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Back in 1921 I was a laborer with nothing
ahead of me, apparently, but the hard life
of a laborer. Then I enrolied for LaSalle
training in Accountancy. It wasn’'t easy to
study, but dimaraaeci: yet vaguely hope-
ful, I plugged away.
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A year later I went to work in a copper
mine, 3800 feet underground, still keeping
up my study. If conditions were bad before had had no experience other than my train-
- they were worse now! But something
drove me on, and the encouraging letters
Enm_my instructors kept the light of hope

He Climbed—-Out of a Mine Shaft
Into a Chief Executive’s Chair!

THE AMAZING STORY OF A LASALLE STUDENT®*

When I wasonly half-wacir through Idecided
to go to Los Angeles and try to get a job, I

ing, which I found actual—not theoretical.
Presenting my evidence of study and char-
acter, I wasemployed as assistant book-
keeper,

Within the next two years I made rapid
progress, and was promoted to the position
of office manager, with consequent increases
in salary. By this time I had completed my
course — the foundation for my complete
accountancy knowledge being this gplendid
LaSalle training,

I decided I would go further. I would be a
Certified Public Accountant. I joined an
accountancy firm and took the LaSalle C.
P. A. coaching course. Last May I took the
State examination. I passed, I was finally a
Certified Public Accountant! My goal had
been reached!

I shall neverbe able toexpress my gratitude
for the opportunity to fight my way from a
laborer's job to a C. P, A.'s desk. To any
man of intelligence who wants to get out of
the rut and succeed, [ recommend that he

enroll with LaSalle,

Spare-Time Training Promises Great Rewards Today

THIS true story illustrates what a man can
R do,whois resolved to getoutof a rut and
1s willing to invest his spare time now for the
sake of tremendous dividends later.

Why not take unbiased stock of your ca-
pabilities? Have yox the training and knowl-
edge needed to carry you from your present
job to a highly—-paigy fiture position? If not,
you must first equip yourself—to meet fast-
changing business conditions that are today
rich with opportunity for advancement,
greater security and increased income. Not
until you can do some one particular thing
and do i1t well, are these prizes for YOU.

LaSalle experts will show you how to get

*Name glad!y given on request.

this vital preparation, quickly, completely.
Step by step down the road to advancement,
they will guide you. Simply check on this
coupon the field in which you are interested,
and we will send you FREE a wvaluable
booklet telling of the opportunities for finan-
cial independence that await the man who
1S trained.

By all means learn these facts that have
helped hundreds to pull themselves out of
the rut of small jobs with little pay, up to
%osts of responsibility and large earnings.

ack your purpose with your pencil, check
the field that appeals to you, and mail the
coupon nNow.
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| will train you at home for many Goo ,
opare Time and Full Time Radio Jobs

who are today earning good money in this
fascinating industry.

any - k
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ip the coupon
inny pay envelope-—clip !
i}g%",yﬂ?‘t ymy big FREE book on the op

| : te, the
Pres., Nat’l Radio Iqatitu , the
n who has directed the Home Study trtahil;.ln
g of more men for the Radio Industry
. any other man in America.

portunities in Radio. Read how quickly

of my stu-
book proves that many oxtra
in your spare time ' ﬁg make $5, $10 and $15 a wﬁ:klaam-
gy By o e o R B 1 gpima Servioing sets in’ Spare 3 hess it Tavs
ci B Baﬁﬁeﬂlﬂim gotting-—real. Jobs  TU 7T sive ot Dlmt?maéndmnner——ﬁﬂﬁ to
Set Servicing graduates ade good spare of fellows,
Spare time set With real futures. $1.000 3 Faar-?f’ﬂl' u‘;““;ir Bﬂ%hﬂ, ons that
. 8 ’ ourse is "m
T =Ll ) y: Real Opportunities Ahead ﬁ’u’;fzﬂr itself,
manYﬂIg‘R'%l Em Ea in Radio for Trained Men
$5, 4 1
week extra. Ful

ime men make
;5 much ag $40,

$60, $7T56 a week.

Installation and
service work is
another growing,
money - making
field for trained
Radio men.

Radio

Radio is making
flyving safer. Rae
dio operators ems
ployved _thrqugh
Civil Service Coms
mission earn $1,-
800 to $2,600 a
year.

Employ _mans
agers, engineers,
operators, mstg,[-
lation and main-
tenance men for
jobs paying up
to $5,000 a year.
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Television
The coming
field of many
great opportuni-

ties is covered.

by my Course.

test-
ers, inspectors,

Employ

foremen, engi-
neers, service-
men for jobs
paying up to
$7,600 a year.

Its future is certain,

It’s hard to find a field with more oppor-

' in
’ iting the trained man, Why,
Egét_{ﬂanv;a;tgnfm worst depression

ears—

the Radio industry sold $213,000,000 worth

' ed
arts! Radio set sales increas .
gg ‘;,: Eti%{; é)ales increased 259,! Over 300,

in | It's a

orked in' the industry. ke
0?nagmpﬁu$nem. even in ;hﬁ wursil; b]ﬁ'ﬁ..
: gs yﬂﬁrﬂ. And look what’s ahead .
ﬁﬂis of sets are becoming uhsnletat_alr: -
ﬂ 17,000,000 sets are in opera tm LI
n'h:&-h n;rer $200,000,000 are BPEII:: D
“ear for repairs, servicing, new tu Eﬁ} erai
%rnadcastmg stations pay their fnllp Ay
00100 8 Yoe Aot bay 600 hrai.

'OATr. :
gggt'{}r?g aﬁt?itiﬂnﬂ over $75,000,000 a yvear

for radio time and talent. A few hundred .

' to
week jobs have grown
$é0ﬁﬂgfl?fs $7'Ei'h%'ﬂﬂ figures are 50 bflgttﬂg?
%hg ‘re hm:d to grasp! Yet they're a 11; &
Here ic @ new Industry that hasgrown i
laeacf?g;n %r;egl‘ i-:!tg a brill iant f:ut,ura for this
great and growing business!

Get Into This Fieid With
a Future

. in Radio,
There’s opportunity fmr:r Eﬁfg:flisilnnrnﬂ%?;t
f lice Radio, automobile adio,
E?EZE Eggs,cluud gpeaker sysiems, a?a;igg
Radio—in every branch, devﬂlupmﬁgl_: and
improvements are taking place. ot B
real future for hundreds of men w Ly
kgnw Radio, Get the training tl}a}: ﬂé}end
the road to good pay and Buccf_aa e
the coupon now and get full pall'{ 1011.1 arﬁing
how easy and interesting I make eduates
at home., Read the letters from gra

J. . SMITH, President
Washington, D. C.
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National Radio Institute, Dept. 5A09
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BEFORE SUCH A
SMOOTH SHAVING BLADE

_ tthis low price!
NOW!
PROBAK
JUN ] G R

Also Trlal Package
of 4 Blades For 100

“GENTLEMEN:

“During the past few yeats
I've been driven because of
necessity into the lowes-
priced razor blades—my
beard suffering because of
the shortcomings of my
pocket-book. Your Probak

Jr. has brought back shav-
ing comfort at no extra cost.

“Stncerely yours,
E. Eugene Leonhatrt,
San Jose, Calif.”

Unsolicited letters like this
prove the amazing quality
of Probak Jr. Try this re-
markable blade—uniformly
keen and smooth-shaving.
Get Probak Jr. from your
nearest dealer’s—a remark-
able value at 25 blades for
only 59¢ or a special trial
package of 4 for 10¢.

Probak Junior fits all
Gillette and Probak razors

igh School
ourse in
2 Years

You ecan complete our

simplified High School

Course at home in 2 years.
Meets all requirements for col-
lege entrance, businegs, and the
nru essions. Standard H. S. texts

lied. Dip loma awarded, Separate

subjects {f desired. Bmdfnr en Bullatin TODAY . No obligation.
merican School, Dpt. H.|158, Drexel at 58, Chicago

CAS for GOLD TEETH

Jewelry, Watches, 100 per et. full gold

value paid day shipment received. Sat-
isfaction abanlutely guaranteed or articles cheerfully returned. Li-
censed by U S. Government. Information free. CHICAGO GOLD
SMELTING REFINING CO., 399 Champlain Bldg.. Chicago

Play 2 Tune

In 10 Minutes

On your Spanish GQGuitar, Uke, Tenor gz
Banjo, Mandolin or Ba.nm Mandulm , %
No knowlerdge of music necessary.
No practice. Play first by number
instruction
*lmth numbered tunesl

then by note. Simply attach
\ and chords comes with

E-Z Player to your famrita

instrument =— press num-_
bered keys and play. g f,,{ff' every E-Z Player. Start
T ’.-;;;,_. 7 playing popular tunes by
..—P”\"' number - right off the reel. Be
,/ ‘3 the life of the party—the center

of attraction—a radio star. Don’t
wait. Write today for 8-Day Free
Trial Offer and Special Guitar
Values. A posteard will do.

FERRY SPECIALITIES, INC.,
Dept, 5612 Evanstun. 11l
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FROM OUR SANCTUM

q The January issues of our companion mag-
azines start the New Year with the best ﬁc-
tion and features to be found anywhere.

In THE LONE EAGLE—10c—follow the
zooming rip-roaring adventures of John
Masters, world’'s greatest ace! This month’s
full book-length novel: SHIPS OF DOOM.
Also, a GEORGE BRUCE story.

(L In THRILLING RANCH STO'.['\’.IT‘S-lS(’:----i
vou'll find GALAHAD OF THE RANGE
novel by Forbes Parkhill, and stories ’b
top-hands like Wilton West and Cllﬂ‘!
Walters.

¢ THE HELL CRATES, a novel by Arthur J.
Burks—and CRIMSON WINGS, a z00ININg

novelette by George Bruce—are ﬂnlv two of
the great war-air yarns in SKY FIGHT-
ERS, 10ec.

(L BLOOD OF THE DRAGON, a gripping
novel of the Orient by Arthur J. Burks, is
featured in THRILLING ADVENTURES.
164 pages of action-packed fiction that takes
vou everywhere on the map for 15¢c. Ray
Cummings, Johnston MeCulley and other
headliners!

¢ And for real detective thrills—don’t pass up
THRILLING DETECTIVE, the biggest
dime’s worth on the stands. THE HOUSE
OF FROGS, by Westmoreland Gray, is this
month’s smashing novel.

(]'_ Just read DEATH ON SWIFT WINGS, by
Robert Wallace, in THE PHANTOM DE-
TECTIVE—10c. 1It's a knockout featuring
the world’s greatest sleuth! A full book-
length novel!

{ For sis and mom: THRILLING LOVE,
10c. A fascinating magazine!

THE PUBLISHER,

W




don't Worry about

upture

@ Why put up with days . .. months.. .. YEARS of discomfort,
worry and fears? Don’t do that a minute longer! Try the Brooks
Automatic Ait Cushion. Surely you keenly desire—you eagerly
CRAVE to enjoy life’s normal activities and pleasures once again.
To wotk...toplay...to live... to love... with the haunting
Fear of Rupture banished from your thoughts! Literally thousands
of rupture sufferers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained.
Why not you? Some wise man said, “Nothing is impossible in this
world”—and it is true, for where others fail is where we have had
our greatest success in many cases! Unless your case is absolutely
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our newest
Rupture Book Free, in plain, sealed envelope. Send the coupon now,

Marvelously Simple Invention Assists
Nature to CURE Reducible Rupture
in Many Cases—WHY NOT YOU?

Think of it! Here's a surprising yet simple, mysterious-acting
invention that permits the opening to close —that holds the rupture
securely but gently—day and night, at work, at play! —and acts
as an assisting agent in relieving and curing reducible hernia!
Thousands report reducible rupture cures—others report amazing
results! What is this invention—HQOW does it work ? Will it cure me?
Get the complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air
Cushion Appliance—send now for Free Rupture Book !

Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortahie

Rich or poor—out of work or employed—~ANYONE can afford to buy this re-
markable, LOW-PRICED rupture invention! The perfected Brooks is sanitary,
feather-light, invisible. Has no hard pads, metal girdle or parts to chafe or gouge.
It brings heavenly comfort and security—while the Automatic Air Cushion con-
tinually works, in its own, unique way, to help nature get results! Learn what
¢his patented invention can mean to you~send coupon quick!

SENT ON TRIAL!

. don’t order a Brooks now—FIRST get the complete,
reveahng explanation of this world-famous rupture invention,
THEN decide whether you want the comfort—the freedom
from fear and worry —the security—cthe same amazing results
thousands of men, women and children have reported. They
C.B. BROOKS, loventor ¢\, d our invention the answer to their prayers! Why can't

you?! Remember, where others fail is where we have our greatest success! Send
for the facts now—today—hurry |

FREE!! Latest Rupture Book Reveals All!
Emeors JUST CI.IP and SEND COUPON=>

PLAIN ENVELD

\which I never could before.”— Mr.,

Mail This Cou
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Where's YOUR Rupture?

Read These Reports on Reducible
Rupture Cases.

(In our files at Marshall, Michigan, we

have over 26,000 grnteful leltﬂ: which

have come to us entirely unsolicited and
without any sort of payment.)

“Lifts 400 Lbs.!”

“Have no further use for your Appliance as
I'm O. K. Wore it a year. I now can life
400 Ibs., without any fear.” - John L. Heiges,
635 W. Locust St., York, Pa.

“Can Run Uphill™

“l had a rupture about 14 years, then wore
your Appliance for 3. It is about a year
since I threw it away. [ feel fine, gaining
weight nicely. I can run up and down hill
J. Soedet-
strom, 2909 Trowbridge Ave., Cleveland, O.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.,
184 State St., Marshail, Mich,

Please send me by return mail, without ebliga-
tion to buy, FREE COPY of your latest BOOK
containing rupture revelations, and explanation
of your marvelously simple rupture device which
has assisted Nature in relieving and curing re-
ducible rupture in many cases!
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Ciq ---------------------------------- Smte:--iﬁ----q-.

State whether for Man ], Woman [}, or Child (]

pon NOW!




IRED OF DRUDGERY

CAN LEARN
THE SECRET
OF SUCCESS!

e
A MILLIONAIRE

Why remain “just one of the crowd ?” Become “one
of the winners!” Now is the time to start. A new
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take
advantage of the golden opportunity that will come
your way. Out of the depths of the depression into

glorious success and riches!

Millions are starting their business lives all over again—
aud starting from the bottom too. The same chances are
within the grasp of all. But remember “many are called,
but few are chosen.” Only a handful will come through to
the top of the ladder. Most will forever remain a part of
the struggling crowd—drifting—plodding—striving—always
hopeful, but always just missing the mark.

Which would you rather be? Rich and successful—with
yvour own car and home and the chance to travel and see the
world—or poor and a failure—living the same humdrum
existence from day to day!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow may be out of a job Today!
The “new deal” is waiting for men to take positions in high

laces—Wealth—Position—Power are ready for the man who
8 prepared—and that man CAN BE YOU.

It’s not a college education—or money—or luck that will
bring you success. Many millionaires never went to gram-
mar school—were penniless and achieved success despite
“bad breaks.” The secret of success is Business Knowledge.
You mayv not know geography or algebra or history, but
YOU MUST KNOW THE A.B.C.’S of BUSINESS—and only
one man in five thousand knows them!

MAKE YOUR OWN FUTURE

Take your fate into your own hands! Don’t leave anything
to chance. Learn the Secrets of Success in Business as ex-
pélained in this series of 18 folios, called National Success

ourse,

This course has been written by 2a man who is president
of a $2,000,000 corporation . . . & man who started out in

. life without health
« « . Without educa-
tion ... without a
penny! He tells
you his secrets of

making money,
and he tells them sgo
clearly, so simply, so

| AFEW TOPICS

i First Steps in Busi-
ness Efficiency.
| How to do Business

with Banks. easy to understand, that
How to Develop Your every ambitious man
Mémory. can grasp them and

The Factors of Busi- MAEKE THEM WORK!

ness Success,

o Money Ve of System. | DON'T DELAY!

e SPCENTT LR TR ENUAE BAUED WOUAAT WADDNET EANMeC OO
I BEVERLY HOUSE INC. Dept. TW-I
570 Seventh Ave., N. Y.
How to Advertise Successfully. Many smart business men paid Gentlemen
How to Close Sales Completely, %24.00 anr X the National dSuccesa e - l
How to Collect Money. ourse, ut we've arranged a spe- Please rush my set of the National Success Course.
Premium and Sales Plans to In- cial ﬁdi““ﬂ"““b“ﬂrl]“t“ly hcnmnletﬂ i“r'" I enclose one dollar in [J cash, [J check, ] money order,
crease Business. every way—so that thousands o ] U. 8. Postage stamps (small denominations).
P ambitious men could take advantage No C '
sychology of Salesmanship. ! ’ 0 C. O D.%s |
of it today.—If you’'re anxious to
The Power of Right Thought. lift yourself above the crowd-—get I I
A Retail SPStEm of Accﬂuntﬁ. out of the rut—and steer rﬂul'ﬂ.elf NAME R s e s I mMmmmm mMmMmMm M  mTmMM T T Y Y
Fundamentals of Manufacturers to financial security—we urge you
Cost System. to mail the coupon NOW. ADDRESS % Bk I
Pnintﬂ nf Law Evﬁry Buﬂin“s aF B BB - a (AR R R R SR B N E RN EEAEE RN RN
5?0 7th A\'ﬂ-- Nl- Yll D'Eptl TW" CITY ------- THEEEE R R R TR RO T TTETEYTTT™ BTATE..'...'..
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Baying & t9powrited lsh't k8. Peprostntythe haight of sdvhomy
hu;i-ingg a suit of clothes. Many, ...unequalled ¢conomy in firsh
Remington Snrtables, seeing 10. cost ... uneq d economy in
yvears of hard service &;ﬂ still in: servico.

active use. n you buy..buy - ;e _

a maching with every standard. It is today the best value ever
[em-um. he Remington No, §. offered in writer history...
sthe most compactand durable and that ement comes
portable ever built..includesall. thecompany thathasconsta
essential standard typewriter made typewriter hstory. buy
features. This beautiful machine. now. It is a real bargain offer.

- g Positively the greatest portable typewriter bargain ever offerad!,

ow for the first time Remington, world-famous manufacturer
offers a NEW purchase plan... only 10£a day buys this latest modet
machine! Not a used or rebuilt typewriter. Not an incomplete ma-
¢hine. A beautiful brand new regulation Remington Portable, Stand-’
ard 4-row keyboard; standard width
carriage; margin release on keyboard;
back spacer; automatic xibbon reverse;.
every essential feature found in stand.
ard typewriters!

ACT ... WHILE LOW PRICE
HOLDS GOOD!

Fom MRCE o tRuon ot

| , ma
Bnckapmr.'rwuoolnrﬁbbormu .
Variable line spaocer. Adjus
sriters. It has standard d-row key. Enmm stops. Auto setf EIB

Specifications...

Thoe Model 6 includes every essons
&ial feature found in standard type-

board, Complete visibility. Standard
width carriage for long envelopes,

{arriage return lever of exoeption.
a.luﬁe%n ;I.!?:-r easy and rapid operas OF

nnﬂ
Koy {&maatmatmwt n?gﬂ Iigg h{
nmnma on an w "
1bs. lﬂuaf Fyu.l:lﬂl‘hﬂd lﬂ&h.&ﬁl
Elite type.

TYPING COURSE

‘When you get your new Rems
Iﬂgt-un No. ou wi t with
t... ABSOLUTEL i.EE.It

19-page course in typing.
agtacﬂen the Touch System, ods up work.

A Gifec that Points
the Wauwy do
wedding,

for birthday, Christm
n.n?lvﬁrﬁar: or gradnation...gve
n “ﬂmlngtnn ortahle, The 0

5 u
New wage scales in our own factories, and is simply written an wallpfllnltrnted. Lnstruos
jons are easy as A.B.C. Even a child can unders

in the factories of the companies which make  FoRd e easy B8 A5 0. 1o stndy and tho averago
our materials, pﬂint de niwh" o highﬁl‘ E}lﬁom %Eld or gm“$'¥%g fﬁg“igfb fﬁﬁE B

ngs 1 3 ollow 118 Ccourse nri ;
g o g BB B R e prices. Stocks of machines on hand make

, . RIAL OFFER that we give you on your typoe
reports to et out. possible the present unbelievably low cash hat ba,

?0 iath“ gﬁtii:r'diath Hﬁaﬁe{i‘ag&tﬂrthﬁnmﬁ' -ui?a:.ha{;:ﬂ ink.,
N e I ““E“.?;,,:&:ﬁg: Erwﬂ on this machine. Everything points to A s
igher prices. We don't believe that we can

will do every task faster, neater.
maintain the present big price reduction in CARRYING CASE

. With every Remington No. 6,
the face of constantly rising costs in everyone’  { FItEE cyrivipe case sturdi-
et » uilt of 3-ply wood. Cove

of our departments. S0 we §ay. .. Act fast ! ered with heavy DuPont fab.
Top is removed in one motion, leaving machine

10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER  Embiieiialioviss thwhdusad iaiiidss.”

You can try this machine for 10 days without

e
gift every wember of t fm:p.ﬂr
will welcome. When Dad br '

Make Leisure Hours
ore Fuan

A Remington Portable can beoare
ried anywhere and used anywhere,
atoh__up on ocorresponds-

ence. Yvrite a diary of many
exporienges, Only a diary

will give you a g o‘%

permanaent record o

what vou have
6O N, ou
will want a
typovwriter
gme day

et it nowl

X uﬂt voua have done
i &
k3

risking one penny of your money. Not even
shipping charges. Send for complete details
on this most liberal offer. Get attractive new
catalogue illustrating and describing the
man ﬂlcmingtnn models available on unusu-
ally fow terms, Clip coupon today!

CLIP COUPON NOW .

Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 169 -1 Buffalo, N. Y.

5 Please tell me how 1 can buy a new Remington Portable typéwritée :
- for only t0¢ a day. Also enclose your new catalog.

o Name WA

" ¢

Address
City- State-
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64 PROFIT
IN ONE DAY/

Here is Proof! H. B.
Cross sells 830 bags for
gchool picnie, sells 175
bags to sub-agents and
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R o A S £93.50. Expenses, $28.73.

B R S S SR, SRR B S8 S g TR | EXFERI EN[E Profit, $64.77. Mr. Cross
O e s A e writes, “I have had
. _'u: .*}E' :;.::ét;' _;:+‘;:E:_.-:-'-: R : e ey some mi ghty 200 d re-
i e a e : : : : : UNNE[ESSARY peat business!”

HERE’S REAL MONEY for wide-awake people. Any number of places where this delicious
Big profits are made on food novelties while they food specialty may be displayed and sold—
are NEW! For instance, potato chips, caramel- bathing beaches, excursion steamers, amuse-
pop-corn, barbecue, etc. Now we have another ment parks, carnivals, circuses, fairs, golf
WINNER! In the comparatively short time this courses, roadstands, ball grounds, soft drink
FOOD HIT has been on the market, we have stands, groceries, bakeries, confectioneries,
already sold HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF drugstores, hotel lobbies, newsstands, bowling
POUNDS! alleys, billiard halls, dance halls, railroad and

bus stations, fruit stands, churches, sandwich

HUNGRY CROWDS GATHER and BUY shops, skating rinks, restaurants, etec.
Window demonstrations, stands, distributors, etc. ¥
springing up in hundreds of ,communities. 01{ DOESN T COST YOU A CENT
sale at stores, theatres, recreation centers, hotels, yntil you have sold yourself on the possibilities.

ete. Deliclous, crisp, tasty flavor wins friends and Then you can start with $8.25 investment, put
makes them come back again and again for more. hack the profits, building up without another

cent investment if you wish! Send for full

EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY information and
Work Part or Full Time FREE SAMPLES

Comes to vou all ready to package except for few min- y
utes’ work! A child can do everything needed. No com- Taste and see for yourself. The taste

plicated work. No super-salesmanship. Simply put a tells all! No high pressure salesman- /,g#
plateful on any store counter. Let people taste and then ship required. No big investment— gl Lo I

buy immediately from clever “Silent Salesman” display. no canvassing. We furnish every- &

5 and 10 cent bags—the popular price—going like hot- thing — advertising, display “;0 o

cakes. A big item wherever BEER is sold! stands, etec. Don’'t wait until #‘é 2 s ov
it’s too late to get the rights e% o2 9 I
for your locality., Write &1‘5’

EXCLUSIVE RIGHTS at once ol

Protected by a bona fide contract, available in hundreds /;g;vmq "Q@:% . &
of cities—thousands of small towns. A business for men / o> 0&“ > . . I

and women alike. Devote spare hours or full time, ac- e 0% 0> KRR
cording to preference. Many work in evenings after reg- ,‘;ﬁ' .C’,{}ﬂ P i . .
ular work hours, or in afternoons. Write today. / ﬁﬁ' O o < ' ; x

A .. 8 "
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%,e;é v‘t’ 1@ A OF <> »66 S

FLUFF-0O Manufacturing Co.
Dept. 2031-K, St. Louis, Mo.
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You hear it on all sides, this eternal demand for
money. 1he butcher, the baker, the candlestick
maker—money, money, money!

When the bills pour in and you stack them
alongside your pay envelope—honestly, don’t you
have a sense of futility? Don’t you wish you
had a job that paid more money?

Well, the only way to get that job is to fit

yourself for it—to acquire #raining that you can
convert into cash.

And you can do it! Thousands have done it.
‘They have found the answer to their problems
in spare-time study of International Correspon-
dence Schools Courses. Perhaps modern train-
ing is the thing you need most. This coupon will
bring you complete information—{free.

. "INTERNATIONAL 'CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

“The Universal University”

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

*

BOX 3969-C, SCRANTON, PENNA.

*

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

7 Architect

[] Architectural Draftaman
[] Building Estimating

1 Wood Millworking

[0 Contractor and Builder

0 Structural Draftsman

[0 Structural Engineer

[J Inventing and Patenting
[] Eleetrical Engineer

[ Eleetrie Laghting ¢
[0 Welding, Electriec and Gnﬁ]
il Reading Shop Blueprints

[] Telegraph Engineer

{1 Telephone Work

[ Mechanical Engineer \
Mechanical Draftaman
Machinist [J Toolmaker

L] Patternmaker
Heat Treatment of Metals
Bridge Engineer
Bridge and Building Foreman
Gas Engines [J Diesel Engines

] Aviation Engines

J Automobile Mechanio

[0 Plumbing [J Steam Fitting

Air Brakes [ R. R. Signalman
] Heating [0 Ventilation

Highway Engineering
Chemistry [ Pharmacy

Steam Engineer
Steam Electric Engineer
Civil Engineer
(] Surveying and Mapping
] Refrigeration
] R. R. Locomotives
[0 R. R. Section Foreman
O R. R. Bridge and Building
Foreman

E Sheet Metal Worker

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

[ Business Management
[] Office Management

Bookkeeping
] Industrial Management

E C. P. Accountant
Secretarial Work

[] Traffic Management [ Spanish [0 Freuch
(] Accountancy {] Balesmanship
(] Cost Accountant L Advertising

[] Service Station Salesmanship
L] First Year College
Business Correspondence
Lettering Show Cards [ Signse
{1 Stenography and ing
[ Civil Bervice [ Mail Carrier

Coal Mining Engineer
Navigation [] Air Conditioning
Boilermaker
Textile Overseer or Supt.

{] Cotton Manufacturing

iculture rui rowing

Poultry Farming O Radio
Marine Engineer

[0 Railway Mail Clerk
[J Grade School Subjects
7] High School SBubjecta
[1 College Preparatory
(] NMustrating

[0 Cartooning
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Il you reside in COanada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Sohools Oanadian, Limited, Monireal, Canads



A Complete
Book-Length’
Western Novel

Seated upon the rearing horse, Gard whipped

CHAPTER I As he gazed upon the smoldering
ruins of his Sleepy U]J ranch
s buildings, the glowing embers of
HE Red Hoods had kept the fire were no hotter than the

their sinister promise! From flames in his grey eyes.
the crest of Bald Butte, Twining the slender steel-corded
where he had climbed to look for fingers of his right hand about the
strayed stock, Gard Runyan saw the butt of his six-gun, where it hung
holocaust against the horizon. in a well-worn holster at his hip,
Riding like the wind on his black Gard Runyan swore that he would
and white mottled pinto, Rags, in a not stop until the last Red Hood
few minutes he reached the charred was wiped out and Vanishing River
desolation of what had been his made safe for the ranchers who lived

home. there.

Gard Rumnyan, Despoiled of His Spread by the Red

12




his own gun into the fellow’s face and fired

“They’ll pay for that in blood,
every one of ’em!”

Though Rags had sped across the
badlands until the white lather and
alkali dust had coated his glossy
body with dull grey, and his muscles
trembled beneath the weight upon
his back, Gard relentlessly turned
the pony toward the south. In the
distance the little rangeland cow-
town of Red Dot, Montana, stood
like a wart upon the floor of the
Inchelium basin.

Nor did he pause until he drew

SIX-GUNS

By RUSSELL
A. BANKSON

Author of “Bitter Grass,”’ ete.

rein before the squat frame building
wedged between the general mercan-
tile store and the Crazy Ike saloon
which served as Jasper Lawton’s pri«
vate bank and his town office.
Stepping through the open door-
way, Gard Runyan looked Ilevelly
across the top of a cluttered desk
at the man he had come to see.
Jasper Lawton was a big man in
more ways than one. Physically, he
was almost a giant, with broad,
square shoulders and a big head
upon them. His face was flat and

Hood Killers, Swings into Quick-Trigger Action!
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Squinty Shadrow

wide, and mottled red in the heat
of the midsummer day. His eyes
were far apart and they had a way
of looking unblinkingly at whatever
object they were focused upon. His
was a poker face, masking cunning
thoughts that no one ever yet had
been able to read. ‘

But greater than his hulking form
was his power in the Inchelium
country. The town of Red Dot was
his—lock, stock and Dbarrel. The
whole of the Inchelium basin range
for a hundred square miles was con-
trolled by him, and other ranchers
existed there only as they paid the
tribute which he demanded. Most
of the desert badlands to the north
were his, too, when he chose to
make use of them.

The exception was a narrow valley
running through there for a distance
of fifty miles, following the mean-
derings of Vanishing River. Along
this ancient dry water course were
seepings from the lost stream which
had dropped to a new channel be-
neath the desert. At these watering
holes were located the small cattle
spreads of the score or more ranch-
ers of the Vanishing River country,
the total value of which was not

worth the trouble of conquest and
seizure. |

That is, they had not seemed to
be worth it until six months before,
when a menacing band of night
riders swooped down upon the iso-
lated ranches. These men wore red
hoods over their heads to conceal
their identities, and they spread ter-
ror the length of the old river
course, ordering the settlers to get
out.

Gard Runyan was one of these set-
tlers, owning the Sleepy U]J spread
at the head of Vanishing River.
Young, fearless, and reputed to be
the swiftest on the draw of any
man in all the Inchelium country,
Gard defied the Red Hoods and
checked the panic which immedi-
ately seized upon his neighbors.

“They got a good reason for doin’
this,” he urged. “That’'s what we
got to find out. If Vanishin’ River’s
worth that much trouble to them,
it’s worth more to us folks. How
many’ll stick it out with me?”

Every Vanishing River rancher
stayed. Then things began to hap-
pen. Buildings and hay-stacks were
burned; watering holes were poie
soned; stock was scattered through
the badlands where it could never
be recovered.

ND still the purpose behind this
ruthless conquest remained an
unfathomed mystery.

With bitter thoughts in his brain
and death in his heart, Gard stood
inside the office of the man he be-
lieved to be responsible for all his
troubles. His long arms dangled
loosely at his sides, and his glitter-
ing grey eyes gave the only life to
a lean, square-jawed face that
seemed moulded out of bronze.

Jasper Lawton started to drop a
big hand beneath the desk, when he
looked up and saw who his caller
was. DBefore the act had been com-
pleted, he changed his mind.



ROARING
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Gard Runyan nodded approval.

“Yuh ain’t often been that clos’t
to dyin’!”

“Who’re you?” the cattleman-mer-
chant-banker demanded.

“Make a guess!”

The big man wet his thick lips
with his tongue and swallowed. The
red splotches on his face were turn-
ing purple.

“What’s this nonsense about any-
how?” he rumbled.

“Yuh know me well enough! An’
yuh know why I'm here.”

“D’y think yuh can come into my
town an’ git away with any high-
handed talk like that?”

“Maybe it’'ud help things if I said
I was Gard Runyan from up yonder
on Vanishin’ River.”

“Heard tell of yuh. A smart-
alec, ain’t yuh? I don’t never take
that kind o’ sass from nobody.”

“I ain’t said hardly anything—
yet.”

“What yuh aim tuh do?”

“Kill you!”

Jasper Lawton’s eyes never
blinked. They were like an owl’s.
He started to get up, then sat back
heavily in his chair.

‘“Yuh’re loco!” he wheezed., “I
don’t any more'n know who yuh
are.” |

“Ever hear tell of the Red
Hoods?”

¢¢ A BAND 0o’ bloody outlaws that
ought to be strung up!”

“That’s a fine speech, comin’ from
the boss Red Hood, Lawtcn! Now
ain’t it a nice ’sprise, me knowin’
that? Well, you Red Hoods burned
me out this mornin’. An’ now I'm
goin’ to kill you!”

“For gawd’s sake, Runyan, use
some sense! Yuh’re plumb crazy.
Them Red Hoods has got me wor-
ried like blazes, rustlin’ my stock
on me.”

“That’s a lie! I lost everything
I had this mornin’, an’ the rest o’
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the folks on Vanishin’ River’s wiped
out. I'm settlin’ for all of us.”
“What yuh want?”
“I'll give yuh a choice. Pay for

everything we lost, cash on the line,
or else—"

“Yeah? What?”
Gard patted the butt of his gun.

ASPER LAWTON wiped beads of
&) perspiration from his blank face
with the back of his hairy hand.

“I don’t want Vanishin’ River for
no price. An’ all them Red Hoods
want it fer is so’s they kin run my
rustled stock through there without
bein’ bothered.”

“You ain’t buyin’ it, an’ that’s only
a stall. All yuh’re doin’ is payin’
us for what we lost, an’ we keep our
places.” 1

“lI ain’t goin’ to be held up an’
robbed. Now get outta here!”

Lawton had courage. He was a
good shot. In his day he had cut
plenty of notches on the wooden
stock of his six-gun, riding in the
thick of range wars, rustlers’ raids
and uprisings among those who paid
tribute to him. He scowled unblink-
ingly at the younger man.

Gard’s grey eyes now were like
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steel points, behind the narrowed
slits of his lids.
“I reckon yuh better pay—pronto!”
De¢ath was creeping closer to Law-
ton. He saw it, and to save his life
he began to hedge.

“I'll buy out the whole bunch of
yuh an’ yuh kin all get outta there.”
“We ain’t movin’, I told yuh!”

“I—I’11 settle fer what yuh lost.”

“That’s better—for your skin.
What’s yore offer?”

“What the stuff’s worth, which
ain’t much.” i

“A hundred thousand, cold cash.
I got my saddle-bags outside to
carry it away in.”

Jasper Lawton swore heavily.

“That’s highway robbery,” he
growled. “I’ll be hanged if I'll pay

By |+ e

“Yuh’ll be dead if yuh don’t!”

“I ain’t got that much.”

Once more Gard’s eyelids were
narrowed slits through which twin
flames of fire leaped.

“That’s a lie! Yuh always got a
couple million piled ’round this
dump of you’n, so I reckon yuh’ll
pay. Yuh see, us folks has done a
heap o’ worryin’ on account o’ you
an’ yore Red Hoods, an’ that’s got

to be took into consideration in this
settlement.” '

For once in his domineering, ruth-
less life, Jasper Lawton seemed to
have backed into a corner.

“If I turn over the money, yuh
got to sign papers givin’ Vanishin’
River to me,” he temporized.

“I ain’t signin’ nothin’. This is
for what’s already happened.”

“Here, then, give me a receipt for
the money,” Lawton insisted. ‘“That
ain’t only plain business.”

He leaned forward over his desk
and shoved his right hand in among
the litter of papers. His flat face
was like a death mask, but his pale
eyes glittered malignantly.

“Yuh scoundrel!” he roared sud-
denly. “Put up yore hands! An’
get ’em high before I spatter yore
brains agin the wall! Nobody ain’t
never got away with anything like
that with Jasper Lawton an’ stayed
alive. Yore game won’t work, beas
cause we got a necktie court here in
Red Dot for such as you.”

Out of the pile of papers Lawton’s
hand came with a gun. The sun
wrinkles on Gard Runyan’s face
deepened into a mirthless grin. With
a twitch of his dangling right arm,
he fired from the hip before the
older man could press the trigger.

AWTON’S weapon, ripped from

his clutch by the impact of Gard’s
bullet, went spinning across the floor,
as the ruler of the Inchelium seized
his numbed fingers in fear that they
had been blown off.

Gard heard men running toward
the building, at the report of the
shot.

“It’s that Runyan from Vanishin’
River!” someone shouted.

“Git him! He’s killed the boss!”

A bullet zipped through the crown
of Gard’s hat., He felt the hot lead
close to his scalp. An inch lower
and he would have been dead. With
the agility of a cat, still with his
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gun covering Jasper Lawton, he
leaped to one side, planting his back
against the wall.

From this point of wvantage he
could watch Lawton and at the same
time see the open doorway and the
street beyond. Two of Lawton’s
gunmen were rushing the entrance.
Gard’s quick movement had thrown
them off their aim.

Swinging his gun with lightning
speed, Gard fired twice. The two

men pitched forward, dead.

- Each was drilled through the fore-
head.

Two gunmen were dead, but pan-
demonium had broken loose in the
street of Red Dot. Jasper Lawton’s
men were belching forth from every
saloon, coming on the run, dragging
out their guns.

They were surrounding the bank
building, closing in on Gard. Out
in the middle of the street, at a
slanting angle, Gard saw a killer
raise a rifle and lay the stock against
cheek. He had a bead on Gard. The
young Vanishing River rancher
flipped his gun apward. There were
twin roars as the rifle spoke and the
six-gun in Gard’s hand answered.

The rifle bullet seared a streak
across Gard’s shoulder. The man in
the street pitched forward, a shape-
less, inert mass in the red dust.

HE mob outside the door dared not
start blasting because their big
boss was inside, and their bullets

would mow him down along with
Gard.

The cornered rancher slid along
the wall until he was standing be-
hind Lawton.

Over Lawton’s shoulder he leveled
the weapon at the menacing crowd
outside. To the banker he said,
sharply:

“You'n me’s goin’ to march outta
here!”

He lowered the muzzle of the gun
and pressed it deep into the big cat-
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tleman’s back. “Start movin’! Tell
them wolves to back outta the way,
an’ then head straight through that
door!”

Lawton waved his hands, motion-
ing his henchmen back. Then he took
a step forward.

Crowding and pushing his way
through the milling throng came a
man. Where the two dead gunmen
lay across the threshold, he stopped.

“I'm here, boss!” this man calmly
announced.

His hands were at his sides, but
there was death in his evil {ace.

CHAPTER 1II
Gard Collects

HE man standing in the door-
way was Squinty Shadrow,

general superintendent of
all of Lawton’s Diamond Bar hold-
ings.

He was a mean hombre with one
squint eye, two yellowed fangs that
pushed his upper lip out so that it
hung over his chin like a shelter-
half, and sun-bleached straw hair, A
killer, every inch of him. A ruthless
slaughterer who had no compunction
against taking human life. And a man
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with a reputation for swift drawing.
It was said of Squinty Shadrow that
he would let the devil himself make
the first draw, and then plug him
through the center of his horned
head before the old boy could press
the trigger.

Squinty Shadrow pushed up to
where the two dead men lay. He
did not even glance at them. But
out of his twisted eyes he took in
the scene at the back of the room
where Gard Runyan kept his gun
against Lawton.

“What’s up, boss?” he asked the

cattle king with a casualness that
could not be mistaken.

Gard prodded the muzzle of his
gun deeper. Lawton winced.

“Speak up!” said Gard. “Tell him
to mind his own business!”

Jasper Lawton looked steadily at
his superintendent, and though his
face was unreadable, some under-
standing passed between them.

“Nothin’, Squinty. Not a thing,”
he answered slowly. “I'm just buy-
in” out the Vanishin’ River range.
I'm payin’ cash for it. That shootin’
was a accident. Now clear outta
here an take that mob with yuh.”

Squinty Shadrow gave Gard a hard
look. These two had faced each
other before. Each knew the repu-
tation of the other on the draw, and
each was more than a little jealous
of the fame which had accrued to
the other. Still, they had never
come to a test. They had never

actually stood up and drawn against
each other.

QUINTY'’'S hands still dangled at

~ his sides, but he was reluctant to
obey orders.

“Sure yuh mean that?”

“My Gawd, have I got tuh draw a
map o’ the whole route to Vanishin’
River for yuh?” Lawton growled.

At that the range boss nodded his
head. “I git yuh, boss.”

“Clear out that mess in the door-

way, Lawton ordered. ‘“Looks like
yuh’d hire some boys that knowed
how tuh handle their shootin’ irons.”
That was all the sympathy that was
wasted on three dead gunmen.
Shadrow backed away a few
steps. His ugly face turned toward
Gard; and he looked at the younger
man with deadly hate while he spoke
to the wolves about him, out of the .
corner of his mouth,

“Yuh heard. Drag ’em away,” he
snarled.

HEN the entrance was cleared,
Shadrow stood there alone, still
facing the tableau of death inside.

“They’ll be a bunch o’ us boys
sorta hangin’ ’round outside,” he
sneered at Gard, significantly.

“I'll be right glad t’ meet up with
yuh,” Gard answered evenly. “Now,
git outta here.”

He jerked his head toward the
street and Squinty backed the rest
of the way out, his evil eyes still
menacing the younger man.

When the room was all clear
and they were alone again, Jasper
Lawton twisted his head over onto
his shoulder and wiped his face on
his shirt.

“Gawd, I'm glad that’s over with!”
he rumbled.

“What yuh mean by such?” Gard
demanded, still pressing the gun
deeply into the small of the other’s
back.

“When them renegades taste blood,
they don’t know when tuh stop.”

“’Fraid they’d mess you up along
with me, eh?”

Lawton did not answer this.
stead, he asked:

“Kin I put my hands down, Run-
yan? Yuh got me dead center.”

“Go ahead. Only don’t make no
slip. I'm collectin’ that bill now.”

The cattleman seemed almost
cheerful as he dropped his hands to
his sides and let the blood get cir-
culated in them again. His mood

In-
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was too cheerful, under the circum-
stances. Gard was suspicious and
wary, watching every move he made.
He had never heard anything good
of Lawton, and he was not going to
be caught off guarcd.

Lawton turned his wide, blank
face toward him.
“You win, young feller. Yuh got

the nerve of a wildcat.”

Gards grim face did not relax.

“I ain’t bein’ paid in compliments,”
he reminded. “Cash is what talks.”

The big man bent over the door
of a safe that was built into the

wall of the building beside the desk.
He turned the knobs with his mas-
sive hands and jerked the door back.
Gard stood where he could look into
the safe, and where he could watch
every move that Lawton made.
Inside were piles of currency,
stacks of gold and many well-filled
canvas money bags, From the cur-
rency, the despot of the Inchelium
counted off many bills of large de-

nomination and placed them on the
desk. “I want some o’ that gold, too.”
Gard insisted. '

Obediently, Lawton set two of
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the canvas bags on the desk. “There’s
five thousand in each one of ’em,”
he explained monotonously.

“Let’s see it,” Runyan demanded,
suspiciously.

The older man opened the bags.
They were filled with nuggets of
raw, yellow gold, just as it had come
from the earth in the cradles and
sluices of placer miners., And
swiftly Gard recalled tales of ban-
ditry on the gold trails in the high
mountains to the west.

“Where’d yuh git that stuff?” he
questioned sharply.

“None o’ yore business. It’s gold,
an’ that’s what yuh asked fer.”

“I'll take mine minted.” Giving
him raw gold might be a clever trap
into which the foxy Jasper Lawton
hoped to plunge him. It might
easily lead to charges that Gard was
involved in its theft.

Lawton shrugged indifferently,
put the sacks back into the safe and
counted out ten thousand dollars in
golden eagles. He dropped the lot
into an empty pouch, straightened
up.
- He was almost jovial.

“There yuh are. Every blamed
dollar. An’ " hope it chokes yuh.”

Gard set his thin lips in a straight
line and jerked the muzzle of his
gun toward the door.

“Load it up,” he snapped.

N an ominous silence, Lawton car-

ried the money outside and stowed
it away in the saddle-bags, under
Gard’s watchful eyes. Then, when
the job was finished, the big man
stood to one side, waiting for
further orders. There was a strange
submissive meekness in this action
that had Gard worried, though he
did not let it show. '

“Stand where yuh are a spell,” he
curtly instructed. His face was
flushed with triumph now, as he
thought of the fortune in his pos-
session.

But had he taken the trouble to
look, he would have seen that Jas-
per Lawton’s dead pan was as ex-
pressionless as a wooden post, which
was a bad sign.

Across Red Dot’s dusty street, op-
posite the bank, Squinty Shadrow
loitered on the sidewalk, watching
proceedings from beneath the low-
ered brim of his black sombrero.
Others of Jasper Lawton’s killers
were planted along the street, at ad-
vantageous points. They were vis-
ible, lounging in doorways and on
the sidewalk. And they all had their
faces turned toward the two who
stood beside the mottled pinto.

OWN that street Gard had to
A/ travel, between those rows of
bristling guns. And in all of Red Dot
there was not a friend who would
dare to raise a gun in his defense.

He glanced the length of the
thoroughfare. Men were shifting in
their tracks, getting ready.

Suddenly Gard thought that he
got the significance of the whole
play. At a signal from Lawton they
would close in on him. He stepped
up close to the other again, and laid
his gun against him.

“Yuh’re takin’ a little walk,” he
said, looking him in the eyes.

“Is this goin’ to be kidnapin’,
too?”

“It’s goin’ to be lead poisonin’ in
the brain if anybody moves. So, if
I was yuh, I'd see they didn’t.”

“They won’t,” Lawton rumbled.

Gard Runyan gathered up the
reins, and, with Jasper Lawton
marching stiffly before him, he led
the money-burdened Rags directly
across the street toward the Dia-
mond Bar superintendent.

An ominous, heavy silence had
fallen over Red Dot. Death was
lurking everywhere. Men had al-
ready died there that day, with hot
lead from Gard Runyan’s blazing
gun. He was a marked man among
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these hired gunmen of the great and
powerful Jasper Lawton. He had
been in a tight place when he shot.
Gard had never wantonly or willing-
ly taken human life, had never killed
unless it was to save his own or
someone else’s life,

But that did not make him the
less certain of paying the price
which these killers would demand—
a life for a life.

Squinty Shadrow was the chief
killer. He was the man . who led
Jasper Lawton’s hounds of hell,
when they went after new range in
the Inchelium, or when they decided
that some hapless cattle raiser had
overstepped bounds. Squinty was
the one with whom, eventually, Gard
would have to settle the score in a
burst of blazing lead. But right
now these other slinking wolves had
to be held in abeyance until he had
traversed that street.

But Gard had been in tight places
before. He knew that Shadrow was
waiting, the way a cougar waits to
pounce upon its prey. So he took
Jasper Lawton with him.

Once across the street, and face
to face with the killer, the youthful
rancher from the Vanishing River
country assumed an attitude of
studied nonchalance. Indifferently
he built himself a pill with his left
hand, while he insolently sized up
the squint-eyed range boss from
head to foot.

HEN he had the pill rolled and

sealed with the t1p of his tongue,
he found a match in the breast
pocket of his shirt and snapped it
into flame with his thumb nail. In-
haling deeply, his eyelids cut down
to slits, he spoke finally.

“If yuh an’ the rest o’ the Red
Hoods wants yore big boss to keep
on livin’ an’ payin’ yore wages,”’ he
announced, “yuh’ll all fold yore

arms acrost yore chests an’ keep ’em
there.”

- Squinty opened his bum eye and
shifted his hand ever so slightly
toward his gun. It was a tense mo-
ment. |

“Gosh, Squinty, have some sense,”
Lawton croaked.

“An’ don’t,” Gard cut in omi-
nously, “let yore fingers have no
foolish notions.”

The range boss let his hand drop
and spat contemptuously into the
dust at his feet.

“D’y allow yuh’ll git away with
it

Gard motioned Lawton to climb
into the saddle of a horse standing
a few feet away at the hitching rail
Then he himself swung lightly up
across the saddle on Rags, and, look-

ing down at the wolfish Shadrow,
answered him.

“I have. Adios!”

CHAPTER III
Red Hoods

IDING out of town knee
' to knee with the flat-
faced, wordless ruler of
the Inchelium, gun in
. hand, Gard missed noth-
‘SRt ing. - But nowhere along
@ the course was there any
S move made to stop them.
They went to the end of the street,
and turned off into Mud Gulch, leav-
ing Red Dot behind.

Once they were clear of gun-fire,
Gard halted.

“Much obliged to yuh,” he said,
curtly dismissing his bodyguard.

“Go t’ the devil!” Jasper Lawton
sputtered. His face was splotched

with purple as he swung back into
town.

The high tension which had
gripped Gard left him, and he re-
laxed in the saddle, letting Rags set
his own pace along a trail that
would take him by the most direct
route to where the men of his clan,
the Vanishing River ranchers, could
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be signaled to gather at the ren-
dezvous with all haste. This secret
meeting place had been established
after the coming of the Red Hoods,
and there Gard could divide up the
spoils which he had forced Jasper
Lawton to pay over to him.

He had carried through his daring
bluff against the all-powerful leader.
Even yet he could scarcely believe
that he had gone into Red Dot, got-
ten what he demanded and come
away alive. The presence of the
money in his saddle-bags, however,
reassured him. He had it, and he
would pay the ranchers of Vanish-
ing River for everything they had
lost.

Still, he reflected, he had not got-
ten at the root of the trouble which
had beset himself and his neighbors.
He had not solved the mystery
about Vanishing River. He had
gained nothing toward learning why
such desperate means were being
used to drive a handful of already
starving cattle raisers out of a sec-
tion of the badlands that was scarce-
ly worth possessing.

And until he knew the answer to
that question, he was certain that all
their troubles would continue to
mount in size.

Deep in speculation, he came in
the middle of the afternoon, to the
mouth of Deadman’s Canyon and
pushed in between the perpendicu-
lar rock walls, where the shadows
were already beginning to gather.

HEN, almost upon him, there rose

a horse and rider to block his way,
sending Rags plunging back on his
haunches in fright.

Drawn over this rider’s head and
down onto his shoulders was a scar-
let red hood, with a cowl completely
shielding his face except where his
eyes peered through two narrow
slits. In his hands he held a snub-
nosed carbine rifle, covering Gard.
And behind this gunman, choking

the narrow canyon, were other Red
Hoods. -

Gard saw in a flash that he was
trapped, and without hesitation he
raised his hands above his head.
Then he remembered the fortune
which he was packing—money which
was not his alone, but belonged also
to his desperate neighbors, and he
almost lost his life. He started to

lower his hands in defense of that
wealth.

IN time he saw the finger of the Red
. Hood leader closing in on the
trigger and he put his arms back in
place.

“That’s better!” said the gunman.
He talked thickly, as though to dis-
guise his voice.

His first surprise over, Gard had
a better prospectus of things now.
His brain was functioning coolly,
calmly, reasoning the whole thing
out. That voice! In spite of the
effort to cover it up, he knew he
had heard it before, not so long
since. And how had these roving
Red Hoods been appraised so quick-
ly that he was carrying a hundred
thousand dollars with him on this
particular trail?

Reason told him that they could
easily have been in Red Dot when
he left, and have ridden out of there
by another trail, coming at break-
neck speed to Deadman’s Canyon to
cut him off while Rags loitered

-along the way.

All in the swift moment while he
waited for the next command from
his captors, he began to recall cer-
tain things that had been said in
Red Dot, but had had no significance
then.

He remembered that when Squinty
Shadrow had come into the bank,
Lawton had said to him that he was

buying the Vanishing River hold-

ings—for cash. And when Shadrow
had questioned further, Lawton had
asked whether he had to draw a
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map of the whole route to Vanish-
ing River. And then, what was 1t
" Shadrow had said to Gard on the
street? “D’y think yuh’ll git away
with it?”

The Red Hood leader spoke again.

“Slide outta yore saddle an’ shove
yore face agin the cliff-walll!”

Gard was fairly sure of the voice
now. Sure enough to make a bluif.

“Think yuh’ll get away with it,
Shadrow?” he taunted.

The muzzle of the carbine did not
waver. Gard swung down to the
rocky floor of the canyon, obeying
orders, while the Red Hoods
crowded forward, surrounding Rags.
Out of the corner of his eye, with
his hands still high above his head,
Gard saw that one of them was
keeping him covered, while the
leader was ripping the saddle-bags
from Rags and draping them across
his own horse.

The whole thing occupied no more
than a moment of time.

“Let’s git outta here,” one of them
called.

“I got some bizness with this
bird,” the leader growled. Gard was
more certain than ever that the voice
belonged to Squinty Shadrow.

HE fellow rode over and crowded
his pony up against Gard, drawing
Gard’s gun from its holster and toss-
ing it away among the rocks a dozen
feet distant. Then he leaned over.
“Yuh got a chance t’ save yore
neck,” he snarled. “lLead us t’ the
hide-out where the Vanishin’ River
ranchers is stayin’. Say yuh’ll do
it while I count ten.”
Gard turned his head then, and
looked up into the hooded face.
“Like I told yuh before, yuh an’
your Red Hoods can go t’ the devil!”
The muzzle of the carbine flashed
upward and was pressed against
Gard’s head. There was a deafen-
ing report that roared and rumbled
aiong Deadman’s Canyon, and a

blinding flash of powder that seared
his flesh. Gard had been warned in
time, though, and with the periect
co-ordination of his muscles, he had
twisted his head to one side.

The blood spurted from his neck,
his knees buckled under him and he
fell limply to the ground in a mo-
tionless, shapeless heap.

BOVE him, the leader of the Red
Hoods hurled a curse, and other
members of the bloody band laughed
harshly. Then they stirred their
horses to action, milling about, get-
ting under way.

Gard Runyan dared to open his
eyes. He saw the group crowding
toward the mouth of the canyon.
They still had their red hoods over
their heads, but Gard got glimpses
of the brands on the left shoulders
of several of the ponies they were
riding. Diamond Bars! The property
of Jasper Lawton!

Gard had let his body go limp
even as the muzzle of the carbine
was pressed against his head, and
had slumped to the ground as though
the bullet had killed him instantly.
His acting had been good enough to
fool the group of Red Hoods. In
spite of this, though, he knew that
he was badly wounded.

Just how bad it was, he couldn’t
say. The blood was spurting from
his neck, but he could twist his
head about, and he could think
clearly.

The riders were getting further
away from him. He sat up and put
a hand over the jagged wound. From
his hasty investigation he decided
that the steel-cased bullet had sev-
ered a small vein in the fleshy part
of his neck. If he had not twisted
his head at the right instant, it
would have crashed into the base of
his skull. That, evidently, was what
the gunman thought he had suc-
ceeded in doing.

Using a bandanna for wadding,
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Gard stuffed it into the wound to
check the flow of blood. Then he
got to his feet and staggered over
to where he had seen the Red Hood
leader toss his gun. He found it
without trouble.

“Come here, oI’ boy,” he called
softly to Rags, who had not been
molested. The pinto came and stood
beside him.

Gard was beginning to feel dizzy
in the head from loss of blood and
from the pain of the nasty wound.
With difficulty he managed to throw
a leg over the saddle.

“Run ’em down, baby!” he said to
Rags.

Holding his wound and the reins

with one hand, he gripped the
wooden butt of his six-gun with the
other, and sped swiftly out of the
canyon, in the wake of the retreat-
ing Red Hoods.
- Coming into the open, he saw
them turn into a ravine that cut in
at right angles. They were not yet
aware that he had stirred, or was
after them. Already they were shed-
ding their red hoods, stuffing them
into their pockets.

The only thought that beat on
Gard’s feverish brain was that they
had robbed him of his money, and
he had to get it back.

AVERING in the saddle, with
his head whirling and things be-
ginning to go black around him, he
touched Rags’ flanks with the rowels
of his spurs.

“Git ’em, baby!” he pleaded.

Wheeling into the ravine, he haz-
~ily saw the riders ahead of him.
They were at long range for a six-
gun, but one of them lagged behind.

“Put up yore hands!” Gard
shouted. “I got yuh covered!”

So unexpected was the command
that the group of riders involuntari-
ly raised their hands above their
heads. Then they turned in their
saddles. The one who had been lag-

ging behind was close enough for
Gard to recognize now, with his red

hood off.

He was a fellow named Slim
Tucker, an imported gunman, riding
for Lawton’s Diamond Bar,

Tucker jerked his gun out then
and fired point blank, when he saw
Gard Runyan reel in the saddle. But
Gard, with his head whirling faster
and faster, caught the move and
pressed the trigger of his own
weapon.

LIM TUCKER pitched headlong

from the saddle, a wail of terror

in his throat, and landed shapelessly
on the ground.

Behind him a man threw up a
rifle and blazed away. The bullet,
coming like the swift flight of a
hornet, creased Gard’s scalp, and
cleared his head for an instant with
the sharp, burning pain. He straight-
ened up and emptied his gun at the
mass of riders. He saw one of them
grab his shoulder; and another one
doubled over in his saddle, holding
his stomach before he slid to the
ground beneath his pony’s plunging
feet.

Two of them were accounted for.
But still there were four more of
them. And dizzy blackness was
sweeping over Gard again, in sick-
ening waves. He managed to feed
fresh shells into his gun and start
pumping it, but every time he pressed
the trigger he knew that he was
shooting wild.

Return lead now was whining all
about him. A bullet nipped a bite
out of his thigh. He saw and heard
the messengers of death slamming
against the rocky walls on either
side of him.

The four gunmen up ahead were
coming toward him. Vaguely he
knew that they were rushing him,
pouring death out of their blazing
guns. Rags let out a piteous squeal

of pain. A bullet had found the
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sturdy pinto. He was wounded. But
it was only a flesh wound.

“Looks—like — the — finish, baby,”
Gard said to the pony, the words
spilling out from between his swol-
len and bleeding lips.

He raised the gun and pulled the
trigger again. By a miracle, the
bullet went true to its mark, and the
man in the lead of the charging
forces raised up in his stirrups then
spun groundward, while his pony
wheeled and went charging back up
the ravine. |

But the three who were left were
not stopped. They were coming on
again, full speed, and they were
shooting with more deadly aim.

Gard flung himself from his sad-
dle behind a large boulder and
crouched there while he reloaded his
gun,

Then he leveled it over the top
of the boulder. But before he
could pull the trigger, it was torn
from his grasp by the impact of a
rifle ball that plowed along his arm
to the elbow.

He was a bleeding, gory mess. His
first neck wound was still running
blood. He had long since aban-
doned the bandanna plug which had
checked the first heavy flow. And
he was aching and bleeding from
half a dozen other minor wounds.
Painfully he recovered the gun from
the ground. And then the pin
snapped on an empty shell!

ARD was through. He couldn’t
load again. Everything was going
black. He couldn’t see the riders
charging toward him now. He could
only dimly make out the terrified
Rags, hovering over him.

“Slong, o’ pal,” he mumbled
thickly.

Then he heard a shout from down
the ravine behind him. Momentary
consciousness cleared the cobwebs
from his head, strengthening his
vision. Men were coming on horse-

back. A dozen or more of them.
They were charging up the ravine at
full speed. And they were blasting
away with their guns.

He was caught between two
groups of gunmen, trapped like a
coyote.

CHAPTER 1V
Counter Plot

ARD could never remems-
ber having been so weary
—s0 utterly exhausted in

1<\ brain and body —in his
sy whole life. It seemed
that the weight of a
thousand tons of rock
was pressing down on
him, and that a devil was standing on
his head, jabbing red-hot pitchforks
deep into his brain.

He stirred, opened his eyes and
rolled them about. He was moving,
with a rolling motion, and that was
what was making him ache so. It
was night, he comprehended, for a
moon was shining.

Then slow reason told him that he
was astride a horse that was mov-
ing in a slow walk, giving the roll
to his body.

With this information digested,
he managed to raise his head and
look about him. There were other
riders on both sides of him, and in
front. They were all keeping that
slow pace with him. There must be
a dozen of them.

As though a door were suddenly
opened, a flood of recollections
poured in on Gard. He remembered
the whole thing now. The holdup
by the Red Hoods in Deadman’s Can-
yon. The shooting. The pursuit up
the ravine. The grim battle in
which he had dropped three of the
charging Red Hoods before they
overwhelmed him with their with-
ering fire.

And at last he recalled the final
sivaw, the coming of the re-inforce-
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ments up the ravine behind him,
when he was already through.

So the Red Hoods had taken him
captive instead of killing him? They
-must want to know where the se-
cret rendezvous of the Vanishing
River folks was, pretty bad. And
they had the money. Gard wondered
why they couldn’t let him die in
peace, and have it over with.

The cool night winds of the bad-
lands were soothing to his burning
skin. He raised a hand to push his
sombrero back off his forehead. The
act revealed new pains in his arms.
He was badly shot up. But he could

see better.

He raised his head and locked
carefully about him. One of the
riders who was close beside him,
supporting his body so that it would
not slide from the saddle, took a
quick glance at him, and shouted,
“Hey!” to attract the attention of
the others.

“Yuh won’t get nothin’ outta me,
yuh rotten Red Hoods!” Gard said,
thickly. “Might’s well finish me up.”

“Hey, Gard!” said the voice of the
other rider. “Yuh comin’ ’round?”

There was something strongly fa-
miliar about that voice. Gard
thought of Squinty Shadrow. But
that wasn’t it. He took a closer in-
spection of the face that was lean-
ing toward him,

(THILL. BRADSHAW!” he mut-

tered. A surge of happy relief
poured through his sore body. He felt
better, stronger. Then he wasn’t a cap-
tive in the hands of the Red Hoods!
This fellow was Bill Bradshaw, his
neighbor from the Circle Dot up
Vanishing River a piece.

“Shore! Who'd yuh think it was
playin’ wet nurse t° yuh here, yuh
o’ shorthorn?” Bill said to him.

“What’d they do, Bill?” Gard
asked, as the others, all ranchers of
Vanishing River, crowded about.

“We got part o’ the story, but it

wasn’'t enough t’ make sense, Gard,”
spoke up Jim Piper of the Bridle
Bit. “We been on the lookout fer
yuh all day, ever since we seen yore
buildin’s go up in smoke., We reck-
oned yuh took the trail after the

yaller skunks what done it, but why

yuh come int’ that ravine with that
bunch o’ lead-slingers a-roarin’ at
yuh, we ain’t figgered.”

N a few words Gard gave them
the facts. He told them about the
hundred thousand dollars which he
had collected from Jasper Lawton,
and the certainty he felt that it had
been Lawton who had double-crossed
him, not only recovering the money,
but leaving him for dead in Dead-

‘man’s Canyon.

“l guess you boys showed up jest
in time,” he added. “Did yuh git
the money back?”

“Naw, on the money,” Bill said
disgustedly. “But we shore wa'nt
none too soon on gittin’ int’ that ra-
vine. Boy, yuh was up t’ yore ears
in trouble; though from what we
seen, yuh done a good job of ac-
countin’ with that smoke rod yuh
pack.”

“Yeah,” put in Joe Jenkins of the
Lazy YY. “When we come foggin’
in there, they grabbed their dead,
throwed ’em acrost empty saddles,
an’ went outta there like a sky-line
blizzard. We didn’t try t’ foller ’em
through, after pickin’ yuh up.”

In a secluded basin lined with per-
pendicular lava walls, about two
miles from where Gard’s Sleepy U]
had stood, the whole cavalcade
halted. Two of the men climbed up
on the shelf land above, where they
slid their ponies into cracks in the
rocks. They could not be seen from
any angle, yet were so stationed that
the two riders had a commanding
view of every approach to the basin.

At the sound of the nighthawk,
repeated three times by them, the
signal that all was clear, Bill Brad-
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shaw led the procession in single
file down a long, steep crevice,
where the cliff had been split open
on one side of the basin.

Into the inky blackness the horses
pitched without fear, having trav-
ersed the course many times before.
At the bottom of the pitch, a dis-
tance of perhaps fifty feet, the crev-
ice made a sharp right-angle break,
into which the riders moved. The
walls were so close together that
there were places where the riders
had to lift their feet from the stir-
rups to squeeze through.

Winding and twisting, the course
kept leading deeper into the earth,
and further back under the cliff,
until presently they came into a
large, high-ceilinged chamber, Here
lanterns which were hanging ready
were lighted; and it was found that
they had come into an underground
stable, well stocked with a large
supply of hay which had been smug-
gled in by the Vanishing River
ranchers. .

Here the horses were stripped and
tied.

Out of this chamber the men
moved on foot into another passage.
Bill Bradshaw and Jim Piper helped
Gard, who found it hard to walk.
But they hadn't far to go before
they were in another dark chamber.
Giving the call of the nighthawk,
they were answered immediately
from somewhere ahead in the black-
ness, and moved along still another
subterranean tunnel that twisted and
turned, until they stepped at last into
the largest underground cavern of
all, one with a high ceiling, and ap-
parently extending for a great dis-
tance.

N here were scattered many lan-
terns and oil lamps. Several small
fires of smokeless mesquite were
burning brightly, giving the place
the appearance of a great encamp-
ment at night. Persons were mov-

ing about, and the voices of women
and children were heard, as greet-
ings were extended to the men who
were returning from their foray in
the outside world.

Here, then, was the secret rendez-
vous of the Vanishing River ranch-
ers, where they had concentrated
their supplies and their families, so
that they would be safe from the
bloody killers who rode the Van-
ishing River country with red hoods
over their heads.

HESE subterranean caverns and

their entrance here, as well as two
other secret entrances at widely dif-
ferent points, to be used in emer-
gencies, had been discovered years
before by Gard Runyan. He had
kept knowledge of them to himself
until recently, when there had been
urgent need for such a hide-out for
his neighbors and himself.

Altogether gathered here were
twenty men, seven of whom had
their wives and children there as
well.

The air in the caverns was fresh
and pure in spite of the fires, as the
smoke was wafted upward and away.
And the answer to this was found
close at hand, where the black
waters of Vanishing River flowed
along a deep, broad channel. It
came from no one knew where, and
went on beneath the floor of the des-
ert, feeding the watering holes of
the ranches on the surface, and
emerging far away, beyond the des-
ert badlands, as a surface river again.

But down here was the new level
to which the ancient river had fallen
when it left the surface, leaving be-
hind it the shell of its old course,
which had become the Vanishing
River of the badlands.

The wife of one of the ranchers
took charge of Gard Runyan when
he was brought into the light, and
for three nights and days after that
she stayed beside him, nursing him



28 THRILLING WESTERN

through the crisis of the fever
which followed.

During this time, while he was
delirious and hope for his recov-
ery faltered, the other ranchers kept
their look-out posts for sight of the
return of the Red Hoods. Some
foraged for more food, and even
rode into Red Dot to pick up what
information they could.

News was not reassuring. Gard
Runyan was wanted for murder.
Jasper Lawton had issued orders
that he be apprehended and tried
for the killing of the men he had
been forced to shoot down to save
his own life while he was in Red
Dot. Not only that, but every resi-
dent of Red Dot and the surround-
ing Inchelium basin, all of them
Lawton’s men, had been deputized
with orders to shoot Gard on sight.
The whole country was stirred up
over the affair in town.

In addition, Gard was charged
with boldly riding into town and
holding up Jasper Lawton at the
point of a gun, robbing him of a
hundred thousand dollars.

Still, during all this time, no
further sign was had of the Red
Hoods. Since Gard’s disastrous en-
counter with the band who had
robbed him of the fortune in Dead-
man’s Canyon, they seemed to have
disappeared into total oblivion. Ap-
parently they had been disrupted
enough to lie low for a time.

N town, to augment the force of

the regularly elected sheriff, Slow
Polk, Jasper Lawton’s range super-
intendent, Squinty Shadrow, was
named as leader of the possemen
who were searching for Gard Run-
yan,

On the afternoon of the fourth
day Gard sat up, his eyes clear
again, the fog swept away from his
brain. He was still weak, but he
recalled all of the events which had
passed.

“I'm headin’ down tuh Red Dot
an’ take that money away from Jas-
per Lawton again,” he declared. “If
him an’ his dirty Red Hoods think
they kin get away with that, they
got a surprise comin’.”

“Hold up!” cautioned Bill Brad-
shaw. “Mebbe yuh got the wrong
slant on this yere Red Hood bizness.
Joe Jenkins was down t’ town this
mornin’, an’ hell’s shore 'nough pop-

Sand P9

pin’.

“What's the
manded.

“Go ahead an’ tell him, Joe,” Bill
Bradshaw said.

‘matter?" Gard de-

$TT'S like this, Gard,” Joe said un-

easily. “Red Dot’s like a volcano.
I reckon yuh got the wrong twist
on them Red Hoods, like Bill says.
They ain’t no kin t° Jasper Lawton.
Night ’fore last, they up an’ raided
that ol’ Bow'n Arrer spread on
Chimmickin Crick which is owned
by Jasper Lawton hisself.

“They burned the place out, stam-
peded a bunch o’ steers over the cliff
int’ the gorge, robbed a dozen er
more waddies in the bunkhouses o’
their season’s pay, an’ then hi-tailed
it fer the upper reaches o’ Vanish-
in” River, If they was Lawton’s
men, they wouldn’t be strikin’ at
him, I figger.”

“Yes, but what's that got to do
with us?” Gard demanded sharply.

Jim Piper spoke up.

“Lawton’s ravin’ mad, an’ he’s git-
tin® ever’body in the Inchelium
stirred up agin us folks, on account
o’ them waddies which was robbed
at the Bow'n Arrer, swearin’ it was
yuh that wa$§ leadin’ them Red
Hoods, an’ that they recognized
some o' the rest o’ us from Vanish-
in’ River.

“Now the order’s gone out fer tuh
grab any of us Vanishin’ River
folks an’ t’ drag us int’ Red Dot fer
trial, with a big reward on our
heads., Joe didn’t feel none too
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easy, figgerin’ somebody’d recognize
him any minnit, an’ he got outta
there fast’s he could.”

In spite of his physical weakness,
Gard Runyan leaped to his feet.

“The dirty, lyin’, stealin’ murder-
in’ polecats!” he barked. “I'm goin’
t* start things poppin’ with that
bunch, an’ wipe ’em out!”

He drew on his slick leather chaps
and buckled his holster belt about
his hips.

“Whut yuh goin’ t’ do?” Bill Brad-
shaw worried.

“I’'m headin’ fer Red Dot an’ I'm
goin’ straight tuh Jasper Lawton!”

“I’'d sorta rest a spell an’ figger
on ’t,” Bill counseled. “They’ll pick
yuh off, shore, Gard. An’ that sorta
leaves the rest of us up a stump,
what with us all sorta dependin’ on
yuh t° lead us.”

“Wait!” Gard suddenly exclaimed.
“I got a better plan workin’ in my
head.”

CHAPTER V
Night Riders

MONG the wives of the
ranch Gard found one
‘ who owned a bright red
A s\ Print dress.

by He commandeered this,
% and had a red hood and
cowl sewed out of it that
would fit over his head
and shoulders. Then, in spite of
the protests of the other men, all of
whom wanted to go with him, Gard
selected a sorrel horse that would
not be distinguishable from the gen-
eral run of horses, as was the black
and white mottled Rags, and rode
out of the caverns.

The red hood which had been
made for him, he concealed in his
clothing. It was late afternoon
when he got outside, and stifling hot
up there in the badlands. Several
of the men had accompanied him to
the outside, but there he ordered

them to stay back and let him go on
his own way.

Exactly what his plan was, he re-
fused to divulge. But he did ask
that the first report of Red Hoods
be made back to the caverns where
he would himself report in case he
failed to locate any of the night
riders. Then he started along Van-
ishing River, riding leisurely, his
sharp grey eyes darting everywhere,
so that no living thing moved with-
in his range of vision without his
observing it.

E came first to his own spread.
Sight of the havoc which had
been wrought, wiping out the last pos-
session which he could claim, made
him draw his thin lips down tightly
across his white teeth. He rode on,
He passed the Circle Dot. The
same thing had happened there. And
still further on at the Bridle Bit,
and still beyond that at the Lazy

YY. All in desolate, blackened
ruins.

Mile after mile he rode, search-
ing for some evidence of the pres-
ence of Red Hoods in the Vanishing
River region. Night came on and
the moon slid up over the rugged
horizon. Still he moved on. Every-
where was proof that the Red Hoods
had been there and passed by, but
there was no sign of the Red Hoods
themselves. Having succeeded in
driving all of the ranchers out of
the country, as they supposed, they
evidently were content to await de-
velopments before actually laying
claim to Vanishing River,

By riding all night, Gard came in
the early dawn to the end of the
route, which was the furthermost
reach of Vanishing River. Here
Lars Orr, the Swede, had once had
his LO ranch. The buildings had
all been wiped out, and the hay.
Discouraged, facing a long ride back
to the caverns, Gard drew into a
sheltered dale where he planned to
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rest for a few hours before facing
the blistering heat of the return
journey.

Without warning he came upon a
large cavvy of saddle horses tied to
a picket line. And guarding them
was a single sentry, a waddie who
had been asleep, but who came to
his feet, startled, his gun in his
hand, at the sudden appearance of
Gard Runyan.

The guard was a stranger to Run-
yan, but a gunman by his looks. He
made a swift appraisal of Gard, and,
evidently recognizing him, started
upward with his gun. He shot. But
he was too late. The bullet went
whining into the humid air, as he
threw wide his arms with a pierc-
ing scream and fell dead on his face,
a bullet between the eyes.

Making that lightning smooth
draw which had saved his life be-
fore this, Gard had shot from the
hip as he sat in his saddle. Then,
without waiting to see what the ef-
fect of those two shots would be, he
wheeled the sorrel from the dale
and crowded into a gully. He rode
along it at a furious pace until he
reached a shelf of rock that over-
looked not only the dale but a nar-
row meadow basin adjacent to the
Vanishing River valley, where in
ancient times there had been a back
wash from the river, but which of
late had been one of Lare Orr’s hay
meadows, well screened from sight,
Gard himself was hidden from view
behind a stubborn growth of chap-
arrel sprouting from the soil-filled
cracks of the rocks,

ROM this point of vantage he
A looked into the hidden valley and
saw a dozen or fifteen men running
up through the rocks toward the
cavvy, hurrying evidently, to inves-
tigate the meaning of those shots.
They were playing cautious, keep-
ing themselves sheltered as they
surrounded the place.
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- This, however, was not of great-
est interest to Gard in that moment.
In the center of the meadow, these
men had been at work digging a
series of deep, wide-mouthed holes
like well-shafts.

“Huntin’ for water!” Gard ex-
claimed aloud, involuntarily. “Now

who'd ever o’ thought of an idea
like that?”

ND all at once a great light broke

upon him. Here was possibly the
answer as to why the Red Hoods
wanted possession of Vanishing
River, Knowing that beneath the
whole valley there was a lost river
of life-living water, they were go-
ing down after it, to bring it up
and turn it onto the parched acres
of the wvalley, making of it a rich
paradise of hay land for stock.

And Gard knew definitely that the
water was under there, because he
had found it, flowing in heavy vol-
ume through the secret caverns at
the lower end of the dry river.

He had little time for conjecture,
however, as the men who were sur-
rounding the dale had now located
his trail. Slowly they were working
toward him, grimly determined to
run him down.

Slipping away from his screened
position, he climbed higher into the
rough country. From time to time
he saw his pursuers. They had
taken to their saddles and were
closing in on him.

Retreating steadily before their
advance, Gard kept well ahead of
them, following the general course
of Vanishing River. Then, in a
sloping walled canyon that was
strewn with large boulders, he faced
about, drew rein and waited for the
man-hunters, calmly smoking one
cigarette after another until he
heard the clatter of many horses’
hoofs converging upon his retreat.

When the vanguard of the pur-
suers came into sight around a sharp
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bend in the canyon, Gard was per-
haps more surprised than they. To
his surprise he saw that the group

was led by Sheriff Slow Polk and

Squinty Shadrow. It was not the
Red Hoods, then, as he had believed,
but the posse organized to run him
to earth, and to bring him in dead
or alive. /

He was not prepared for this, but
not by the flicker of an eyelash did
he reveal his concern. When the
riders came into view and saw him
he was lolling in his saddle, looking
steadily into their faces, a mirthless
grin woven into the sun-wrinkles of
his face.

“Howd’y, Slow! An’ Squinty!” he
drawled. “Lookin’ for someone, was
yuh?”

Guns flashed out of holsters. A
dozen of them covered him in an in-
stant, but Gard did not alter his po-
sition.

“We got yuh!” Sheriff Slow Polk
barked. “Make a move an’ we’ll fill
yuh so full o’ lead a hoss couldn’t
tote yuh!”

“This yere’s a mighty powerful-
built horse for his size,” Gard
opined insolently, crushing the fire
from his cigarette butt between his
fingers.

“Save yore jokes t° crack when
yuh got a rope ’round yore neck,”
Squinty Shadrow snarled. “Go on,
Sheriff! Git him! The dirty Red
Hood!”

ARD kept the humorless grin
plastered on his face, but his eyes
were cold as death.

“This is one time I got yuh top-
ped!” he said evenly. “What d’y
think I led yuh clear down yere for,
if it wasn’t t' bring yuh into my
trap? An’ yuh led like a bunch ¢’
lambs.”

Squinty Shadrow looked quickly
about him, and Sheriff Polk stirred
uneasily. There was that assurance
in Gard’s tone which made them

hesitate to call his bluff, even if
they did think that it was a bluff.
Then Gard spoke again, a soft purr
in his voice.

“Us folks was out lookin’ for
yuh,” he said. “We got an am-
bushed rifleman behind all o’ them
boulders up there on the slope, an’
every man in yore outfit’s covered.
If T was smart like you fellers, I'd
put my gun back in the leather an’
ride outta here whilst I could!”

HADROW swore and rode his
horse forward a dozen paces, 50
that he had a closer look at Gard.

“That’s a lie!” he yelled. “Yuh
ain't got me bluffed none at all,
Runyan.”

“Raise yore hand then, an’ yuh’ll
drop dead in yore tracks! An’ like«
wise every man in the outfit.”

Squinty’s bad eye was twitching,
the sign that death was about to
burst from his gun. Gard’s eyes
were peeping from between narrow
slits.

“Wantta call?” he asked between
close-clenched teeth.

Slowly Squinty Shadrow dropped
his gun back into its holster. And
the possemen behind him did the
same.

“On yore way out,” said Gard, “I
wouldn’t even look back.”

“You ain't through with me,”
Shadrow promised.

“I shore hope I ain’t,” Gard re-
torted. “In the end, the two of us
1§ gonna draw, when I settle fer that
business in Deadman’s Canyon, an’
fer what yuh done to my Sleepy
UJ. Only it wouldn’t be safe for
yore outfit right now.”

Stubbornly, sullenly, the riders
turned and left the canyon. When
they had gone, Gard rode away in
the opposite direction. But he did
not return to the caverns. Instead,
he deliberately retraced his course
up Vanishing River, to the little val-
ley where he had found these men,
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supposedly a posse, digging wells
in the ground.

In the valley he examined their
work, They were going down to
bedrock, a distance of ten feet or
more. But they were not finding
water. Every hole was dry, and
they had tried in a dozen places.

More mystified than ever at such
hopeless persistence, Gard left the
place and started the return journey
to the caverns.

He rested himself and horse
through the heat of midday, and late
in the afternoon he took up the
march again. He had made some
interesting discoveries that day, but
he had not gained much definite in-
formation concerning the mystery
about Vanishing River. Unless the
reason why the Red Hoods wanted
to exterminate the ranchers, was to
find the water and put it on the
land, as their attempts at well-dig-
ging would indicate.

Loost in deep speculation, and
grown a little careless in his vigi-
lance with the weariness which was
upon him, he was not prepared for
the ambush which opened up on him
as he was climbing up through a
jumbled section of the badlands.

The crack of a rifle from behind a
cluster of monoliths of lava sent a
bullet whining close to Gard’s ear.
He dropped over onto the side of
his horse, lying along the neck,
while he brought his six-gun into
action. But there was no sign of
the ambusher anywhere.

UTTING spurs to the sorrel, he

_sped through the tangled sage-
brush mesquite and boulders, search-
ing the country about him.

Then another bullet, coming from
closer range, clipped the pommel of
the saddle. The pony squealed in
fright and plunged madly along the
trail. More lead was poured after
the fleeing pair. The bullets were
whining about Gard like bees, and
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still he had not located the sniper.

Coming to a large boulder, he
dropped from the saddle of the ca-
reening pony and lit lightly on his
toes and hands in a clump of sage-
brush. At the same time he sent
the pony rocketing forward with
flapping stirrups.

He crouched behind the boulder
and swiftly reloaded his gun, which
he had emptied in fruitless search
for the hidden foe. Then he waited.
The firing had ceased when he had
vanished from sight. He lay per-
fectly still, his burning eyes care-
fully searching every inch of the
broad, rough slope along which he
had been riding.

INUTES passed. Thirty yards

above him, and slightly ahead of
his position, was a dense cluster of
mesquite which held his attention. He
watched it and presently he saw
what he took to be the movement
of an upper stem of a bush. He
could not be certain, so he held his
fire.

More minutes slid by. And then
he was certain that the waiting
killer lay in this clump. Distinctly
Gard saw the brush moving. The
man was getting ready to leave his
ambush.  Swiftly, silently, Gard
raised his gun, leveled it at the
spot, and waited. The brush moved
more violently. ~

Gard’s fingers closed over the trig-
ger, ready to press it.

Then, out of the brush, there wad-
dled into view a little striped ani-
mal with a big bushy tail.

Gard swore softly and dropped
his gun hand. But instantly it went
up again. A few feet to one side
of the skunk, the brush moved vio-
lently and a man stood to his full
height, backing away from the ad-
vancing animal. Over his head he
wore a scarlet hood.

“Stick ’em up!” Gard commanded,
leaping to his feet.
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The man took one look, threw up
his rifle and fired.

Once more Gard’s own gun barked.
There was a flash of red powder

fire and a bullet went whining up
the slope. The Red Hood fell and

lay silent, while the curious skunk

sniffed at his still smoking rifie,
then waddled away.

CHAPTER VI

Reward

s MERGING from the bad-
/ lands on the crest of the
. midday heat, Gard Run-
~yan, mounted on Rags,
swung into the wide
thoroughfare which di-
vided the twin rows of
Lt % low frame buildings in
Red Dot. The limp form of a dead
man was draped across the saddle-
bow of a trailing pony.

Looking straight ahead out of
eyes that were like glittering dia-
monds, Gard moved down the center
of the street. His bridle reins were
looped loosely through the fingers
of his left hand, while his right lay
close to the butt of his six-gun.

Though he sat his horse with the
careless indifference of one born to
the leather, he was acutely aware
that men leaning against hitching-
rails and lounging in doorways
straightened up with sudden alacrity
at sight of him. In dumbfounded
amazement they stared at the red-
hooded corpse he unconcernedly es-
corted.

No one had a greeting for him,
however, as he passed. Instead,
there fell upon the place a sinister
hush that was redolent of sudden
death.

The lone rider with his dead cargo
sensed the hostility in the quick
glances that passed between men as
they dropped their hands to their
guns. Though his inscrutable face
with its firm jaw was thrust grimly

SIX-GUNS 33

forward, his hard eyes were alive in
their deep sockets, missing no move=-
ment among those who contemplated
their chances of making a success-
ful draw against him.

Out of the north and toward the
south he rode, facing into the full
blast of the sun without squinting,
his lithe body swaying to the slow
rhythm of his pony. He came at
last to the courthouse and jail
building, which blocked the street
as though it were a barrier against
further encroachment of the vast
open rangeland behind it.

Here Rags stopped at a pressure
from his rider’s knees, and Gard
Runyan swung to the ground, toss-
ing the reins of the two horses over
the hitching-rail.

His slim, square-shouldered back
to the town, he walked up the three
steps to the wide entrance. He
paused before a bulletin board upon
which was tacked a single, bold-
lettered notice. This he carefully
and slowly read aloud:

DEAD OR ALIVE!

A reward of $5000 will be paid for the
person of Gard Runyan, leader of the Red
Hoods. Also there will be paid $1000 re-
ward, dead or alive, for each member of

this desperate gang of outlaws who are

wanted for murder, cattle stealing and
many other crimes.

Notify Sheriff Slow Polk or Jasper Lawe-
ton, President of the Inchelium Stocks-
growers’ Association at Red Dot, Montana,

His thin lips curling back from
his even, white teeth, Gard reached
up with his left hand and tore the
notice from the board, carrying it
with him into the building.

EFORE the open doorway of the
first stuffy office he stopped. In-
side, behind a make-shift desk, sat
Sheriff Slow Polk. He had a gun
in his hand, and the muzzle was
leveled steadily at Gard Runyan’s
heart.
“I got yuh!” the officer triumph-
antly greeted him, his washed-out
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blue eyes masking the emotions be-
hind them. “Seen yuh comin’ an’
reckoned t’ give yuh a right hearty
welcome.”

“I wouldn’t,” Gard suggested, ‘“‘do
anything in a hurry I might feel
sorry for later.

“I got a nervous trigger finger.
Spit ocut what yuh want.”

The lines of Gard Runyan’s face
deepcned into the semblance of a
hard grin.

“Brung in this yere reward no-
tice, Sheriff,” he answered smooth-
ly, proffering the printed sheet
across the desk. .

Slow Polk’s expression did not al-
ter.

“Givin’ yoreself up fer a fair
trial?”” he queried suspiciously.
“Playin’ smart, when yuh knowed
we was bound t’ git yuh sooner er
later? Lay that shootin’ rod on the
desk, butt first, an’ lift up yore
dukes.”

Gard still had the trace of a cyn-
ical grin lurking in the network
of fine lines around his deep eyes.

“Shore,” he readily agreed, draw-
ing the gun from its holster while
Sheriff Polk watched the move with
tense, strained muscles. “Seein’ as
how yuh’re supposed to be the law
in these parts, I'd reckoned we could
talk this over without gun play. But
if we can’t, why, here yuh are.”

ITH a twitch of the wrist that

seemed so slight it was almost
neghglble, yet so swift that the eye
could not follow, Runyan spun the
heavy gun in his fingers, neatly
knocking Sheriff Polk’s weapon from
his hand into the air, where he caught
it by the butt as it descended. At the
same time the muzzle of his own
gun went forward against the of-
ficer’s chest.

“It’'s a matter of mathe—matics,
Slow,” Gard cheerfully said. “One
from one is bound tuh leave nothin’.
That’s yuh at the present moment.

An’ now, if yuh’ll give me yore un-
divided attention, I'll explain my-
self.”

“Go tuh Dblazes!” Sheriff Polk
savagely growled. “With five thou-
sand dollars on yore head, yuh
couldn’t git outta town alive.”

“That’s still a matter of ’rithme-
ficl”

“I'm listenin’!” The officer glared
his defiance, though there was now
the fear of sudden and violent death
registered in his voice.

“I come in t’ collect the reward
which it i1s stated yere will be paid
for a Red Hood, dead or alive.”

HERIFF POLK’S hands, where

they were laid out across the desk
in. front of him, began to tremble.
Then he took a deep breath and lecok-
ed furtively toward an open window
ten feet away.

Gard interpreted the glance.

“I kin clip the head from a sand
swallow in full flight,” he warned.
“Yuh’d make a simple target, goin’
through there. Now, as I was sayin’,
’bout this yere reward notice—"

“I didn’t have nothin’ t* do with
gittin’ that out,” Slow Polk some-
what desperately denied. “It was
done by Jasper Lawton.”

“l ain’t ’sprised. But what I want
to know is, have yuh got the money
ready tuh pay?”

“Tuh blazes with yuh!”

“Hand over one thousand dollars
if yuh know what’s good for yuh,
Slow. I've got a Red Hood out
yonder, an’ I aim t’ collect on him.”

Sheriff Polk gulped and swallowed

“hard.

“Don’t be scared,” Gard jeered. “I
shot him first. He’s dead.”

“Wh-who yuh got?”

“A bad hombre by the name 0o’
Curly Gus.”

“He's® a deputy fer the associa-
tion. That’s another murder agin
yuh!”

“He was wearin’ 2 red hood when
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I drilled him. He’s still got it on,
as yuh’ll see when yuh take a look
out front. An’ now I want my re-
ward.”

“The money’s over t° Jasper Law-
ton’s bank,” the officer craftily
stalled, playing for time. “We got
t’ go over there after it.”

Watching Sheriff Polk’s face, Gard
Runyan saw a change flash over it
and wheeled. Too late!

“Yeah! 1Let’s go an’ git it!l”
Squinty Shadrow gloated, a danger-
ous threat in his voice, death writ-
ten on his sneering, wolfish counte-
nance.

Gard let the two guns slide from
his fingers to the floor.

“Yore ante, Squinty,” he shrugged.

“Git movin’, Slow,” Squinty snarled.
“Lock some steel ont’ this yere
hombre, then tell Lawton, an’ have
him round up some o’ the boys fer
a jury. The boss’ll wantta make a
good hangin’ example outta a open
an’ shut case like this. That’s the
only reason I ain’t pulled the trig-
ger.”

Sheriff Polk, stirred to action,
moved around in front of the cap-
tive. In a flash Runyan’s booted
right foot shot out and caught the
officer on the shin. With a howl of
pain he doubled up, grabbing his leg
with both hands. Another stunning
kick sent him crashing backward
against Squinty Shadrow, knocking
the gunman off balance in the unex-
pected meélée so that he toppled
against the wall, cursing loudly and
struggling desperately to get his
gun into action.

HEELING, Gard recovered his
own gun from the floor. He
started to cover Shadrow and the still
struggling sheriff, when he heard
footsteps in the hall outside. Turning,
he sprang across the room to the
open window, which gave him a
sweeping view of the street. _

Below him, a dozen yards away,

Rags stood at the rail with the horse
bearing the dead Red Hood Gard
had brought in. Three riders had
dared to come up and were examin-
ing the body. Startled at the sounds
of commotion from the sheriff’s of-
fice, they looked in time to see Gard
poised on the window sill, and they
began to reach for their guns.

The first one to draw died before
he got his gun up. Gard shot him
through the heart.

OWN the street a block away,
half a dozen more riders were
coming. At sight of Runyan they set
spurs to their horses, prodding them
into a dead run, at the same time open-

ing up with a bombardment of long-
range shooting that sent lead spat-
tering harmlessly against the wooden
walls of the office.

“Kill 'im! It’s Gard Runyan git-
tin’ away!” a voice bellowed above
the pandemonium which had broken
loose in the quiet little town. Others
took up the cry immediately, adding
to the confusion.

Clusters of men along the side-
walks, all Lawton’s men, who had
been organizing to surround the
courthouse building, sprinted to
cover. In an instant after his spec-
tacular appearance at the window,
the street was deserted except for
the two groups of men on horses.

Gard sized up the situation with
photographic swiftness. One of the
men at the rail he had killed, but
the remaining two were finding their
guns, ready to stop him. Behind
him men with guns were running
along the hallway, while in the room
Squinty Shadrow and Sheriff Polk
were untangling themselves, and
would be pouring lead into his back.

To his left and over the heads of
the horsemen at the rail, and almost
on a level with his own eyes, were
several rooms above Lawton’s flat
bank building.

A window shade in one of these
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rooms moved slightly, revealing the
shadowy form of a man behind it.
And that man was holding a rifle
in his hand. He had the muzzle
thrust between the shade and the
sash. Looking straight into the bore,
Gard had the sensation that it was
as big as a cannon,

Death was leering at him from
every side. In that instant there
seemed no possibility of escape. But
he leaped wide of the window and
landed on the ground a full ten feet
away from the building. His legs
sagged beneath his weight and he
almost stumbled. A bullet fired from
a six-gun at close range whined past
his ear. He recovered his balance
and started running.

Another bullet tore a hole through
his sombrero, nearly knocking it
from his head. Then he reached the
hitching-rail, laid a hand on it, and
catapulted into the saddle.

ULLETS were whining like hor-
nets all around him now. Several

of them cut his clothing and seared
his flesh. Once he had the sickening
sensation that the end had come,
when he felt the hot lash of lead
laid across his shoulder close to the
bad wound which he had gotten in
his earlier encounter with the Red
floods. Blood spurted from a scalp
wound and ran in a zigzag stream
down across his forehead and into

his eyes. With the back of a hand
he dashed it away, clearing his
vision.

One of the two men at the rail
had his gun on him, his finger press-
ing the trigger. Whipping his own
gun into this fellow’s face, Gard
fired. The killer slumped, half his
face blown away. Gard was getting
dizzy now. The bombardment deaf-
ened him to the shouts of those
closing in for the kill

But he was on Rags. His toes
were in the stirrups. The steel-
muscled pinto was snorting to go.
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Stretching flat along the pony’s
side to shield his body, he turned
Rags toward the rear of the county
building.

“Get goin’, baby,” he begged.

Beyond the building, the wide
open range spread out to the hori-
zon and further. There he would
have an even break in a straight-
away race.

As he wheeled, a gun was thrust
into his face over Rags’ neck. It
was the third bloodthirsty demon
who had been at the hitching-rail.
Death was laughing at Gard now.

He pulled the trigger of his own
gun, but the pin snapped on an
empty shell. Death shouted like a
maniac.

Then, in that instant, Gard got a
distorted impression of a shadowy
form behind the window shade in
the room above Lawton’s bank. A
streak of flame spat out of the rifle
muzzle, and the man menacing Gard
with the six-gun fell dead, a look of
surprised horror on his face.

Rags turned the corner and the
storm of lead ceased. But a single
thought kept stabbing at Gard’s
dulled brain. |

Up there in that window, an un-
known had shot down one of Gard’s
enemies, to save Gard’s life.

CHAPTER VII
Spy Work

‘ PEEDING swiftly away
across the open range,
| Gard heard the hue and
i 9g® \ cry of the chase form-
: . ing behind him. But he

V 91X .« did not turn to look.
C7.. ¢ Before the Dblurred
SENER vision of his bloodshot
eyes he still was seeing that figure
with the rifle; seeing the yellow
flash of flame from the muzzle of
that gun; seeing the look of surprise
on the face of the killer who was
drawing his finger against the trig-
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ger of a gun held at Gard’s head.

In all of Red Dot, Gard would
have sworn that there was not a
single person who would have be-
friended him. A man with a five
thousand dollar reward on his head,
a man who dared to defy the pow-
erful Jasper Lawton, could not hope
for friends in Red Dot.

Yet one unknown person in the
“town that was owned by Jasper
Lawton had saved his life!

It was easy for him to shake off
the pursuit. He knew every twist-
ing trail in that country. He dodged
into a coulee and rode through a
gap into a sea of tall sage and mes-
quite, where a hundred riders could
not have found him. There he waited
until the possemen under Squinty
Shadrow and the sheriff had gone
their way.

Then he turned Rags nonchalantly
toward the badlands and Vanishing
River, and rode at a leisurely pace
until he had come to his own range.

From a point of vantage he care-
fully studied the landscape until he
was  certain there were no spies
about to watch his movements. Then
he dipped swiftly down into a dry
arroyo which he followed until he
came to a narrow ravine. Along the
ravine he moved until at last he
reached the mouth of a small cave
beneath the cliff, into which he rode.

HE cave was barren and entirely
visible, but once inside Gard stood
on tiptoe in the stirrups, reaching
above his head to the ceiling, where
behind a ledge he seized a section
of steel cable on which he tugged.
Instantly at the back of the cave
a huge boulder began to rise up-
ward toward the ceiling, while be-
hind him, in the entrance through
which he had just come, an equally
large boulder slid down from the
cellmg It fit into the place, blocke
ing the cave mouth so that it would
not be visible from the ravine.
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The two boulders were counter-
weights to each other, so perfectly
balanced on pullies that by pulling
on the steel cord they could be raised
or lowered at will.

This was one of the secret emer-
gency entrances to the underground
caverns where the ranchers of Van-
ishing River were camped beside the
black waters of the stream. Passing
along the channel, Gard presently
came to the main subterranean ¢hams-
bers where he gave the nighthawk
call to inform those inside that he
was approaching.

ALL were eager to learn from him
what he had discovered in Red
Dot, as his dangerous foray there with
the dead Red Hood had been only a
pretext to learn, if he could, some-
thing of the situation. All of the
ranchers had been out of touch with
the opposition for some time now.

Gard’s report of the well-digging
at the upper end of Vanishing River
aroused keen interest, as this seemed
to be the first step on the part of
the enemy actually to seize their
lands. Immediately it was decided
that a dozen or more of the men
should ride up there that very night
to make a further inspection of this
work.

Gard, however, did not accompany
them. After a meal prepared by the
women of the camp, he selected a
black horse, leaving Rags under-
ground, and left the caverns by the
main entrance,

Beneath the starlit sky again, he
lost his hurry. He moved silently
as a ghost over into the Vanishing
River valley, where he clung to the
deep shadows, keeping himself and
his horse screened from view. He
kept watching in all directions as
he moved steadily along the old
river course,

He had gone for perhaps five
miles, and the moon had come up,
casting an eerie sheen of silver over
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the rough landscape, when he drew
a quick rein and swung back into
the shadows. Ahead of him, fifty
yards, he had seen something move.

In the gloom it might have been
a cow or a horse, or even a bear,
but Gard waited, his hand on the
butt of his gun.

Presently the object moved again,
came out of a gulley. And, clearly
silhouetted against the skyline for
an instant, Gard saw a horse and
rider. They moved only a short dis-
tance, then stopped in a cluster of
shadows.

Gard sat in his saddle watching
the shadows for some time. They re-
mained motionless. Finally he whis-
tled softly, a call which he had
heard on several occasions when the
Red Hoods had been invading Van-
ishing River, and which he had come
to be certain was the identifying
whistle of the night riders.

At first there was no answer from
the lone watcher in the shadows.
But when Gard had repeated the call
again, he heard it from the lips of
the night sentinel he had been
watching.

Certain that this person was not
alarmed or suspicious at his pres-
ence there, Gard moved forward a
dozen yards. He kept in the deep
shadows so that he would not be
seen, but made no effort to cover
the sound of his approach. Stop-
ping once more, he repeated the sig-
nal whistle and got a quick answer.

HUS reassured, he moved forward
A still further. Then he saw the
other rider come out into the open.
The silvery beams of the moon show-
ed him clearly, only a short distance
away.

And over his head he wore a red
hood.

From his clothing Gard quickly
drew his own red hood. This he
fitted over his head in exactly the
manner of the Red Hoods he had

encountered in the past. Then
without further delay, with his right
hand resting close to his gun holster,
he, too, rode out into the open, to
meet the Red Hood. They came to-
gether in the center of the cleared
space where the moonlight set them
both out clearly.

As they halted, only a few feet
apart, each seemed to be waiting for
the other to make a move. To Gard
this silence was dangerous, but he
dared not make a break. An instant
later he thanked his lucky star that
he had held his tongue. For the
other rider, a big man it was easy
to see, spoke.

¢ UMBER SEVEN!” the big Red
Hood said, a growl in his throat.

“Number Fifteen!” Gard answered
promptly, taking his cue that this
was the means of identification be-
tween the Red Hoods, and selecting
a number at random.

“What yuh doin’ yere?” Number
Seven demanded suspiciously.

“Same thing’s yuh,” Gard
torted.

“Like blazes yuh are!”

Gard felt a prickly sensation race
along his spine. There was a dan-
gerous threat in the tone of this
Red Hood. Stealthily Gard let his
long fingers close about the wooden
butt of his gun, and waited.

The other spoke up again.

“Where’s Number One?” he asked.

Gard took his courage in his hand
and plunged on.

“I just left some o’ the boys back
there a ways, on orders from Num-
ber One tuh round up the rest o’
yuh that’s up this way an’ head back.
They've found Gard Runyan’s trail,
an’ follered it t’ the secret hide-out
where them Vanishin’ River folks is
holed up. Come on!”

Number Seven accepted this eager-
ly. He turned in beside Gard, whose
pulse now was racing.

His scheme had worked perfectly

IC-
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without arousing a suspicion. He
had his Red Hood, following him
like a lamb, straight into the mouth
of the trap which he had set to
catch one of them, and to force from
him the secrets of the bloody order.

Eager to get out of the open and
back into the caverns, Gard pushed
his pony at a stiff pace, the other
keeping at his side. Neither of them
had anything further to say.

Coming down along a crooked
coulee half an hour later, they heard
ahead of them the pounding of
horses’ hoois.

“Yere they come now,’
ber Seven.

“Wait!” Gard whispered, laying a
hand on the arm of the other. “Git
back outta sight yere an’ stay still.
It might be Gard Runyan an’ them
Vanishin’ River ranchers.”

Screened among a clump of chap-
arrel in the black shadows, the two
held themselves tense as a score or
more riders swung around a bend
and came forward at a steady lope,
heading along the coulee toward the
upper end of Vanishing River.

As the mass of night riders swung
by them, so close that they could see
that each of them wore a red hood,
Gard’s heart began to pound wildly.
But he took a chance.

“Come on!” he hoarsely whis-
pered to his hooded companion. “It’s
the boys! An’ they're headin’ fer
some place in a hurry.”

said Num-

AS the tail end of the hooded pro-
cession passed, the two of them

swung in behind without being de-
tected, and mingled with the other
riders.

No suspicion was aroused by them
as there were so many in the group
that it would have been hard to keep
track of all.

On and on they rode until they
had covered several miles. Then, in
a sheltered basin, a halt was called.
One of the hooded riders snurred

his horse out in front and faced the
others. :

“We got ’em this time!” this man
said. Gard, still keeping beside the
first man he had encountered, caught
his breath sharply. There was no
mistaking that voice now. Squinty
Shadrow was the leader of the Red
Hoods. Gard heard the man beside
him give a low grunt.

“Piggy Evans saw the whole bunch
of ’em ride like hell towards the
workin’s up above,” the leader went
on. “They’re gittin’ wise. What
we gotta do is git up there an’ sur-
round ’em. Then, when 1 shoot,
that's the signal t’ rush in an’ wipe
'em out. Shoot t’ kill! Don’t leave

a one alive. That’s the answer we
got fer ’em!”

ARD shut his thin-lipped mouth
tightly. The story needed no ex-
plaining. Spies of the Red Hoods had
seen the ranchers move away from
the rendezvous and hurry toward
the upper end of Vanishing River,
and they were going to close in on
them, wipe them out without a
chance to fight back.

Alone and single-handed, a spy
among this group, Gard Runyan had
to stop them, turn them from this
purpose. Or else get a warning to
his friends, prepare them for the
showdown which was coming.

He knew now the identity of the
leader, though he had really had no
doubts from the start. Squinty
Shadrow was the leader of the Red
Hoods, working under instructions
from Jasper Lawton. But this made
the whole situation all the more
dangerous, for Shadrow was a killer
who would stop at nothing.

When the march was resumed,
Gard let his pony lag. Half a mile
ahead of them was a deep, dark ra-
vine cutting off sharply from the
river valley., If he could edge into

~ this he could cut overland and beat

the Red Hoods to the head of the
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river. The ranchers, warned, could
prepare to meet the attack.

A foot at a time, Gard let his
horse drag back until he was bring-
ing up the rear. The ravine was
only a few hundred yards ahead now.
Beads of perspiration standing out
on his forehead under the tight fit-
ting red hood, he dropped back a
little further.

He was almost ready to make the
break, to slip quietly into the shad-
ows and drift into the ravine.

Suddenly two men with hoods
wheeled and dropped in on either
side of him,

“What yuh doin’ back yere?” one
of them snarled. “Gittin’ cold feet?
Knowed we shouldn’t a brung a
sniveler like yuh along, an’ told
Shadrow as much. Yuh may be
sheriff, but yuh ain’t foolin’ me,
Slow Polk.”

“Yuh’re makin’ a mistake,” Gard
answered coldly, holding his nerve.
“I—I'm Number Fifteen.”

The second man swore,

“Like the devil yuh are!
Fifteen!’ he snarled

I'm
into the si-

lence, like the booming wvoice of
death.

CHAPTER VIII
Flaming Lead

EING in a desperate
corner had caused Gard
to make that bold play.
But he had given the
wrong answer.

“Spy!” the man who
had stopped him shouted.

Before Gard could
make a move, a gun muzzle was
jabbed into his side and a hand
reached up to tear his mask from
his head. Twisting his body side-
wise so that the bullet missed by
fractions, he struck down the hand
that was grasping his hood and

brought his own gun up with a
speed that was almost inconceivable.

He covered the other man, but he
did not pull the trigger. A sixth
sense that functioned without his
will warned him that now and here
was not the time nor the place for
a showdown with the Red Hoods.
S0 he menaced them with his gun
while he backed his horse slowly
toward the black mouth of the
ravine.

Over on one side, but clearly with-
in range of his vision, Gard saw the
big man whom he had first accosted
and who had identified himself as
Number Seven. The man had his gun
in his hand but he was not threaten-
ing with it. It was more as though
he were waiting for someone really
to start trouble.

ITH a last defiant order for

every one of them to stand back,
Gard plunged his midnight black into
the ravine and vanished from sight.
But no more time had elapsed than
was sufficient for him to turn when
the guns began to blaze. A veritable
hail of lead came whining along the
ravine, cutting through the dark as
yellowish-red streaks of flame burst
from smoking guns in the hands of
the Red Hoods.

Gard bent low in the saddle and

‘gave the black the reins. This horse

was not like his own mottled pinto,
Rags, and he was not certain what
it would do under a barrage of bul-
lets. But now it heeded his bidding,
and seemed to fly.

Behind him the Red Hoods were
following, but they were shooting
without a visible target. Also, being
unaware that the floor of the ravine
slanted downward a short distance
in, their lead was all going high so
that Gard was in no great danger
from them.

Coming to a bend, he was entirely
in the clear, and he pushed on sitting
erect in the saddle.

He was thinking all the time about
that big man who called himself
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‘Number Seven. There was some-
thing about him that was mighty
familiar and something about his ac-
tions which aroused a deep curiosity
in Gard.

“I'm aimin’ to find out more "bout
him when we have the showdown,”
he muttered to himself. Giving the
black more rein, he urged it to even
greater speed. He had a hard climb
ahead of him, over the short cut to
the head of Vanishing River, if he
would be in time to warn and or-
ganize the ranchers against the on-
coming Red Hoods. The marauders
would have easy traveling up the
floor of thc old river valley.

It was a long ride to make with-
out a stop, but the black proved
equal to the test. Near the break
of dawn Gard came again to the
country where he had surprised the
group of Lawton’s men digging their
holes, and where he had been forced
to shoot down the cavvy guard.

E circled the place and saw below

him, from a low plateau, the dark
forms of the ranchers. They had
been riding easily, and were just en-
tering the little sheltered meadow
valley to make an inspection of the
mysterious wells,

Giving the nighthawk call to iden-
tify himself, Gard swooped down a
long slope into the valley and raced
toward them.

“Red Hoods!” he shouted when he
was within calling range. “They’re
comin’ like hell! Git under cover
an’ be ready for ’em!”

Bill Bradshaw and Jlm Piper rode
over to meet him.

“How yuh know?” Bill queried.
“We been ridin’ the high trail an’ we
ain’'t seen a sign. Likewise, we left
Artie Potts back on top o Gray
Butte t’ give us a fire signal warnin’
in case they come through.”

“Don’t stop t’ ask questions,” Gard
blazed at them. “They re a-comin’
hell-bent-fer-"lection.”

*
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Even the little time they had lost
in this exchange of words was too
much. Up the valley came the Red
Hoods on a dead run, sweeping in
on them with whoops and with rifle
fire, from a distance that could not
be answered by the six-gun fire of
the ranchers.

There was no further time for or-
ganization of their forces nor for
concerted action.

“Hi—tail fer cover!” Gard shouted.
“Git behind somethin’ an’ every man
fer himself!”

They scattered like a convention
of jackrabbits at the approach of

wolves, every rancher quitting his

horse to let it run wild while he
dived for the black shadows which
were still thick just before the break
of day.

Bullets from the rifle fire were
now whining over their heads, sing-
ing a song of death. But darkness
and the speed of their approach
spoiled the aim of the Red Hoods,
and they weré further confused by
the fact that the ranchers had dis-
mounted and were scattering. In that
first encounter no one was wounded.

By the time the Red Hoods were
at the point where the ranchers had
first been, Gard’s forces were all
hidden. At the signal which Gard
sounded, they opened a withering
cross fire that came from three sides,
pouring in on the Red Hoods.

Curses and groans answered this
charge. Hits were being scored. ‘A
horse screamed and went plunging
to the ground. Another reared up
on its hind legs and fell back dead.
Two more horses went racing away
across the valley with empty stirrups

flapping, their riders dead in the
meadow grass.

DOPTING the methods of the

A ranchers, the remainder of the
Red Hoods abandoned their horses
and sent them back out of range with
a guard. The main fighting force came
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grimly on, moving toward the point
of concentration where most of the
ranchers had gathered behind a mass
of huge boulders.

It was a good shield, and the
Red Hoods, creeping across a wide
open space to attack, were open to
a scathing fire. But once the charge
had been made and the enemy
reached the boulders, the result would
be little less than extermination of
both sides.

Gard saw the danger of letting the
Red Hoods reach the rocks. He
shouted to the others.

“Come on! We gotta bust outta
here an’ drive ’em back!”

EN men answered his call, mean-

ing that three of the ranchers were
already finished. They came out from
behind the rocks with their guns
spitting flame, and they charged
directly into the approaching enemy.
The Red Hoods, taken by surprise in
this counter attack, involuntarily fell
back, though they fought bitterly
every foot of the distance, disputing
the way with red blood.

At his side Gard heard Joe Jen-
kins of the Lazy Y Y grunt, and saw
him fall forward on his face. But
he had no time to stop. A sizzling
sheet of lead was swiping the slope.
Twice within half a minute Gard felt
the bite of bullets in his flesh but he
did not hesitate.

Ahead of them, in the meadow, the
Red Hoods were suffering heavy
losses. There had been twenty or
more of them at the start, in that
first charge. That number had now
been cut down by a third, at least.

But once more the tables were
slowly turning on the ranchers. For
the Red Hoods had reached the
shadows of a boulder-strewn slope
behind them, with the Vanishing
River ranchers once more out in the
open- meadow.

“Git down!” Gard shouted, trying
to organize his forces. “Take it flat

on yore bellies an’ crawl through
the grass. They can’t see yuh in the
shadows next t’ the ground.”

The ranchers obeyed. And sud-
denly the firing from the slope be-
yond the meadow ceased, leaving a
deathly, haunting silence over the
place, like the intense quiet that
comes after an electric storm.

But death was still lurking there,
ready, to spit out at anything which
moved. Gard advanced like a snake,
wriggling his body through the grass,
and on both sides of him others were
following his example.

Ahead of him someone moved be-
hind a clump of mesquite, that was
now clearly visible in the strength-
ening light of the new day. Lying
flat, with the muzzle of his gun rest-
ing over his left forearm, Gard fired
at the movement. A man leaped up
into the air and as though crazed
by the shot, came wobbling dizzily
into the open and straight toward the
line of the ranchers.

No one fired at him, and when he
was almost upon Gard, he dropped
stone dead, without a sound.

The light was now strong enough
to see at close range. Gard reached
out and tore the red hood from the
dead man’s head.

The face he looked into was that of
Sheriff Slow Polk!

HERE was increased danger in the

strengthening light, for the short
grass would not conceal the ranchers
from view of the Red Hoods, who
were now safely planted behind
boulders on the slope. |
“We got to storm ’em!” Gard
shouted. “Stay low, but push ahead!”
The ranchers now had lost three
more of their number. They came
up to the piles of gravel dumped
from the wells which Lawton’s men
had dug in the meadow. Here was
slight protection, but not enough to
warrant making a stand of it.
“Can’t stop here!” Gard said, and
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the grim line of ranchers moved on,
past the wells.

But something happened here. Go-
ing up over a pile of gravel, one of
the ranchers slipped and before he
could catch himself, plunged into a
well.

Gard heard the commotion and
called out to know what was the
matter.

“Bill Bradshaw’s gone
well!” came the answer.

There was no sound from the bot-
tom of the pit, and no time to make
closer investigation. In another min-
ute or so the sun would come up
over the crest of the horizon, like an
exploding bomb, and everyone of
them caught out there in the open
meadow would be wiped out by those
on the opposite slope.

HEN things started popping again.
.4, Without warning, a barrage of
lead was poured about them by the
waiting Red Hoods, who had at last
located their position., None of the
shots was effective, but it was proof
of what would happen in a minute
or so when the light was a little
stronger.

Gard leaped to his feet, and began
to run in a zigzag course toward
the slope, and the protection of the
same boulders which were shielding
the enemy.

“They’ve cavvied their horses back
yonder ‘round the bend somewheres,”
he was thinking. “What I got to do
1s get there an’ stir ’em up so’s this
outfit’ll have to stay on foot.”

L.ead whined in his ears, but he
ran on, and reached the protection of
a large boulder a short distance up
the slope. The remainder of his
forces followed closely, diving for
other boulders.

The light suddenly changed from
grey to full day. Crouched behind
another boulder so close to Gard that
he could have reached out and
touched him, was a Red Hood!

intuh a |
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He was a big man, and instantly
Gard recognized him. He was Num-
ber Seven of the night’s encounter.
But in the full light there was an
even stronger familiarity about him.

“Jasper Lawton!” Gard gasped,
covering him with his gun.

The ruler of the Inchelium was
empty-handed. He reached up and
pulled off his hood, revealing his
wide, expressionless face.

“How’re yuh, Number Fifteen?”
he rumbled heavily.

“It looks,” said Gard slowly, cold-
ly, “like we’ll settle everything at
once, right here!”

His finger began to close in slowly
on the hair trigger of his gun.

Jasper Lawton’s expression did not
change.

“Wait!” he bellowed. “I’ll give yuh
five thousand dollars if yuh’ll catch
Squinty Shadrow an’ turn him over
to me—for one minute. Then yuh
kin do whatever yuh blame please
with him!”

Gard masked his surprise behind
stern features. A rancher crept up
beside him.

“Here, Harlow!” Gard ordered.
“Keep this yere bird covered. Don’t
let him make a move ’till I git back!”

CHAPTER IX
Showdown

URIOUSLY the battle

\ , Was still raging on the
slope.

A fusillade of bullets

/'?'
£

» ' " |

[ Yo \R =N spattered the rocks about
z “! %\ the group. They flat-
Shgooy, tened their faces in the

' ground. But when the
fury of the bombardment had spent
itself, Gard got to his hands and
knees and crawled away.

From the shelter of another boule
der five yards away he looked back.
Harlow had a gun poked against
Jasper Lawton’s side.

The startling offer which the big
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boss of the Inchelium had made to
him left Gard dumbfounded.

“It's a dirty trick o’ some kind he’s
tryin’ tuh pull,” he grimly decided.
“1f I'd a done right, I'd a blowed
his brains out at the start.”

Up above him he saw a movement
beside a boulder and fired. The bul-
let splattered on the rock and a man
leaped up and started running. Gard
let out a shout and started after him.

And all at once, all of the Red
Hoods were in full retreat as the
Vanishing River ranchers began
shouting and fell in beside Gard. The
charge was swift and furious while
it lasted, but inside a minute the
slope was cleared of gunmen and
the battle had swung around the
point. The Red Hoods were sprinting
for their horse cavvy!

Gard and his followers changed
their course and cut up over a low
ridge, to head them off. The two
groups met almost upon the band of
horses.

“Throw up yore arms, every
danged one of yuh, or we’re goin’
to wipe yuh out!” Gard shouted in
a lull which fell upon the scene.

Gard and his ranchers had the ad-
vantage of the boulders on the slope
of the divide over which they had
raced; the Red Hoods were in the
open. Lead rained in between the
Red Hoods and their horses. One
man who tried to make it to a horse
fell dead.

Sullenly, cornered, the others, at
least a dozen of them, dropped their
guns and raised their hands.

The showdown had come. The bat-
tle was over. The ranchers had won.

ITH guns bristling, the ranchers
came out from cover and ad-
vanced upon their captives. They
kept them surrounded, herded to-
gether, until Gard had decided just
what should be done.
“I'll go git the Kingpin of the
bunch—Jasper Lawton,” the young

leader said. “Harlow’s holdin’ him
prisoner over the hill. The first one
o' these birds that makes a move,
drop him!”

Gard went slowly back to where
Lawton was sitting on a boulder, his
expressionless face a perfect blank
as he stared off along Vanishing
River. He turned cruel eyes toward
Gard as the younger man came up
and stood before him.

“We got Squinty Shadrow,” Gard
said. “Still want to sell him out?”

OR the first time Gard saw an ex-
pression of passionate hat-e Cross
the big man’s face.

“I'll kill ’im with my bare hands!”
he burst out wildly. “I swear to
Gawd I didn’t know that wyaller
doublecrosser was headin’ up these
Red Hoods ’till I played in with ’em
last night. He’s a good gun-toter
an’ he knows cattle. He’s been with
me fer twenty years, an’ I been loos-
in’ stock all that time. He kept me
full o’ tales of what he was doin’
to wipe out the rustlers, an’ every
onc’t in a while he’d kill a man an’
oring 'im in an’ say he was a rustler.

“Then when the Red Hoods showed
up, he made me believe they was the
Vanishin’ River ranchers, an’ that
you was leadin’ ‘em. But last night
I found out different. I found out
it was Squinty Shadrow an’ the men
I been payin’ good wages to, that
was wearin’ the red hoods.”

His eyelids narrowed, Gard tried
to read the other’s thoughts.

“What else did yuh find out?” he
asked. “Why did Shadrow an’ his
men want Vanishin’ River so bad?”

No one could have read Lawton’s
blank face.

“Jest tuh cover up what he was
doin’ agin me, I reckon.”

“I don’t believe that! An’ next |
suppose yuh’ll say yuh didn’t send
Shadrow an’ his killers out to Dead-
man’s Canyon to waylay me, try tuh
kill me an’ rob em o’ that hundred
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thousand dollars which yuh paid tuh
me !”

“What yuh kickin’ ‘bout?
didn’t git it!” Jasper
torted.

“Didn’t git it? Now I know yuh're
playin’ a game. They got it in a
hurry, an’ it ain’t Shadrow’s fault I
ain’t dead. That’s a score he’s goin’
t' settle before him an’ me’s
through.”

Once more the big man’s blank face
registered emotion.

He reached out a hand and laid it
on Gard’s arm.

“Yuh say Shadrow got that money
back from yuh?” he asked, ominously.

Gard nodded.

“Gimme a gun!” Lawton roared.
“I lost mine in the first charge, but
I gotta have one now. 1 gotta kill
Shadrow. He told me he didn’t git
that money back.”

-“So that was yore game, then?”
Gard cut in nastily., “Yuh tried tuh
doublecross me, an’ got doublecrossed
yoreself. Well, it’s goin’ t’ cost yuh
double that much now.”

“T'll pay 1t!” Jasper Lawton
boomed. “What's more, I'll buy all
o’ Vanishin’ River from yuh. I'll give
yuh half a million dollars for it! I'll
make it cash.”

In the glow of the rising sun, Gard
let his thin lips curl up from his
teeth in a soundless snarl.

“What else did yuh find out last

They
Lawton re-

night?” he asked, softly. “A man like

you ain’t offerin’ a half million dol-
lars fer Vanishin’ River outta char-
ity.”

“I'll make it a million!”

ENTOW yuh are crazy. Yuh’d better
spill i1t 1f yuh wantta save yore

skin, Lawton.”

The cattleman grew crafty.

“Is that any way tuh pay back
what I done fer yuh?” he demanded.

“Yuh never done nothin’ fer me
but give me a pain!”

“I kep' yuh from gittin’ a hole

through yore head down at Red Dot
t’ other day.”

Gard stared at him sharply.

“Saved me?” he exclaimed. “What
yuh mean?”

“Shot from a window in my rooms
above the bank, right when yuh was
a gonner, Runyan. I guess yuh hadn’t
ought tuh fergit that!”

Into Gard’s mind there flashed a
remembrance of that rifle muzzle
thrust between the blind and the
sash. He wet his lips.

“What fer?” he asked, slowly.

¢¢ A IMED ¢t ask yuh ’bout that

money which Shadrow said he
didn’t git back from yuh. Couldn’t
find out shore, if yuh was dead. I was
already gittin’ ’spicious of Shadrow.”

“Fer a cheatin’ lyin’ crook, yuh
got some things t' recommend yuh,”
Gard said, slowly. “Come on! Let’s
go have a talk with Shadrow.”

They walked side by side, up over
the rise, and down to where the
prisoners were being herded. Gard
spoke to one of the ranchers.

“How many’d we lose?”

The other shook his head. So Gard
called the roll. Five of them failed
to answer—a heavy price to pay for
protection of their property against
the Red Hood invaders. And among
them were Gard’s three best friends:
Joe Jenkins, Jim Piper and Bill
Bradshaw.

Gard hated to think of going back
to the caverns and telling the wives
of these men what had happened to
them. _

“There’s Shadrow,” he said to Jas-
per Lawton.

The two of them started toward
the former Diamond Bar range
superintendent.

Squinty had been watching them
all the time, out of his evil eyes.
When he saw them turn toward him,
he reached out with a lightning
movement and snatched a gun from
a rancher’s hand. Then, from the
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ground, he leaped across the saddle
of his own horse where it stood a
few feet away. ,

Stretched along the horse’s side to
shield his body, he dug in his spurs.
Before anyone realized the play he
had made, he turned a bend and was
out of sight!

Gard raised his gun and fired. The
bullet went wild. Then he seized
the reins of another horse and sprang
into the saddle. Putting spurs to
the animal, he plunged recklessly
after Shadrow.

Fearlessly he drove into the ravine
which had swallowed the outlaw, fol-
lowing the dust which the fleeing man
was kicking up.

UT of the ravine and up into the

badlands the desperate death
race went. The cold-blooded killer
who had tried to destroy every liv-
ing thing in the Vanishing River
valley was escaping! But Gard Run-
yan kept doggedly on his trail. And
finally they came to a deep canyon
into which the rider ahead plunged.

His lean, bronzed face more grim
than death itself, Gard raced on. In
many ways, this canyon reminded
him of the place in which Squinty
Shadrow had lain in wait for him,
and then had shot him down and
stolen the ranchers’ money. Gard
thought, wildly enough, that it would
be a good place to face Shadrow
again, in the final act of this drama.

And as though that thought were
a wish to be granted, Gard heard
the rattle of stones ahead of him,
and drew rein.

Slipping quietly from the saddle,
he ground-reined the horse and
moved forward on foot. He walked
steadily, his head up, his chin thrust
forward, the pupils of his eyes di-
lated to the fineness of pin-points.

Stepping around an angle of the
- canyon, he saw his man ahead of
him. Squinty Shadrow’s horse had
sprained an ankle in a fall in the

loose shale. Squinty had heard Gard
coming and he was waiting for him.

Gard, his long arms dangling at
his sides, came into full view. Twenty
yards separated the men. They
looked straight at each other.

“1 don’t shoot in the back!” Gard
said, coldly.

Shadrow made a draw that was as
swift as lightning. In the same
breathless instant, Gard’s right wrist
twitched.

Two guns spoke, and only ears
that were finely attuned could have
distinguished that one report was
ahead of the other.

Squinty Shadrow fell lifeless across
his suffering horse, a bullet hole
squarely through that evil, squinting
eye that had given him his name. He
died with his lips curled back in a
snarl, exposing his yellow fangs, the
way a wolf would die.

Gard walked up and shot the in-
jured horse. Then he lifted the sad-
dlebags and examined them. His
money was there, what looked to be
the whole hundred thousand dollars,
which Squinty had been afraid to
trust out of his possession.

Putting the bags across his own
borrowed horse, Gard rode out of
the badlands which, for all time,
would hold the earthly remains of
one tough hombre who would never
steal or murder again.

OINING the ranchers and the

prisoners, he said to Jasper Law-
ton:

“I got my money back. Shadrow
had it.”

That was all the answer any oi
them needed as to the end of Squinty
Shadrow.

“I might pay a little more for this
land,” Jasper Lawton began.

Faintly there came a call to their
ears from the region of the wells
which the Red Hoods had been dig-
ging in the meadow. Straining their
ears, they heard it again. Lawton
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wiped perspiration from his face.
“I’ll make that three million, an’

close the deal right now!”

Gard didn’t hear him. He started
running toward the open pits, just
remembering something. When they
were repulsing the Red Hoods, Bill
Bradshaw had stumbled and rolled
into one of those pits.

The first well he came to was
empty, and the second one, too. But
in the third one he found Bill. Brad-
shaw was standing in the bottom,
looking up, and when he saw Gard
he waved his hands wildly.

“Gold!” he yelled. “Nuggets like
bird’s eggs. Bedrock on this old Van-
ishin” River water course 1s plas-
tered with gold. An’ it’s our’n!”

Gard dropped a rope to the man
and hauled him to the surface. Both

Bradshaw’s hands, and his pockets,
were full of gold nuggets.

Jasper Lawton came up, puffing.
“I'll give—"

HITILL a crook. Still a greedy rob-

ber!” Gard barked at him. “Now
I get the drift. Lars Orr found this
gold in Vanishin’ River. Squinty
Shadrow an’ his gang got his secret
an’ murdered him. Then they tried
to run all the rest of us out so’s
they’d have it themselves!”

“Yeah! The doublecrossin’ thief
didn’t even let me in on it!” Jasper
Lawton rumbled deep in his throat.
“l didn’t know a thing ’bout it ’til I
got in with ’em last night an’ over-
heard.”

“That,” finished Gard Runyan,
“shore was jest too bad!”

Rockville Was a Bad Man’s Paradise—a Sinister Ouipost of the
Devil Ruled by a Human Cougar—But When the Masked
Mdn Who Called Himself Walkin’ Death Barged Inio
the Town Saleon, Things Happened Faster Than

They Ever Had Before!
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hard into the sneering
mouth
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By CHUCK MARTIN

Author of “Bueky Dorn Rides Home,” “Gun Daddy,” ete.

HERIFF “Old John” Tobin der young deputy who was busy in
rode up the one dusty street of the corral at the back of the jail.

Cochise and creaked down from “Hyar, Bucky! Leave them broom-
the saddle at the hitch-rack in front tails an’ come a-runnin’!”
cf the adobe jail that also served Bucky Dorn rested a lean brown

him as office. He shouted to the slen- hand on the neck of a vicious-l00ke
48
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ing silver-roan stallion as he glanced
up quickly at the old sherifi. Then his
blue eyes twinkled while his hands
continued to stroke the big roan.

“I'm goin’ out tuh see some top-
hand hawss-ridin’ this mornin,” he
announced without looking around.

“Yuh ain’t doin’ no such!” Sheriff
Old John shouted. “Not with work
a-goin’, an’ me occupied with my of-
ficial duties!”

¢ (VHORE,” the young deputy agreed

carelessly. “I'll serve th’ papers
an’ then git along on out there to th’
Circle B!”

“Are you a buckaroo, or my dep-
itty?” the old sheriff asked sneer-
ingly.

“I reckon I'm both,” said Bucky
Dorn. “Only, I jess wanted tuh watch
Tuscon Watts do his stuff this morn-
in’. Yuh see, Ole John, he’s top-hand
buckaroo out tuh th’ Circle B, an’
some of th’ boys has been complainin’
about th’ way he breaks th’ new
hawsses for their saddle strings.”

“Go on,” said the sheriff quietly.
“What I got tuh say kin wait for a
while!”

“Aw, yuh’re gittin’ sore,” said the
young deputy. “Yuh see, Ole John,
this yere masher has been usin’ a
Spanish curb with a double bit, an’
he rolls th’ steel tuh them broom-
tails until they all carries his own
private brand. I thought mebbe I'd
show him how tuh ride a bad 'un so’s
he wouldn’t be plumb ruint after-
wards!”’ | |

“Yuh was a buckaroo when I took
yuh fer my depitty, an’ I should have
left yuh where yuh was,” said the
old sheriff disgustedly. “But seein’
as yuh're duly sworn in as a peace
officer, I'm tellin’ yuh again that
peelin’ broncs ain’t among yore
duties!”

Bucky Dorn grinned. He had been
called “Bucky” ever since he had
been big enough to straddle a kak,
and his riding ability was something

that the waddies on the surrounding
cattle ranches swore by. They said
he had a way even with the wild
ones that were trapped in the hills,
and even Old John grudgingly swore
that the buckaroo deputy cast a spell
over the horses he rode.

“lI jess ride for pleasure, on th’
side,” Bucky said. “Runnin’ errands
for you is what I draws my pay on!”

Old John grimaced sourly.

- “Come out o' that corral an’ leave
that collection of fuzz tails alone,”
he growled, “Ever’ time I send yuh
out tuh bring in a man, yuh comes
back with a new hawss!”

“Th’ gents whut I allus bring back
don’'t need them hawsses no more, an’
most allus they asks me tuh look
after them,” said Bucky Dorn. “Now
yuh take that sorrel there, named
Trouble.”

“You take him,” cut in the sheriff.
“Throw yore hull aboard him an’
then come intuh th’ office. There’s
work agoin’, like I done tole yuh!”

HE voung deputy’: eyes bright-

ened as he watched the retreating
figure of the old sheriff. Old John
had been complaining about his
rheumatism lately, but as long as his
temper was working like it had been
this morning, the deputy knew he
had nothing to worry about.

He loved the old man like a father,
in spite of the continued abuse Old
John heaped upon him; and he was
still grinning as he entered the little
office where the ‘sheriff was sitting
with his worn boots on the scarred

2sk. The deputy made a mock salute
as he clicked the high heels of his
boots together.

“I report fer duty, sir!”

“Yuh can’t make a man out of a
dang boy,” growled the sheriff. “Quit
yore clownin’ an’ git down tuh busi-
ness, Somebody stole that Arab stud
from th’ Circle B last night!”

Bucky Dorn 