pipe, plug, fine cut or snuff, Inmost

cases T Red removesall craving
for tobacco inany form in a very few days.
And remember. it is offered with a positive

E ey-back gu rite today for our free

—booklet shewing the lmurious effect of tobaceo
tm the hum: stem and vonvineing evidence

TOBACCO !siEDEEMER does qui Iy relieve
he craving for tobaceo in most cas:
NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY - When I sent for yoar catalog, I didn’t &

koow a note of mraie, A few months

Clayton Station  St. Loais, Mo, = booght my Warlitzer instrument.
= had taken my place i a professional

orchestra, Now I am msking $100-a
week, three times what I'made as clerk. §

I wish everybody knew how easy it is—

nnon:; who learn

toua x f; = B‘qrs Cost
ree ol O
év RO BRUSH CO» g
Ampere,

AGEHTS WENTED ==
To represent old establiched firm and-take
rd rs. Make Big Money every dayl B

&plele line direct to wearer. Shirtsof

Ne: wear, Underwear, Sox, Paja-

mas, ht Shirts, Sweaters, Ramooats,
Co mna Panrs, Riding Breeches and Chil-
dren’s Playsuits. Everything Gusranteod.
Experience unnstessary. Big Omﬁt fFreel
‘Writs quick!

ROD SHIRT DE" 75
N"fszz-zs Linenln Ave.,

“Easy payments aro armnzed to auit
g;lx‘r convenience. T«hle is_your oppor-
botry afamous Warlitzer i nstm-

own bome.

Free Book

mnstrntas and deseribes every known
ical ins t:rmt more than 8000,
erticles, many of them in foll

N o J o K E TO BE D EA F o A‘,;%f.:,m%i e cz':;i;‘s:%u%“mw"m

==EVERY DEAF PERSCON KNOWS THAT | We siso give you our Free Trial, Easy P Plan. No oblij

s eose | Gond Coupon Today

/ The RudolphWurlitzerCo., =

Modicatd Bar Dramn | = 106 East 4th Street, Cincinnati, Ohic

mﬂﬂ' 53" Drum Co. Gme) | gond me your Freo Bodk on musica! instroments, Also your
= _ Detrot, Mich. | | o Trial, Basy Poyment Plan, e At

ORRECT ¥y . —
Your NOSE 2 -

Thousands have used the Anita Nose ﬂAdju.te; Ol s - ——— L -
to- improve their appearance. Shapes flesh ani
 —earillage of the nose—safely, ~painlessly, while \Immm_.._ < e /
¥ou-—sleep.  Results are -lasting. Doctors ap- =
prove it.- Money back guarantee. - Gold -Medal : — = >
winner, Write for 30- Day TRIAL OFFER and e e - &
x FREE BOOKLET. < =
ANITA lNSTITU‘I'E, 642 Anita Building, Newark, l€. £ 5 S

i

Please mentiornr NEWSSTAND GROUP—MEN’s List, whesan

Saaaana

ngaass ‘:er'tiséniemﬁ = ==




T HERE'S a devil inside of you. He's try-
ing to kill you,- Look out for him! He
tells you not to work so hard. What's the
use? The boss only piles more work on you.
He tells you not to ‘bother with your body.
If you're weak—you ralways will be weak.
Fxercise is just a lot of rot. Do you recognize
him? Of ceurse you do. He's in us all. He's

a murderer of ambition. He's a liar and a
fool. Kill him! If you don't he-will kill you.
Thank your lucky stars you have another
man inside of you. He’s the human dynamo.
He fills you full of pep and ambition. He
keeps you alive—on fire. He urges you on
in your daily tasks. He makes you strive
for bigger and better things to do. He makes
you crave for life and strength. He teaches
you that the » :
the strong succeed. He-shows you that exer-
cise- builds live tissue—live tissue is muscie—
muscle means strength—strength is power.
Power brings success! That's what you want,
* and gosh darn your old hide! You're going
to get it, ==

Which Man Wil It Be?!

It's up to you. Set your own future. You
want to be the Human Dynamo? Finel Well,
let’s get busy. That’s where I come in. That’s
my job. Here's what I'll do for you:

% In just 30 days Lll increase your arm one
full inch with real live, animated muscle: Yes,

and I'll add two inches to yout chest in the

same time. Pretty good, eh? That's nothing.

Now come “the works. ~ I'll build up_your . ..

shoulders. Fll deepen your chest. I'll
strengthen your whole body. Tl give you

arms and legs like pillars. T'll literally pack

ak fall by the wayside, but ~

his Man!

.'v,

"

EARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder
Author of ‘‘Muscle Building,” *‘Science of Wrestling,””
““Secrets of ‘Strength,”” ““Here’s Heaith,” *“Endurance,” Etc: f

muscle up your stomach and down your back. Meanwhile I'

11 "'work on those inner muscles surrounding

your vital organs. You'll feel the thrill of life shooting up your old backbone and throughout your entire

system.  You'll feel so full of life you will shout to the world, “I'm a man and I can prove it.”
't all. I'm not just promising these things. I guarantee them!

Sounds good, what?” But listen! “That isn

1t’s a-sure bet. Oh, boy! Lets ride. -

Send for my ¢
new 64-page
book

e e s

LR T
FREE.

i EARLE LIEDERMAN -
Dept. 1706, 305 Broadway, New York City

Dear Sir: Please send me, absolutely FREE and
without any obligation on My part whatever, ia

copy ‘pf youg latest beok, *‘Muscular =Develop-
ment. " ="

NaE sows veor-siehsvne s e vy s e AZB. ok
Street ........ it s
[ S s o e State.~ . .« e

dte
(Please wriie or print plainly)

What do you think of that? I don't ask one ceni, And it’s the 1
peppiest piece of reading you ever laid your eyes em, ¥ swear youll 3
never blink an eyelash till you’ve turned the Iast cover. And there’s s
48 full-page photos—of myself and some of my prize-winning Dupils. =
This is the finest art gallery of strong men ever assembled, -And every
last one of them is shouting my praises, Look them over. If you don’t
et 2 kick out of this book, you had better roll over—you’re dead.

. Come on, then. Take out the old pan or pencil and sign your name
and address to the coupen. ¥f vou haven’t a stamp, & postal will do.
But snap dnto it. Do’ it now. Tomorrow you may forget. Remember, it’s
_something for nothing and no strings atfached, no obligation. GRAB IT!

EARLE LIEDERMAN -

g

Please mention NEwsstaxp Grour—MeN’s List, when answering advertisements

DEPT. 1706, 305 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY

= %
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