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HO SAID that Canada hasn't produced any great writera?

The editor of Yarns has been swaped with manuscripts, good,

rip-snorting yarns that keep you in breathless suspense right
to the climax; enough of these yarns have come into keep Yarns in
material for many issues.

To the writers, Yarns owes an apology that we have only been
able to give definite reports and eriticisms to a very few of these authors
who responded so quickly.  We hope to whittle down the pile in the next
couple of months, and ask our authors to bear with us.

And to our readers, thanks for the many encouraging and
complimentary letters. There wasn't a brickbat in a carload! In the
issues ahead, you're going to have as fine a dish of yarns from Canadian
writers that has ever been served an appreciative reading audience.

Among our correspondents, some have become so enthusiastic
that they've supplied us with short yarns of thelr own, though they make
no pretence of being writers, So Yarns is opening the doors to all its
readers.  Each issue Yarns will pay $3, §2 and §1 respectively for the
three best yarns received—{fact or fiction. So sharpen your pencils.
This reader’s department for swapping Yarns has been postponed until
the next issue. Lack of time made this a necessary decision. Watch
for it—and write for it.

The Editor
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The invitation extended by Yams
last menth to Canadian wrilers
who have o story to tell was
accepled with such overwhelming
response that it has not been
possible for us at this early date
1o read all the monuscripls that
have poured into our editorial
offices. Need we say that we are
delighted! This magazine is speci-
fically for Canadions, and its col-
umns are especiclly open 1o
thoss young Ctmadion  wriler
who have not. an yet. broken into
print. To them we oller every
enconragement. To the estabished
aiithors, we merely repeat. hore
is a new market for' you. The
“Welcomoe™ sign is still oul—so
send in that yam lodayl

Yarns Publishing Co.

73 Wellington Stroet W.. Toronlo
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DEFEAT OF

Thousands were wailing in the mammeoth arenc lo see the champlonship
bout of a contury. Out of the warm summer darkness came a mighty
roar of avation an Murgo entered the ring. Their welcome 1o Harley was

conservative, d polite tribute to @ man who had boen an idol too long.
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A CHAMPIO

A fast-moving, hard-punching yarn
that will stir your emofions and
thrill you to the end. Written by

Morgan

THE DOWNWARD PATH

ED on canvas and
ed on bare flesh.
of the boxers
| ed dully, red and wet, It would
soon be over, The erowd, sensing the
of the end, stirred restless-
silent ,only a
aking out here
ad been pulling for
1l the way and they
ked,

knew he was

Up there under the bright lights
Tarley drove his
and moved in
i in his old

erouch, gloved hands neve
challenger was gre
young arrogance beaten out of him.

Flanders

0ld Mugs Harley was still a killer
and he looked it. Short, powerful,
with a close cropped head, thick mus-
cular legs and long arms. Not pretiy
to look at, but deadly.

Mugs weaved before the drooping
challenger, hands leaping in and out.
With cool, cruel perfection, he sank
a terrific jolt into the red welted
body. The crowd came up with a
long gasp as the challenger crumpled,
beaten, to the canvas,

The ref started to count but there
was really no need of it. Everyone
knew the bout was over. Mugs brush-
ed the back of his hairy forearm
across his sweat-smarting eyes, and
watched the swinging, white shirted
arm of the referee. Without waiting
to have his hand raised in victory,
he torned and shuffled towards his
corner.
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UGS HARLEY sat facing his
M manager, Callahan, - across a
round wooden table, loaded with
steaks and French fries. They had
come here to relax afler the fight.
There were a few men seattered
around at different tables. Mogs and
Cally had been coming here for after-
the-fight snacks for a decade. It was
a ritual with them,

Mugs and Cally looked at each
other,

Ten years in the fight game hadn't
left Mugs unseathed. He was searred,
battered and misshapen. He had start-
od fighting when they rveally fought.
Now, Mugs was about the only one
left who did fight, and strangely
enouh he was unpopular, e had been
at the top too long. Now the fans
were weary of him. They wanted to
see him knocked off.

Mugs couldn’t eat. Bitterly he
looked at Callahan. His old friend.
How could he explain to him what
he meant to say.

“Cally, they want me to lose. Every
time I'm up they're yellip’ for my
blood. I'm all mixed up. After other
fights the steaks taste good. Tonight
I can't eat, I'm not happy, some-
things wrong.”

“Maybe it's your wife. She's got no
interest, no sympathy, nothin’. She

don’L even come to sce you fight any- |

mare, She'd rather go off and play
bridge or somethin’.”
Mugs  Harley grinned.  “Maybe
she's Lired of seein’ me win too."
For a while they sat in silence,
Then Callahan paid for the untouch-
o steaks and they got into a taxi
and rode to Mugs' home.
T THE Harley home they got out
and trumped into the house, Fé-
minine voiees eame fram the lving
room, There seemed to be three or

*  Joan Harley was an atiracl
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four women all talking at once. They
tried to sneak past the door but they
were spotted, and a female's volce
trilled out, bringing them to a guilty
halt, -

“Oh, Mr. Harley, You won, and by
a knockout too. I was so thrilled
We heard the announcement over t
radio. Do come in and tell us all
about it."”

Champion and manager shambled
into the room, reluetantly. like =
couple of bashful school kids, Mugs
never had learned to feel at ense in
his new home, with its heavy drapes,
thick rugs and modernistic fur
tule. These voluble women terrified
him. His own wife had become @
atranger to him.

Ve Wo-
man, though a trifle bold and too
made up, She had a fine figure but
she overdressed and wore too many
jewels, The spectacle of her dazsled
Mugs. She was like another woman,
a total stranger. She had become an
imperious personage, gilded and arti-
ficial. Mugs was uneasy in her pres-
ence. She bewildered him, He couldn’t
penetrate that polished surface at all,
He wondered what had become of the
girl he had fallen in love with and
married. She had been warm, !:nma
impulsive, lovable. She
sincere and sympathetic st the ring-
sithe, behind his corner for overy
fight. Loving him, pulling for him,
proud of him. Now she spoke a colil
haughty language Mugs couldn’t even
understand. It hurt him to have her
this way, so aloof and distant and
strange.

She was talking now . . . “Really
there’s o reason why he shonld go
on with this brutal bisiness."”

“PBut he loves to fight, don't you,
Mr. Harley?”
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“I sorta think a champion shouldn't
retire,” Mugs explained thickly. “It
ai--isn't the way to go out.””

*He wants to go down fighting,”
explained Joan, “Gallantly, A roman-
tic notion, my dears, but rather silly
don’'t you think?"

i murmured one  fe-
“Fascinating”  amended  an-

ted for the door with
ng behind him. On the
’ said to his manager,
“Why did you let me do all the gal
in'. Why didn’t you say something

bl wagged his head eloguent-

y grin on his thin hard
fuee, “Your toughest battles ain't in
the ring Mugs,” he said with deep

aympathy.
2

IDOL OF THE KIDS

HAT SPRING it was a big relief
to get away from the house, out

to a training camp in the country. It
made Mugs feel young, and happy
as a kid, <|'u.m did not accompany him,
The breach between them had grown
even wider and appeared to be final,
Rebuffed when he clumsily tried to
re something of their old in-
sgs had given up and gone
shell. After his new match
with the promising young challenger,
Murgo was made, Mugs was glad to
withdraw completely into the country
training camp, where everything was
clean, . open and fine,

The Champ entered into his train.
ing with st that filled Callahan
and hi nidlers with delight. In the
roudwe Mugz led the way, and set
a pace that ran his followers ragged.
Mugs liked the gang at the camp, In
the day they worked and sweated in
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the sun, in the evening they rested,
played cards and told epic stories of
the ring.

Mugrs Harley, grew sunburned and
hard and strong. He liked life at the
camp vepy much. In the afternoons
school children would come out to
admire the Champ. Although they
annoyed Callahan, Mugs had given
strict orders that they were never
to be chased out of the camp, He
liked to play with the kids, He would
pose with them before the bevy of
newspaper photographers, He would
show them boxing tricks, run with
them and make them laugh at his
antics. The kids worshipped him and
had the time of their yYoung lives,
Mugs often thought of the children.
1t scemed that they were the only
ones who were still rooting for old
Mugs Harley. By God ke wouldn't
let those kids down, whether the pub-
lie liked it or not.

The newspapers carried daily stor-
jos of Mugs and Babe Murgo. They
said Mugs looked better than he had
in years. The said his legs were as
springy as a colt’s, and that his fam-
ous short arm blows were tearing his
sparring partners to pieces. They be-
gan calling him “Killer" Harley, por-
traying him as a cold ruthless killer,
a mechanieal demon  with a'white
flame behind his fierce eyes, driving
him on to smash, crush and annihi-
late. Babe Murgo was looking good
too, they added. Fast clever, smooth,
with a mean stabbing left hand. A
hard man to hit solidly, and a dang-
erous fighter, The betting ran about
even, with Mugs favored slightly.
But all the papers =aid Bube Murgo
had youth on hiz side and that was
a big factor.

A whole nation of sport followers
wanted to gee Mugs Harley grovel-
ling in the resin, where he had




stretched so many men, They wanted
to gee the grim old tyrant of the
ring hurled from his pinnacle, broken
and bloady in defeat. They wanted a
new Champion. Harley had reigned
to long. But Mugs was used to being
unpopulr. He had almost forgotten
how it seemed to have the crowd
roaring for him, instead of shricking
for his blood.

Sometimes it was hard to go on,
working and aiming to win, when no
one wanled you to. It made a guy
feel sort of lonely and hopeless, 1t
made a guy wonder what was the
use. He felt lonely and bitter, Some-
where he had read about the loneli-
ness of kings, That was the way
Mugs Harley felt. Champions were
like kings he guessed, People always
wanted to see them kicked off the
throne, Espeeially old kings. Well,
here was one king who wouldn't give
up his throne without a battle at any
rate.

ir )
o
THE IMUBLE CROSS

_TH]NGS WENT along  emoothly
enough in the champion’s eamp.

Sometimes Mugs mised Joan. The old*

Joan. ‘When it got pretty bad he
would go out and walk along the dark
gravelled road by himself. Then
Callahan worried about him. But
Mugs always came back from his
walks, ealm and qyiet as if the cool
friendly night had soothed him. Then
he kidded Callahan and the others
and went up to bed. Everything was
fine on the whole, till Hersovitz came
along.

Morry Hersovitz was Babe Murgo's
manager. He had a big forchead and
hard lips, His eyes were wheedling,
crafty ‘and sinister, His hair was
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black and greasy.

Hersovitz came to the camp one
night when all the boys but Mugs
and Callahan had driven to town to
see o movie. He walked into the liv-
ing room where Mugs and Cally were
reading magazines. He smiled broadly
and brought with him the strong reck
of whiskey. Mugs Harley hated Her-
sovitz with a bitter intense hatred,
that made him long to smash the
man's evil face, blot it out.

“Hello boys,” said Hersovitz, “Are
you alone?"

Mugs threw his magazine to the
floor, “What do you want here Her-
sovitz?"

Hersovitz insolently helped. himself
to a chair still smiling *“Just dropped
in to have a little chat with you fel-
lows, How are you, Cally? How's the
old man here?"

Mugs got to his feet, This man
was like an evil omen, Mugs said
between his teeth, “Beat it Hersovilz,
or I'll throw you out.”

“What's the matter Mugs, nerves?”
Take it easy man. Your's certainly
on edge; What's the matter Cally, are
you overiraining him?™

*No," Callahan said. “He just don't
like rats, Morry, lhnt: all.”

Hersovitz laughed. “Cally, you
and me did business before you ever
handled Harley. I thought we might
get together again ye' know. No use
bein enemies just because were han-
dlin two boya who're going to fight.
Sit down Mugs. Don't execite your-
self."”

Callahan looked uncomfertable and
guilty. He wasn't proud of having
had relations with Hersovitz, but he
had always been afraid of the man.
Hersovitz was so supremely sure of
himself, “What's on your mind, Mor-
ry 1 Callahan asked.

Helsovitz  said, *“1

though we
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might get together on this fight and
clean up big. Mugs' about through,
anyway. My boy is the next champ
whether he beats Mugs this time or
not.. Now if you boys wanna talk
business, I got a swell proposition to
make ya."

Mugs said, “You're wasting your
time."”

Callahan puffed at his cigar, “Let’s
hear this scheme, Mugs. It can't
hurt us to hear it."

Mugs looked long and hard at his
manager. He'd never known Callahan
to act thiz way before. He wondered
what was wrong.

“The idea is,” Hersovitz said, “for
Mugs to lose. He probably would any-
way. But if we make it sure we can
clean up plenty, see? There's a lot o
money up on this fight. Besides we'll
give you the winners end. That and
the dough you make on bets, will
leave you sitting pretty. You got
everything to win, Mugs is bound to
lose .the crown soon anyway. Might
as well cash in on it. You can make
a fortune on this fight. And if you
lose to Murgo, you're loosing to a
good boy."”

“Does Murgo know about this?"
asked Mugs,

“Not a thing so help me, The kid's
on the level, straight as they make
‘em. He's got the goods. 1 really
think he could beat Mugs, but there's
nothing like betling on a sure thing.
What do you say, Cally 7"

“I dunno, I dunno,” muttered Cal-
Inhan.

Mugs shot a hard look at Calla-
han who aveided his gaze.

1, “We could give you
more than the winner's end. It'd set
you both up for life. Mugs ean lose
anyway he wanis to. Taking the
count is the beat way of course, It's
all set up for you boys if you want

to be smart and grab it

Mugs Harley’s mind was numb,
dazed, hurt. Why didn't Callahan say
something? Why didn't Callahan tell
the greasy mug to seram? Some-
thing was wrong there. Cally had
turned against him. Cally was afraid
he'd lose to Murgo. Even Callahan
didn't want him to win anymore.
That didn't leave a guy much, with
Cally gone too. First his wife had
let him down, and now his manager
and pal, Callahan,

Mugs got slowly to his feet. He
felt as if he'd taken one on the but-
ton, He felt as if he'd lost everything
and was all alone. All alone. The king
was all alone and the whole workl
was yelling for his head. What was
the use of trying to be on the square?
Everyone was against him. Everyone
was crooked. Why not lay down?
Everyone wanted to see him lose, His
wife and Callahan, nobody cared.

Mugs walked to the door and stood
looking out into the dark murkiness
of the night. The other two watched
him silently. To think it had come to
this. Sordid and bitter, success turn-
ed to ashes. One against the world
Then he thought of the kids. They
were for him They thought he could
mow down anyting that was in his
path, They'd never think that Mugs
Harley could lie down, quit and cheat.
The kids were for him. They thought
Mugs Harley could lick the world.
Well he was a champion, and there
was only one way for a champion to
go. He wouldn't let those kids down.
He was the champ. He knew the way
to go.

He turned on them fiercely. “It'a
all of you guys, If Babe wins he's
ot to knock me out to do it. Calla-
han, if you're with this heel I'll be
needing a new manager. Hersovitz, 1
oughta kick that dirty mug of youra
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into jelly. Get oula here before I do.”
1B CHAMP was different after
that. He seemed older. He took
s workouts methodically. The vim,
fire and dash were gurl But he still
hit as h . He was cold and
grim, } idn't Imls_h any more, Out-
ridly he had forgiven Callahan, but
something was gone. Callnhan knew
better than to make e % for him-
ther for ten
¢ would g 1 together
Iml -«;mnl]ml}, was de ul something

The papers bluzoned forth the fact
that the whole sporting world was
rooting for Babe Murgo to heat Mugs
Harley. Mugs read the stuff but was
beyond being hurt by it. He had be-
come resigned, patient, stoical. When
the time for the fight arrived he

-as in perfect physical eondition, and
a4 veteran preported sagely re-
e thn & Harley would win
another fight and that's all there
was to it

They moved into town before the
bout. Mugs sort of hated to leave the
camp, but he said nothing about it.
It seemed that his world was coming
to an end with that bout. He couldn’t
see anything beyond it. There wasn't
anything left for him. Joan was tra-
velling: with friends in the United
States, Mugs got a wire from her
the night before the fight: Having
o grand trip. Sure pou will win, Mugs.
Then you can retire. Love and Lest
wishes—Joan.

Callnhan came to Mugs that night
lobby of the hotel before they
o bed. “Mugs,” h
you mind if I lay some money on
you?" His thin face and his volce
were both deadly carnest. He was
trying to show Mugs that he was
with him now all the way.
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tell.”

In the dre
fight, Mugs »
Callahan for

before the

right, and he drove the handler out
of his way. After th
sat staring at the floor.
ed, “How do you feel Mugs

M

fell ner-
L. 1 ain't
T was a

raised a set
Vo ally. Nervous
been nervous like th

kid."

i & good
him cheerfully.
the right point, and ¥
go. All ya gotta do
He's got a bad Jo It hand,
feah 1 know."

“Fight you

Mugs.

old fight,” C

A fire in his lungs choking him, end
going dull and dead. He
was finished.
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went on. “He'll dance around you.
Let him dance...When you go in,
5o fast, and chase him to a corner.
A couple in the belt will sag him.”

Mugs stared down at his feet. A
great  thundering roar broke lose
overhead. Mugs' seconds came back
1o the room to gather up pails and
Someone opened the door and
% “Murgo's in the ring Champ.”
Mugs got up and gathered his faded
old robe about him. “Let’s go” he
said.

Out there in the mammoth arena
thousands were waiting in the warm
summer darkness for the champion-
ship mateh between Mugs Harley and
Babe Murgo. They had greeted Mur-
o with a mighty ovation when he
entered the ring. Their welcome to
Mugs Harley was conservative, a
polite tribute. Mugs' dark head was
drooping sullenly. Murgo's blond:e
head was thrown back, calmly confi-
dent, They were being introduced and
photog ed, the champion was dark
and seowling. Murgo was smiling and

&

eontrzst when they eame out and
touched gloves for the first round.
g0 was big and rangy, clean-
d smooth-museled, a good-
hoy. The champion was short
and blocky, hairy powerful and ugly.
Murgo dunced on his toes like a feath-
making the {lat-footed
ook slow and stolid.

hing much happened in the first
stabbed home a few long

the challenger he was always dane-
ing away. In the clinches Mugs used
hiz great strength on Babe's lithe
body, to give the kid an idea of the
steel spring muscles he was up
against. It was a slow round.

In the second, Murgo opencd up.

1

He conld move like a flash and his
lefl hand whipped oul like a striking
rattlesnake. Mugs kept plodding grim-
Iy in, rolling his head with those
flashing punches, boring in as he al-
ways did, sudden destruction curled
in either hand. Several times Babe
connected squarely, and Mugs' head
bobbed back, red started from an old
cut over his eve. Mugs scemed slow
and his timing was off. He was miss-
ing to often. Belween rounds he grin-
ned at Callahan. “The old legs .are
gone Cally. The kid's got a swell left,
ain’t he!” Callaban shook his head.

In the third they mixed it and the
crowd went wild. Mugs Harley swung
into sudden action, blasting MMurgo
with lefts and rights that sent him
reeling across the ring, shaken from
the teriffic onslaught. Babe daneed
away and kept backing up, his long
left out, until his head was clear and
he felt steady again. Then he stepped
in like a streak to jab Mugs off bal-
ance with his left, and snap his right
across, Mugs Harley went down and
the crowd came up voaring with mad
savage joy. They hadnt' scen Mugs
Harley on the canvas for a long, long
time! And this was the first fime
they realized that Babe Murgo had
dynamite in his right glove. Mugs
was surprised himself. It was strange
to be down here on the floor with
your head ringing. Mugs took nine
and then got up, to be hacked (o
pieces by that spearing left hand for
the rest of the pound.

“He knocked me down, Cally,”
Mugs panted in his corner as they
worked over him. “He . . . knocked
me . . down.”

Cally was tongue tied.

~HE FOURTH ROUND was about
b even. Murgo outboxed Mugs and
made him look slow, bul a conple of



12

times Mugs got in close and shook
the challenger with short vicious
smashes, He was still dangerous, At
any moment he might slide in and
tear Murgo's head off with one of
those old punches that no man could
take without going under. The gong
clanged and Mugs Harley stretched
his mighty frame in his corner. His
great chest heaved and the steel-
thewed body gleamed red and wet
with sweat.

The fifth was all Murgo. He was
all around Mugs, shooting in punch-
es from every angle, He raked Mugs
with the left and jarred him with
the right. The champion took a ter-
riffic beating. He was in bad shape
and his handlers worked frantically
over him. “He’s beatin' me pretty
bad ain't he Cally,” asked Mugs. Cal-
Iy no longer tried to hide the tears
in his eyes. “No, Mugs, he ain't
You're doin’ allright.” A

The sixth stanza opened with Babe
jabbing the champion to the ropse.
But Mugs Harley bounded back and
drove Babe across the ring with a
flurry of his old time short arm jolts.
Murgo tried to cover up and dance
away but Mugs kept after him,
emashing in blow after blow. Babe
was game and smart. He clinched
and after they broke he slammed his
left to Mugs' bad eye. When the gong
rang Mugs was half blind with blood
and sick with pain.

Mugs Harley went out for the
seventh like a maddened grizzly, but
he was missing. Babe lay back and
waited, and when Mugs missed with
n hay-maker, Babe ripped in his left.
It was no ordinary left. It had plenty
of steam behind it, It was beating
“Killer” Mugs Harley, slowly but
surely. It was blinding him. It was
dazing him, making him dizzy and
sick. Then Mugs was down, sitting on
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the canvas and shaking his head.
Crazy thoughts flickered through his
dizzy, spinning mind, Nothing gallant
or romantic about this. Blows flash-
ing out of everywhere, amashing his
face and body, jolting, jarring, hurt-
ing. The air full of fists that rang
bells and lighted lights in his brain.
A fire in his lungs choking him, and
his limba going dull and dead. The
way for a champ to go.

He was up at nine, He bored in
crouching low. That was the only
thing he knew, to keep boring in.
And Murgo realized that he was dan-
gerous, and kept away, using his
lightning left on Mugs' head. Mugs'
knees were sagging when the bell
ended the round.

The end came in the eighth. A left
stab pushed Mugs off balance, and
Babe papped in a right with every-
thing behind it. Mugs fell on the
ropes, to land on his side and twist
over on his stomach. He tried to rise
but couldn’'t. The old legs wouldn't
answer the call. He kept trying but
it was no use. He didn’t know when
the count was finished. There was a
great roaring in his ears. It came
from inside his head; the thunder of
the crowd was far away, and faint.
He felt dull and numb, and there
were funny lights in front of his
eyes. He could taste Dlood in his
mouth.

Then bare strong arms were lift-
ing him up and he knew it must be
Babe, and he tried to say, “Good
Boy!” He heard a voice that was
Babe’s saying something about,
“Great Champ.” Everything whirled
about him when he was on his feet.
All he could see was Callahan's face
and he knew Callahan was feeling
bad.

They placed him on a stool in his
corner, and sponged his face off with
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water. The water felt cold and good.
Cally was leaning over talking to him.
There were tears running down his
dirty, sweaty fuce. He kept talking.

i

44
REUNION

N THE morning Mugs Harley woke
up in his hotel bedroom fecling very
bad. His head and face were sore all
over, and his body was lame and
brui: e Iny there thinking what
a licking he had taken, and how he'd
fought his last fight. He was glad it
was over. He knew Babe would make
a good champion but he had to see
that he got away from Hersovitz, He
hoped the world was satisfied now
that he had been whipped. He won-
dered where Joan was, and what
she'd think about him. She'd prob-
ably be glad along with the rest. He
wondered what he'd do now that he
was through with fighting. There
didn't seem to be much of anything
left for him.

The door opened and Callaban
came in. He had a newapaper in one
hand an a wide grin on his face,
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“Take o look at this, Mugs," he said,
handing him the paper.

Mugs sat up in the bed and looked
at the paper, There it was in glaring
headlines across the front page;
GREATEST CHAMP OF THEM ALL
GOES DOWN IN GLORIOUS DE-
FEAT! Mugs Harley shook his bat-
tered head, “It sure is a funny world,
Cally,” he said.

The door opened again and a wo-
man came in. It was Joan Harley, She
rushed straight to the bed and threw
her arms aronnd Mugs. “Mugs." she
cried, “Mugs, are you all right? I
came as quickly as I could when I
heard, . "

Callahan discreetly withdrew from
the room.

“Joan,” murmured Mugs Harley,
holding her close.

Joan sobbed on his shoulder, “Tll
never leave you again.” Her body was
racked with sobs. “Your poeor dear
face!” she said, “Did he hurt you
awfully 2"

“Naw, he didn't hurt me,” Muga
said gmiling over her shoulder. “I'm
too tough, Joan." And there were
tears in the eyes of the greatest
champ of them all.
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LOVER'S QUARREL

you feel that way,” he said

angrily. “There's plenty of
other girls in the world™. It was j
another of their quarrels, the th
that kept the course of true love f:
from smooth. But this was the fi
one, James couldn't stand it any more.

It was an old bone of contention.
“It's nearly a year since Maleolm
died,” Rita had said. “And what have
you done? You, the boy that was go-
ing to take his place as the best
pitcher on the team. You've settled
down in the infield, content to get
by. Male uged to =ay that you could
be o lot better than he was, that you
could even get into the big leagues
if you worked hard. . . "

It was a sore po Jomes eouldn't
see that Rita was simply trying to
male him snap out of it

“If you think it's easy to get trans-
ferred from the field to the box,
you're crazy. Miff’s got three twirl-
ers now. I'm the youngest player on
the team as it is. You're just stuck
on going around with a pitcher, be-
cause they get all the honor, thal's
| St

“IT'E ALL RIGHT with me if

ND THEN they'd quarrcled. OF
coursa it wasn't so strange that
should be hipped on the idea of
his being a pitchér. Her father had
stood in the box years ago, on the
first Newmarket nine. But that was
no reason, James thought, why she
should think that every ball player
has to get into the box.

He was in the wrong and he knew
it: but he wouldn’t admit it to him-
self. After all they weren't married
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yeb. She had no right to pick him to
pieccs, He had done well, coming up
from the soda-fountain to a berth in
the infield of the best bush league
team ‘in the west. Miff’s Cardinals
Iooked pretty good.

James remembered when MMale
Martin had first found him when he
was mixing it up with the neighbor-
hood boys. Male liked his style, gre
though he was. With Males
coaching, he'd golten into the €
inals. = had played with them for
fifteen years and scouted for three
or four more.

It had been the dream of Malc's
life that Jimmy should follow in his
footsteps, winning games from the
box as he had done, and maybe mak-
ing the jump to the big leagues as
he had always hoped, Te'd spent




near New-
d outs of
No one
ever had a better teacher or a better

hours on a vacant lot
m.ukd rching the ins ¢
it ||.-||M|| to Jimm

pal,
Jimmy d through one
SERS0N tute outfielder,

waiting for ki ce in the hox.
Then Male had died from the effects
of a bit of mustard he had pick-
el up at Vimy. He knew it would get
him in the end, but he'd hoped to live
long enough to gee Jimmy make good
in his old place.

death and the shock of
i ¥ had been content

to take anything that M wer Miff
had offered. Miff xd an infield-
er more than a pitcher, so there he

was and there be stuck.

IMMY'S mother was reading in the

living-room when he returned
dfter the scene with Rita. She looked
up surprised at his early return for
it was hardly nine in the ev A

“Is something wrong, son?" Her
motherly intuition told her that there
had been trouble,

Jimmy couldn’t talk about it. He
couldn't bear to think that eve
thing was over between him and Ri
There had never been anyone elae,
He would always love her.

“Nothing's wrong,” he said sullen-
We had an arguement. She wants
me to be a pitcher overnight. That's
all”

“Maybe she's right, son. Male want-
ed you . . ."

“I've heard about Male all T can
Etan he shouted suddenly “He's
dead and g and I have to live my
own life don't 17

“Yes, Jimmy. But maybe he knows
what is happening, wh
What he wanted was always the best
for you. He took the y of a b
ther to \ml my boy. !f it wasn't fot
i itill be behind the

ever he is.

nmy knew all t amnd he
grateful enough, but . . .

c knew that yon cared
't he drop out and
ficld? Didn't he even
rou the photograph of her, that
he always kept on his burcau? It was
just as though he epected you to go
on and live his life for him, marry
his girl and take up his work . . . be-
cause he knew that his lungs w
gas-burned.”

“1 know that as well
ther. and 1 want to plh
things don't work out
planned. Male is g
to work out my own future.

His mother smiled gently.

M, M-
‘too, But
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“My faith teaches that the dead
don't really die. I think that Male
may be looking down from some dis-
tant land, that he may be sorrowful,
because you aren't fulfilling his
dreams for you."

“That's the bunk. That's supersti-
tious hooey. Nobody believes that rot
any more, mother.”

“T do," she said. “And the belief of
one is more than the doubt of many.”

The next few weeks found Jimmy
very lonely. His pride wouldn't allow
him to call Rita, after the quarrel
they'd had. The fact that he was be-
ginning to think himself in the
wrong, did not make it any easier to
take the first step. It was a relatively
small town and they avoided places
where they might meet, but Rita did
not send back his ring.

Jimmy ‘met her father on the
street one day just a week before he
was scheduled to join the rest of the
Cardinals at their southern training
camp. The old man was a veteran of
baseball, and like the rest of the
town, an ardent fan to boot.

“Jimmy, my boy,” he zaid. “Why
don't you come to see us any more?
Rita wanders around the house like a
lost soul, waiting for the phone to
ring."

“Ask her what the trouble is. I
never go where I'm not wanted, be-
sides what she wants is a pitcher.
I'm not good enough for her."

“So that's it? Well we're proud of
you in this little town. We hoped that
you would go on and be a pitcher as
Male used to predict. But you know
how women are, Don't take Rita too
seriously and let it make you both un-
happy.”

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders,

“It's up to Rita,”

“No it isn't, Jimmy. It's up to you.
I've always like you, ever since Male
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brought you over to the house two
years ago. I felt as though you were
a sen already. Take my advice." He
drew closer, “If she's set her heart on
your being a pitcher that's not so
impossible. After all, Male trained
you, and taught you his favorite balls
that he used to fool batters with ..."”

“Every one but the fade away.
That one I could never get the hang
of ™

“Well, he taught you enough so you
could make good in the box. I know
it. If Rita's heart is set on your get-
ting there, GET THERE! It's a good
thing for a man to do something for
the woman he eares about. And you
want to pitch, too!”

2

CALLING FROM SPACE

IMMY looked doubtiul.

“Why don't you go to Miff and
ask him to try you out this summer
in the box? I know it's not common
to make the switch, but it's been
done, Your batting average is higher
than that of most pitchers. They'd be
glad to have a pitcher who could
glam the pill as well.”

Still Jimmy shook his head stub-
bornly.

“It wouldn't do any good. I'm no-
thing but an infielder, and I'm glad
to keep my place at that. If Miff
wanted to switch me he'd do it with-
out asking.”

Rita's father looked at him queerly.

“Its" up to you, my boy, bot did
you ever think that maybe Miff is
watching you to zee if you got enough
ambition to make the grade? Are
you practising the curves Male show-
ed you? If you really want to be a
pitcher and if you really want Rita,
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telephane. Before he could life the re-
ceiver he noticed a lettor addressed
ot him in Rita’s neat sloping hand-
writing.

Jimmy tore it open to find only a
blank piece of paper. Then something
fell to the floor with a tinkle and
rolled aeross the room, It was the en-
ragement ring he had given Rita five
months before!

There was no use calling her now.
At last everything was over between
them. He went back upstairs slawly,
and began to pack hig things for the
short trip to Danville. But his heart
wasn't in his work and his mother
had to do most of the packing.

r)
2

JIMMY'S CHANCE

NCE in camp, Jimmy found that
there was only one way to attain
peace of mind, and that to work
on the field till he was worn out.
Even then he used to sit up half the
nights playing ecards so that he
would not be alone to think.

They were going to give him his
regular berth in the infield. Nobody
ever thought of Jimmy in any other
spot—Ileast of all himself, Dreams of
heing a great picher, of following in
Male's footsteps were definitely over.
Losing Rita had been the finishing
touch, and it didn't matter,

He didn’t care about anything but
working off his energy somehow. All
day he practised batting the pill, and
playing eatch. When the others had
gone to the showers, he'd still be
glinging the horsehide back and forth
with anyone who wanted to play.

Daysa full of hard work, days with-
out much sleep. Slowly they wore
him down. His nerves and stamins

GHOST ON THE DIAMOND

began to wobble, but he still kept up
the killing, fast pace.

One morning, he was out there as
usual throwing the ball around as
usual. He did not see that Miff was
watching him intently. He picked up
a hot grounder and let it go back with
every ounce of strength he had. The
catcher got it but didn’t send it back.
He just stood there open-mouthed,
gaping.

Miff came up behind him.

“Good Lovd, Jimmy, 1 didn't know
. .. I guess I'm going batty or some-
thing. When you threw that, you
looked just like old Male. 1 could of
sworn that it was him instead of
you . . ." Miff blinked

Jimmy looked up, puzzled. Mory,
the boy who had made the catch was
approaching, looking at him strange-
Iy.

“Where did you learn to throw that
way?" he called, as he came over.
“That was Male's old favorite, the
fade away. Didn't know you'd ever
learned jt."

“I didn’t learn it, "he told them.
“It was the one ball Male never sue-
ceeded in teaching me.”

The two of them loked at each
other and then at Jimmy.

“Something creepy about that for
a minute,” said Miff. He shook hia
head. “Maybe it was the bright sun-
light, or something. Let's see you do
it again.”

ORY tossed him the ball and ran

back, grabbin ga catcher's mitt

instead of the light glove he'd been
wearing.

He held the ball as Male had shown
him, two fingers together against
the thumb, and let it fly with all the
steam he had. But it was nseless, as
Jimmy had known it would be. Just
as he'd tried many times, when Malc
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was alive and beside him, he couldn't
make the ball whirl in the air as it
should . . . lie couldn’t make it blur
into the fade awny that had fooled
50 many batters.

Miff kept Jimmy at it for half an
hour, but he couldn’t get what both
him and Mory insisted. Jimmy had
done . . . just once. At last he stop-
ped the practise,

“Rest your arm, kil He looked at
Jimmy appraisingly. “Maybe it was
an hallucination that you threw the
fade away, or an accident or some-
thing. But it's no hallucination that
you've got a lot of control and some
speed.  So Male taught you all he
knew, did he? Well, Male was: the
best pitcher I ever had. I'm going to
try you, Jimmy. After lunch you can
throw some to Joo."

Te turned and walked away. Jim-
my stood there, gaping, So it had
happened! He was going to get a
trial as a pitcher, he was going to
practise shooting the ball into the
mitt of Joo Marks, the best calcher
in a generation!

He was®in a daze that afternoon as
he tried putting the pill over the
plate and into Joe's worn mitt. In
spite of himself, he scemed to be
realizing his ambitions. Was Malc's
dream coming troe?

Anyway, here was the ch.'lnce It
was all he had left, now that Rita was
loat,

Old Joe and Jimmy, spent the next
two weeks in working out all of Male's
balls and plays. Try as he would, the
fude away still eluded him. But he
was slowly developing into a fair pit-
cher. Maybe it was because he had
been taught by o wonder teacher,

He was a member of the pitching
string when the Cardinals left eamp
and returned to the city. But he
hadn't been used in any of the pre-
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liminary games. Miff thought he

wasn't ready yet.

A
A
GHOSTLY GAME

HE FIRST real game of the season

was with the Malvern Cadets, the
Cardinal’s chief rival in the series.
Male had played against them many
times . . . holding them scoreless
time and time again.

There were a few days or rest be-
fore the first game. Jimmy wasn't
sure that he would play, but he knew
that he'd have one chance and only
one chance to make good. He'd have
to be on his toes.

The day before the game found
Jimmy in an agony of excitement.
After supper was over he went up to
his room and stared out of the win-
dow. It grew darker outside, and the
wind rose. Suddenly Jimmy started.
1t was dark now and his face was re-
flected from the window-pane. The
effect was as though someone was
pearing at him, some dim and half-
formed fnce from the darkness. Tt
gave him a thrill of fear. He smiled
at himself for being afraid of his own
reflection, amd then he moved back
from the window.

His heart almost stopped beating.
The face did not move! It was not
his reflection after all. It was not his ©
face!

It was Malc's!

Slowly it grew clearer. The eyes
seemed to burn into Jimmy's. e was
rigid with horror.

He moved his head back and forth,
hoping against hope that it was just
a twist of the imagination, just an
illusion. But the face remained sta-
tionary, just outside the window.
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As 1t grew clearcr, there was a
sort of sad smile around the mouth,
n drawn expression of the eyes. It
was the most brief of impressions,
for when Jimmy could function again,
he ran from the room.

N A MOMENT he waa out of the
I house. He went on and on, half
running, to sink exhausted on some
park bench. At every sound of foot-
steps behind him, he turned, fearing
{o see the dread apparition again. A
panic took possession of him and he
hurried on again through the crowd-
ed streets. The night was a blur, fill-
ed with no thought of anything, but
to get away. . .away. .. away.

Hours later he stumbled into a
cheap gin mill in a slum district, The
place recked with the odor of unwash-
ed bodies and cheap liguor, but any-
thing was better than the haunting
darkness outside.

The rest of the night was a dim
red ugly blank. It was noon of the
next day when he came to himself.
All around him were others who had
passed out, and the air was thick and
stale,

Jimmy struggled to his feet and
found that the unaccustomed drink
had half poisoned him. His head felt
like a football, full of an awful, steady
pounding. At last he managed to eall
a eab and set out for home.

He tried to freshen up ot home but
he could not get the fuzzy feeling
from his head. He wanted to erawl in-
to a hole, somewhere, and remain
alone, but today was the day of the
game. He couldn't let the spirit of
Male down. He rushed out to the
field as fast as was possible and
found that he was only a few min-
utes late.

‘When he finally went out on the
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field it was to sit on the bench as a
epectator, Miff wasn't going to use
him at first. Maybe he wouldn't play
at all today.

Mex was pitching, starting the
game brilliantly as he always did.
Billy Hall, the first string pitcher,
was sitting beside Jimmy on the
bench,

Things weren't going so well.

In the fifth, Mex began to weaken
and walked two men. A long fly
whipped past the outfielder, letting
two men in, It was one of those
things, but it upset Miff greatly.

The seore was two all, when Miff
dropped down beside Jimmy on the
beneh.

“Feeling O.K., kid?"" he asked.

Jimmy nodded bravely.

“Then go in and replace Mex.
Rilly’s hand isn’t healed yet, or 1
wouldn't send you in. You look half-
shot, but this is your chanee, so hop
to it. Show me how good you are.”

Jimmy took a deep breath as he
ran out on the field. For a moment
he forgot his headache and the pre-
vious evening in the deep thrill that
came to him. His loyaity returned and
he was glad to be one of the gang
again.

Old Joe was catching. He came for-
ward to meet him.

“You look all rags and tatters,
kid,” he said kindly.

Jimmy's exhilaration passed. He
knew that his only hope was {o have
it end quickly so that he could slink
heme in disgrace, His dreams had
been of a no-hit, no-run game, of be-
ing a second Male. Here instead, he
was in rotten shape. He had broken
training. ..been seeing things. Never
for @ moment did he imagine that
there had been anything real outside
the window of the room.
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ECHANICALLY he wound up

and delivered the first ball. It
was low and outside. The next few
were just as bad, A pitcher is like a
racehorse, Condition is everything. It
was no surprise to Jimmy when he
walked a few men.

The rest of the inning was a night-
mare, The two all score mas now six
to two. Jimmy’s ears were still smart-
ing from what Miff had £aid to him.
“This is your last chance.” The
words read like a sentence of doom.
The last chance!

Jimmy was only a kid, and it was
tough to see everything in life fade
away . . . mostly his own fault, he
knew. There were wild thoughts of
suicide, of throwing himself under a
streetear on his way home. He want-
ed to leave the field, then and there,
but something made him go on.

Although he was making a mess
of the game, Miff did not signal him
to come in. But the fans did. For the
first time in his life he heard the boo-
ing of the stands, *Take ‘im out.
Shoot ‘im. Kill 'im, tear 'im apart.”
But Miff did not move.

That was the last straw. The fans,
his own people, were against him. He
must leave the field. But still Miff
made no move to send him out. He
must stick it.

Jimmy took up the ball, shivering.
How long must this torture last?
Why dide't he just die? He failed
everyone, himsaelf, and Male.

If only Male could see him now.

He wound up again, The ball left
his hand, when ... suddenly ... he
was congcious of a shadow .. .a Pres-
ence ... behind him.

There was a dim figure behind him,
It was moving ... it seemed ... it
was ... Male! Male whom he had
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tery!

Male, his big brother, his pal. The
best friend of this or any other
world.

But this was not the Male beside
whose bed he had watched. This was
the other Male that a previous gener-
ation of fans had known and loved.
His face wore that characleristic
twisted smile, and he was dressed in
the same old uniform.

Jimmy's blood was ice in his veins.
He stood there, he could not move, |
just oblivious to everything.

g
-
MALC'S LAST PLAY

HE EYES of the figure were com-

manding Jimmy. He took o step
.+ . forward! The eyes held and drew
him on. Without will of his own he
walked towards Male Slowly he drew
closer as a bird might have done, fas-
cinated by the eyes of a snake. Ex-
cept that those eyes were kind, for
all their command.

There was no more fear in Jimmy's
heart. This did not seem strange to
him now.

He took another step forward, and
then . . . he walked through Malc!
There was no other way to describe
it. He and the Ghost were one!

The vague and misty presence of
his teacher dissolved Jimmy's person-
ality into that of his teacher's. Then
he lost sense of what was happening.
The game went on . . .

They say that Jimmy seemed to be
playing mechanically, though bril-
liantly. When he came to bat he in-
stinetively faced the pitcher from the
left instead of the right side, just as
Male had done. He hit a smoking

fer and brought two men home,

seen laid to rest in G n Ceme-
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he pitched a brilliant game . . . but he
couldn't remember anything of it.

Old Joe, the eatcher, elapped him on
the shoulder in the middle of the
game. “Where did you catch onto
that old fade away again?”

Jimmy was conscious of his touch
as though he were in a coma, but he
could not reply.

As he left the mound for the last
time he eame out of the coma with a
stumble and a gasp, Male stood be-
side him again. Jimmy tingled all
over, as if his circulation had been
shut off and then turned on again.
His headache returned.

“Male,” he mouthed the word,
“Male, is it really you?"

The shadowy figure nodded and
then slowly began to fade before Jim-
my's eyes. Jimmy turned around, be-
wildered. He was not aware that
thousands of people were looking at
him in astonishment. Shaking his
head he walked towards the dugout.
Miff said nothing as usual, but he
could szee that he was pleased with
the way that Jimmy ... or Malc...
had played.

Jimmy's one idea was to get to
Rita. He wanted to explain to her
something of what had happened to
him. But suddenly as Malc had ap-
peared, she was before him. She must
have climbed down from the stands
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to intercept him. Words failed him as
they took each others hands,

“Why did you misunderstand me,
Jimmy ? I knew you could be a great
pitcher. As great as Male. But I'd
love you if you were only a bat boy 1"

Jimmy drew her closer.

“Jimmy, something made me come
here today. I don’t know yet what it
was, Somehow I felt as though Male
were telling me to come. 1 must be
crazy, or something.”

Jimmy started. He explained to her
what had happened to him. For a
long time they stood together, look-
ing into each others eyes.

“Rita, I think I know what hap-
pened. I think that somechow, some-
where, Male found a way to help me
when I needed help most. He camoe
back to this world and the diamond
to save me from disgrace, from the

of my foolist anid
fear. He had been my big brother in
life and the grave did not take him
away from me. When I was under his
influence T used his style. Tl pro-
bably never get thet way again. Dut
winning the game was of little im-
portance, Winning back my self re-
spect and you, that was what Male
did for me.

“If we ever need him again, Rita, 1
feel that he'll come. The next time we
won't be afraid.”




DEAD MEN
DO TALK|

By FRANKLIN MARTIN

HE SILENCE of the |1n>ll}
T g slain by the
a telephone bell, \\hlch
brought its only occupant precipitate-
Iy to her feet.

The woman knew only too well who
¥ calling at that hour,
prosiched the instrument he
with a furtive glance in the direc
of the kitchen where her maid was
undoubtedly listening.

“Hello!" she called, eautiously mo-
wting her voice . . h, I've beg-
ged you not to do this, it is so dan-

. Yex, of course I am all
.1 have written. .. Only
ce. I am afraid to write often since
n up your own office
aml the letters have to go to that

I could not possibly go to
town this afternoo

. Because I've
Ll
are not well. 1

. No, nothing
serious, only slight eolds; but you can
zee for yoursell how difficult it is for
me to gel awa e

“Yes, of course I do—just the same
—but 1 am worried about everything.
My nerves are on edge. There may
be someone listening now. And sup-
pose he had been here! He often

nd the
can't lea

waits over for the late train. . . . No,
you couldn’t pretend to be the but-
cher; he would recogmize yvour vaice
instan Please, please don't do this
again, it is too risky

“I'm sorry you are not feeling well
and I'm sorry youn arve lonely, but T
can't help it, . . .

“No, 1 couldn't meet you tomor-
row; his mother is coming out to
spend the da; Well, if I must,
(i , then, &nrma place—same

I'll call up your friend and

J message if 1 am unable to
make it Wednesday Please
never do this ag

She left the phone,
other stealthy glance
and returned to ]lz‘l e

sending an-
kitchenward,
. Wi II| tre-

cil and enterced aj
of balancing the wet
accounts,

N THE following Wedn
noon, @ tall, mder
heavily veiled, lurked at the e
downtown end of the subwa;
platform at Fourteenth Street,

The restles of humanity
which flowed ce ssly up and
down the stairs and in and out of the
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constantly arriving and depariing
trains made her dizzy, and the vol-
ume of sound compressed in the
dense underground atmosphere left
her deafencd and bewildered. She
was fanned by rigid draughts flung
from the long trains rushing in op-
posite directions, and could not re-
press and occasional shiver,

“Oh, why is he always late?" she
asked herself bitterly. “When he in-
gists upon my meeting him like this,
if he cares so much why is he never
considerate enough to be on time?
He knows how I worry !

She shrank suddenly and turned
her back before the approach of a
half-familiar figure, but the hurrying
man jumped aboard a train and her
pulses slackened again, y
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caressing charm, was, curiously
enough, the one thing about him that
had escaped the touch of decay.

“Hurry and we can catch this
train,” she urged, seizing him by the
arm and frenziedly drawing him
along.

They rode up to Fiftieth Street and
walked to a secluded restaurant,
where they were grected with friend-
ly affability by the head waiter and
ensconced in a cozy corner,

The man ordeved cocktails and
then, as she shed her veil, settled
himself to feast upon her charming
face. She was distinetly beautiful de-
apite her pallor and the evident traces
of agitation which ravaged her deli-
cate features.

The lady, however, applied herself

“I know body will
me, and what excuse eould I make for
being here?™

It was with a shock that she at
length saw her friend making his de-
liberate way down the stairs, n man
in early middle life, whose good looks
were tainted by a premature touch

.of senility. He was thin and tall and

carried a cane with an attempt at
jauntiness, =as he pressed a slow,
laborious passage through the scat-
tering erowd.

She did not go forward to meet him
nor make a motion to attract his at-
tention, so that, peering near-sight-
edly through large, round eye-glasses,
he almost passed hor by, When he did
realize her presenee, however, a
charming smile played over his lean
face, and by its light one conld grasp
the reason why this man had been so
succesaful with woemen in the days of
his prime, 5

“You did come!” he eried. “You
have fooled me so often T was afraid
to hope.”

His voice, deeply resonant with a

in a businesslike fashion fo the menu
card.
“I'm awfully hungry,” she quaver-

“What are you going to eat?” he
asked, but dismissed the question
next moment in a rambling disser-
tation upon some recent adventure, so
that his companion was compelled to
take the matter up with their waiter
and place the order for lunch without
assistance. She had grown accustom-
ed to taking the lead of late, finding
it increasingly difficult to pin the
man down to concentration upon the
slightest details.

Suddenly he leaned across the
table, and caressingly covered her
fluttering hands.

“Ts it just the same?" he asked,

“Of course.” But her eyes drifted
away from the eager query of his
gaze,

“You're sure you still eare?” he
persisted,

“You know T do."

“Sometimes, when you evade me
for g0 long, I get frightened and think
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you are tiring. Then I remember what
you used to tell-me about your love.
You arc a good woman, dear, and it
is not possible that a Jove such as
you once felt for me could ever die.
I know I am not the man I was, I
have lived too fast, and I've gone
downhill of late. I should not have
gotten out from under the business
end. I guess work was a blessing for
me after all; held me down, you
know. There wasn't so much time for
drinking then. But I'll soon get into
something else. Things are quiet just
now and I don't need to be in any
hurry. I'm so dedly 1
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ing the guiver of his loose lips, and
noting how his hand shook as he lift-
ed the cocktail glass; and so she pull-
ed herself together and lied to him,
as she had lied many a time before—
the vietim of her own cowardice.
She had been wealk enough’once to
fancy herself deeply in love with this
man, and now lacked the courage to
ahjure her own extravagant protesta-
tions by confessing to the truth.
They spent the afternoon together,
and he insisted upon accompanying
her all the way to the station. He al-
ways did that in spite of her desper-
ate pleadil loath to lose her from

though, hanging around the clubs and
hotels all day, thinking about you and
seeing you so seldom, that 1 have to
hit it up a bit now and then. But
You're not sick of me, are you?"
Her cyes deepened pityingly, catch-

his sight. She was in terror lest they
should meet an acquaintance or one
of her neighbors, Why, even her hus-
band might chanee to be in the vicin-
ity and take the train from uptown.

Scarcely conscious of what her

Yarns

the brightest spot
in the Canadian
magazine field
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companion was saying, she curbed her
own light, nervous step to fit his
tardy, uncertain gait. There was only
one more train that would carry her
home in time for dinner, and it want-
ed but {gn minutes to starting time.

“When am I to see you again?" the
man pleaded, oblivious to her impa-
tience.

“0h, 1 don’t know,” she fairly wail-
ed. “Dear, I must run or I shall miss

ain. I'd rather leave you here

No, don't try to hurry—T1
'.mutl by." And she dashed for-
d down the steps, running
through a maze of scurrying com-
muters, until she burst by the gates,
the Inst passenger to board her train.

Breathlessly she sank into the first
vacant seat, struggling to suppress
the rising tears. She must be calm:
there were undoubtedly several people
on the train who knew her.

It was too bad that she had been
compelled to leave him like that. A
wisp of tenderness from the past mo-
mentarily shook her sympathies.

Mentally she could see him. cut
short in his harangue, turning back
toward the crowded avenue, chagrin-
ed and bewildered.

She lifted her veil, gince it was in-
sufferably close in the overheated
train, and her tremulous lips curved
in a bitter smile. This, then, was the
sort of thing that was supposed to
be pleasure. If the commonplace sub-
urbanites by whom she was surround-
ed could know the facts about her
hidden life, they would call her a
“gay woman” Her smile deepened
satirically. And yet, once upon a time
the intrigue had shed a glory of ro-
mance over her stale, narrow life. It
was difficult now to realize how she
could ever have been foolish muuh
to ise herself so sh
on the other hand, ah! could still n-
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call how matrimonial existence had
suddenly palled before the sparkle of
this tenderly proffered devotion. Her
husband, 4 clerk in an insurance of-
fice, had showed in comparizon as
ineffably tiresome.

The evening of that first meeting
still lingered in her memory. It was
a conventional enough ceeasion,
card party in Brooklyn given by the
head of her husband’s department.
She had not sought the other man
out by word or glance: such an idea
woull not have oceurved to her, per-
feet little puff-pillow of respectabili-
ty that she was.

She told herselfl that any woman
might have felt flattered by his ad-
vances in those days, armored as he
was in such perfection of finish,
flaunting his wordly sophistication
with a high, bright good-humor.

At that time he wns a man of
affairs, a familiar figure in the world
of finance, with superior family and
social connections.

Was it any wonder that she lost
her head and promised the impossible
—to go on loving forever? Why, at
one period, regardless of all material
and domestic responsibilities, she had
even profeszed a willingness to run
off with him, and had been deeply
hurt when he refused to count the
world well lost for her sake. Now she
was thankful for his attitude of cau-
tion. What a horror to have to live
with him always, when one afternoon
of his society was well-nigh insop-
portable!

A man passing along the aisle
paused at her albow, and her heart
missed a beat. Was it her husband?
She felt unequal to fucing him yet.
And if he had seen them! But the
man, a stranger, passed on, and the
tumult of her sense lessenci.

She wondered if her husband were
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on that train, forward in the smoker.

P'robably, though, he had taken an
carlier one, and she would find him
awaiting her at home with an effect
of irritating integrity. He always
managed to reach home éarly on
those rare occasions when she was
detained in the city.

Oh, what an impossible man he
was, that husband of hers! Here she
pulled herself up short with a twinge
jence, After all he was pre-
ferable to the other, Personally her
husband showed as too small, and
too bald, and too tirezoma, but in his
relation to herself he loomed largely
a shield against the
world's vicissitudes. So long as she
could hold the approval of that in-
significant little man, all the sland-
era of Greater Suburbia could not
il against her authority in his
household, nor tear away her child-
ren.

Ah, the children! How could she
ever have thought it possible to give
them up, to sacrifice their young hap-
pinesz in the flame of such an un-
waorthy infatuation?

Indeed, one of her reasons for con-
tinuing the intrigue was in a way on
account of the children. He was so
strange nowadays she felt afraid of
what he might do if she refused to
continue their meetings. If he should
be guilty of any rashness, the en-
suing seandal would be misery for the
children just growing old enough to
suffer keenly from such a disgrace.

On the other hand, she knew that
it was desperately dangerous to let
ing drift on so, year after year.
it that said such affairs
ays uncovered in the end?
She shuddered. What a mockery that
would be if she should lose every-
thing for his sake now, when he
meant worse than nothing to her!
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As the train drew into the pretty
little station and the woman made
her way from the car, she was seized
by another misgiving, a qualm of
aupmtithus terror. Suppose some-
thing had happened at home during
her absence, a fire, or an accident to
one of the children, in punishment
for her sinful transgression.

Mechanically she greeted a few ac-
quaintances, walking rapidly toward
home, holding herself back from run-
ning, anxious as she was to learn the
worst as soon as possible.

Turning the corner she could see
the little girls at the gate waiting.
Thank Heaven, they were all right!

“Daddy™s home,” one of them

houted as they . precipitated them-
selves upon her.

She moderated her gait with a pang
of velief, and a wave of yratitude en-
gulfed her heart. It was so much
more than she deserved, this peaceful
home-coming to find everything right,
and that Providence had miraculous-
Iy refrained from taking revenge for
Ter fault.

She would never, never meet him
again, no matter what he said nor
how madly he pleaded. Better to run
the risk of his doing something des-
perate, than continue thus in the di-
rect path of danger. If he ever tried
to make a scene she coulil elaim that
he was frresponsible and deny every-
e was sorry for him, of
byt she i more to her
than to him.

1 she stooped and kissed the
rosy, chattering lips.

“Mother's so glad to see you,” she
said happily.

HE NEXT morning she reinforced
her decision to end the dilemmas
it was so blisaful te be good and
move along =oftly in her appointed
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rut, Never again would she permit
herself to be wrenched from the sec-
urity of her little stronghold.

When he wrote, as he was bound
to do, she would answer just once,
telling him firmly and finally what
she had determined upon. After that
she would never even answer his let-
ters any more. At least, he was a
gentleman, and she believed she could
trust him not to betray her. At any
rate, she must accept that risk.

She was almoat gay for the next

again perched upon her spir-
hting them woefully. He was
ain to have written before this,

the letter gone astray, and

Had
wonld it turn up at some future in-
opportune moment to her undoing?

ns it possible that her husband
might have intercepted the letter, and
be watching her for a symptom of
self-betrayal?

After f[n_ days had clapsed she
wans In a passion of apprehension;
fearing to write lest some mysterious
fate might befall her own letter;
afraid to telephone, since even the
walls have ears in a house where sus-
pleion dwells.

It was strange, she llmuzht that
I didl not telephone, since in the past
he had frequently been rash enough
to disobey her express commands in
that particular. Perhaps he knew of
some reason why they should not
communieatte, It was borne in upon
her over-wrought imagination that
her hushand acted strangely at times.
He always had a curfous habit of
staring at her, but of laté the shallow
expression of his eves seemed to be
merely a veil for some hidden mean-
ing behind their bland glare. She,
nevertheless, realized herself to be in
no condition to judge anything calm-
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Iy. It was as if she were struggling
in a night-dark, airless impasse,
where a single misstep might preci-
pitate her into the bottomless pit of
infamy.

Spiritually she wept and wrung her
hands. Outwardly she was more calm-
Iy herself than usual,

ER HUSBAND all innocently

broke the news to her at break-

fast one morning, having himself just

culled it fresh from the damp sheets
of the morning news,

She received it valiantly, unblink-
ingly, although awept by a wave of
physical nausea.

“Dead—is that 502" she heard her-
selfl saying, and she knew that there
was just the proper degree of shock-
ed regret in her tone, “You remem-
ber you remarked that he seemed to
be failing when you met him on the
street last fall — and others have
spoken of his going off in appearance.
It must have come suddenly at the
end, though—such things are always
a clap at the last.”

“Too bad,” commented her hus-
band, who had never liked the co.l
man. “He was an interesting chap;
pity he went to pleces so. They say
drink and women were his weakness-

“Won't you have another cup of
coffee?” she urged, but he declined
and hurried away.

Fighting off the torpor which im-
mediately Tollowed his departure, the
woman realized that her every other
sensation was swallowed up in an
overwhelming relief, It seemed almost
too good to be true. She would never
have to go through the ordeal of talk-
ing to him over her phone again.
There would now be no necessity for
awkward explanations in ending the
affair, no tempestuous pleading to
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withstand.

The man was dead.

A pang penetrated her selfishness
at the swift memory of what the
dead 1ann had once meant to her, but
she crowded down all regrets. He
could never again have atiained his
old gy form. Thiz was the better
solution of the problem, even for him.
he next few days held for the wo-
man an intense though quiet felieity.
She was like one who, having for
long borne an intolerable ache, revels
in the sudden surcease of pain. She
could fairly feel her spirit stretch in
the spacious peace wherein it was
now engulfed. She exulted in her
liberation from the shackles of sin.
It was blizaful to be once more a good
woman; to wrap decency about her
and survey the world with eyes level
and unafraid.

Of eourse she meant to do penance,
resolving that all the rest of her life,
in secret, she would practice some
form of self-denial in atonement for
her wickedness.

The following Friday her husband
went off on a business trip, promis-
ing to remain away until Sunday
evening. She always welcomed any
brief deliverance from his irksome
presence, and at that crisis the alle-
viation was particularly soothing.

She wondered afterward whether
it made for ease or further torment,
to be rid of him at the moment when
the bubble of her new-found happi-
ne 14 pricked.

Curiously enough, as her eves fell
upon the paragraph in the Sunday
morning paper which spelled away
her security, the woman's first in-
stinet was a fatuous attempt to
think of some means of hushing the
matter up. The next instant she
laughed, so long and so loud that the
little girls came running to see what

2

mother had found funny in the news-
paper. But she hid the sheet behind
her, sending them sharply about their
play, although her lips were still
aguiver with the appalling humor of
the situation.

Faney trying to hush the shricks
of the press when they have onee re-
sounded over the land!

Probably her next-door neighbor
kad read and relished the tidbit that
morning before the person whom it
most deeply concerned was out of
bed.

She earried the paper into her own
room and locked the door. Then she
sat herself down to read every word
of the dead man's tale,

HE GREAT black headlines which

beat in upon her aching sight
seemed, somehow, to make the whole
thing worse. Her own name was ex-
pressed in those headlines, and they
gave to the familiar title an out-
landish appearance,

The caption cried out peremptorily
to know who she was, and went on to
state that the family of the man so
recently dead, his sistera and a bro-
ther, wanted to know why she should
have left the bulk of his fortune to a
stranger,

The article further stated that the
family intended to contest so peculiar
a will, sinee the dead man had not
been in full possession of his senses
for a year or so back. It was said that
the lawyers were searching for the
mysterious beneficiary, as the will
gave no address,

The paper fell from her nerveless
fingers, and a subconscious throb re-
leased the sudden memory of a brief
sentence which the dead man had let
fall once or twice, but which she had
pushed aside at the time as meaning-

less and unimoprtant,
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“ 1 shall make everything up to
you some day,” he had said; “I'll
prove my love for you."

A grimace contracted her features
at the recollection. He had proved it,
that devastating, ruimous Jove of his.
Her th { tossed ieious]
from one phase of the subjeet to an-
other.

A swilt vision of her husband as
he eaught sight of her name in his
beloved newspaper again distorted
her features. She could not imagine
how he would look in faee of such a
calamity: more owlish than ever,
probably.

Of course he would never forgive
her. He was not a hard man, and
might have shown lenience to a per-
sonal confession, that might have
lain a secrct between them, especially
in view of her prospective wealth
which could not fail to appeal to his
rapacity.

She knew only to well, however,
that his slight generosity would not
survive such a public shock to his
dignity.

She reflected miserably that, in
any event, his forgiveness would be
of no use to her. It had been difficult
to live under the same roof with his
relf-sufficiency in the best of cireum-
stances and any possible re-adjust-
ment of their relations which might
pander to his over-developed sense of
superiority, would be unthinkable,

He would take the children away
from her, of course, his vindictive-
ness naturally prompting to such a
course, even if his conscience did not
second the instinet,

She could not fight for the little
girls, if she had any grounds for
claiming them in the face of her pre-
sent notoviety, since the additional
horrors of a public contest would
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bruise their young sensibilities more
than the mere loss of such a mother.

She . wondered vaguely if money
could recompense for the deprivation
of every thing else which went to
make up a woman's life. She had
never possessed much money, not
more than enough to barely serape
along on and Iny by a trifle each
year. She felt in hersell a helpless

. inadequacy for living up to the de-

mands of-a large income,

At this point it flashed over her
that she would probably 1
called upon to live up to such de-
mands, since the family were going
to contest that grotesque will,

She was seized with a eurious light-
headedness, fancying herself a hu-
man straw blow hither and thither

o

she wondered dully where, after all
its antics, the gale might toss her,
and whether it would
a mere weak woman Lo tain the
anguishing shock of that impact.

Cradually she came to her knees,
sprawling ungracefully over the bed,
aned stuffing the edge of the pillow-
case into her mouth,

Outside, the little girls, running
among the Tlowers, shrilled joyously.

Within, the woman mechanically
moved about on her dull household
routine. She had written to his law-
yers and the irate family, formally
refusing to accept the bequest, and
now she waited—waited.

The neighbors as they passed look-
ed askanee at the house that har-
bored g0 much obloguy, while mi
away an express train pounded furi-
ously down the banks of the Huodson
river, like a bolt shot from the fin-
ger of Fate, bringing hor hushand
nearer each moment.
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LTHOUGH the town house of
A Franklin Bromley was closed,

nothing seemed to be changed.
The street lights shone uwpon the
heavy oak door and played on the
shuttered windows. More than a
month ago the place had been locked
up and the owner and servants had
moved to Westchester for the sum-
mer.

A casual passer-by wouldn't have
known, that just after midnight, two
men, moving stealthily, had let them-
selves in through the back door with
a skeleton key. They were still in-
side. Neither of them had struck a
light. In the inky darkness they sat
in & small room off the library, wait-
ing tensely,

“I'm star

ng for a smoke." The
hus! whispering voice, sounded
ragged, on edge. “My nerves aren’'t
up to this sort of thing.”

The creaking of leather upholstery
betrayed the position of the second
man. “Can't take a chance. We might
seare him away.”

Onee again there was silence, brok-
en only by the faint whistle of their
breath. The first man's breath was
fluttery and irregular and contrasted
sharply to the deep, even breathing
of his companion,

NICHOLLS

“But that all we want to do?
Just seare him away,” said the same
fearful, complaining voice that had
asked for the cigarette.
ghed softly, “I wish,
Mr. Bromles he said somewhat
curtly, “you'd leave it to me. I'm het-
ter prepared to handle this sort of
thing.” ’

Skulking like an intruder in his
own home, Franklin Bromley wasu’t
gatisfied, “1 could,” he suge
doubtfully, “have asked the poli
guard the place, That way, Hardy,
there wouldn't have been the risk of
facing & hardened eriminal who....”

Hardy chuckled softly “The ﬂ. t
thing the police would have been in-
terested in knowing is how you knew
someone was going to crack your w
safe. Could you have told them that
Red Hardy—the man the newspapers
refer to =0 charmingly as the under-
world loan shark—called you -
phone at your sum
ingly tipping ¥

Bromley cl

Franklin
“Wel AL

in, eutting him & Fou couldn't
have admitted that.” With a trace of
jrony, he continued: “When men of
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the upper crust get in jams, can’t get
money elzewhere, they're glad enough

to come to me. But they don't brag

about their dealings with Red Har-
I

Bromley offered in a placating
tone: “Mr., Hardy, I think it was
mighty decent of you to meet me
here, help guard—"

“Strictly business,” the loan shark
replied. “Just so you don't get the
idea that I'm here for fun or out of
the kindness of my heart, I'll try to
give you my angle, In the first place,
both #ou and T know that those fam-
ous pearls of your wife are in a safe
place. In my vault. Security for the
ten thousand T advanced you. Right 7"

“Yes,” the other readily acknowl-
edged. “And I have the receipt you
gave me that says, when I pay back
the money with interest, you'll re-
turn the pearls.”

Hardy grunted. “Since the pearls
were in your wife's name you had no
legal right to use them this way. I
took a big risk when I aceepted them
as security for the loan, Especially
when, as you say, you and your wife
are on the brink of divorce. But I
furnished you a good string of phon-
ies with which to fool her until you
could return the original string. It's
those phonies, naturally, cut there in
the wall safe. Why—what's the mat-
fop®

ROMLEY'S breath had sucked in
with a little gasp. His wvoice,
when he spoke, was taut, trembling.
“Did—did you hear something 1™
Hardy replied testily: *“I heard
nothing. You listen to me, and T'll
take care of this house-breaker when
he comes. Now, as I was saying—"
Bromley wasn't satisfied. “Are you
certain,” he asked, “that you cam
handle that gun of mine? I've never
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fired it—don't know why I ever pur-

chased it I—"

mitted miscrably. “But, since they
“I'm a crack-shot,” Hardy assured

him. “Now get a grip on yourself

Do you want me to continue,

ing,” said the other
ot ways of finding
off that a mug—
Boneay Martin—was fresh out of the
Bighouse and pl ing a job on your
house tonight, it set me wondering.
Knowing you, I figured you must
have negleeted to put the phony
pearls in a safe deposit box when
you cloged up this house and that—"

“Mary asked me to,” Bromley ad-
things out. When one of my connec-
were just imitations, I didnt’ think 1
apologetically. “It steadies me to hear
you talk. It's awful sitting here, do-
ing nothing. Now, what were you say-
ing?"

Hardy gave a scornful grunt, and
then resumed in & calm, unhurried
needed to bother, I—"

“That's the sort of reasoning—"
Hardy's words were cold with con-
tempt—*“that puts men like you in
jams, where they have to yell for
some one to come pull them out.
Luckily, T saw in the paper some-
thing about that swanky reception
that's coming off in a few days, and
I figured that you and your wife
would come into town to attend. I
was right, wasn't 17"

“Yes, we'll—"

“And your wife’ll want to wear her
pearls, won't she™

*“I suppose she will."

“Well, then,”" said Hardy, politely
venomous, “If Martin had lifted the
phonies, wouldn’t you have been in a
pickle? There'd have been no time to
provide another set of imitations,
You'd have had to tell her the truth

undertone
tions tipped m
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or tell her they were stolen. Then I'd
have had either her or the insurance
company stirring up a mess looking
for what I've got in my vault. That"
he finished dryly, “would be bad for
my business."

5 never thought of it that
way,"” Bromley faltered. “I—"

“Ssst!"

A metallic snap sounded at a win-
dow in the adjoining libvary. The
shutters swung back. Against the
moonlight outside a black figure was
silhoutted. Another snap. And then
the window gash moved slowly up-
ward.

Hardy stalked out of his chair like
a eat. On soundless feet he slipped to

the open library door. The prowler,
now inside, clicked on a guarded
flashlight beam, took bearings, then
headed straight to the oil painting
that scrcened the safe.

The money lender felt his client
creep close to him, trembling. He lnid
a cautioning hand on Bromley's arm.
The fool was gasping like a stranded
fish. In his other hand Hardy grasp-
ed the automatie, safety off.

The prowler, by this time, was
nimbly at work on the =zafe's com-
bination. Three times — when the
tumblers fell, no doubt—his breath
hissed audibly. Then, with a sigh of
satisfaction, he twisted the door
Iatch. The safe was open,

\ : EBromley admiited

% that ko and his wifs

= wore on the brink

ol divorce. She must

not discover that the pearls

had heen switched or it would
moan trouble for him.
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Handy took a step forward, thumb-
el the switch, In the sudden
blaze of light the safe-breaker whirl-
ed, He yelped surprise. His mouth,
wide open, yawned chasmiike, His
narvow, ratty face, already gray from
prison pallor, bleached a shade whiter.

Hardy's gun barked sharply.

AL the bridge of the thiel's nose a
third staring eye appeared. He slam-
med back nst the wall, wilted
alowly downward, It was a corpse that
measured its length on the rug.

Bromley bleated: “You—you killed
him!"

His own face was corpselike, ex-
cept Tor loosely twitching lips. His
hands, like live things cut loose from
the body's control, fluttered aimless-
Iy, He sagged against the door frame,
limp, horror-stricken, staving at the
calm, heavy-set man with the gun.

ARDY'S thick features expressed
nothing. A long moment he stood
utterly still. Light beat down on the
shiny bald erown of his head and
what was left of thinning, bright-red
hair. Then an inward smile puckered
his lips just a trifle.

“You're slightly in error, Mr.
Bromley,” he announced, a self-satis-
fied smirk tugging at his mouth, “It
was not I who killed this uninvited
guest, It was you!”

Eromley, his slight figure still half
supported by the wall, stared dumb-
founded. “What's that? Are you—"

Smilingly, the money lender ghook
his head, “If you imply that this little
vvent has unhinged my braing,” he
remarked easily, *you're quite wrong.
In fact, I hired that thief to come
here. No—" he held up a warning
hand—*don't interrupt me, please.”

As he spoke, Hardy thrust thick,
competent fingers inside his coat,
brought out a second automatic.
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“This gun,” he said,
't be traced. It—
Bromley staggered erect,
thrust straight out befors him.
—" his voice was a gurgling tr
of sound—"you're going to kill m

Hardy shook his head reprovin
“Bad reasoning again, Mr, Bromle
He pointed casually to the blood-
splotched corpse across the room.
*There’s the man who's Foing to kill
you. You found him attempling o
rob you. You shot him and he
you. Sort of a trigger two-step, don't
you see?”

Bromley’s skin was whi
bleated: “But why-

“Forty grand,”
“The pearls are worl th J’n‘ly fiig!
advanced you ten, It 1 keen them,
pose of them one by one, 1 m
forty grand profit. Not bad, eh?”

The other pulled himself up 1|L.u a
hoy who's found a bright or.
“You can't!” he threatened,
attempt at Lluster. “The receipt! It
proves you have the pearls!”

The money lender laugh
“The receipt, to be
his mirth, =aid evel

is unregistered,

arms

Bromley? It was done seeretly in
thiz room the » t I pave you ten
grand and took the p
ed the paper in an cnvelope, t
slipped it inside a ledgor over t
in your safe. Well—" again Hu
gave way to laughter — “if you'd
opened that envelope a couple of
hours later, you'd have found only a
blank sheet of your own paper!™

Bromley gasped. “You switched
the sheets?”
“Nat at all,” Hardy returned

gloatingly. “My pen was full of dis-
appearing ink. It's a trick I learned
from a’con man. conple of b

the writing fades away ecompletely.
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know, becanse 1 teated it over and
over bofore I tried it on yoir.""

The tervificd man slowly digested
this. At last a glimmer of hope came
into his pale eyes, “If the receipt's
faded,” he suggested, “why kill me?
There'd be no proof that—"

“Pretty smart, comin from you,"
Hardy conceded. “But here's the
cateh, With the naked eye you could
see nothing on that paper. But if you
turned it over to the police, as you
would, they'd put it under the ultra-
violet light, That would bring out the
original message. But, with you dead,
on the other hand, no one would ever
think of testing » blank shect of
paper. As for the phony pearls, the
cops can think whatever they please
about them. They'll probably figure
vour wife for the fourflusher, but,
whatever they think, there'll be no-
thing to connect me with the job."

The gun in his hand rose n!uwh.
centered  straight on the

25

everything, down to the last detail,
was painstakingly pl 1, thorough
Iy rehearsed.

The back door locked automatically
behind him. On foot he moved swiftiy
out of the neighborhood. Then, in &
drugstore phone booth, ke called the
police, told them softly that he'd
heard shots in Franklin Bromley's
home, The name and address he gnve
for himself when asked were ready
on the tip of his tongue,

NCE WITHIN his solitary guar-
ters and veady for bed, he felt
curiously relaxed, pleasantly con-
scious of & smart job well done. He
could even note, with mild disapprov-
al, that his hair still seemed to be
coming out, and could spend several
minutes briskly massaging his sealp.
It wasn't until he'd crawled in bed
that he thought of something that

_ might have been improved. He hadn't

intended to lot Martin go 2o far as to

man’s heart,

“Wait!" Bromley babbled, stumb-
Ting forward, “Don't yon see—"

He took one more step after the
slug passed through his heart. Then
he slid down, almost softly, on his
fuce, lny there unmoving.

With machinelike swiftness, Red
Hardy cleaned his own prints from
the guns. Bromley's he placed care-
fully in his owner's lifeless hand, The
other he clamped into the gnarled
fisl of Bonesy Martin. A moist cloth,
which he'd brought for that purpose,
removed any other prints he might
bave left on chair or light switch,

He wasn't afraid of being inter-
rupted, caught in the act, for the
eafebreaker had thoughtfully closed
the shutters after making his en-
trance, As for the shots, their sound
wouldn't have reached to the next
house, He moved swiftly becanse

get the safe door open. But, since he
had, why, in haven's name, hadn't he
retrieved the phony pearls and the
faked receipt? The only answer he
could give himself was that he'd over-
planned, had things down so fine he
conldn't see and use an unexpected
opportonity.

No harm done, of course, As a mat-

act, the receipt might no Jong-
in the =afe, and it was t] ey
possibility that it wasn't thal bad
maide s elaborate murnder sctup
necessary. But just the same, he told
himself disgustedly that he should've
Tooked, . .

He dreamed that a cop w -
ing a tattoo on his skull with higo
nightstick. He woke with a start, 1o
hear a loud hammering on
When he opened it, two d
headquarters pushed in, They didn’t
have much to say, cither while he
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dressed or when they took him, pro-
testing, back to Franklin Bromley's
home,

The morgue wagon, loaded with a
pair of wicker baskets, was just pull-
ing away when they arrived. Inzide
the house, the place swarmed with
police technicians, harness bulls, and
an assortment of detectives from the
precinct and from headquarters.

“Must be a big case,” Red sneered,
“if you had to call out the reserves.”

Over and over he told himself:
“Put on a bold front. They haven't
got anything on you.” Just the same,
though, he kept asking himself what
had made them come straight to him,

Lieutenant Melton, acting head of
the homicide squad, drilled Hardy
with cold, impersonal eyes, as if mild-
ly interested in this insignificant in-
sect that possessed the power of
speech,

“Red Hardy,” he rapped harshly,
“do you confess here, or do we take

vou to the station and persuade you |

thore?"

Raging inwardly at himself for let-
ting his voice clog in his throat, the
ey lender eroaked out: “Don’t be
zilly! You—" s

A technician, busy with a little tray
wpparatus, began to dab warm

paraifin on Hardy's right hand, The
_kilier's face turned pasty. The ni-
{rate test! He should've fired those
after putting them in the corps-
ands, A bad slip but—

What if 1 have fired a gun?” he
snarled, “A dozen people saw me at
un range yesterday. What's this
all about?™

Melton's left evebrow quirked up-
ward. “So? You admit firing a gun
recently 7" He motioned to the man
with the hot paraffin. “You won't
have to go ahead, Zorn." He swung
back to Hardy, an ominous, cold fire
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in his eyes. “The stiffs we carled
ont of here hadn't fired guns—yet
cach had a gun in his hand. Know
what that means?"

Hardy jerked his head. “Sure, some
one ied "em. But—" his voice rose
to a vicious snarl—"don't try to pin
it on me!”

Melton nodded to one of the dicka
who'd been fiddling around with a
little batch of the glassine envelopes
used for preserving cvidence. He was
one of the fellows who'd brought
Hardy here, Coming forward now, the
dick earried one of the transparent
containers,

“Look!™

Hardy bit hard on his lower lip.
Inside the envelope were a few hairs.
Red, bright-red, like his own. Could
they prove—

“Suppose,” he suggested slyly,
“those hairs are from my head. What
does it get you? I might've been here
a hundred times—and still not been
the one that—"

“Sure,” Melton acknowledged. “But
it establishes your presence on the
scene of the murders. And we haven't
shown you the clincher yot, the thing
that establishes your motive. Take a
squint at that!”

HAR‘DY jerked as his cyes canght
eight of the slitted envelope to
which the licutenant pointed. At Mel-
ton's order, one of the fingerprint
men, with a pair of forceps, gingerly
removed the sheet of paper h
had been refolded and put back in the
envelope. The money lender felt his
eyes straining out of his head, his
heart thumping, as the fellow slowly
spread out the sheet,

Relief was so sudden that he al-
‘most slumped to his knees, The sheet
was biank!

He lifted questioning cyes to the
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ged lientenant. “What does
he sneered. *T can't read it.”
The homicide man's grim lips mov-
ed in a grudging smile, “It says,” he
replied, “that you're to return to
Franklin Bromley his wife’s pearls
when he paye you what he borrowed
on them. The lab will confirm it.”
Nausea seemed about to turn Har-
dy’s stomach wrong side out. This
was sheer, black magic! Recovering
from his momentary weakness, he
made u quick, sideward lunge to-
ward the harness bull who'd been

standing nearby, a gaping spectator.
He got his hand on the cop’s holster,
ripped the flap open, tugged at the

ou won't take me alive!” he
: 1, voice half-strangled.

The cop enfolded him in a crushing
hug. Another cop was handy with
bracelets. In an instant the killer
stood helpless, twitching violently in

“You weren't as cute with l.]’ult
a you thought, mug."”

¢ OVOS CAME A8 Near
v pe.ciile for them.
found thm paper in the
safe, the ink was fresh as the day
you ¥ it. After we'd had it out a
while, it began to disappear. One of
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fully to a small, bespectacled techni-
cian—"knew the answer. He says the
pigment used in that ink iz an un-
stable chemical compound that oxi-
dizes quickly in the presence of air
and vanishes from the paper. But—"
He paused, grinning, then said: *You
tell him, Zorn."

The little technical expert beamed.
“Well, you sce,” he explained import-
antly, preening before the trapped
killer. *“The ink needs air to make it
the lab boys here—" he nodded grate-
fade. But this paper, before the ink
could fade, was placed between the
glazed pages of a heavy ledger in the
safe there. Thus, since it was sealed
away from the air, the ink couldn't
fade—and stayed fresh till we took it
out!"

While Hardy, glowering his hat-
red, turned this over in his mind,
Melton winked at the dick who still
held the glassine envelope of hair.
The dick stepped forward, his homely
face spread wide in a smile.

“Listen, killer,” he said, “maybe
the hot squat will eure your falling
hair. We didn't find these samples on
the murder scene. I picked them off
your coat collar on our way over here
in the squad car,”

varns
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BADLAND'S WIDOW

ROBAELY, Bill Malop reflect-
P o, they would have forgotten
by now, in his !--.m. town, that
they bad branded him
it mattered, Ev a0 ufhn he li
to drift across the border line from
Mexico, and sce Ped 5.
He wus close n|»u||

that the grayishness was not Pedr
Negras. He drew in alightly, amd
stood it
cotild be seen that he was tall, not
slender and diminutive as the big
black he bestrode scemed to make
h by comparison.

The grayishness was off the trail
from the tow

His hand ran down t
mount. He gave a grunt. “Huh!
There's no outfit up there. Thunder,
Never was. Rocks, maybe, or maybe o
squatter's place. And . . " he adided
softly, “seems [ remember they don't
like squatters here. We'll go up
mayhe I ean get some information
about myscll from somehody that
wasn't bred not to lik

11 Malop had not 1 twe

five hard years without Tearning can-
tion. It was why he was alive now,
with only one bullet-mark on him.

This lnyout up ahead must be
L wl U
weren't liked in these rang
fore, as he was not particu
cither, he might be able to get wind
here from what direction to look for
trouble.

He turned Thunder's head, and in a
moment horse and rider were streak-
ing off over the lifting terrain to-

p in his sticrups.

sleek neck

d s




o gpot where Bill Malop saw
Demd smoke—not from a liv-

ng

It was not far under the hoofs of
the giant stallion. Two miles, perhaps.
Approaching, Pedras Negras now be-
hind him, Bill could detect a wall of
rock, a tree, drooping its head into a
stream, and a shack—or what had
once been a shack.

Bill pulled in and straightencd in
his stirrups. On vinding trail that
» o the hillside stood a lanky
und @ buckboard.
pand dropped to one of his
muns warily — something about the
seene spoke of danger and awful de-
n. The hand was on his gun,

hen he called:
there—anybody around I

There was a stir. Then Bill's lips
twisted bitterly. He had expected to
be greeted upon his return to Pedras
Negras with a gun—and he was!

Bl-:lll,\'n the rickety door of the
lonely shack, there peered out
the lean, hungry barrel and the black
mouth of u long rifle. It was point-
od at him, though not very steadily.
That fact frightened him, He eould
handle people who knew what they
were doing when they used o gun, but
ns batfled him,

“Hold up! Get
trigger, before
ntally tighten it . . . And,”
the muzzle wavered, “bo
sure you want io shoot, you damned
before you point a gun! Got
? Bueno! Now if you've got
thing against Bill Malop, once from
ihis town, just now from Mexico—I
guess vou've got me!™

There came o gasp. The vifle muz-
zle lowered, Bill is saddle and
made no move That, he
knew, would have been sulclde,

Bill Malop was retumning lo the
town that had branded him “bad”
— returning to a hostile people
whe thought they had seen the
last of the wanderer. Quick-on-the-
trigger, hard-eyed, his twenty-five
years had been crammed with
action—now he wanted peace—
but to get it he had to prove him-
solf the hard way. Here's o last-
shooling tale of action that will
hold you lo the end.
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There was someone nervous behind
that gun.

In the next second he knew he had
been right. The gun dropped, and into
his vision, framed oddly by wisps of
emoke, appearced the figure of a wo-
man!

Not a young woman—no beauty,
this, except as time had left traces of
a deeper loveliness upon her face, The
hair, under a pitifully poor hat, was
grayish; the eyes were tired. She
stood in the doorway, and they look-
ed at each other.

Then she smiled—and in her smile
was some of the bitternezs that Bill
Malop himself felt.

“I reckon,” she said “that it
wouldn't do no good to try to get
yuh anyway. You'd enly be out of
the way. And maybe if you live you
could tell my son where I'm going.”

Bill's eyes hardened. He slipped in
one movement from his saddle and
crossed to the woman. He said:

“You're—going? Where?"

“Oh, 1 can get there, I got relations
in Dallas. I can go to them. Will you
tell my son that I've gone to my ais-
ter's—in Dallas?"

There was an old bench beside the
door. Bill's hand pulled it over. There
was o courtesy about him that belied
his hard eyes and stern mouth,

“Won't you sit down, Mrs—"

“NVardo she said, and sat down,
looking at him as though for the first
time . . . wonderingly.

He rolled a cigarette, szt down he-
side her; and as he was touching a
match to the paper, he said.

“If I'm not too curions, I'd like to
know just why you are going away—
and why your =on isn't going, too.”

She looked at him for a moment.
Then, her eyes misty, she answered
him with a gesture of her slender but
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i hands—a hopel sweep-
ing gesture that told Bill everything.
He looked at what was left of the
shack, The side of it was burned, and
at one place, it had been caved in.
Most of the stuff from within, he
saw now, had been loaded into the
buckboard.
“No,” she said, “my son—isn't go-

ing.”

His eyes narrowed. “Why not?”

“He—he wants some return—for
all . .. this."” Again her hands mov-
ed, “They did it—killed my husband
—burned the shack And now they'll
frame a killing on my boy when he
tries to strike back—or kill him for
trying.”

She paused and moved her hands
weakly, “Why do they hate us so?
What harm can we do them? Unless
they just don't like—squatters.”

“A lot of cowmen don't,” he said
deliberately, “but it's seldom they go
after "em that hard, Killed your hus-
band—wiped out your spread—made
your boy into a killer, or set him to
get killed . . . And I'll bet you haven't
even run & bill in Pedras Negras since
you've been here!”

SOUTHERN CRO:=S

HE ghook her head, “No,” she snid.

“We've grown some thi back
there by the creek’s turnin’. Flour
and meat we bought in town, And
paid for "em, cash!™

He gtod up, his eves suddenly dan-
gerous. “And yet they've dend sot
on your gettin® out!" he exclaimed
“When did all this start—the perse-
cution, I mean?"

“Couple months ago,” the woman
answered wearily, “I remember,
‘canse it was about a week after that
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minin® man stopped here, with fever;
and we lot him stay—till he got back
his health and could ride on again.”

“Mining man,” Malop snapped.
“With fever? What's his name?”

*Tom Siddons Verrick. He's chang-
il or they changed for him—the “T.S."
—into “Ten-Strike’."

“Yeah? And how long did you say
you kept him?"

! st ten days. He said he was

ond-rate prospectors are callin® them-
selves now, I reckon he was. I know
him. And it all started right after
he was here?”

“Jest about a week, Why?"

He looked dwn at her, He bent and
took her hands, He smiled—a rare
smile.

“You can be glad you didn't pull
that trigger today, I think,” he said,
“That's if I live. You go "long, This
‘i no place for you. Go to Dallas.
Got money?"

“Yes,
“Enough?"

“Plenty, to get there. And I'll be
all right, there”

“All right. Maybe I'm

talking

strange lingo to you—but I've got
huneches, Must've been a hunch to
pull me off my trail, like it did, today.
Il promise vou to get your son outa
trouble. If I get to Pedras Negras
goon ensugh, he won't have time to

you'll try to—to help him?”
fed a little. Il sure enongh
thing I can. Now let's get
wrd fixed, and I'll drive
you hack iys along the trail.”

Bill op had no idea where he
was going to ¢ in Pedpgras Negras,
8o, he stabled Thunder at the rear of
the Southern Cross Saloon, over

yore buc
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which rooms might be had for over-
night travellers. He was not certain,
ecither, that he wanted rooms there.
But he was certain that he wanted
to go inside, and he did so.

He looked dark enough to be a
Mexiean, and he had a way of leaning
against a bar-rail that made him
seem lesz than the slender six-foot-
two of him. He stood at the bar and
ordered carefully, and no one seemed
to notice that, after his first glass,
he scarcely raiged the liquor to his
lips.

He listened.

Finally he asked the man in back
of the bar where the owner might be,
and—to make the guestion plausible
—continued:

“I have just come here. Wondered
if there were any jobs open for a
wanderin' waddy.”

The man looked at him in surprise.
To conceal it, he lnughed: “Sorry—
thought you were Mex. What kind of
a job?"

“Punching . . . Anything."

Warily, the other answered,
“Straight punchin’ jobs is few an’
mighty far between But there's room
for men around here, Wait till the
boss comes in. Here he i3, now!"—as
a tall, burly man entered, clad in
flannel shirt, dark trousers stuck in
hoots, wide-brimmed sombrero and
carcless gun hung low.

HIS, then, Bill Malop knew, was

Charley White, owner of the
Southern Cross—and, probably, more,
He was good looking, in a blustering,
florid way, for a man of hiz years,
His eyes were blue and almost mild.

White was not alone. He was with
two men, oddly unalike, and they
stood just inside the door, talking,
Eill lounged over to them. He knew
he was being observed when he came
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up—more, he knew what they were
observing most: the two guns just
above his knees. They were silent.

wsked. “Are you White?"

White said he was, then, with a
the guns, added, good-nat-
“Generally  shortened  to

“Good!" Malop said. “I've just
drifted from south of the line. Tought
1 heard someone down there say you'd
be a good man to come to for a job."

White narrowed his cyes. “Just
what kind of a joh?"

“Any kind. Back of the bar, sing-
ing waiter, punchin' cows, line-rider,
makin’ brands or—changin' 'em—"

“Huh?"

Dan laughed. “No — T know you
don't need any changed. Just thought
T'd tell you if you needed somebody,
I'm around.”

“Yeah? Well, I might."” White's eye
flickered toward the two guns again.
He said, pointing to the darker of
the two men who had entered with
him: “This here is Max Haskell: he
owns the Tumblin'-V. And this,—to
‘the shorter of the two men,—is an
hombre name of Marin. We're all
workin® together. What did you say
yore name was?"

“I didn't say,” replied Malop, with
a smile. “As a matter of fact, I'd
like not to have to give you my—
right name. Not—on this side of the
line, anyway. In Mexieo, 1 was work-
ing along with Miguel Gerrardo.”

“0Oh!" White's evebrows shot up
meaningly. “My friend, Mike, ch?
What's he doing, now?”

Malop laughed shortly. “He won't
be any help to you, not for awhile,
anyway. His ‘army's’ busted up —
he's seurried to some rat-hole way
south in Chihuahua.”
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White laughed. “So vunnin' stolen
beef and horses don’t pay any more,
ch? Well, if you can work along
with me, bueno! We'll soon see. What
do we call you?"

“Mind calling me what they il
me down there? 'El Lobo Negro?'™
He grinned. “Senor Lobeo, for short.”

The effect
bo Negro!” swore 3
worked with Mike Gerrardo

“Softer!” said Malop.
eall me Lobo? 1 look M
bartender thought T wa

White continued to st
pointed to a table that against
the wall. “Come on over here,” he
said, low-voleed. “Come on, Max,
Marin!"

They sat down. White called for a
round of drinks. Under his hatbrim,
his eyes shifted from Malop to a
group at the bar. He said:

“If yo're recommended, you must
know something about me. T reckon [
can use you, all right. Now I want
to point out to you those three men
at the bar. You ean see one of ‘em's
drunk, That one is the son of a dead
squatter—name same as his father's
—Dan Vardon. The dark, slim, hom-
bre is ‘Ten-Strike' Verrick — says
he's a prospector. Anyway, he's on
my payroll. So's the third one, Delano.
Lon Delano’s just a ‘gun.’ Ull intro-
duce you afterwards.”

Bill concealed his interest. Vardon
was, a3 White had offercd, slightly
drunk. He was young, and his eyes
were burning. He was burly, too, and
he wore one gun, though his hands
looked to be enough in themseclves
for anything he might cncouner.
Steve murmured:

“Is Vardon on your payroll or
list, too?"

as instantancous, “Lo-
And

o

n you
WEen your

then he
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MURDER PLOT

IE other man laughed harshly.

“T'll have to pay for him shortly
— very shortly’' — I hope, Burying
him!"

Bill's eyes narrowed.. “How come?"

“He's in my way. He knows he is,
oo and he come down here lookin®
ble. He's got o little dinero,
Yl him out, yet.
But T will , . . maybe tonight Look!
There's Ten-Strike, acling on my in-
structions, goading the kid into a
fight th Max . . . [ guess it's
Max."

Haskell grinned wolfishly. “T wish
he would suceeed [

“T don't!” enapped  the hoss.
Neither does Cameron. And what
mevon and 1 say—goes! That kid's
g be bumpid by an ontsider!

"
He turned, surveying Malop, “Maybe,
at that, you conld make yoresell nse-
ful to us—right away."
Malop smiled, “T gather,”

he said,
it that boy removed. Why ™
my way. Cameron’s way.'"

Vo wi

“I'm not te
Maybe you ¢

" everything at onee.
get him out of the
you wanl lo try.
it—plenty to go

. Blowly he saaiid,

'

Thoy all Tooked
The boss elamped
hia land down aera. ell’s wrikt.

“Damn that Ten-Strike!" he swore.
“The Kid's drank, and he's gonna go
ere—Ifor you—1"

oll Teanwd back, amiling a eruel
Loy was looking in his
lluwlmn Malop sat silent, unmov-
ing. The boss of the Southern Crons

np, White angril

1%

lurched to his feet. Ho had courage,
and in plenty, Hands away from the
single gun he carvied, he walked
across to Dan Vardon and elipped
ane word:

“OII'.!»

Vardon stared, eyes red-rimmed.
“Out—why? T—1 got money! I'm
spendin® it, ain't 17"

“And vo're lookin' for trouble, too!
1t's a-comin®, son . . . but it's not
goin’ to be here, That's why 1 said—
out 1"

Vardon remained subdued.  “Boe-
no!™ he said, “Jest let me Tinishd my
drink, will you—and pay?"

“Yeah. Finish—and don’t bother to
pay. You'll get all the tronble you're
Inokin® for, like T sadd, Tt just nin't
gonna start here, see? Though the
sooner it gets to yuh, the better I'll
Ike it!"

He turned his back brazenly, push-
el Ten-Strike back against the bar-
rail, uud spoke to him low-vaiced and
. No one heard what Rie said,
ahrugged as he turned away.
Ten-Strike looked nt disp I. ‘The
man ealled Delano had zaid nothing
but he moved a little away from the
boy ealled Dan Vardon.

Bill was on his feet when While
came back to the table, His drink was
finighed, and he was yawning.

“Rode a long way taday, jefe,” he
smiledd, “T'm hitting for the hay.
Walk fivat, get air, se¢ my horse is
handled right. Then — what's that
hotel acrosa the 2
“Teodeo, But you can hink upatairs,

young Vardon be domicibid

sure of that. 1t was
White wanted the boy finished off;
and more cerfain that he wanted
nothing to do with it — outwardly.
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“T guess,” he said, “T'll stay across
there. Maybe move in here later.
I've been hitting desert trails for a
couple of days now, and that place
looks nice and quiet. Man, I need
sleep!”

He got up. Shaking hands gravely
‘with White, then Haskell and Marin,
he went out. At the door, he turned
for a survey of the room, Delano and
Verrick were still apart, each erouch-
ed over a glass on the bar. The boy
Vardon was just finishing his, and
turning to look around.

Bill Malop slipped out,

HE saw that Thunder had every-
thing necessary to his comfort.
He patted the giant black, lighted a
cigarette, and moved from the stables
in the rear of the Southern Cross.

The Rodeo was just a small and
cheap hotel, two storied, one of the
outflung shacks that lined the som-
nolent main street. Malop started for
it—but not hurriedly. He knew that
Vardon would not take leng to finish
that drink—wouldn't be allowed to.

Then he knew a man was emerging
from the Southern Cross. He knew
who it was, even before he glanced
at the lurching figure. Dan Vardon.

Vardon was alone. When he passed
Bill, at least, he was alone. But ten
paces farther on, he was not. Malop
had sufficient sense to wait, Then, as
Dan Vardon lurched toward the pal-
lid doorway of the Rodeo, two men
hastened up, Malop's hand was on his
Eun.

But these were no killers. They
wanted something else. Vardon had
declared he had plenty of money—he
had shown it. One of the men was
the one pointed out to Bill as Delano:
probably one of the lesser of the pack
that White had to heel. The other
Bill did not know,
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They caught up with Dan Vardon
a few yards from where Malop stood.
They linked arms with him—or start-
ed to. Drunkenly, Delano cheered:

“We gonna take yuh home. Where
—Rodeo "

Vardon brought up short. He curs-
ed thickly.

“Yuh cheap thugs! I'll get ' the
hotel—an' without yore help! Now
get of 11"

“No!"—It was Delano who insist-
ed. “Me an' Pete's scein’ yuh there.
Pals! Come on—vamosnos!" He start-
ed to lung forward and to pull the
resisting capiive.

It was then that Bill Malop slipped
put of the shadows which had been
concealing him. His hands were not
near either of his guns. The three
saw him at once, though he had ap-
proached as silently as a eat.

They pulled up.

Bill clipped : “Did you hombres hap-
pen to know that I'm working with
the chief now?"

Delano stammered: “Maybe, But
who are yuh?”

“Big enough to take orders, Which
you're not. Now get back to the
Southern Cross. You know what we
want with this bird—we all do. It's
not his dinero, anyhow, Now—vaya-
se—gol”

He had pulled a bluff. It worked.
The two men went off like coyotes,
Bill watched them go. They disap-
peared into the barroom. No sound
came. Bill stood, steadying the boy
by his arm, until the street was quict
once more, and empty.

Then he turned to him. Simply, he
said:

“You're Dan Vardon, aren’t you?”

“Anybody’d know that — around
here, But how did you happen to
know "

“You're right,” replied Bill. “Any-
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body would. Only Tm a stranger. I
know who you are because I happen
to be a friend of your mother’s.”

“My—mother—!"

“Yeah. You're drunk right now,
and you need to sleep it off. Get
over to the Rodeo. Il come for you
in the morning. I'm sleeping there,
too . . . but later.”

Vardon brought up. “Hombre,” he
asked—but still in a thickened voice
—*jest why are you so interested in
me "

“I thought I made it clear to you
that I'm not—not in you, particularly.
For one thing, to avoid argument—
here!” And a gun jammed into the
youth's stomach, “Now, you've been
flashing a big roll. Everybody saw
it, tomight. That's what those two
were after. I'm not, but T could take
it if I wanted. Now, let's go across
the street, and you get to bed."

HE slid the gun back into its hol-
ster. The boy b od at him; and
then Malop took his arm, followed
him across the dusty way. They awak-
ened a sleepy negro boy and booked
two rooms. Then Bill turned to go.
His companion demanied :

“Ain't you turnin® in?"

“Not yet. Things to do .I'll see you
in the morning—I hope not before.
T'll be in the next room to yours, Go
to bed and sleep off that drunk.”

He pushed young Vardon into his
room, flipped the boy a gold coin, and
told him to save Room 22,

No one saw him go out. If anyone
had, he was prepared: He was simp-
ly going down to the stables to see
that his horse was well cared for—
that was enough answer,

But he did nol go near the stables,
Nor the Southern Cross. Instend, he
hunched himself in the partial sha-
dow of a half-abode, half-frame door-
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way across from the Rodeo.

He watched. He was tived, but nev-
ertheless, he watched until the light
went off in the room occupied by
Dan Vardon. Then he settled himsell
for a longer wait—though, drunk as
the boy was, it might be supposed
that he would tumble into slumber
instantly,

He had counted on that. But so had
some others, which was why he had
not long to wait. It was scarcely
more than twelve minutes before two
men emerged from the Southern
Cross,

One of the two men was Delano.
The other Maloy . did not know,
though he had seen him that night
at the Southern Cross. He knew, too,
what they were going for, They had
slipped away from the boss, and were
now returning. But the boss had nev-
er told them to kill young Vardon
while he slept. That—whatever the
game might be—would not be a part
of it.

Bill waited and watched until the
two men got to the door of the hotel,
He watched until he had seen them
enter and go upstairs. It was then
that he moved.

Reconnoitering carefully, he was
like a shadow as he stole across the
street, then along the side of the
buildings. He passed the Rode

In the shadows beyond the
hotel was a vacant space and in th
space, a misshapen willow grew oub
onto the street. No one saw Bill when
he slipped into the shadow of the
willow. No one could have seen him
afterward: he was entangled in its
branches and growth.

He found a trunk—a long limh, Tt
suited the height he wanted. The limb
was precarious, He made it At the
end it sagged just below the half
raised window of the boy he had left
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inside the hotel.

His fingers found the window ledge
before he let go the grip he had on
the limb with hiz knees, Just in time,
ton. The branch swept upward with-
out him, with a peeulinr, swishing
sound.

The ledge was wide, and he crouch-
ed there until he could hear, from
within, the stealthy opening of a
door. He could see nothing until the
shaft of an outer light — obviously
from the corridor—penetrated the
room like a sliver for perhaps fmn'
seconds, Then all was dark & E

Malop could hear breathing . . .
deop, healthy breathing. A snore.
Whispers.

Under his finger he raised the win-
dow carefully for the inch or so it
allowed. He regretted even the seant
noise it made, Everything was quiet,
Far down the street, the lighls from
the saloon blared an insolent chal-
lenge: that was all.

Then, suddenly, the lights within
the chamber were flashed on. A curse
came—a deep curge.

“Lay there, waddy—an' maybe yuh
won't git hurt!”

STARTLED exclamation eame.
A sound. Bill now kuew that no
one was bothering about 2

“‘Whud—whud "yuh want—17?"

“Jest the rvoll yo've packin'. That'a
all. Shove it!”

“Delano !—Luckner—!" It was Dan
Vardon's voice. “Yuh—yo're stickin®
me i

“Yeah,” came the voice of Delano,
“We got orders to make it light on
yuh—for tonight. We jeat want the
rall."

Bill's foot had alid inside the win-
dow. Twin six-guns were in his hand.
His second foot slid inside and his
body followed with his voice.
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“Sorry., You're not even going fo
get the roll—tonight!"

The two men whirled in unison.
But two guns were too much for
them. Corcoran's voice added:

“Reach for the ceiling!™

They obeyed,

But of the three in the room be-
sides Bill Malop, Dan Vardon seem-
ed to be the most surprized of all
He whirled, reaching automatically,
though he had no gun. He was snarl-
ing. Malop smiled at him with nar-
row-glitted eyes.

“Bueno, Put your hands down, kid,
Good, Now take the irons from thoso
two cheap crooks.”

Weonderingly, the boy dropped his
hands. Wondering, too, the other two
men  watched, still keeping  their
hands up high, however,

Still dazed, the youth went to the
holsters of the two who had infer-
rupted his snoring. He threw the guns
on his bed,

Bill said: “You're Delano, eh? Owr
chief pointed you out to me tonight.
And your partner—?"

“Luckner,” answered Delano, un-
willingly: and Luckner gave him a
baleful look,

Bill smiled. “It’s all rig
ner—I'd have found o
Now I'm going to let you go, |
ke Your guns as nirz, And
be 1 won't tell the chief. You
know the orders about this kid, and
you've disobeyed, Mayhe onkd tell,
though, K g about what yon've
done tonight might bring me a s
in the back from some dark alle

Delano spoke, 1Te had been slig
drvnk when he entered; now his head
was clearing, “Whoever you are,
waddy, yuli've pot us, It'a up to you.
The chiel'll have na handled, if you
tell him, But if you let us go, and
don't spill—I'm behind yuh from now
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too?” Malop grinned at

hastily answered: “Me,
uro! Hell, 1 don't know whe's
—you or the chief. But Il
And say. .. jest who

v. “Tonight,” he
Southern Cross, I hear
lisrespectfully of Lo-
ps it was one of you;
Senor Verrick.,  Anyhow,
w want to talk about Lobo
, come to me!™”
v three gasps, “You're—

; white tecth gleamed against
burned face until he looked in
I a Mexican again. He shook his
1.

“Figure—for yourselves. But T tell
you now that if 1 am not, I am his
best friend!™

“Luckner!

ELANO swore deeply.
He is Lobo N

. To the boy watch-
: "Break open their guns.
Extract the shells. Then give them
back."

They all watched, Bill slid one gun

into his holster, and with the free
hand it left, he calmly rolled and
ted o cigarette, Over his shoulder,
wderad Dan Vardon to give back
emply to their owners.
1 two slunk out afterward with
wondering looks. Bill watched them
re-enter the Southern Cross. When
he turned from the window, he found
Iran Vardon watching him with eyes
full of meaning. The boy ran his
hand Ihwup{h his hair. He moistened
dry . Then he said:

“Yo _3 » Lobo Negro!™"

Bill zaid mildly: “What if T am
known by that name?" A
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“You are! Yo're him! And you —
you put the irons on those buzzards
—for me?"”

Bill pointed to the bed; for him-
self, he chose a chair. “You're sober
now, I think! Anyway, near it. You
drink too much. But once before to-
night you asked me why 1 was inter-
ested in you."

Vardon sat silent and Bill con-
tinued after a moment. *I was born
in this town. They don't take to me
here, but it doesn’t bother me a
trifle. L come back now and then when
I feel like it. When I come back
this time, 1 met your mother. She's
a right nice little lady, Dan.”

“Don't I know that—1" Hotly.

*You should. But you left her. T
presume it was to come down here
and get what you thought'd be
tice—at the end of smoking guns.
You may get it that way. ..but smok-
ing guns are dangerous. Especially
if you ean't shoot ‘em soberly, I met
your mother, She's headed for Dal-
las, by the way—I told her I'd tell
you, And I told her something else:
I'll keep you out of trouble!”

“How "

Bill smiled. “If you know anyihing
about me, you know my name’s bad
around these parts. I found that out,
hmlghl I got a job. Know what it

you for killing some-
one, Thnt someone might be me. 1
don’t like the idea of dying, s
up to me to kill you. Then I get paid.
Listening

Dan Vardon ran a hand in puzzled
fashion across his forehead. “Then
why in hell don't you kill me? And
why do they want yuh to kill me?™

Malop mused, flipped gray ash on
the soiled carpel. *“The last, ma
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you can answer. The first—I told
you I met your mother, Son, ever
read Ivanhoc—or Robin Hood? No?
n.Well, T earry a copy of both in
my saddlebags, I like.‘Ivanhoc® best.
He had no business bein® what he
was—just looking for trouble all the
time, I suppoze, But he got it. . .outa
helping people who weren't as strong
as he was, Read it, some time, I came
to Pedras Negras outa curiosity; I
stayed beeause I'm going to clear up
a little matter. And, son, I kinda like
your mother.”

The youth sat stunned, mute,

“Tell me this, Vardon,” Biil went
on, “Why do Haskell and White and
Company want your place? Is there
gold on it maybe?"

Dan Vardon shot to his feet, wild-
ly. “That's it! There must be gold
there—somewhere!”

“Exactly. And you took care of this
Ten-Strike Verrick—the tinhorn—in
your shack, for a long time. Just af-
terwards, all the trouble started,
didn't it?" The boy nodded; Bill went
on: “So I developed the bright idea
that maybe Ten-Strike found some-
thing there”

Eill stood up. “And conie to think
of it, maybe I'm not using my room
here tonight. Maybe I'm heading to-
wards your shack."”

“Why 7" quietly.

Eill said: “You're not stupid, Dan.
There's something up there beside
the three or four dollars worth of
gold that can be panned out of that
little ereck. Dan, unless my hunch is
wrong—antd it'd be the first one that
ever was—your dad built that hut on
top of a gold mine!”

The boy cursed. “And that's why
they wanted to get us outa therel
He found gold—told others. Others
backed him. Who, though — beside
White?"

[y
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nt,™
going to . But fi
gonna sce if the gold really is 1
—we may be wrong

The youth’s Ij
Gone were the cobweb
elouded kis brain, Hi
too.

He looked up and said: “I'm goin”
with yuh.”

“You can if yuh wa!
do you any good. C
an army for o sur

Dan repeated: “I'm goin®
yuh.”

“Bueno! Let's saddle. We go now.”

They went downstairs. Bill went
to the rear of the Southern Cross and
got Thunder. When he came out into
the silent street, Dan Vardon was
walking toward him, leading a por

They nodded, spoke in whispers;
and the soft surface of the sirect
deadened the sound of their mounts
hoofbeats as they headed upward and
into the hills.

Once clear of the town, there was
little need to hurry. They trotted
their mounts most of the way. For
a little they slept, and the horses
rested. Dawn was near when they
took up the trail o i

A little after eight o'elock, Dan
Vardon pulled in restively, A Jow hill-
ock was ahead; boyond it must lay a
drop, and back of that the upper
fronds of a cottonwood stood out
against a sheer wall that grayed in
the distance,

Bill nodded. Without a word, both
men dismounted, and they tethered
their mounts by a low stump in a
little depression of the ground, They
went on, toward the top of the rise:
and as they approached this, they
crouched lover and lower. At the top
of the rise both flattened.

Bill parted gramma grass that

nt, but it won't
3 08 good as

with
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grew thickly here, and was able to
get a good view of the cabin.

Where the stream wound under the
coltonwood iree, he finally saw
something move. It was the figure of
o man, and the figure turned toward
the open door f the shack some
twenty-five yards away. The man
was bearded: Bill had never seen
him before. In his hand he held a
tin basin. Disgustedly he looked into
it, ran the tips of his fingers through
its contents, then he let bright, clear
water and some sediment spill back
into the little stream.

Disgustedly, also, he threw down
the pan and removed his booted feet
from the water. He looked up. Then
he called out to someone—as yet in-
visible—above him.

“That's that! This ereck won't pan
more'n two or two-fifly a day . . .
And my back aches!”

There was a moment before any
reply came. Then a second figure
came into view—another man, vague-
ly familiar as having been with De-
lano the night before at the South-
ern Cross. He was not bearded, but
he badly needed a shave; and even
at that distance, his mouth was noth-
ing but a cruel red scar amid a
heavy growth of hair. He came
around from the back of the shack,
smiling, and he halted at the rickety
doorway.

“And my back don't ache!” he roar-
ed, “Why should it? A little pick can
get more in ten minutes than you
could pan in ten years down there.
Come on—Ilet's shove along!

“Hey, he a surprise for yuh!"

As he spoke, something dark flash-
ed through the early sunlight — a
lump. Dark . . . and yet, when it
caught a brief gleam of light, it glint-
ed reddish gold.

The man at the creek’s edge caught
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the flying object. He stared down at
it, looked for scarcely ten seconds.
Then he looked up again. He swore.

“Gold 1"

“An’ plenty more where that come
from! Ten-Strike wasn't lving, like [
said all along It don’t pay to lie to
Cameron or Hep'!”

The man at the edge of the creck
stared stupidly for a long time. Then
he thrust the nugget in his pocket
with a gesture at once jealous and
avaricious, and came running up the
slope. The two watching could even
hear him pant:

“Let's got to the hosses — and
vamosnos!"

Bill lay flal. To be certain, he put
out one hand and grasped the wrist
of his companion. The muscles of the
latter surged, but he heeded the
warning. They saw the two men van-
ish behind the cabin; then they
saw the two reappear in a moment in
the saddles, and with a wild whoop
ride in the direction of the town.

It was only then that Bill sat up.
His eyes were alight. He said slow-

“Just what I was banking on! Sur-
prise you, kid?"

Dan Vardon did not at once reply.
He sat there, fists clenched into mam-
moth balls, eyes narrow and redden-
ed in the center of their pupils, lips
a sear of cruelty and hate. Slowly he
said:

“So that's why they got—the ol
mal and drove me to wantin® to
killl. . .and drove ma out!” He looked
up. “Wantin' t' kill! By God, they'va
succeeded. Let’s get along!™

Bill Jaid a hand on his arm.
“Steady son! Remember, we ain't
proved anything—yet. Jest you and
me know about this—and my say-so
isn't much around these parts. Curt
Cameron, I understand, is a big bird




in the bank down there. No doubt he's
ol some sort of mortgage on Lthat
place. And it's abandoned, now, ex-
cept for you, We've got to lay claim,
monte.’”

The boy starled to go toward his
horse. But he brought up short when
3ll's two hands clamped down on his
arms,

“Wait a minute!” commanded Bill.
“Is there a marshal in town?”

*Yeah, Charley Cunningham, the
sheriff, is on Cameron’s and Hep's
payroll; but the marshal seems to be
square, Carse’s his name."”

“Well, there’s your law. We'll get
the goods, present it, prove it—and
when we have to — shoot it out!
You'll get plenty of shootin’, ranny
if you're around me!”

“Yeah. But how are we gonna get
these goods?"

Malop smiled “Maybe you've for-
gotten that I rate going onto White's
payroll. My first job, 1 gathered, was
to get you. We both know why, now,
But don't you suppose, with my re-
putation — I can get close enough
to Hep and Cameron for the goods?"

“Yeah...I s'pose. But what do I
do? Pray! Don't ask me to do that—
exeept to get within gunshot of one
of those hombres!"

“Which would land you in jail —
and prove nothing.”

The kid set his lips tight.

“What's orders, then?"

“You hole up in some draw near
town. I'll ride by and see where it is.
Hep told me to talk to him. Il go
back and do that little thing. After-
ward I'll get to Cameéron—he's the
chief, no matter who Hep or Haskell
may be. He owns the Triple-C and
the O-Bar-0, isn't that it?"

“Yeah. Not forgettin' the bank."

“I'm not forgetting that. T'll get
what evidence 1 can and work from
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there.”

.r\lld yore firsl job'll be—to got
me!

"\ull: Aud I'll veport 've done

“"‘a ‘pose they ask for pre
“That'll be hard—but w
work fast. We've got

over in about two days.”

“Yeah. Bat I'm in on the end, zin't
164

“If I ean manage it, you sre, Dul
vou're taking orders now, son }{-
member, if you start Lo wo
own, it'll likely =poil everything
doing—and maeybe kill both of us

“That wouldn't be nice, woull
Bueno!” smiled Vardon. “I'm tukin'
orders. Ride me down to som;
where I can be waitin® for 3
I'll pray that I don't have to woit
too long."”

They got to their horses. As they
swung into their saddles, Bill grin-
ned:

“If it's a long wait, kid...it'll be
a mighty long one—for both of 0.
Here's ‘Ivanhoe’, Read it—but
light, No fires at night, rwmn'nmn.
where you're holing up.”

sombrely now.
t, desperate
work, that meant the lives of men—
and possibly more. The freedom of o
people—a forgotien people, perhaps
—nestled in this forgotten corner of
the world.

That night Bill Malop had his £
view of the power behind all th
trouble in that county. He
into the Southern Cross, afte
ing Vardon, in search of White. lh]n
was there. So was Curtis Cameron.

Curt Cameron was short and
stocky, He smoked cigars inceszant-
ly—o rchewed them—and he was
handsome in a middle-aged way, with
lines in his face that showed strength,
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for good or evil.

Hep brought Bill over to the table
when  Bill entered. Cameron was
there: the boss of the Southern
Cross told Bill that Cameron had
+d to meet him. Haskell was also
ihere. The latter Bill most decidedly
didd not like.

Cameron ordered a drink, sat back,
regarding his new recruit. They had
the drink. Then Cameron £aid:

“Hep's been speaking about you.”
in a voice that was sort of a growl
ybe we better not talk here.
to my |\!m“‘ He got up,

abruptly.

The others hastened to their feet
—Bill with alacrity, Cameron's silver
rang on the table, and they went out.

He owned o big house at the edge
of town. They rode out there, all of
them, The house was surrounded by
2 high wall, and the big gate to it
was heavy and barred. A Mexiean
seurried to open it when Cameron
clanged the knocker, which caused a
hollow gong from somewhere far be-
vond them. They went in...along a
amooth path that wound between the
trunks of stately voyal palms, cac-
tins, and spiked bayonet,

T E path led for a full thirly yards

hey eame to the door which
v open, revealing a wide
tone steps that wound

yellow light from sconces on  the
walla,

A door apencd on their right ; there
They did not

Wep led the way: ne seemed
In Lunw it.

Up and still upward they. went,
pazsing another floor that was more
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than the height of a single floor.
Still Hep led on, and the stone stair-
case became winding and narrower.
At the top of it, just as they reached
there, a light appeaved in a wall
seonce.

There was a door. Hep opened it,
flashed on a light, and flourished
them in again.

*“This is the tower room,” he said,
in a low voice, “Very few people pet
up here.”

Cameron came in. He peinted to
r'huln He took a deep leather cush-
d one for himself. To Bill he said:
T underatand you once lived here.
How does thiz part of the world look
to you now?"

Steve smiled. He said: “What do
you want me to say? I'd say it looks
like anybody's — nn}bod) l“ll’t\!‘!\!
enough to take it and keep

Cameron smiled a grave smile, and
he nodded. “You're right,” he said.
“And there is somebody. Me!”

“T gathered that,” Bill said quietly.
“That's why, I think, things "ve heen
happening. 1 think 1T know why youn
wanted the Vardons off their squat-
ter's place. Gold?"

“How'd you know?™

“Guessed, Was it right?™

“Yes, But they still retain claim to
it—taxes paid, and everything. Mra,
Vardon's cleared out—we made it too
tough for her. The kid's no good:
we'll take eare of him. Old man's
dead. So now there only remains one
legral title holder to the property.”

“The kid amd he's nothing to
waorry aboul.”

“No, but he's game! He'll fight:
I've gol an idea he senzes something's
up."

nil a0 yon want him out of the

way
“Exactly.’
Bill smiled. He said: “I'm no chesp
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‘gun,’ Cux . How do I know you'll
play w —aor even can play with

me—if 1 come through?™

“Reasonable,” stated Cameron, and
heaved to his feet. “Look here!” Ie
gestured to the farther end of the
room.

Bill followed him there. The oth-
ers waited. In the corner there was
a huge desk made of zolid mahogany.
Its value, Bill guessed, was beyond
price. But it was unquestionably
strong, Cameron turned a key, but
then, replacing the key in his pocket,
clicked on some switch alongside the
deak.

The upper doors swung open, and
a desk top came down. Inside, there
were books, Cameren took out one.

He flipped it open casually. His
finger came down in the same way.
He smiled.

“Who is that? Oh, it's you, Hep!”
—as though he were surprised. “That
account there, though, is not all
money I've given just to you. This
here. . .Remember when we had the
wounded trying—I want ta gret it into
hands that'll know what to do with
it
Rio bank held up—my bank, and our
lad got away with some sixty thou-
snnd gnld"‘ Imum gold, though!™

“You collected it
ni}. and then paid them off—for me.
1 still think you pzid "em too much.
They knew they hadn't much to
fear.”

“They're paid, anyhow,” grunted
‘White. “That's over, We got the gold,
and we collected on the other end.”

“Yea, we did. But we'll pass that
over.” He flipped the book again.
Under “V" his finger stopped half-
way down a page. “That's paid to
Ten-Strike—only a little. The rest,
now we've proved his story—he gets,
1 deal square.” He turned to Bill
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ILL nodded. He knew that he

wanted that bok. There were two
others—long, thin ledgers, just like
it—atowed away in that big desk. He
strove to keep the gleam from his
eyes,

Cameron put the book back, easual-
Iy. The lock snapped. The drinks
came, They all sat down.

“Now,” he said, “You've seen
something. This I call my tower, room:
there's only one entrance, and weo
ecame up that, Over there—" he
pointed to the shadows where there
was a dark shape “—there iz a
Hotchkiss machine gun. To get at
that desk, anybody’s got to get the
man behind that gun— and there'll
be one there, if it's ever necessary!
But I'm not afraid, Bill. Not at all!
‘This patch of the world is going to
be my little kingdom—in o few days."”

Bill nodded. “What are you wait-
ing for?” he asked.

Cameron considered. “I'm waiting
to get Dan Vardon out of the way,”
he said. “That fool of a father of his
sat on top of the richest gold ledge
in this country, and didn’t know it.
That's why I'm inclined to like Ten-
Strike. Well, we've got the father.
Now we've gol to get Dan Vardon, 1

ean buy the properly at public aue-

tion after that's done. The sheriff—
Cunningham—he belongs to me!”

Bill's eyes narrowed. “And you
want me to get Vardon."

“That’s it. Do you want a share, or
outright pay "

“I'll take a share,” said Bill very
slowly, “after it's all over. I kinda
figure of settling around here”

Camero nlaughed. He raized hia
glags, The others followed suit.

“That's straight talking! And wize,
too. Because, my boy, playing along
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with me—you can't lose!™
Bill grinned. “Unless I happen to
get in the way of some lead!”
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had gray, level eyes and a strong
chin and mouth.

A

“That,” smiled Cameron, d
his drink, “is entirely in your hmrhx
I know your reputation. Go find Var-
don. Get him! If you don't get him,
and he gets you I still win! I'll have
Sheriff Cunningham get him for
murder.”

“Yeah, mghed Bill, “you’re right.
You'll v

“And,” laughed Cameron, “here’s
success to you—which is success to
us all."”

“Just make it me, if you don't
mind,” smiled Bill. “I'll probably need
it." He got up.

Before he got to the door, he took
one final glance over the room.

They went out. Haskell, White and
Bill went back to the Southern Cross
for a last drink. That night Bill stay-
ed in a room over the bar, He figured
he was safe—for tonight.

Elliot Carse was the marshal for
Pedras Negras and the district. He
had an office at the far end of the
town's long main street. However,
though Bill intended going to hi
that following day, he waited until
dusk before he saddled Thunder.

Then, aware that he must be under
ohservation, he rode directly out of
town. It was only after night had
fallen that he returned. The street
was empty; so stabling his horse
farther up, he kept to the shadows
of the low buildings and reached
Carse's little office without being ob-
served.

He likeidl Carse. Liked him, even
when Carse, hearing his true name,
became distant. Carse was not tall,
not heavy. His face was hatchet-
shaped, with a beak for a nose.
Acrozs the nose was the scar from
what probably a knife wound. But he

b
DEPUTY MARSHALL

ARSE said: “Sit down. Though I
don't know why you've come
about anything—to me.”

Malop smiled, “You've been peck-
ing!" he chided. “Been hearing things
about me, sir?"

“Plenty! But I've got nothing on
you—here. You must "ve played hell
across the line, though.”

“That goes both ways. If I played
hell, I had to play i, Figure it out
for yourself, Mr. Carse. Does anybody
except a born killer or a maniac shoot
unless he has to?”

“I've never heard you did. But that
gang you tied up with down below
there—they're bad!"

“Most of 'em are dead now. The
rest are scattered. I've had to shoot
for my own life. I intend to again—
pronto! That is why I've come to you
tonight!”

“Why!"

“Why?...I suppose yon know
there's crooked work going on in your
distriet?"

Carse's lips twitched. 2From what
I've heard of you, Malo
why you're not in on

Bill shot back: “I a

That brought Carse bolt upright in
his chair. He was stunned for the
moment. Then he smiled.

He said: so you came here
to confess, ch

“Maybe. Something, anyway." He
jerked forward, and his eyes from
wary amusement, became hard. “Be-
cause of the reputation I've managed
to contract—which you seem to like,
I've been approached by the crowd
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that aims at control of this part of
the country. I'm to get plenty dinero
for my part in what's coming off
very soon. Double-crossing? No —
I'm playing my own game, if you
like that!”

“Why T

Rill’s face softened a trifle. “T don't
know. I just eame back to look over
the country which bred me. It's a
habit of mine .And then T met a nice

Mrs. Vardon!™
tared. He sat forward.
pened to find out about that
whole affaiv—I know why her hus-
bamnd was shot and she persecuted,
amd why they want me to kill Dan
Vardon.”

“Why?" Carse was listening now;
no doubt of that.

“Hecause their poor squatter’s eab-
in is sitting on top of a placer mine
that’s probably the richest in this
part of the world!"

“And they—this erowd—want to
buy it?

“Not much! They're not going to
waste money buying it! That's why
the Vardons are out — that's why
they want me either to kill young
Dan or get killed trying. Bither way,
they win. If he should happen to gret
me, the sheriff's owned by them and
he'll see that Vardon hangs for my
murder. If they ean buy that elaim
from the sheriff®s anction for lesa
than nothing!

“Now I've got the kid hidden in a
diaw outzide of town, I'm going ont
there, then return and say Pve killed
the kid. Which is where you come
in.”

“How?"

Bill now had the situstion in hamd;
he knew it. He leaned back comfort-
ably and rolled and lighted a cigar-
ette.

“T've been at their place. I've seen
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their books, their payoffs. I didn't
want money in advance for killing
Dan Vardon—said I'd play along and
take a share of the gold.”

Carse sat back. His eyes were nar-
rowed. “And you didn't go to the
sheriff. .."

"Nn. He's on their payroll. You're
not.”

The nmr-:l:ﬂl '\al quiet a moment.

& se crowid is this?

Bill  replied

“No," lhr' marshal said narrowly,
“I'm not on his payroll.”

“Now what I want is the evidenco
that's in Cameron's Tower room. Anid
when 1 get it—even if I'm mortally
wounded trying—I want to get it into
hands that'll know what to do with
150

cARSE stood up. His eyes wern
keen and his face was very grave,
He said:

“When is this coming of (1"

“Tonight looks like it has to bLe
the showdown.”

“And you want me to—1"

“Be at Cameron's tonight. And give
me a marshal’s badge!”

Carse went to hix desk, still per-
feelly grave, ope it, and turning,
he flung a glittering seal on its top.
He walked the three paces to whore
Bill was still standing with b

blazing. Placing his hand on the
younger man's  shoulder, he said
quictly:

You're now a ch-plnr marzhal.
And T'll be there tonight.

Rill picked up the glittering badge,
gazed at it, shoved it into his pockst.

The marshal opened the door and
gaw that the stroet was clear. Then
he put out his hand.

“Vaya con Dioa!—Go with God!”

Bill went out and got to his horse.
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Then he streaked out of Pedras Ne-
gras a8 though he were being pur-
sued, striking for the spot where he
had left young Dan Vardon.

A half hour Iater he Lranched off
the trail and rode across country. The
moon was coming up, and it flooded
field and highway. The trees stood
out like painted things against a back-
ground of blue wash.

He had not much time to admire
it, with the cool wind in his face, the
hreath of sage tingling in his nostrils.
He brought up sharply at the glint of
a rifle barrel, levelled at his breast.
A cold voice came from behind it:

“Better reach, pardner!”

He reached. It was instinet. But his
lips amiled.

“Bill Malop! he announced, *Any-
body out gunning for me around
here?

AI’.N VARDON stepped out into the
open, gun atrail. He looked a trifle
sheepish, but at the same time, hap-
Y.

“It's all right—1 jest didn't want
to be takin® any chances,” he said.
“There's been riders through these
hills most of the afterncon. I was
hoping you'd come.”

Bill slipped from Thunder’s sad-
dle. He amiled.

“All right,” he said, “Read ‘Ivan-
hoe?' "

“Yep. Maybe T savvy what you've
been tryin® to tell me now." There
was a strange misty flame in his eye
for a moment. Then he said: “What's
up?”

Eill rolled a cigarctte, guarded the
match carefully when he lighted it,
and sat down.
“I'm out here with orders to kill
“And then what—17"
von,” he said.
“To report back and say it's safe to
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claim your dad’s mine. Oh, and I
forgot—to get paid!"

Edgerly Dan Vardon leaned for-
ward. “Tell it to me!” he command-
ed. Then he listened, while Malop
told him the whole story.

Dan sat brooding for awhile, Once
he looked up, ready to shout out:
then he brought up sharply. Bill
Malop smiled at him, and sai

“You were about to say, ‘Let’s
—woeren't you? It's a good idea, but
it's mot yet time. I'm going back
there—alone!—and tell "em I've got
you,”

Yes? And then?”

“Then they probably won't believe
me. They'll send out to see whether
or not 've told the truth, Maybe send
one of "em. You can be here. If you're
£0 hungry for blond, I'll leave him to
you. But be damned sure it isn't me
that you get, if I have to come back!"
*“] see. That'll be one or two of
‘em off our hands. Then I can ride
in?

“You sure can. And by that time
. .. I've got a hunch that T'll prob-
ably be needing you very badiy!" He
paused, flipped away his cigarette.
“Got it?" He rose.

Vardon nodded.

“Good! Then I'll ride back and tell
‘em I've killed you.”

“They'll like to hear that.

“Yah.” Malop swung into his had-
dle. “Adioa!”

A swift handelasp, and Bill was of
Dan Vardon gazed after him and he
muttered:

“Yeah, Ivanhoe, maybe. But with
twi X-guns "

Bill's return to Pedras Negras was
unheralded, He passed the Southern
Cross, and did not panse there, From
the dusty street, it appeared to be
deserted wi . Perhapa White was
there; but Bill preferred to press on,
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until he came to the house of Curt
Cameraon.

He drew down the ancient knocker
a5 he had seen his host do the night
before; a gong reverberated through
the still air as from a far off cavern.
Shuffling feet...then a lock was
dropped and the same Mexican per-
itted him to enter.
“Senor Cameron await
ant said, in Spanish,

“Alone?” murmured Biil, easily.

“For now, si.” The man led the way
into the house and they followed the
winding, turreted steps upward to the
Tower chamber,

Its door was partially open. Cam-
eron sat in apparent, idleness, his
granite-hewn face toward it. One
hand hung from the arm of the fur-
niture; Bill could guess what is con-
tained. He went in.

The door closed behind him, Cam-
eron was alone. Bill's cyes shot from
his host toward the covered Hotch-
kisa in the darker corner, then to the
massive chest-desk containing the
things he wanted.

5," the serv-

AMERON stared at him, waiting.
Bill eame forward, with an at-
tempt to appear nervous. At last,
when he had made his host wait suf-
ficiently long, he said:
“Got a drink? Aguardiente?”
“Si." Cameron reached out a free
hand and rang. “He will know what
I want,” he eontinued. “Si

got the drink;
wiftly, and when
he asked: “Any

then he downed
the door had cl
others coming ™

“Maybe.” And then: “I'm waiting.”™

Bill langhed nervously, “Hell, you
don't expect me to be cheerful, do
you? If you want to know it—the joh
is done!™
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“You mean,” asked Cameron stead-
ily, without moving, “you've killed
Vardon?"

Bill nodded. “He's dead,” he lied,
“Now, do you want anything else?”

Cameron said: “Not much.”” He
smiled. “Only. . .proof!"

“Proof? What did you want me to
do—sealp him? I tell you he's dead!”

“We'll find out. Not that I doubt
you, In a few minutes, some others
will be here. They'll ride out to sec.
Want to ride with ‘em?”

“Hell, no! Who's coming?”

“Haskell, Delano, Probably Hep.”
As he spoke, Bill started to move. He
was alene now—he might take his
chance and win. But he was too late;
he hoped his host hadn't seen that
movement. Below, a gong clanged,
and there was a slight stir.

They waited. Cameron was watch-
ing him. There came a knock on the
door; it opened, and Haskell, White
and Delano came in. They halted in-
side the door, first Iooking to Camer-
on, than at once to Bill.

“Well...?" drawled White

Cameron's lips twitched; lifted
& finger. “Lobo Negro says it's all
finished.”

Haskell sneered, “Lobo Negro says
so0, eh?"

Eill broke in. “Yeah, he does.”

Haskell sneered: “What's the
proof?"

Bill's eyes lighted. From the first
he had not liked the owner of the
Tumbling-V, He smiled:

“Maybe it'll need proof,” he said.
i leputizes you—
and maybe Delano, too, if you're
afraid to go alone—to go oul there
and check?" He was thinking of Dan
Vardon, fingers on triggers, waiting
for just something like this.

Cameron said: “Sounds reazonable,
Lon—if yo're as dubious as I'm o
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mind to be, Get going!’

Haskell bit off a hot reply. It was
a tribute to the power of Cameron,
the way Haskell said, “Okay. I'll
go."

A moment Iater Bill laughed and
aaid: “Where's Ten-Strike? I thought
this was to be a party. I need one!”

Curt Cameron rang again, and with
some new drinks—which he servant
hastened upward knowingly — Ten-
Strike came in.

‘Now we're all near the end of the
trail. Here's to it!"

HEY drank. Then Cameron gave

& resume of the situation for Ten-
Strike. The latter looked curiously at
Eill Malop.

They talked. Minutes dragged. But
Eill was watchful, He came to know
all their plans; he came to know just
what that magnificent mahogany
desk-secretary contained — already
he thought he knew how to open it.
If he didn't—well, it could be blown
open.

His mind raced while the others
talked. From time to time, he flash-
ed a fixed smile. He knew he was
being watched covertly — knew, too,
that Curt Cameron was enjoying the
walching,

Cameron was inherently cruel. He
knew that the man would enjoy Has-
kell eoming back with news that Dan
Vardon was not dead, and not found
—aor the opposite. He held all the
cards,

Bill knew he was surrounded by
four of the deadliest men in the
country. It would be too bad if Has-
kell eame back alive!

They waited a long time, drinking
from time to time. All the while,
Cameron's eyes were fixed coolly on
Bill's face, That showed nothing; and
BEill could drink with the rest. And
from time to time, Cameron drew

a7
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out his big wateh. He would look
at it and then at the Hotchkiss in
the corner; then, smiling amusedly,
he would survey the faces grouped in
the big, high-ceilinged and dim-lit
chamber.

Aguardiente unloosened their ton-
gues, They were on edge, anyway.
They grew garrulous, all but Camer-
on, who still sat with that same fixed
and cruel smile on his face, as though
all those in his Tower room were
there for his amusement only. They
were, up o now.

Haskell had not returned, and it
was nearly time. They all had another
drink—Eill included—and he searce-
Iy sipped his. They grew beastful now.
They talked—but not Cameron!—of
what they had done in this patch of
country—of what they were going to
do. Cameron smiled.

He could afford to, thought Bill
They were all his puppets, and dane-
ed when he pulled the strings.

Then, at long last, Cameron heav-
od to his feet, They all looked at him,
and no one spoke. For himself, he
looked only at Bill. He pulled out
his wateh, thrust it back into his
pocket.

“Haskell’s not returned,” he said
simply. “He won't — now! Come
through!"

Bill looked up, tense. His left hand,
in his pocket, clutched. the deputy
marshal’s badge that he had won.
And he did not want to lose it!

“Why don’t you wait?’ he said.
“You're not condemning me just be-
cause he hasn't got back, are you?
Man, can't you sce that Haskell and
I hate each other's guts, that he'd
stay away if he knew it would eon-
demn me?"

Cameron considered. “There's rea-
son in that,” he said, “We'll wait. ..
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five minutes!™

Bill settled back, Al arowmd him,
from the shadows, white faces wers
peering. Five minutes! Cameron sat
down. His word was law, here. If he
had said the word, they would have
been at Bill's throat by now.

By this time, he was certain, Lon
Haskell was dead. Onee over the
sights of Dan Vardon's gun, he would
die—and he had easily reached Var-
don spread by now. So Haskell would
not return. Bill wished that they had
sent Delano along, too.

Five minutes . . .!

They ticked on One...two...

o
SHOWDOWN

HERE was not much talking now.
ing for

knew it was coming. For no reason
—but they knew it. All but Bill—he
knew ro sound would come, and the
seconds ticked on.

“Four of 'em gone,” Camerdn an-
nounced, glancing at his watch. He
looked from that to the machine gun.
Then to Delano, who nodded vaguely
—rather fearfully.

Canieron looked then to Rill. He
smiled his cruel smile. “Want to come
through, now?" lie purred. “It'll be
easier.”

Malop swore. “I thoughl you were
a big man, Cameron,” he said. “I tell
you—!"

“And that’s five minutes!” broke
in Cameron, as he returned the watch
to his pocket. “Now come through!™

Bill cursed. “Tll come through
with nothing! Come and get me!” he
snarled.

Then he sprang to his feet, and in
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tant, his two guns had leapt to
wids. Cameron was not fearful,
outwardly. He glanced again at the
machine gun. Bill said, steadily:

“You'll all sit still until T have a
chanee! Vardon is dead, I'm telling
“nmeron, you're figuring on get-
ing rid of me so you won't have
y me off!”

Cameron laughed. Bub it was not
healthy laughter.

v them irons, son
said, “Don’t yuh re + yuh hav
gol a ¢ — here? You're one
against fou

Bill croaked hoarsely: “T didn't
come here to be killed like a rat!
Come on! Who's reachin® for a gun
first?™

Mo one moved, They all knew they
were up against a desperate man. To
Delano, Bill snapped:

“You — you double-crossing rat—
get the cover off that machine gun—
amd get it off fast!”

Delano  started. Halfway to the
gun, he halted, looked at his chief
fenrfy But Cameron had no time
to waste on him: he was looking at
Bill. Delano stripped off the gun.

“Now move away from it!”

Deluno obeyed, Bill sidled his way

around the walls, warily, until he was
Behind the gun. He had a range of
the roesm from behind it, though he
knew he eould never get il inlo opera-
tion. But at least that coulin’t harm
him now, and it afforded him pace
Linl e,
Crouching behind ity Bill smiled,
sogeh his eyes were not smiling:
pw we'll wait till things happen!™
he instant he said that, he knew
n the wrong speech. It
w warning! By that, they knew
5 hoping against hope for some-
g to happen.

B0

1t did!

Bill could not see Cameron's eyes,
for the big boss had his back toward
him. But White could. And White
reared from his seal with a bellow,
upgetting  the table which slood
alongside him—and his single action
A5 was splitting the reom in a roar.

Three shots went wild, The fourth
never came. White staggered back-
ward to the wall with two shots em-
bedded in his shoulder, His gun drop-
ped; he slumped against the wall
with a moau of pain, and  Dlood
streamed down hix sleeve in guick
pushes. His entire shoulder and col-
lar-bone had been fractured with hot
lead. His six-gun dropped and his
cyes closed.

But Bill had no time for pity, even
though he knew that White was prob-
ably the gamest of his enemics,

ELANO let out a yell and wildly

in a panic—he started to charge
across the room. He brought up half-
way across, clutching at his stomach,
sprawled—gun outstretched,

Bill Malop erouched. He pointa his
gun at the outline that Cameron's
head made.

“The next shot,” he said steadily, .
“is for your brain—in the back, Cam-
eron, Go on—order it!"”

Cameron opened his lips; but Bill
couldn’t see. It was a command to
Ten-Strike. Bill was not watching the
tin-horn prospector. He did not see
the command, That was why he felt
a stinging pain across his  upper
shoulder, burning like a hot iren
hrand—and it staggered him against
the wall behind the machine gun.

Feet were running up the stajrs,
By thizs time more of Camecron's
henchmen, no doubt, had been arous-
ed. Bill blinked his eyes and was con-
seious of a dizziness, Ten-Strike fired




once more, and lead ripped along
Bill's left forearm.

The whole world was swimming
ill was eonscious of just one
he wanted to get Curt Camer-
on, and so wipe a blot off the world
that he knew. But he was weak. He
could hardly bring his hurt left arm
up, and the gun in his hand would
nol become steady.

Ten-Strike had taken to cover. Bill
broke from his. He wavered toward

‘here he thought Ten-Strike was.

eni the room was plunged into ut-
arkn

Instine ne made him leap from
the spot here he had last been, The
instinct was true. Lead smashed and
tore into the wall behind where he
had last stood. He was flattened on
the thick earpet.
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corridor, nor on the staircase. No
one could be seen.

And then — then, only, waiting,
praying in that awful darkness, Bill
knew he eould give way to that sick-
ishness and sleep, He heard the voice
of Elliot Carse.

“The light are goin’ up! Anybody
in this room that's still alive — stay
without moving or get drilled —
pronto!” Then: “Go ahead, Dan!"

Dan Vardon!

The light flashed. But Bill scarce-
ly saw them. His head was pillowed
on his wounded arm, and it hurt; but
it is doubtful if he knew. He wanted
to sleep.

Vaguely, as through an awful, reck-
ing fog, he heard his name, He knew,
too, that he was being shaken. The
lights burned his eyes, when he at
last d to open them. Squint-

di ds, no
..mot even the sound of
hen o shot spattered; it
went wild—and Bill returned it, aim-
ing at flash of it.

Ten-Strike had forgot to move. He
moaned once, he gasped, and then
he lay quite still.

Bill did not dare breathe. That
Cameron had a gun—perhaps two—
he well knew, And he also knew that
Cameran, too, was waiting to find
the meaning of the sounds on the
stairs. Cameron was sure. ..he could
be sure — here!

And Bill felt his strength going.
He found, by cautious experiment,
that he had been hit more than once.
His forchead was streaked: ah! that
was what caused that sickish sensa-
tion and the dizziness. And the blood
was flowing freely from his arm. He
closed his eyes. He wanted to sleep
-..forever,

Then, suddenly, the door burst
open. There were no lights in the

zound cam

ing, he looked up into the face of
Dan Vardon.

“Got here, Kid— good work,” he
husked. Then, thickly, “All the evi-
dence is over there—in that maho-
gany thing. Get me a drink an’ let
me go to sleep!”

He did not hear Carse’s voice:
“And tllqr told me he was an out-
law . .

But Iater—mueh later—after he
had got his drink, he heard Dan
Vardon's voice:

“Not 8o strange, at that! Say, did
you hombres ever read ‘Ivanhoe’?
No? Well, it'd be a lesson—"

And then Carse, bending over
Bill, swore,

“Lookit his fist. He’s got hold of
that thing as though he'd never give
it up. And if I have any say, he can
keep on hanging onto it!"

“What 7"

“A dep.uty marshal's badge!™
~THE END—



THE
RESCUE

BY DEREK SINCLAIR

DISASTER

YVE HIT something,
shrilled Kellan, the
ng second officer. “I
No lights at alll"

iptain of the three
cargo ship, 8.8. Morri-
crambled to his feet. He heard

shouts from the bridge above him;
and fainter, but even more disturb-
ing, cries from the forecastle, He
caught up his shabby greatcoat from
the hook, and ran out into the pas-
sage. In an ant he was up in the
the wheelhouse,

Martin Dyke, grim-faced, nodded.
He stared ahead into complete opaci-
ty. His eyes gave him no inkling of
what had happened. There was no




62

Jand to be struck some two hundred
miles west of his position,

“Keep her going ahead dead slow,
Mr. Kellan,” he instructed the offi-
cer, “We've got lo jam our stem into
whatever we've struck in case we've
holed somebody,”

The sccomd mate, brought back
from the edge of panic by a definite
command, leaped toward the engine
telegraph.

Again Captain Dyke nodded. He
was o dark-haired, tall, impressive
louking man, forty-five years old. A
burin commander.

EN WERE pouring from the
forecastle on o t el deck.
The fron walls of their quarters had
been  crumpled by something un-
known, out of the blackness ahead,
Driven by blind instinet, they It
aml came up the ladders towards the
two boats that rested in chocks on
the bridge deck.
“Calm "em down,” Mat Dyke said.
“No guns.”

He turned to find Morest, his mor-
ose, ehderly chief mate at his elbow,

“Go forward, Mr. Morest,” Dyke
said to the silent officer, “Try to find
ot gomething.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” replind the old
mate, wilh no more than decary obe-
dience in his voice.

Captain - Dyke dirccted  another
glance forward at the black void of
thie night. He gave vent to something
like a grunt and turned toward the
frightened mob who threw them-
selves at the starboard bridge boat,
He did not oppose the rush; he side-
stepped it carefully.

He did, however, utter a few curt
decisive  orders  that  gradually
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straightened out the sailor’s confused
efforts to rip off the cover amd get
the boat lifted and swung out on the
davits. They obeyed him, for his
words posed no barrier to their pan-
icky desives. He graduslly worked
them into the routine of preparing n
boat for lowering. But when the boat
was out on the davits, he did not give
the command to lower. He called two
of the most frightencd men by name,
He gave fast, sure commands,

Martin Dyke deluged the crew
with sharp, individual orders, 1le
quicted the younger officers, When
his orders ceased to flow, the sl
faced seamen shuffled their fect ner-
vously and stood by.

Captain Dyke laid hold of the shonl-
der of the carpenter and sent him to
sound the wells and bi Torward,
He dispatched the Sccond with sev-
eral men to bring out zny injured
still in the forccastle.

“Go back to the radio, Mr. Vines,
and see that Sparks no mes-
=ages oul," Caplain Dyke instructed.

ime-

The Third bounded away to execute
the order.

In cight minutes the master had a
fair idea of what had happene
mate reported thal the thing 1 g
hit was apparently the forward end
of a capsized and deserled wooden
schvoner,

As Captain Dyke had gue
Morrison's bow plates  hid

crumpled by the impact, and she 1
taking in water at n dungerous rate,
The collizsion bolkhead was picreod,

h 1} ale

The derelict continued to erash and
work against the bows,
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Twelve minutes later the first mate
returned from the radio deck.

“Sparks has an answer from the
freigh Ramay, siv,” he reported.

NLY a fow of the black gang in
the engine room had joined the
h to the boats. Malloy, the chief
engineer had gone below in his night-
shirt and seen to that. He now re-
ported that the pumps were busy.
The carpenter eame back to inform
Lily of the swiftly fill-

all for immediate
1 Then he spoke Lo the chief
and second mates,

“We've #ot to get clear of the dere-
“We've ridden up on
it our stem’s not buried

The mate wagged his head in shaky
nent.

I'm going to reverse the engine
and s her stern into the sea. If
we ean't drag clear of the wreckage
undder power we'll try something else.
Mr. Ke vou break out storm can-
e gang standing by to

ht against the twisted plates so
suck in with the water. We've
ot to plu g somehow,”

. 1 Dyke, with & word to the
n, gripped the handle of the
ne telegraph, Slowly the Morrison
swung her stern around, volling wild-
Iy in the trough. Then as the stern
eame into the wind she resumed her
pitching. But the derelict still clung
to the bow of the steamer when she
o reverse, There was little
v left in the water logged
derelict, but there was still strength
in her wire shrouds and stubborn
timbers,

“She wants our exact position.”

“The Ramay !" The wrinkles on the
face of old Morest deepened until they
seemed like creases in the skull, “Did
you say the Ramay "

“That's the ship,” Vines replied,
staring with wonder at the aroused
chief officer.

Morest spat over the side of the
ship.

“That's Raven then—Caplain Gor-
ley Raven ,the blasted, fourflushing
hero! Lord help you!"

Captain Dyke looked searchingly at
his elderly mate. Morest was not
usually either so talkative or so emo-
tional. The angry mate required no
questioning. He spoke in a flood of
bitter words.

“He lost my ship for me. We were
on fire, a bunker fire, but we could
have saved her. But the Ramay, on
this same Atlantic run, sighted our
smoke, Raven was mate then and he
was in charge of the lifeboat she
lowered. The sea was rough, He came
alongside and yelled to our crew fo
jump while they had a chance. The
decks were hot and the smoke was
pretty bad. The wind was kicking up
a rising sea,

“They left us like rats, damn them!
There was nothing 1 could do with
the few officers who stuck, So we
had to abandon. Raven got his pic-
ture in the papers for his bravery in
taking off men in a small boat in o
rough sea.”

He jerked his grizzled head and
his vellow teeth showed in a snarl.

“His picture in the papers, but 1
Toat my ship, lost her beeanze h{ play- =
el the hero”
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Captain Dyke continued to chew
his pipestem. His eyes examined the
embittered ex-shipmaster before him
with thoughtful attention,

“Give yourself time to fill a pipe,
Mr, Morest,” he advised gruffly.

N THE chart-room of the modern,
il-burning ship, Ramay, Captain
Raven bent over the charts. He
lnid a straight, well-kept finger upon
y 'of latitude 27 degrees,
10 minutes N; longtitude 82 degrees,
& minutes W,

*A bit of luck for us, Mull,” he said
cheerfully., “We can reach them in
four hours. We'll advise the New
York office at once that we're run-
ning our best. You ean imagine the
headlines yourself,”

Captain Raven shifted his gold-
laced cap a trifle on the side of his
head and grinned at his mate. His
voice became confidential.

“I got command over the heads of
a Jot of hungry, grouchy old senior
mates by saving life at sea. You can
too, Mull. This line knows the value
of publicity.”

“And if you got command of a
freighter that way sir, you can cer-
tainly make "em give you a mail boat
for saving more life at sea.”

Captain Raven nodded approvingly
at his mate's acute remark.

“I might please "em on a mail-
boat,” admitted Captain Raven, clos-
ing his right eye just enough to be
Jjocular while still maintaining proper
dizscipline.

?
4

MUTINY

W‘HEN DAWN came the S.5. Mor-
rison was still afloat. She was
unpleasantly low in the water for-
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ward, for the derelict bumping under
her, gave her little support and much
battering.

The red dawn, together with the
weather news that the radio had pick-
ed up, was not reassuring to Captain
Dyke, Although they were given no
inkling of the prediction of another
northwesterly Blow, the older seamen
of the Morrison did not like that rosy,
breezy dawn either. But they were
too busy to spend their time in the
observation of cloud effects.

Captain Dyke was fighting hard to
free his erumpled bow from the sub-
merged tangle of wreckage that
pounded ceaselessly against the ship.
Not until she was clear could they
get more than the roughest sort of
pateh around her broken plates.

There were no ballast tanks to
empty, for the Morrison had a good
cargoe under her hatches. It was just
a toss-up whether the next bulkhead
aft in the old ship would hold against
the pressure of that slowly rising
water, and the repeated shocks of
wreckage under the forefront.

Though the ship, when whole, had
not been troubled by the heavy swell,
she now laboured with eminous shug-
gishness, But her propeller had not
been lifted out of the sea by the sub-
merging bow; she could still keep her
stern to the swell.

Their nerve shattered by the sud-
den crumpling of their quarters, the
men of the Morrison nevertheleas
worked well and hard under the eye
of Martin Dyke. The boats on either
side of the deck house were now well
provisioned, with the plugs fitted.
The Captain paid no more heed to
these boats than if they were mere
ornaments,

‘Out of the air had come encourage-
ment from the coast guard cutter,
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Huron, which had picked up the Mor-
rison's call. She was many hours fur-
ther 1y than the Ramay, but was
cutting that distance under forced
draft,

About the end of the morning
watch, the black smoke of the Ramay
showed over the edge of the troubled
northeastern horizon. She was com-
ing fast. The red-eyed, weary men of
the Morrison gave a yell when she
was sighted. She grow swiftly in size
:m! fszIJ. swung around in a safe
about two hundred yards

y's boats hit the

The black smoke of tho Ramay
showed on the troubled horizon.

water with busin ke precision.
The men in it knew what they were
about.

The wind was coming out of the
northwe: chnpp\ breeze, ris-
ing in pufi had built up
the swell wi came from the same

er and pul a hissing feathery
crest on the huge combers, But there
was still no raging fury about the
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sea. Not yet too rough to launch a
boat.

Somewhere below the water line
the derelict clutched the Morrison
with the steel shrouds of her stumpy
foremast or with some other stub-
born tantacle. Captain Dyke took
some of the punishment out of the
battering by steming slowly, stern
foremost, into the weather; but he
could not break that hellish grip. Now
fingering his pipe he looked from his
own racked, sluggish craft to the
trim ship that rode those mountain-
oug swells like a sea-gull.

Martin Dyke had filled his pipe but
he had not lit it. His strong even
teeth were tight on it's stem, but his
face was placid. His eyes travelled
from one man to another on the busy
forward deck. He looked them all
over, The men were stopping now to
watch the boat.

Captain Dyke went into the radio
shack and wrote out a mesage to
Captain Raven of the Ramay.

GOOD CHANCE TO SAVE SHIP

STOP CAN YOU STAND BY

FEW HOURS UNTIL CUTTER

REACHES ME.

The answer from the Ramay came
back before the life boat had pulled
down the cresting seas to the Mor-
rison.

YOUR SHIP PLAINY SINKING

STOP IMPOSSIBLE TO STAND

BY STOP FALL OF BAROMET-

ER INDICATES FULL GALE

ON WAY STOP STRONGLY

ADVISE YOU ABANDON AT

ONCE TO SAVE THE LIVES

OF YOUR CREW.

Captain Dyke rly put this lit-
erary message in his pocket.

The lifeboat of the Ramay was now
pulling up quickly. The boat swung
in swift motion from crest to hollow
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of the heavy -:rll,
“Make it lively,” roared Mr. Mull.
"If you're coming take it on the

Captain Dyke descended from the
bridge and gave instructions for the
three wounded men to be lowered in
n boatswains chair. When his orders
had been execusted, a sailor, unbid-
den, dropped o Jacob's lndder over
the bulwark and let it's length roll.
Captain Dyke leaned against the lad-
der, looking down into the boat.

“We're sticking it until the cutter
gets here,” Dyke called down to Mull.
“Your skipper will have a big hand
in saving our ship if he'll stand by."

There was a growl of complaint
from some of the men on the Mor-
rigon. Then came another call for
haste from the Ramay's mate, The
Loatswain ,a stocky Swede, took a
step forward to confront the Captain,

“The earpenter says she's still tak-
ing water faster than the pumps will
throw it back, sir,” he said slowly,
“And there's a blow coming too.”

“We're going to stick and earn our
salt, men,” =aid Captain Dyke to the
hezitant group. “It's just a matter of
hard work and scamanship to ride
out a breeze of wind and get her to
port. She’s old but stout. There have
Deen ships making port after they've
been ¢ut in two. Theres' nothing
wrong with her engine.”

“We've carned our salt chipping the
rust off this old tub,” the boatswain
flured. “We don’t have to sink with
hor {oo.”

He flung a leg over the rail de-
fiantly.

With a quick movement Master
Dyke lnid hold of the man by the
gerulf of his neck and the seat of his
pants, In one powerful heave he lift-
ed him onto the ladder.
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“Into the coward’s boat with you,
i you, sir. If there are any more
of your ilk aboard, let them leave
now. In they go with you."

Before anyone could take up tlme

hall the red-faced boat

had flung himself back over the rail
onto the deck. He whirled towards
Captain Dyke and shook a frenzied,
dirty fist in his face.

“Damn, sir. I'll stay for the fun of
seeing you drown. I'm no coward.”

Cursing, the boatswai
forward. The men followed him.
tain Dyke himself cast off the
painter that held the boat to the
ship's side,

“I'm asking your master to stand
by. Sheer off."

A
iy
ON WITH THE JOB

ORK on the Morrison went on,
Though it was no shipyard job,
the shattered bows of he ship were
reinforced with ropes and timbers,
down as far as the wreek would per-
mit. At the risk of his life, Mr. Kel-
Ian swung over the bow on the end
of a spar, and cast a running bow-
line of heavy Manilla rope over the
capstain of the timber laden derelict,
With infinite labor they worked the
eye splice of a hawser down over the
drum of the capstain, then brought
this line back outboard along the
starboard side of the ship and around
a bit to the wire of a cargo winch.
The anchor windlass, forward on the
twisted deck plates, was useless,
The winch, chattering mightily,
dragged the slim, bernacle studded
wreckage a seant foot across the shat-
tered stem of the Morrison, bhut coulid
not haul it clear,
They brought the line around the
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port side of the ship and tried again.
Again the wreckage shifted, then
held immovable,

And then suddenly with a groan,
the stubbern, rotted timbers of the
old, wrecked schooner parted. The
deck and gide quickly disintegrated.
Timbers filled the water alongside, as
as the sailing ship’s solid sustaining
cargoe broke into its original picees.

The men cheered hoursely. The
clutehing incubus was releasing its
hold on the Morrison. A long stecl
shrowd, red with rust, thrust up sud-
denly into view; then it whipped
down under the surface.

Steadily the waterlogged remnants
of the schooner drifted downwards.
Still moving dead slow astern into the
weather, the Morrison widened the
gap. As Captain Dyke waited to hear
whether the bucked plates had open-
el wid, n the bows of the ship, he
was handed another radiogram from
the Ramay.

WILL PUT LINE ABOARD
YOU WITH GUN STOP DESIRE
MAKE EVERY EFFORT TO
SAVE LIVES PESPITE YOUR
ATTITUDE.—RAVEN.

- this,” Dyke told the
st you stand by, Have
away from hulk, Keep clear,”
Caplain  Dyke beckoned to the
ird when he returned from the
radio cabin,

“As soon as that ship shoots a line
over us with a projectile, Mr. Vines,
I want you to cut it away,” he said
crisply. “Walch her. She won't shoot
until she's steamed to windward of
us.”

Mr. Vines nodded belligerently and
pulled” an old fashioned sheath knife
out of its worn leather guard.

Captain Dyke walked out into the
starboard wing of the bridge, The

67

aching hollow in the small of his back
seemed to be getting deeper.  The
hardening wind chilled him through
all his clothes — chilled his bones
through his flesh. He gazed intentiy
across the timber-strown water at the
Ramay.

The shipshad picked vp her boat
and was now heading almost directly
for the Morrison. Captuin Dyke's
weary eyes narrowed as he noted her
coarse. The contrast between the safe-
ty =0 plainly offered by that magnifi-
cent, high-powered ship as she swept
towards them and the danger so evi-
dent on the low rosty deck of his own
riven craft would be deadly disheart-
ening to his exhausted men.

Suddenly he spread his elbows on
the bridge rail and supported his
head with his hand to get a stead-
fer look at the Ramay. Plunging
through the tops of the heavy seas,
she waz driving on with disregard
for the scattercd wreckage from the
Morrizon’s bow. But there were great-
er menaces than these mere balks of
timber in those waters, Though the
forward end of the schooner was
breaking up, sizable parts of the dere-
lict, barely showing their slimy yreen
bulk in the surface, still hung toge-
ther.

After one more glanee at the Ram-
ay, Caplain Dyke ran to the lanvard
of the whistle and jerked it. Two
short and one long blasts, the warn-
ing to o vessel standing into danger.
Then he rushed out onto the bridge
again,

The Ramay was in trouble. She was
turning sharply to starboard. Along
her side, just aft of amidships, there
was sliding up into view 2 long, sub-
merged section of the wreek. That
weed-covered shell-encrusted piece of
wreckage looked like a sea monster,
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lifting its snout toward the bright
buff superstructure of the ship, Her
very lurn to aveid it, had thrust the
ship’s quarters against the water-
logged mass, and now it ground in-
exorably along the plates toward her
stern.
Captain Dyke nttered a groan.
“Put her over, for God's sake man.
Shove her over."”
[
o
DYKE'S REVENGE

HE THING happened.

The wreckage scraping  aft,
brought up hard against rudder and
propeller. The Ramay suddenly ceas-
ed to turn. She rose high on the ridge
of the swell, and Dyke saw how
atrongly that heavy mass of timbers
had erashed against the serew, and
rudder of the ship.

In another instant the wreckage
had dragged past, but with it went
the rudder of the Ramay. As the ship
wavered, and slid nose first, off the
hroad backed sea, Captain Dyke per-
ceived that the blades of the Ramay's
swift turning propeller had been
sheared away too, by contact with
the submerged timber.

For a moment longer he stared out
across the mountainous swells, but
she did not recover,

From the foredeck of the Morrison,
Mr. Morest came running toward the
hridge, his cracked old voice uprais-
ed.

“We've got 'im. Don't you see.
We've got 'im. He'll be swept. He
can't launch a boat in that list Damn
it. Give me a boat and a crew. I'll take
the sneaking hero off "

Mr. Kellan had followed the mate
up the bridge ladder. e stood wait-
ing eagerly for the master’'s words,
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with his eyes turned towards the
wallowing freighter.

Sparks shot out of his shack. He
rushed to the Captain with a scrawl
in his hand. It was an incoherent call
for rescue from the Ramay.

CARGOE SHIFTED ON BEAM
ENDS STOP IMPOSSIBLE TO
LAUNCH ROAT REQUIRE
HELP.

“Raven wants to be rescued,”
sereamed Morest, his hands claws in
the air. “The Lord has delivered him
unto me!"

“Mr. Morest, I shall be forced to
confine you to your room,” snapped
Captain Dyke, his eyes hard and
grim, his strong fingers steadying
Morest’s shoulders. “This is no child-
ren's squabble, Go forward.”

Mr. Kellan's eyes slid from Mor-
eat’s pathetic deflated figure to the
Ramay.

“No boat, sir?" he asked.

“No boat,” confirmed Captain
Dyke. “It's no steadying experience
to earry away propeller and rudder
all in about sixty seconds. Give the
man leeway to fix and trim the car-
goe. It's almost ginking him.” He
pointed a stubby finger toward the
crumpled bow of the Morrison,
“There's your job, Mister, if you're in-
terested in saving human life. Dirty,
hard work. Get on with it, the wind
is stiffening fast.”

Mr. Kellan descended to the bow.
The Captain leaned over the bridge
rail and hailed his third mate.

“Mr. Vines, break out a rocket and
fit a stick to it.”

Captain Dyke turned her to slow
ahead. Gingerly the Morrison edged,
through the heavy sea, over to the
side of the Ramay. Captain Dyke
gave the other ship two chances to
take a line. One line tied to a life-
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buoy, he slung overboard. It soon be
came evident that the buoy would
drift down forward of the Ramay's
bows. i 0y

But meanwhile, Vines had prepar-
ed one of the ships distress rockets.
The end of a ball of marlin was made
fast to its stick. The rest of the light
line was flaked out on a clear bit of
deck.

From his corner of the bridge Cap-
tain Dyke intently eyed the frothing
gap between the iwo ships. This
rocket must close that gap. It must
not miss or fall short. He waited o
few lense agonizing moments, then
he nodded to the tensely waiting
third mate.

e rocket hurled skyward with a
r. The life line leaped after it in
ft ke-like coils, The rocket was
surving, dropping. It fell into the sea
yond the Ramay. A thread now
1 the two ships.
£ man on the Remoy darted to-
ward the line. Thrce strides away
from it he slipped on the wet slant-
ing deck. A wave roaring up that
slope engulfed him and dragged
downwards. Another sea flung him
up on the deck, but his clutching
hand clutched nothing he could grasp.
Even if those two surges had left life
in him, he was beyond human help.

Another man on that sloping deck
ran as recklessly toward the line, He
sefzed it and got back to safety.

At a word from Dyke every man
on the Morrison's deck did his bit in
paying out that line. A heavier line
was bent on to a hawser. The master
himszlf stood by the engine tele-
graph. With oceasional movements of
the small brass handle he kept the
gap between the two ships.
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UR TIMES the deck of the Ram-

ay was swept by a curling sea.
Only the height of the forecastle head
gaved the toiling men who had
brought the line forward and now
were hauling in. There was no steam
in the windlass to help them. They
were drenched and battered but they
held their place on the deck.

It was a slow job, Many minutes
passed and many waves pounded be-
fore the stout manilla was at last
hauled in through a hawshole. They
made it fast around the drum of her
windlass. Swiftly they rigged springs
to case the strain.

A man with a gold-braided eap on
the side of his head had come down
to the deck to direct the work of the

crew.

Captain Dyke grunted.

“He's caught his breath,” he mut-
tered to himself.

When the hawser had been secured
on the Morrison's fore deck, the Cap-
tain gave a long look toward the help-
less Ramay. She looked alright. Slow-
Iy the Morrison surged astern. Al-
most imperceptibly the bow of the
big freighter behind them was pull-
ed to windward. It was a long tick-
lish job, The Ramay's nose gradually
came around. The Morrison was little
more than a sea anchor but she serv-
ed.

In twenty minutes the Ramay was
no longer reeling helplessly in the
trough. Her head was in the weather.

That day and that night there was
no rest for any man on either ship.
The battle with the gale and the sea
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was fairly joined. On the Morrison
men fought against the lashing sea
that threatened to fill her. The Ram-
ay's battle was between the holds and
under the deck.

From the cutter, Huron, came the
news that they had been compelled
by the heavy seas to slow down,

“Can hold out,” Captain Dyke re-
mied.

By midnight the wind had eased
but the sea was worse. When the first
grey light came over the black water,
the seas,  though still tremendous,
had lost some of their forious weight.
Pumps ground on and on.

The peril was melting slowly and
undramatically away.

The Huron came up over the hork-
on a little after cight o'clock that
morning. e was cutting through
more seas L she leaped over, Cap-
tain Dyke saw her first. He was
atanding young Vine's watch for him.
Captain Dyke alone on the bridge was
sensing the state of his ship. He was
Tistening to the' thump of her en-
gines and the gush of her pumps,
fecling her vibrations under every
gen, watching her low how and study-
ing the dip and lift of her hard-
pressed hawser.
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The cutter circled once around that
slrange sight, a small freighter with
a crumpled and patched nose, down
by the head and stern in the weather,
towing behind her an imposing ship
with a bad list and no propeller,

It was plain thut the master of the
cutter was in some doubt as to where
his duty Iny; but the Morrizon plung-
ing valorously over the swells soon
enlightened her.

REQUIRE NO

ASSISTANCE

MAKE PORT OF |

DER OWN POWER STOP CAN

YOU RELIEVE US OF TOW.

Having sent that message and re-
ceived an assent from the Huron,
Capiajn Dyk thought of something
clse,

“Tell Captain Raven that we'll he
standing by until the Huron tows
him to port,” he said, with studied
alness, to the operator,

Slowly he turned to the bridge, He
hooked his elbows over the rail and
Inoked at the Ramay. There was a big
grin on the Captain’s face, which was
unisual.

—THE ERD—




Tales of the North West
Mounted Police

BY BLAINE ARNOLD

N THE YEAR 18 150 men
I were sent to the plaing of Mani-

toba, and thus began the first
step in organizing and building what
is perhaps the rbest known law en-
t body in the world: The
wdian Mounted Police.

Today, the red-coated figure of the
R.C.M.P. constable is still a familiar
sight in the wheat country of West-
ern Canada, while in the East only
rare glimpses are caught of him in
uniform,

It is also true that the R.CMP.
have, to a large extent, locked up the
stable and turned to the less romantic
garage for their mounts. This has
not prevented the enls
legends surrounding
or the bu & up of ne 5

Little did that small band of 150
men realize when they gazed at the
vast unending etches of plnin that
was Manitoba, that they had taken
first step in the direction of im-

foree
rrap-

By the
was 300 strong and was grow
idly. During the fight of Metis for

following year the

land, Louiz Riel, their er, was
faced with a force 1,000 strong.

At that time the force was known
ns the Northwest Mounted Police, and
although since that time the name

ng of 0]l|
5 .

has been changed, the duties of the
police are much the same,

There waus a time when Mountics
were ealled upon to cope with Sitting
Bull, the now famed Indian chief. At
that time Sitting Bull, (it was just
after the killing of Custer) had be-
come a more or less orderly tenant of
Her Majeaty the Queen. With 900
lodges he camped at Wood Mountain,
just over the border from Montana,
An arvow’s flight from his tepee was
the Northwest Mounted Police post.
One morning the police discovered
six dead Saultaux Indians. They bad
been killed and scalped in the most
approved Sioux fashion. h jrive
had a trade-mark of its ow the
¢ of toking scalps: some were
d, some long, some round, some
elliptical, some more or less
These Indians had beer
cording to the Sioux des
seventh Saultaux,

SQUATE,

still alive, had seen the thing done.
The police buried the six dead war-
riorz and took the live one with them
to their post, Sitting Bull’s n>|n|l ation

uamp.uu«] by frmr minor chiefs lnml
a number of warriors, and made a
demand for the seventh Sanltaux, the
boy.
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cow. The firat alight irregularity was
the fact that the cow belonged to
someone clze. Therefore a sergeant of
the police accompanied by a guide
rode forth to bring Almighty Voice
before a Magistrate, As they rode
along they heard the report of a gun.
They turned from the trail and came
suddenly upon an Indian. He had just
killed & prairie chicker ‘ell him I've
come to arrest him for killing cattle,”
said tho sergeant to the guide.

“Tell him if he advances I'll kill
him?" said Almighty Voice,

Sergeant Colbrook rode quietly for-
ward, The guide covered the Indian
with his carbine, but the sergeant
made him put it down again. “We
have no authority to kill,”" he said,
“We've come to arrest only, Tell him
to lay down his arms,”" he added, as
he rode steadily forward.

A few paces more and there eame
unother warning from the Indian at
bay. The sergeant, according to his
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code, had no choice. He could not re-
tire; he had no authority to shoot
the Indian; his orders were simply to
arrest . even if it cost him his
life—and it did. Another pace, and
the fire belehed from the muzzle of
the Cree's gun, and Sergeant Col-
brook fell, shot through the heart.
The guide’s code was not zo high. He
could refire, and he did, very fast,

Almighty Voice fled into the hills,
but eventually, after a hunt that is a
story in itself, was brought to justice
and paid the penalty for his erime,

Such were some of the episodes
that made up the early life of the
foree now known throughout the
world as the Royal Canadian Mount-
ed Police.

And, now, although there are no
Sitting Bull's or Almighty Voico's to
contend with, the R.C.M.P,
ries on keeping order in the West.

—THE END—
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DECISION FOR
GUNPLAY

By LAWSON JAMES

king for you all
hat was all Allan

Hale said when he found Joan
Frost at the hand-times dance; but
the tall Texan's gray eyes told her
that he would ask her to marry him.

“And now that you've found me?™
Joan challenged. She rippled to her
feet, smoothed out her calico skirt,
so that it settled and hid all but a
glimpse of the only silk stocking in
Palo Pinto. Her lovely legs were made
of silk.

Fiddles squealed, and the tin piano
tinkled joyously. With all guns check-
ed at the door, there hadn't been a
fight that evening.

“Supposin’,” Hale suggested,
set this one out. Gosh, heney, I
afraid you weren't never show ing
up!”

She ignored the implied query.
There was no use killing that smile
by telling him Wad Dexter had asked
her to marry him; Hale would hear
goon enotgh. She caught his arm, and
though she knew better, she let him
ake her out to the moonlit plaza,
thought a good deal of the
thin-faced young Texan. She liked his
alert gray eyes, amiable and shrewd
and keen; there was a thrill in the

big hands that fumbled ¢
afraid of damaging her
But he was poor as Job's turkey, and
his bride would never wear silk stock-
ings. Dexter's, however, would,

The ghost of & frown marred
Joun's white and gold beauty; then it
faded, leaving her face all smooth
and lovely again. The moon coaxed
silver glints from the pale gilt of her
ir; it outlined the contour of her

. and the graceful curve of her
. No harm in letting him kiss
her, just this last time.

“Gosh, honey, yo're gorgeous!” He
had her close in his arms, and he
kissed her again, crushed her breath-
less.

Joan was slipping and she knew it.
Her futile little hands were wasted
against his broad chést and she gasp-
ed, “Oh, dont—Allan—you mustn't.”

“I been plumb wild about yop,” he
persisted, “ever since I was knee-high
to a jackrabbit. And you've heon giv-
ing me reazons for thinking.

HE HAD to be sensible: she could
not let this hawkfaced fellow
sweep her off her feet. “Allan—I've
got to think this over—what ever
would we live on?"”
That practical

challenge  made
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Hale's pulse race all the faster. She
had s good as made an admission.
His answer was trinmphant: “1 done
figured that out! Cows are worth
three dollars for hide and tallow
around here, when you can sell them.
But in New Mexico, the gov'ment's
paying eight cents a pound, on the
hoof, for the reservation Injuns to
cat. I wrote to the commizsary offi-
cer and found cut. So I'm driving a
kerd aeross the Llano Estacado,
and—"

“But you can't! Why, that's soi-
' She looked up, wide-eyed.

By way of argument, he gathered
her back into his wrms, kissed her
motith and the hollow of her throat.
Before she quite knew what had hap-
pened, Joan was seying yes.

But that eestatic moment had a
harsh ending. Boots crunched in the
walk, and a man snarled, “Git your
paws offen that gal!”

Wad Dexter loomed up, tall and
broad. His rugged face was all angles.
aped to her feet, Hale demand-
“What you mean, snooping that-

ci

Snooping 2™ The older man's voice
was bitter, “T could hear the two of
you lallygagging! Plumb acrost the
Mazal”

Joan nervously patted her dishevel-
pir into place. That reminder
pped Dexter to fury. He made a
alf turn, reached for his gun, and
growled, “Fill your hand
however, was ady in ne-
tion. One hand snaked out, eatching
Dexter's w Simultnteously, his
hard fist hammered home. The older
man's gun chunked to the ground;
he stood there, stunned and weaving
on his feet, Hale said, “Wad, yo're a
mite hot headed. My shootin® iron's
checked at the dance, If You want to
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wait till T ean:get it, we'll settle his.
Ain't néver had any hard words with
you, and 1 can't understand you but-
ting in like this."

“Why—" He choked. “Dang your
hide, Joan juat promised to marry
me, t ing, afore the dance,
And now I eateh you kissing her!”

“She done finished promising me,"™
Hale countered. “One of s is erazy I

Joan stood there, white and thin
lipped. Finally she said, “He's right,
Wad.”

“Git your smoke pole,”
growled. “The light's good.”

Joan interposed, “Quit this foolish-
ness! I won't be the prize of a gun
Tight "

“I can see your point,” Wad nd-
mitted, very slowly, “Mebbe Hule
can, too. But Palo Pinto ain't big
enough from now on for him and me.”

*“He's right,” Hale told her. “Me,
I ain’t leaving.”

She licked her dry lips, then eried,
“0h, you stubborn fools; bent on kill-
ing!"

e was a-hugging you,” Dextor
reminded her. “Talking you outen
your wits,"

Joan flared, “Before Heaven, I'll
never look at either of you again, if
you fight, If you idiots think your
a battle, 'l
il be harder
nging."
Hale and Dexter eved Jur

Dexter

then

i herid to mner and sell it ta
the army. Whoever gets there first,
I'Nl marey him,”

Dexier  smiled  wvery  bleakly,
“Shueks, that's as bad as unraveling
Tead!™

She shook her head, and once more
her eyes and smile were splendid in
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the moon. “No, not the same. I'll be-
Tong to a man the whole town will be
proud of. I'm sorry for what happen-
ed tonight, Wad. I must have cared
more for Allan than I realized, or
he'd never had swept me off my feet.
But if I hadn't cared for you, I'd
never had sald I'd marry you. And
I'm not selling out to the highest
bidder. This is just a way out for the
three of us.”

The fiddles in the dance hall squeal-
ed crazily as the two men measured
each other, Finally Dexter said, “T'll
see that pmpmltwn, perviding it's a
mixed herd we race.”

That made the problem more dif-
ficult; but Hale grinned, extended his
hand and said, “It's a bet, Wad.
Yo're a hard hombre, but nobody
ever said you ain't square.”

XEN DREW the monstrous

chuck wagon that Hale had
stocked for the six hundred mile
march to Fort Sumner. His sixteen
cowhands had a remuda of nearly
sixty horses; enough with careful
management, to have fresh mounts
when the real push began, across the
hundred mile strip of desert between
Texas and New Mexico.

Days passed. The dusty plain un-
rolled monotonously ahead of the
point. The rivals were neck and neck.
Weary riders galloped back and forth,
checking the stronger cattle, who
were prone to hasten toward some
far-off waterhole they scented;
others ,always under Hale's keen eye,
prodded the laggards, keeping the
bawling brutes in close march order,
sometimes letting them fan out to
graze, again closing in to force them
forward.

Finally they reached the banks of
the Concho. As Hale approached the
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chuck wagon, Dobie Lane, the gray-
haired segundo, came loping up. “I
been making a pasear, Allan. Dexter
got to waler a heap a head of us.”

Hale shrugged, rolled a brown-
paper cigarette. “He ain't got to Fort
Sumner yet! Race don't start till we
leave the Concho. See that our wad-
dies get some shut-cye, and load up
the chuck wagon with water.”

‘The setting sun made a hell glam-
our of the Llano Estacado. Daneing
heat waves mocked Hale. One of the
alkali lakes in the waste ahead could
finish the herd, and so could & stam-
pede. But he laughed in the desert’s
teeth, then mounted a fresh horse to
take him for an inspection of the
critters.

The drive began before dawn, but
soon the long line was out in furnace
heat and brown barrenness, The burn-
ing wind dried perspiration before it
could drop. Alkali dust reddened
Hale's eyes and bit his nostrils! It
caked the lather on his horse as he
rode far to the front.

From now on, he eould trust no
one, not even keen-cyed Dobie, Thirst
was already making the herd restless,

Thus he had to scout out the sunk-
en salt lakes and direct the march
toward the windward side, lest the
cattle scent the water and rush to-
ward it and death.

Hale’s head was spinning from the
glare and heat that evening, when the
sun sank into the flat expanse, His
lips were cracked, and his checks
stung from the hot blast that burned
‘worse than direct rays, His men were
silent, and their shoulders sagged.
And the weaker cattle were already
suffering.

“Keep "em moving,” he croaked.

“Y'ain't beddin® "em down?" Dobie
demanded,
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“Bod, no! They'll be rpmnin® back
to the river!"

There was no sleep except what
could be stolen in the saddle. The men
were too busy keeping the weaker
cattle from being trampled by the
stronger.

HE SECOND day was worse, The

thirat-crazed beasts fought and
milled. The haggard men were rendy
to fly at each other's throats. And
on the third day, Dobie came up,
gaunt and red-eyed. “Dexter's resting
his eritters,” he thickly ttered

ko

free from blood.

At dawn the herd crawled out.
Whether any would live to reach the
Pecos was an open question. Dexter
had maintained his lead; though a
small one, it might give him vietory.
Fear gripped Hale, Then his jaw set,
and he tried to lick the dust from his
lipe. He squinted into the dancing
heat waves, trying to see the first
sign of the verdure that fringed the
Pecos,

He rode ahead, then halted and
plunked a hmr from his grullo. This

geaturing toward the flank, “Dang it,
yo're going to kill these eows, drivin®
‘em on. Some are gittin® blind from
thirst."

“That's his business.” Hale reined
in. “There's a box canyon, quite a
piece ahead, That there's the place to
reat, Wheah they kain't run. You jas-
pera are too dang burned out to
handle a stampede. So are his'n, an’
if he don't know it, that's his bad
luck. Keop "em moving, Dobiel”

Peril was just beginning; this of
all times was the critical period. Hale
had to wear the atecrs to the slug-
gishness of complete exhaustion; yet
the ultimate approach to the banks
of the Pecos, now close at hand,
might start them off in a mad stam-
pede.

All night long the animals bawled
and milled in the box canyon. Coffec
strong enough to corrode a saddle
kept the man awake. Hale, at the end
of his endurance, wondersd how Joan
was faring. ~ Joan and Palo Pinto
seemed fantasies of another age.
Sometimes, in the moon's ghostly pal-
lar, her white loveliness mocked him.

He curaed her with thick lips. Then
he was ashamed, when he remember-
ed her quick wits had kept his hands

tehed the direction the
mn.e].r perceptible breeze blew it. No
tellin ghow far, in that stagnant air,
the half dead beasts could scemt a
salt lake!

It could not be far. Already the
ground was breaking up, rising; the
deadly flatness was definitely behind
them, and so was the desert.

“What in tunket!” Hale peered
through dust eaked lashes, Far ahead
was a horse drawn wagon. It was go-
ing in the general direction of the
herd, though at the moment, eutting
across its route, He focused the glass-
es he had used in scouting out sunk-
en lakes, and waited for a moment
for the heat devils to subside,

A bearded man was driving a sleek
team. A Dblack-haired girl sat beside
him.

“Couple of pilgrims,” he mutier-
ed, noting the household goods that
projected from the loaded wagon,

He shook his head. A Jone man and
a girl had apparently come from a
quarter so infested with renegades
that no trail herd would dare venture
into it. Ahead, Hale could now catch
the firat far off green of the Pecos.
But nowhere on the horizon did he
see the dust of Dexter's herd.

Far to the left, one of his men was



waving, yelling; at that distance, a
thin eroaking sound. Then the bawl-
ing of the approaching herd blotted
the sound. Hale galloped toward the
pider. Tt was Dobie, and his dusty
lips could not shape his words,

“What in blazes?"
shaking his shoulder,

“Look-ee thar! Over yonder! We
won—Wad's eritters—piling into that
there lake you steered clear of !

Looking back, he caught glimpses
of the rout that was swallowed by
the gleaming salt water and the hil-
Jowing dust that swirled after. Fran-
tic vells, pistol shots, the eries of men
and c'lllle Hale croak, “Keep our'n
moving! I thl- wind changes agin vs,
ours'll run.”

Then he saw what hiz own herd
was doing. They had scented the
green vegetalion along the Pecos,
though it was still far out of sight.
A long black line galloped from the
jow hanging dust that blanketed the
lngpards.

“Dobie!" Hale welled. *Turn ‘em,
fer Pele's sake, turn "em! Lookit them
pilgrims ,right acrost thelr path!"

Then Hale forgot the race. The pil-
grim, aware now of his peril, was
whipping his horses. The beasts gal-
lantly responded, but the i i
front of the stumpeding eattle made
it more hopeless every moment.

Hala quirted the grullo, The drum-
ing of hoofs drowned his yells. But
the diseiplined cow hands knew what
to do; Dobie was in action,

With piatol and riata ends they
tried to turn the frantic beasts,
Hale's monnt stretehed out in a des-
perate effort.

They were making it! Hale whirl-
ed, shot down a steer, beat another
and deflected him. Then the erazily
rocking wagon capsized as the driver

demanded Hale,
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tried to aveid a gulley that gaped in
his path. The girl was flung clear of
the wheels,

The team wheeled, dragging wagon
and driver. Baggage scattered. The
lightened load was enveloped in o
dust cloud. Then the stampede crash-
ed through, Hale groaned, quirted his
mustang toward the girl whe lay
sprawled on the baking earth.

The herd had shifted. Hale halted,
seooped her from the ground. She
was half conscious; her skirt and
biouse were tattered, and bruised
flesh peeped through the rents, But
her heart was beating, He could feel
the throb of it against him as he sup-
ported her with his erooked arm.

The erash and rush sickened Hale.

The dust thinned. The bearded
man had been thrown in lime to fall
clear of the crazed herd. Hale dis-
maounted,

The pilgrim was dead; his neck
had been broken. But the dark-h
girl in Hale’s arms would live to
accnse him.

WHERE 13 WAD?

Y DINT of luck and kard riding.

Hale's men saved most of the
herd that had bolted for the Pocos,
Now the eritters were grazing in the
canebrakes along the stream, And
Hale, anxiously regarding the dazed
girl who stirred and moaned on t
improvised bunk in the chuck wagon,
learned what it was that had happen-
ed to Dexter's cattle,

“Wind musta fooled him.” Doble,
the sepundo, seratched his shaggy
gray head, “Wad never made dumb
mistakes, Anyways, he had bad
enough luck at the salt lake, Reckon
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I dida't lose many more eritters'n
we did, but fighting "em dway from
the pizen water dang wore his men
out, and it probably done as much
for his eows, Jedging from what I
acen, back yonder.”

“He's heading for the river now?"
“Sartin, he is. Them as kin stand
on their hoof:

Tale gestured for Dobie to tone

down his bull voice. The old fellow
apologized. “Shucks, 1 jest ain't usta
women with a trail herd. Purly as
piteher, even with her fo'head ban-
duged u bit. Gosh, you done found
suthing !
“Shut up, you polecat!” Hale came
to the door of the wagon.

“Whut in tarnation?” Dobie was
puzzled, “1 jest finished tellin® you
we a8 good as wen the bet, and yo're
sottin® here, lookin® like you'd lost
your last frignd on earth, Y'uin't ail-
ing, air yuh?"

“This poor gal's dad — I reckon
that's what he was—got kilt in the
stampede,” Hale explained. “Makes
me feel sort of low, my ecritters do-
ing it.”

Dobie shook his head. “Tain't your
fault if pilgrims leaves their brains
to home when they head west, He
was dang lucky—"

And then a feminine voice cut in,
“0h, you dirty tramp! Don't you dare
tolk that way about my father!™

The levely stranger was on her
féet, but uncertain of her balance.
Ope hand canght at the door jamb for
support; the other pulled together
the torn Weusze that in spite of her
preeautions  revealed  gilmpzes of
white skin,

“Uh—uh—ma'am, that old horn
toad jest mis-szpoke hisself,” Hale
fumbled, “and me, I feel lower'nall
git-out!”

7

.

She blinked away the tears that
beaded her long lashes, defiantly lift-
od her head. “Pilgrim indosd! My
father was Major Burdick—"

“The Injun fighter?" Hale was
awed, and Dobie tugged at his white
mustache. He managed to gulp, “Tar-
nation, Mis' Burdick—I'm po’-ful
sorry—aonly, a feller gets ornery, driv-
ing cattle acrost that dang Liano."

“And you, too—youn, I mean!" Ail-
een Burdick turned her dark eyes on
Hale. “You've won a bet, you young
fool! Tormenting men and eattle in
that awful plain. 1 hope you enjoy
Yyour winnings! I hope—"

Then she choked, turned Lack to
the pallet on the floor, and deopped
face down. Hale helpleasly watehed
the quiver of her shoulders, then
hesitantly approached and knelt be-
side her. Dobie said in a
per, “Mebbee I beter git
red likker—she's all busted up”

“Vamoose!” Commanded

sharply.

OR THE first time in his life, a

chuck wagon seemed on uncouth
and repulsive place. Those grimy old
blanketts were not fit for a creature
a# lovely as Aileen, Abruptly, she sat
up, dabbled her eyes with o handker-
chief. Hale, thoroughly on the defens-

Hule

.ive, gaid to- her, “M'am, I wasn't do-

ing a smart aleck trick, driving a
herd acrost the Llano, Honest it was
business."

"ou won your bet, thoug!
terly.

“Not yet. Not till I get "em fo
Fort Sumner, And it wasn't a bet.”
“That horrible man said it was.”

Hale leaned closer, lowered his
voice. “I Wounldn't tell you this, only
1 owe myself the chance of not scem-
ing a trifling enss. But—it's account
of a lady in Palo Pinto”

Bit-
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Aileen speculatively regarded him,
A few blinks cleared her eyes. She
was still shocked by her father's
death, but she was rapidly getting
hersell in hand.

“You mean, this race was to decide
who'd ma the girl in Palo Pinto?"

He nodded, “But don't tell no one.
It'd sound—"

She smiled, and with enough femi-

“Reach fer it, Wad. Yuh

lousy skunk!”

nine malice to make Hale squirm.
He guly then said, “Mam, this
herd's g on to Fort Sumner, and
you ean ride in the wagon, We'll
either earry your father, or bury him
as fittin'ly as we can, out here.”

Aileen answered, couldn't very
well refuse your offer, Mr. Hale.
Father and 1 were bound for Sum-
ner. He had just bought some range,
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which he intended to stock with cat-
tle. And I was going to jo i
Winkler, my fiancé. H
quartermaster at Sumner.

For a moment Hale envied the
captain. He abruptly resumed, “Ah
—uh, Mis' Burdick—concernin® your
late father—"

“Dad," she gravely replied, “fought
the Indians. I know he'd rather be

ain
the post

buried out in the open. A gra
would eramp him, terribly.”

Her gallant effort at a whimsical
ile made Hale blink a little. He
afid an awkward hand on her shoul-
der, and stuttered, “Mam—I feel rot-
ton about this—I wisht that lady in
Palo Pinto was in—"

Aileen Jooked up, Iaid a soft hand
on his arm. “And you must forgive

yard




DECISION BY GUNPLAY

me for that outhurst. Now, if you
can find anything of my baggage, 1
might get cleaned up.”

HEY buried Major Burdick that

evening. At dawn, the herd pulled
away from the Pecos. Wad Dexter,
however, had not yet rounded up his
scattered cows; and his losses had
been much heavier,

Ahead was the rolling range of
New Mexico. Hale, halting on a crest
to survey the long line of cattle filing
through a pass, regarded the country
with gleaming eyes. Aileen, on a
horse, was beside him. She said, “Al-
lan, you've as good as won. I'm very
glad you have.”

His glance shifted, and for a mo-
ment he watched the breeze playing
with the dark curls that shadowed
her ears, and, skillfully arranged,
concealed the bruises on her cheek
and forehead. “I wasn't thinking of
winning, just then. I was admirin®
this scrumptious range. And no cows
exceptin' what's driven in from
Mexico, for the Injuns.”

After the second day’s march from
the Pecos, Hale left Dobie in charge
of the herd. Having decisively beaten
Dexter, there was nothing left to do
but hasten ahead and submit a bid
for the government beef contract.
And Aileen was eager {o reach her
destination.

She said to Hale, “Because of fath-
er's death, the ling will be post-
poned awhile. So I ought to hurry
along and let Warren—Captain Wink-
ler—know what happened.”

“Last minute upsets,” Hale admit-
ted, a bit thoughtfully, “do sort of
disconcert a fellow, I'd shore hate to
be the one to be getting such news!"

They had halted to view the back-
trail; a precautionary habit, rather
than from any chance of seeing the
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herd, now miles out of eight. They
had been riding boot to boot, and
Aileen for the moment was nearer
to Hale than she had been sinee that
fatal day when he had carried her to
eamp

The contact of her knee strangely
stirved him., Her vibrant presence,
the growing amiability of her regard,
and now that speculative little smile
in response to sincere admiration.

Perhaps it was the way that the
breeze played with her silken blouse;
it might have been the ripple of her
dark curls, the way she instinctively
swayed toward him, a little, in rest-
ing in the saddle. But whatever the
beginning, it ended in an instant
when all rules were discarded. His
arm closed about her, and though he
felt her momentary tension, she had
already yielded to the encireling pres-
sure.

She was warm and fragrant and
young lips knew no laws. Her stray
ringlets brushed his cheek, and a
soft arm slipped about his neck. The
thrill of that moment of response
shook Hale, and he could feel the
sudden hammering of her heart. Be-
latedly, she protested, “Whatever are
we doing—please don't—"

Then, simultancously, they broke,
regarded each other with a wonder
that Hale saw reflected in her dark
eyes, He blurted, “Honest, Aileen—I
Jeat couldn't help it—I'm a skunk—"

“Please don't apologize. I — I'm
afraid I didn't try to stop you.”

THEY RODE on in silence until, as
if to make amends, Aileen bright-
Iy chattered about the handsome cap-
tain. “Warren'll be ever so grateful
to you. If it hadn't been for you, I'd
have been trampled by the stampede.
It wasn't your fault, and you did your
best to save us.”
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*Yo're mighty generous,” he an-
swered. Then, irrelevantly, “No mat-
ter where 1 go, there's things 1 ain't
ever forgetting.”

The next day they véached Fort
Sumner. Captain Winkler was almost
as tall as Hale; somewhat older, and
imposing in his gold braid. They met
at post headquarters, soon after Ail-
cen had been consigned to the army
friends, whose guest she would be
until the formality of a military wed-
ding would not be unfittingly close
to her father’s death.

“Ah...Mr. Hale,” Winkler twisted
# black mustache to a finer degree
of waxed perfection. “Your bid, of
course. But there are others. How-
ever, I'm sure we can give you a
quick decigion.”

“Others?” Dismay lengthened
Hale's face, “Why, I wrote the com-
mandin' officer, and he said he was
buyin' beef.”

“My dear Mr. Hale,” answered the
very superior captain, “if you'd care-
fully remd the colonel's reply, you'd
have noticed that he said that all
government purchases are on & com-
petitive basis, There would have to
be at lenst one other bidder, you
know.” But he prolonged the dis-
migsal long enough to add, “Miss Bur-
dick told me of your kindness. 1 as-
sure you I am as grateful as she is.
Good day, Mr. Hale.”

As he passed the sentry who
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hidding proposition, a-tall!™

“Shucks,” Hale shrugged. “Thal's
jest gov'ment ved tape”

Daobie stubbo shook his heai.
“Look-ee here, son! Whar in tunket
is they any other critiers to sell?
Why is the price so high, onless they
ain't any other herd? Who's bidding
agin us?"

“Cap'n Winkler,” said Hale, “didn’t
say.”

Dobie snorted, spat at a horn toad,
“Whar'd whoever is bidding get his
critters?"

Hale rubbed his nose for a moment,
then looked up, eves narrowed. “Do-
bie, yo're purty smart. You keep a
close guard. If anyone stole our beef,
it'd be easy fo' him o underbid!”

Hale was worried by the time the
herd reached Sumner. Winning the
race was one thing; unless he sold
his cattle, it would be an empty vic-
tory. Couldn't dress Joan in rawhide
and feed her on beef ! The unexpected
presence of “local” cattle had him
worried. He remembered now how
Aileen had mentioned her father's
plan for stocking a range with Colo-
rado cows...obviously, he had be-
lieved that none were available in
New Mexico.

LATBR that day, Hale went to the
commissary to buy supplies from
the post sutler. Those brought from
Palo Pinto had been exhavsted. The
Indians who stalked about the barn-
like building were SOur.

stiffly paraded in front of I .
ters, Hale pondered, *I wonder why
that gent don’t like me, a-tall. Gosh,
Aileen's too...uh...smart a gal to
say too much. And too Blamed-nice
fo' a jasper like Winkler!”

Hale rode back to meet Dobie and
the herd. The old segundo, when he
had heard of the interview at Sum-
ner, said to his chief, “Don't like this

And when he saw the provizions for
which he had paid good money, Hale
did not blame them.

‘The flour was full of weevils; the
dried peaches were wormy, and the
bacon was condemned army-issue
that reéked to the high heavens. Hale
approched the pudgy, pigeyed trader,
Herb Ordway, “Listen, you blasted



DECISION BY GUNPLAY

Injun robber, you kain't sell me swill
like this! By Heaven, no wonder it
takes an army to keep "em in place!™

orry, Mistah Hale,” the sutler
aaid, rubbing his fat hands together.
“If y'all don't like these vittles, yuh
kin eat your herd, I reckon.”

“If thix warn't a gov'ment reser-
vation,” Hale hotly retorted, “I
take yuh to pieces, yuh Injun-swind-
ler! If 1 ever ketch yuh away from
here—"

The sutler hooked his thumbs in
his beit, looked up at the tall Texan.
He drawled, “1 take it yo're threaten-
in' me, air yuh?"

Hale eould take rotten provisions,
but mockery was too much, He knock-
od the sutler, end for end, over a
pile of sacked beans, Ovdway grunted,
cursed, and when he eleared the heap,
I jerked o gun from his pocket. Hale
ducked as the blast shook the com-
missary. He could not risk the use
of his own weapon; that would finish
him asz @ beef contractor, he was
cortain,

The Indians seattered. Before Ord-
way fairly knew he had missed, Hale's
of tobacco smacked between
eyes. As the sutler yelled and
Hale landed him. *You
ornery horn toad, you will drag a gun
Il you?"
ked the gun from Ordway’s
and flung it into a corner. Be-
1‘1-r. he conld jerk the fellow to his
jingled, and a siern voien
ntlemen!  Gentlemen —
what's this—quit it, at once! Do you
hear!”

roare

Winkler and the command-
r had entered the commis-
ginary. The two enemica glared at
each other. The colonel frowned, The
eaplain =aid, “Hale, that's no way to
sct. Just because your bid was re
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jected.

“What "

“Didn't the orderly find ynn"'

“No." Hale's heart was in his boots,

Winkler curtly eontinued, “Then
you know now. Mr. Ordway’s bid wast
Tower."

“Whose critters is he going to de-
liver?" Hala challenged. “If he fig-
ures on stealing my herd, T'll shoot
the gizzard outen him or his beef
thieves. I'm warning ya'll. You too,
colonel! T expected honorable treat-
ment when I asked about a market
for Texns eattle and you said—"

“My good man,” the colonel eut in,
“you knew that all government
purchases are awarded to the loweést
hidder.”

“How in blazes kin he underbid six
cents on the hoof?"

“That,” Winkler frigidly said, “ja
up to Mr, Ordway. You'll have ample
chance to sell if he defaults. Good
day, Mr. Hale,”

Hale stalked out He rounded up
the pack horses and with his two
cowpunchers rode back to camp.
When he saw Dobie, and told him
what had happened, the old fellow
growled, “I done told yuh! It"s crook-
ed work—" Then he checked him-
self, as though frozen by a new
thought. “By thunder! I bet it's Wad
Dexter, undercutting yuh!"

“Wad? Why—Dblast it, Dobie —
why' (I Wad do that ? He's square, any-

and him and Jos
listen, you ing squirt, Il discuss
that lady 1 dang please, even ef
yuh air my hosa! Why wouldn't Wad
Dexter sind h by giving away eat-
the that's his'n? He run the race fair,
but this yere's sut elae, and they
allows that anything goes when a

thnul you
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purty gu['a'cu::crrnud."

“I see . . ." Hale stroke his jaw.
“The dirty skunk! I kain't go back
till my critters is sold, but he can,
having enough money to face a loss!”
Dobie snorted “Dang right. Whut's
more, whar is Wad? Last we seen,
he was having trouble of his own. He
must of crossed the Pecos, but nary
hide nor hair since then

Hale frowned and , “I shore
hate to think of Joan tying up with a
aneak like that. But if you asks me,
it's that gol dang sutler, Ordway.”

‘He gulped his cofee, wolfed his
beans, and saddled up his favorite
grullo. Dobie demanded, “Whar y'all
going 7"

“I'm taking me a pasecar,” Hale
yelled from the saddle, “to find some
thinga. Mainly, if Wad Dexter and
Ovdway and them officers are in ca-
hoots to sting me!™

e ]
J
A WARNING

AS HALE again approached Fort
Sumner’s 'dobe walls, he shaped
his plan. Thisves would have to keep
in cloge touch with each other; and
to avoid any outward signs of con-
spiracy, Ordway would meet his ac-
complices somewhere off the post.

So, on foot, he mingled with the
renegade whites, Mexicans, and half
breeds who occupied the sorry sprawl
of shacks and ‘dobes some distance
from the fort, Hale's immediate pur-
pose was to glean some gossip as to
Ordway's habits; but he presently
saw that chance had offeved him a
shorteut.

The sutler was driving 2 buckboard
down the rutted strip that was the
main street of the shack colony. Hale

DECISION BY GUNPLAY

baicked into n saleon; though its pres-
cnce near an Indian reservation. was
illegal, everyone but the commanding
officer seemed to know of its exist-
ence. OQutwardly, it was an eating
house, but the reek of tequila drown-
ed the tang of Mexican cookery.

A Dbleary-eyed Mexican wench
brought Hale a shot of forty rod,
and without question. He gulped the
drink, all the while peering through
the unglazed window and down the
sun reddened street, Ordway labori-
ously clambered from the buckboard,
He waddled into the patch of shadow
between two 'dobes. Hale did not
leave his place in the corner. It was
still too bright outside.

A Tull bosomed girl with gold teeth
and a hip-sway too pronounesd even
to be interesting was heading for
Hale, She draped herself againat him,
and fairly smothering him with a
gust of dense perfume.

“You buy me a dreenk, senor?”

Hale jerked a thumb at the unce-
cupied bench, and answered in Span-
ish, “Listen, chiquita, I wen't have
time. My good friend—" He gestured
vaguely toward the street — “The
sutler. Senor Ordway, He iz calling
on a lady friend. Afterwand, he is to
see me, On business, you under-
stand "

His ready Spanish and his merry
eye intrigued her. She gulped the
drink, which the bleary-eyed girl had
brought, then sniffed contemptuons-
ly. “That putanero of an Ordway ! He
has no sweetheart here. But forgive
me—he is your friend, no?"

“Well, just in the matter of busi-
ness, But you're mistaken. A nice
looking gal did wave at me from the
place he just went into?”

The girl shook her head. “Unless
he went to some new place. Never
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has he played here, And T tell you.
There is another Tejano looking for
him. Older than you."

She ended by describing Wad Dex-
ter, and concluded, “Maybe you know
him, too?”

“Seguramente! But if not to the
lovely lady, who waved? Where did
Ordway go?"

Hale maintained his chanee com-
panion's interest by promises of fu-
ture attention. And he added “May-
be it will be early when I have seen
him."

She took the hint as he intended
her to; and earcfully eorrected Hale's
mistaken ideas by telling him where
Ordway usually stopped.

EFORE it was dark enough to risk
B a still hunt, Hale was rouge
smeared, and somewhat breathless,
Finally, he twisted clear of the high
pressure entertained and set out into
the reeking shadows of the colony.

Ordway’s team was still waiting at
the hitching post.

It took Hale only a few minutes to
find the place where Ordway met
friends he did not eare to receive on
the reservation.

A drunken brawl made him take
cover. He did not wish to be conspie-
uous, so close to his goal. He lost
some minutes in waiting for the riot
to subside; then, ducking down a
crozs alley, he set a new course to-
ward the house.

By the time he arrived, it was
quite dark. No horses were tethered
in view, but that proved nothing at
all, Hale cautiously circled the 'dobe,
before getting into position to listen
in. Wad Dexter's probable presence
was in itsellf highly significant.

Inside, sulwlued voices mumbled.
The thick walls made hopelessly con-
fused sounds. Hale crept toward a
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window which & murky light outlined.
But haliway to his goal, a yell and
the blast of a 45 stirred the house,
Several glugs zinged through the win-
dow; glass spattered, and woodwork
crashed,

Hale ducked, cursing the fight that
had robbed him of his chance to check
up. A man lurched head first out of
the window. Others burst out through
the door. Vengeful gun fire laced the
uproar. One of the fugitives, sceing
Hale lurking, wheeled, pulled down
with his Colt.

Hale had no time to parley. As
alugs kicked up dirt about him, he
cut loose. The fellow dropped, and
his toes for an instant beat a tatoo
on the dry earth. Hoofs hammered
in the further shadows. A man inside
the house came pounding toward the
door. He shouted, “Yuh — dirty—!
Come back an' I'll blow the—guts
outen the passel of yuh—"

Wham! Barrump! He was hosing
the fugitives who tore down the alley.
No mistaking that voice. Wad Dexter
was on the job. As Hale saw it,
the meeting had ended with thieves
falling out. He hurdled the fellow
who lay groaning in the alley, and
stretched long legs to 1o the
corner, Half a dozen bounds brought
him alongzide his rival.

“Reach fer it, Wad, yuh lousy
skunk!" Hale growled, jumming his
Colt against the ribs of the man who
challenged heaven and earth to re-
turn and fight,

Dexter's hands rose. He gulped
and cursed between his tecth. But
when Hale ordered him to move
straight ahead, Dexter said, *“What in
tunket this mean, huh? Blast yore
hide, git that gun offen me! Ain't it
enough me gittin® my cnltr.rs stole,
*thout you hornin® in?"
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IS SUSPRISE and  indignation
rang true. The settlement was a-
roaring, Hale had to decide fast. He
risked it all on his original estimate
of his rival, “Let’s go, Wad! Where's
your hoss? Mine's—"

“Shake a hock, yuh jughaid!" Dex-
ter led the way, and despite his broad
shouldered bulk, he reached out like
an antelope,

As he piled into the saddle, Hale
snatched a latigo strap and said,
“Seratch him, Wad! I got long legs.
Head over yonder!"

For a while, Hale could readily
enough keep up with the controlled
gallop of the mustang. In a few mo-
ments, he was forking his own horse,
Az they rode on, he demanded, “Wad,
what in blnzes busted loose?™

“Lookit my head—and the rest of
me.” Dexter said, gestori

“Gozh, you been hurt,” said Hale,
now noticing the bandages that
swathed the vengeful rider. “How
come "

Dexter explained, “1 lost a lot of
eritters at that pizen lake you was
lucky enough to dodge. Saving the
rest purty nigh tuckered us out, and
when we reached the river, we got
a mile earcless, And we got bush-
whacked. The hull passel of steers
run off, and my hands gunned out,
expeeting me and Smoky Higgl

“Where's Smokey 7"

“Pare devil's hid out. 1 reckon he'll
pull through, but being as thero
wan't much I conld do for him, I left
some grob and water and when 1
could amble around a bit on my two
hoofs, I located one of our hosses and
trailed the thieves.”

“You blamed fool,” reproached
Hale, “why didn't you look for me?"

1 didn’t want the trail to get cold.
Another thing by the time I got clost
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enough to palaver with you, I.was
mighty certain someone from Fort
Sumner was meased up in this dirt.
One of the hosses shot down in the
row had a army brand on jt!”

Hale whistled softly. “So you allow-
ed if you showed up around there,
someone might be worried enough to
smoke you out from behind?™

“Correct. Or else me showing up
would warn ‘em I escaped.”

“Listen, Wad, Was there a pot-
hellied cuss in that 'dobe you shot
up? With pig-eves?"

Dexter's lnugh was iron. “There
was. He was the fust one T pulled
down on. I snuck into the house and
when 1 heard Pig-Eve and the reat
of 'em wondering what to do with
your eritters now'at they'd grabbed
mine, T went hawg-wild and come out
shooting.” He cursed bitterly, then
added, “Only, 1 missed some of the
skunks."

“Where they got your critters?"”
Hale demanded.

Dexter gave him the details as
they rode toward Hale’s eamp. The
young Texan said, “Wad, you and me
had hard words, back home. But now
it sort of behooves us fo stick to-
gether. I'm helping you get your cat-
tle back, right smart!"

“By Heaven, Allan!” Dexter thrust
out his hand. *“Yo're a white man
and a gent.”

Hale did nat see any need of ex-
plaining too many defails; such as,
for instance, that the reeapture of
Dexter's eattle would foree the erook-
ed contractors out of the bidding,
Thus, helping his rival, Hale would
at the same time redesm himself
from ruin,

Q0N AFTER the war couneil had
convened to listen to Dexler's
story, an orderly came trotting into
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camp.

“Colonel Riggs presents his compli-
ments,” the soldier droned, “and re-
quests that you move your herd from
the limits of the reservations, since
your bid has been cejected and you
will not deliver your cattle.,”

The lout recited it parrot-like. Hale
snid, “Tell the colonel we'll get them
off as quick as we can, but we'll shoot
the gizzards outen anyone trying to
stampede our eritters, Is that clear?”

The orderly allowed it was. He near-
Iy fell over himself getting on his
horse.

Hale said, “It's working out. Some-
one objects to have honest beef com-
peting with stolen meat. This here's
the first move to cut this herd, a
trick they can't pull right under the
colonel's nose.”

OME HOURS after the council had
broken up, Hale kicked aside his
blankets. Dobie had gone with Wad
to get the wounded cowpuncher. The
others were snoring;: except, of
course, those on guard. But Hale was
uneasy.

A man on horseback is conspicu-
ouz. Lurkers can pick him off, then
start & stampede. Hale heard the
droning song of the herd guards, the
jingling spurs of the wrangler, All
alert, those boys. Best not let them
know he was checking on them. Hale
moved on.

Then, suddenly, indefinable percep-
tions blended to tell him someone was
coming mear, and stealthily. He
crouched under cover, aml in a mo-
ment heard muted hoof beats. The
horse was guided by an uncertain
rider. The mount had been sweat-
ing; the shift of breeze gave Hale a
clear scent,

Small chills needled Hale's skin. He
loosened his Colt. The beast hadn't
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whinnied, though near to the remuda.
The precaution of stealth; a spy, re-
connoitering before a raid?

Hale's hand slipped from his gun,
Mustn't shoot the sneak. Nail him,
quietly, Quirt him till he told who
sent him.

Shadow distorted the shape of
horse and rider. Hale launched him-
self. Too lute, the mustang sensed the
attack; hizs plunge was wasted. IL
merely helped Hale drag the rider
from the saddle. “Why not hallo the
camp, yuh skunk?"

It had all happened too quickly for
him to react to his last instant sen-
sations. He said what had for mo-
ments been on his lips. But he had &
girl in his arms; a shapely creature
whose resistance was not quite en-
ough to overcome the sweet sofiness
of her.

“Gosh, m'am,” he saspcd “I didn’t
know it was a lady.

He already knew from that close,
complete contact how beautifully she
was formed. “Let go,"” she demanded,
voice fearless and determined. “You
fool—"

“Aileen!" he gasped.

“You, Allan!" She clung to him as
he helped her to her feet, and for
a moment was close and breatleasly
pressed to him. “I came to warn
you—"

“Orderly done told me 1 guess you
heard and snuck away?

“Yes. Someone's influenced the
colonel by quoting regulations! But I
came to tell you that you can Winter
herd your cattle on my range land,
up on the Pintada, Wait for Spring,
and better luck, Those contractors
can't underbid you every time!™

He laughed bitterly. “Honey, I
can't never underhid thieves! Ord-
way's stolen critters ean go for five
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bucks a head and he'll make money,
but I'd Jose my shirt!”

“Stolen? Heavens—do you mean—
can you prove that?" She was
aghast.

“Pretty near!” But he gave her
no details. “Now, that spread of
yourn?"

“Dad picked it because it was easy
to protect a herd against thicves”
she went on. “I hate to sce you lose,
after such a grave attempt. And
since I won't by warrying Warren for
some time, the range is still all mine.
Good luck.”

She had now very gently edged
from his arms, as though belatedly
remembering she was another man's
financée. Hale recaptured her, so
deftly that she could not evade him.
She said, “I've got to hurry back.
You know—what people think! And
you're forgetting—Joan—""

“T reckon I did,” he muttered, re-
leasing her. Then he helped her to
her horse, and watched her vanish
in the gloom. He said to the silence,
“She makes a fellow ferget things."

A
-

TOUCH AND GO

HEN DOBIE and Dexter return-
W ed with the wounded cowpunch-
er, Hale said “Wad, tell me again
where you reckon your critters are
hidden out. And tell me slow-like."

Dexter repented  his  findings.
When Hale heard the end of the re-
cital, he said, “We're cornered. Mov-
ing my herd'll tuke most of the men
1 can spare. You and me have to pliy
this alone, with mebbe one-two punch-
ers to ride with us. That army order
turns out an ace instead of a kick.”

“What yuh mean?” demanded Do-
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hie.

Hale explained, “You drive the
herd toward the Pintada, where I
aim to Winter them. That'll make it
ook like we're busy tending our ewn
affairs. And no one's suspecting
there’s a rustler hunt going on."

Dexter, however, was puzzled,
“Hell's bells, Allan! Why in tunket
yuh sending your eritters to the Pin-
tada? Didn't 1 jest tell yuh that's
whar mine’ hidden out?”

Hale's mile was cryptic. I under-
stood yuh. I jest didn't explain why
1 picked on the Pintada. Git going,
Dobie. Yo're in charge. Dusty and
Mills, y'all track along, and fill yore
belt loops!"

The four riders silently left camp,
and with Dexter's query still unan-
swered, only Hale knew that the stol-
cenl cattle were in the box canyon that
Alfleen Burdick had offered him as a
Winter haven.

They rode day and night. Hale and
his party reined in their weary mus-
tangs some twenty hours after their
departure from Sumner. “Give 'em a
breathing spell,” he ordered, “and
y'all could do with a bit of shaking
down, It ain't far, now."”

“Where in blazes yuh think yo're
going?" demanded Dexter, seeing
Hale dismount, hand the reins to
Dusty, and take a fresh horse,

“Bit of sconting,” was the answer.
“We kain't camp here long. We got
to hit quick or back down.”

“Right as rain. But I'm going too.
Theyre my critters, ain’t they?”

“Wad," said Hale, “y'nin't going.
Yo're staying with Dusty and Mills.
I got more in this pot than you have
and not speaking of beef, neither.”

“Yo're crazy,” grumbled Dexter.

“Wad, if I should fall offen my
hoss, Dusty and Mills need you to
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help ‘em finish my job. Now shut up
and sit tight.”

THE FORMATION of the ground
pguided Allan Hale as clearly as
though he had had daylight and a
map. Before the sun had set, he had
already aized up the terrain, and the
Iocation of the box eanyon.

Hale dismounted some distance
from its narrow mouth. The entrance
was guarded; he learned that from
the glow of a cigarette,

From inside came the subdued
sound of a herd bedded down. Hale
noted the murmur of running water,
and the odor of grass. Somewhere, a
spring must be feeding this branch
of the Pintada.

Hale set out to make a partial cir-
cuit of the canyon rim. He wanted to
be sure whether there was or was
not an entrance, which, while Impos-
sible for a herd, might be used by a
raiding party.

Presently he regretted having
taken his Wincheater earbine with
him, It was more a handicap than he
had anticipated. There was no moon,
#0 he had to appraise the situation by
sound and smell, and the contour of
the ground he covered,

There was an entrance! Accustom-
ed now to the gloom, he could just
diseern the pitch of the rocky drop.
It would be tough going, charging
down; the clatter of horse and man
would arouse the eamp before the
attack could cloge in. That would pull
the testh of any surprise.

Hale shook his head. Then, sud-

v, he brightened. “Like takin'
candy from a bab:

The very obstacle, he now realized,
was suited for strategy. Now he had
to get his men, nor was there any
time to loge, Thus Hale made his first
slip, through haste and the assump-
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tion that thiz approach was too far
from the rustler camp to be guarded.

A man growled from the gloom,
“Uh—hey, Slecpy! What yuh doin®
thar?"

The fellow popped up from behind
a boulder only a yard or two distant,
and a little below. He had been doz-
ing.

The young Tejano deliberately
stumbled. Instead of answering, he
let out a wrathful mutter that the
clatter of sliding rock would disguise,
The sentry chuckled at the clumsi-
ness of his supposed fellow.

Hale fumbled his attempt at re-
covery, and landed nearly athwart
the watcher's legs. He had played his
part too naturally to escape a few
numbing bruises.

“Uh — say — whar'd yoh — whut
fer tuh totin® a rifle—why, yuh son
of a—"

The earbin was a dead giveaway.
It clinched the oddity of “Sleepy’s™
approach from above.

Though Hale's effort was quick
and desperate, all it served was to
throw him clear of a pistol blast that
echoed across the canyon. Hale fired
from the ground, and it was good.

ELL WAS popping down below.

The dead man's relief was even
now clambering up the grade. This
must be Sleepy, firing as he came.
Hale groaned from futile rage, There
was no hope for a second attempt!

Hale’s fury kept him from flight.
Sleepy’s slugs zinged from the rocks.
Far below, a light flared up. Men
were yelling, twrning out of their
blankets.

Hale shouldered a boulder. The
raking firve ceased; there was one
wild yell, then the cumulative clatter
of rocks carried down with Sleepy.
Breathless, Hale snatched his car-
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bine.

He levered one shol after another
ut the shapes silhouetted by the
smouldering coals of the campfire.
Dawn was graying. Hale had waited
too long, If he retreated now, he'd
be skylined, and porsuit from the
canyon mouth would cut him off be-
fore he would be able to get to his
horse.

Sniper's fire searched the thick
shadows of his position. Hale blazed
away, and' gained enough respite to
retreat, despite the slugs that scream-
ed about him. But each move toward
the canyon lip brought him closer to
doom. The treacherous gray was thin-
ning, thinning every instant.

Cool and deliberate, Hale tickled
the trigger. The carbine’s hot barrel
spat a troe shot, A man leaped up,
toppled face forward. But he could
no longer reload. Only his Colts were
left.

Hale yelled his defiance.
and get me, you—-1"

But they did not. Nor did Hale
ropeat his challenge. He exhaled a
long sigh, and slumped flat. Then he
understood.

The men who fanned out and raced
into the canyon from its mouth, were
not rustler reinforcements. Their
blazing guns swept the mmn. Hmaa
from the remudn charg

“Come
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dawn'd kefch us off guand, So we
was chose to hand when—yuh jug-
haid, yuh muosta been crazy, starking
a fracas all alone!”

“If you figure I done it a purpose,
yo're Joco! I was fixing to go hack
and have you coyotes wait fer me to
raise ructions at one end, then ride
in, like you actually done. It jest
happencd a mite sooner'n I wanted,”

Dexter, aceompanying him around
the canyon, allowed that there was
plenty of room for his recovered herd,
and Hale's eritters as well, “Mebbe,”
he said, “I could talk Mis® Ailecn
into lettin® me rent this here piece of
range around the canyon.”

“What fur?" Hale sharply regarnd-
ed him.

“I ain't going back to Palo Pinto,”
Dexter said, sombre and a bit sullen,
“If you and me hung sround home
too long, we'd tangle.”

Hale finally announced that after
getting some rest, he'd ride back to
Sumner to see how the crooked con-
tractors liked bidding against him.
Dexter chuckled sourly, and wished
him good luck.

Plainly, it rankled, having been
outraced by a kid. Hale was sorry for
his rival. But it was a cinch, right
from the start .that one of them
faeed a diet of crow meat!

5

through the early haze. The entire
pack, intent on nailing Hale, had been
taken from the rear.

Those who could were leaving on
foot. There was no time to mount up.
Dexter and Dusty and Mills had come
to town. They saw Hale, yelled as he
serambled down the slope, lacing the
Tugitives with lead.

When the show ended, Hale’s grim
rival said, “Yuh ornery squirt, did
yuh reckon we'd not foller? I lowed

o
QUICKSAND

N HIS way to Fort Sumner, Hale
met his own herd, which was
heading toward the Pintada, He paus-
ed only long enough to give Doble
the lay of the land, and warn him
against laying himself open to
strategy such as had routed the
rustlers,
As he gulped his coffes, he con-
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cluded, “Keep 'em going! And this
time, I'm fixing them skunks. Now
they ain't got stolen cows to under-
bid me, and by God, I'm raising the
ante. They could of got my herd fer
#ix conts on the hoof, and now they'll
pay twelve.”

“Dang  tootin’,” chuckled Dobie.
“The ingpector general's at Sumner,
and the Injuns gets their beef on
time, whether or no!™

But once at the fort, Hale learned
that it would not be quile as simple
as all that. Captain Winkler grimaced
as theugh an evil smell had blown
into his office when Hale handed
him a new bid. “I have to accept
your propesal, of course,” he said,
“but take a little friendly sdviee from

me."

His eyes, however, wera not friend-
Ty, Hule grinned, pushed back his hat,
VWi

“The commanding officer is inves-
tigating the strange death of Mr.
Ordway, the sutler, A Mexican wo-
man says you were looking for him.
Shortly afterward, a riot broke out.”

“Huh! So I kilt him, did 17" But
behind his confidence, Hale was wor-
ried.

“You threatenosd him, the first doy
net, a fow weeks ago.” The cap-

smile was bleak, but his cyes
gleamed, Triumph made his fingers
tremble a little when he twisted his
black mustache. “Now, Mr. Hale, T do
not say that you could be convieted,
But you are under suspicion. And the
crime was committed on a military
rearrvation. Federal territory i
Yon would be under the ju
of n Federal court, if you were ar-
rested.”

friendly on your part, cap-
Hale still smiled; he could do
nothing else, seeing that this threat
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eould finish him more certainly than
any rustlers. “But yo're a liar, suh!
You never were any friend of mine.”

The captain swallowed that; a civi-
linn could not say anything that a
gentleman waz bound to take up.
Winkler admitted, “True enough. 1
spoke out of mere fairness. Person-
ally, T never did think much of vou.
Killing Major Burdick—my fiancé's
father—in a race for the favor of
some woman in Texas!"

Hale reddencd at the sneer. One
man, however, could not fight an
army. He blurted, “If Miss Aileen
told you, I'm sure surprised.”

“So you did tell Miss Burdick?
But she did not tell me. It's quite
commonly kuown, all about that girl
in Palo Pinto. You'd better go back
to her, while you can, Good afternoon,
MNr. Hale.”

Winkler picked up hiz pen. and
reached for the documents on his
desk. Hale took the bid and stalked
out, He was embarrassed because of
the slip he had made. No wonder
Winkler had no use for him; he had
been nursing a grodge on Aileen's ne-
count,

ALE'S FIRST thought was to mail

the bid, so that it could not of-
ficinlly be ignored. Bul that threat
of arrest; was it bona fide, or n
purely personal play to scare him out
of New Mexico? Aileen, gonerous and
fair minded, might have dropped re-
marks that rang sour to a jealous
officer.

He went to the settlement outside
the post. There: he ate, downed a
couple drinks, and mulled it over.
Aileen was his only friend. She knew
the army, her father having been an
officer. They weren't all Winklers!

That evening, he met her at the
quarters of her hostess, Alleen wore
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a soft, shimmering gown that made
her lovelier than he had cver seen
her; but her dark eyes were somber,
and she gave him not chance to ask
her opinion on anything.

“Allan,” she said, drawing him to
her side in the shadows of the porch,
“I'm so glad you're here. I've wrack-
od my silly brains, wondering how to
get in touch with you! Warren bitter-
Iy resents you. I think he knows I
went out that night to warn you, and
and particularly you, because of us
he's fearfully jealous. Of everyone,
came all the way from the Pecos to-
wether.”

“The dirty skunk!” He was on his
feet, but she caught his hand.

“That's not your quarrel,” she said.
Her fingers nervously opened, then
closed on his arm. She leaned close,
pillowed her head against his shoul-
dor. There was a catch in her voice
when she said, “I'm glad I know him
the way he is! We had a bitter half
hour of it. But no matter. What T
wanted to say was that your bid's
going to be rejected, regardless. A
contractor has left for the Pintada
to buy Dexter's herd. Warren is be-
hind all this. Because of the friendly
things I said about you. He as good
as admitted it, during our flare up.

“You'll be stranded here, with cat-
tle you ean't sell for months. I'm
terribly sorry I ever was so silly as
to have a good word for you."

“Honey," he retorted, “T ain't! I'm
riding hell-bent, Dexter's zour, and if
an sink ma by selling, that's out-
side the bet and it's his right. But
I'm seeing him first.”

“There’s a short cut,” she said.
‘Then, after giving him directions, she
concluded, *“But watch the quick-
sands, And if you fail—if you should
slip—but you won't, Allan!"
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Sho raised gleaming eyes. In the
gloom, her upturned face was the
vague, white shadow of all beauty.
Hale wondered for a long moment
why he had ever raced death across
the desert to win the girl in Palo
Pinto. He hardly knew what to say;
he could not articulate, for a moment,
#0 he drew her to his arms, “Honey,"
he fumbled.

This time Aileen had no qualms.
She tiptoed, and her mouth reached
up for his kiss. That small fact diz-
zied him,

Inside the house, footsteps echoed;
someone of the family was coming to
the front. Aileen whispered, “I'll try
to persuade Captain Winkler out of
his prejudice. Hurry, now! And good
Tuck!™

T WAS not until after he was on

his way that Hale realized how
well organized the opposition was.
He losat little time in getling h: Fnrl

yet the ked

whoever he was, had learned of tlm
suceessful raid and had made a final
move to get him out of the runnin=,

He pushed his horse to the limit.
His one chance was that the contrac-
tor was not expecting pursuit, and
thus would not be pressing on at top
speed, Hale's brief halts were to
spare his mount rather than him-
self.

Late the next day, he eaw far off
dust. A buckboard was jouncing and
swaying over the rough trail. Hale
grinned. “Them gents craves the
comforts of home! Kain't live outen
their saddle bags!” n

He stopped and unlimbered his
glasses. A party of four occupied the
wagon. They had rifles, The trail was
leading townrd the pass beyond
which lay the first shallow river

g Hale f % ol
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hiz head; the country ahead was
such as to make him either hang
back, and lose precious time, or else
press on and face rifle fire in the
apen.

In view of the organized opposition,
there was little chance that the men
ahead would fail to recognize him.
Waorst of all, three of them had sad-
dle mounts at the tail gate of the
buckboard. Those fresh heasts could
easily outrace Hale’s weary grullo,

A flash blinded him for an instant.
Someone in the buckboard was train-
ing glasses on the backtrail. That was
o dead giveaway, which identified the
party beyond any doubt. His haste
had warned them.

Onee the wagon dipped below the
crest, Hale went into action. He at
least had the advantage of being a
little more familiar wih the trail than
his rivals. Thus, when the quartet
ahead turned back for another seru-
tiny to the rear, Hale was not in
sight. He was heading up a savage
ascent that took all the valiant grullo
had; but the main trail was likewise
getting worse, which made it bad for
i wagon.

Presently, Hale was over the hump.
From cover he watched the cattle
buyers. They had halted, and were
running the wagon off the road.
Every sign indicated that they were
preparing an ambush. Just ahead was
the river crossing, a shallow but
treacherous bottom. Hale weighed his
chances. With a worn out mount it
would be touch and go.

The sun was sinking. Red rays

now that their vietim must have got-
ten wind of the trap,

They were emerging from cover.
Instead of preparing to camp, they
gave every indication of pressing on
across the siream, and striking a
deal with Dexter while they could.

The ford was bad, but long un-
used crossings, upstream, told Hale
that worse quicksands lay in wait.
His only chance was to use one of
these dangerous approaches. He dis-
mounted, cut his blankets to pieces.
These he wadded about the grullo's
hoofs. “Try snowshoes instead of
hoss-shoes,” he grimly told the mus-
tang.

Chopping brush was slow work, He
had to aveid betraying noise, yet he
was working against time. But, warn-
ed against the peril, he had one ad-
vantage; and he made the ticklish
crossing, leading the trembling grul-
lo.

Onee, the treacherous sand, despite
the wadded hoofs, sucked the beast
in up to the hocks. Hale with diffi-
culty quieted the horse's panic. He
and his mount were equally in a
lather before the leg was freed, and
the opposite bank gained.

He was grinning when he mounted
up and charged down stream. The
failing light helped him. And the time
was just right. The buyers were at
the river brink, sizing up the bot-
tom. Hale shouted, “Watch it, gents,
or yuh'll bog down!™

It was the mockery that identified
him. A shot, fired in vain wrath,
smacked through the brush that half

laneed the when
he completed the loop that circled the
ambush. Stealth had succeeded, and
his grullo had profited somewhat
from the deliberate descent. On the
other hand, the cattle buyers knew

hielded Hale. He whipped his car-
bine into line, pumped lead at his
half visible rivals. He heard them
shouting, “If he kin make it, by
gravey, so kin we! Git along! Git
going!”
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The volley that stopped when Hale
wheeled out of line was prolonged
hy the crack of whips, the shouts
of the driver s he lashed the horses
forward. Then came the sound Hale
wailed for: splashing, kicking, and
the mutual v nination of the men
whose wagon bogged down,

The young T o yelled derisively,
booted the grullo, and plunged on.
Before they could extricale even a
sadidle mount, pursuit would be fu-
tile. He had goaded them to reckless-
ness, anil he had won.

A
SR

“I'M STAYINI"

HEN HE REACHED the can-
yon, he waved Dobis aside, and
beckoned to Dexter. The burly cattle-
man was full of questions, but Hale
ignored them. He said, “Wad, name
a fair price for your herd. 1'll buy it
on the hoof.”
Dexter shook his head. “I like this
country. I'm staying.”
Hale could not shake him. There
was # lot of Dexter's contention to
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pected, and thus had dev
den love of New Mexico!

aped a sud-

Hale shrugged, and Dobic's ges-
ture and pointed look stilled him. He
walked away withiut another wornl.
When he reached the seg
Dobie eaid, *“Play him e
Wad's all right. Only, he's jest 1"11|4‘-|
up, fecling like o fool, account you
fust beat him, then saved his erit-
ters."

“You jughead,” flared Hale, *I
ain't got time to persuade him. Bluat
hig hide, he'll sell when them buyers
back there get onten the quicksands!"

Dobie cursed colorfully. “If 1
given to bushwhacking, I'd give
#ome of their own med

Hale shook his head, “(ml. no proof
of their intent. They can claim when
1 hollered at "em, someone got shaky
amd shol. We're in wrong on general
principles, around here, being froin
Texas."

Duobie said, “Son, yo're loo tived (o
think straight. Git some sleep, and
work on that pig-headed Wad tomor-
row,”

H'nle I’u?lwcd his wise counsel, But

he

do's ?-l'il".

the effect that a man would be crazy
to sell out a mixed herd which he
eotild nse as the start for stocking a
Neéw Mexico range, “Gosh, Allan,” he
persisted, “1 got money to back me,
from FPalo Pinto. I can di; here or
on some other range, and get next
year's business, aud the next, too. I
can run critters to Colorado from
here."

Hale had to guard his tongue. Dex-
ter was surly, and justifiably so,
from one point of view. He had Inat
to a kid. Thus Hale could not reveal
his veal reazon for wanting the herd.

From sheer spite, Dexter wonld re-
fuse to sell. Perhaps he already sus-

g dny's sales tallk was no
more uu.amfnl The only relief Hale
got was when the sun began setting,

Lrought the cattle in to be bedded
down repnrt any approaching party.

mended ope of the
cowpunchers, “1 seen o saddle tramp
lopin® along, thataway—"

Hale didn't care and did not listen
to the rest. One saddle tramp!

After supper, he again approach-
od Dexter. He said. “Wad, here’s my
note, signed and witnessed by Dabie.
Secured by my herd, and yourn if
vyou turn 'em over to me, I'm gam-
bling I can sell the quartermaster if
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got a corner on all the beef in this
k of the woods. Them's my cards,
d—and blast your hide, T know it

fluke, but I helped yuh get
critters back. You owe me suth-
in in consideration.”

ared Dexter, kick-
as he rose. “You

+ man helps an-
I'd sell to
E reason,”

fidgeted.
blurted out, “You made a
iten me. I kain't go back to
into, And face the laughs. Ain't

\ a5

my fault if you're busted and corner-
ed. Ain't my fault if you got to go
back to Joan poorer'n you was when
you tricked her into making us that
fool proposition!”

Hale had won the girl in Palo Pin-
to, and she would not back down.
Maybe Joan was a bit flight;
vain, but she was sound at hea
too proud to welch on a bet. But
Wad's stubbornness was bearing
strange fruit; it was reminding Hale
of something that had day by day
become dimmer and more distant;
reminding him he himself want-
ed to stay in New Mexico,

{Continued next month)
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Cleopatra

By THOMAS P. KELLEY

You won't wont to miss this
thriller by one of Conada’s

foremont authors of serie fiction.

Order Your
Copy Of

UNCANNY TALES

In Advance




SENSATIONAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER!

TROJAN
BINOCUL ARS

$2.5

FREPAID

Trojan Binocular Type Spert Glass.
threo-power magnification. tinished
in begutiful black japan. Covered
with black Morocco leatheretie.
Stands 33" high. opens to 4
Complete with solt leatherette case.

Such Power. Vision. Preclsion and Beauty never belore equalled except in
costly Binoculars. . . . Exciting to toke along for all occasicns. Football—
Prise Fights—Hi Racing—Wrestling—Theatre—Camping.

TROJAN JUNIOR SCOPE

Ideal for all sporis evenis of
for scouting or touring. It pro-
vides threo-power magnifica-
tion and the lenses are opti-
cally ground and polished.
Black enomel finish. Barrel
covered with grain leathersite.
Size 24" long when closed
pulls cut to 47, Diameter. 114",

weight 13 ouncos.
c
6 5 PREPAID

THE OPTICON OMPANY
of Perscnal. Industrial. Optical and Scientifi
All Prices Post Paid — No C.OD. Orders
Mailing Division, Ird Floor, 78 Wellington 5. West. Torento, Ont




A A TOUCH - A PUFE
&) AND YOU SMOKE !

Primitive man_rubbed sticks o make a fire. Grandfather
suruck flint. Today—when the people of* this continent
smoke over 150,000,000,000 cigarcties yearly—science
has developed the fameless cigarette lighter!

The Lekirolite saves you time and trouble. No more
fumbling in your pockets! Mo more scratching on your
trouser leg! No more embarrassed apologies: “Shuscks,
it isn't working again.” Mo more fooling with wheels
and Hints and wicks!

The Lektrolite “no flame™ cigarete highter is as stream-
lined as the airplane, as up-to-the-minute as your even.
ing paper, more economical at a time when speed and
economy are watchwords that govern our very lives!

LIGHTS IN

SL30 Postpaid

ANY WIND

A COMPLETE UNIT--- Actus Sine
NEVER MISSES !

Simply place the cigareme in the opening. touch it o
the platinum catalyst, and inhale . . Your cigarette is
lit and you're away] Just the thing for summer davs—
boating, driving, golfing, or those exhilarating hours in
the saddle. hts right in the teeth of the fercest gale.
No flame to cup your hands sbout—no odor of any
kind—no pd.;ﬂ- to wear out. You'll be proud and
happy to owi NO MATTER HOW PRICES ON
LIGHTERS 'FEYROCKrl' OUR PRICE WILL RE.
MAIN THE SAME AS LONG AS THE SUPPLY
LASTS—51.30 POSTPAID. S1.50 Postpaid

THE OPTICON COMPANY

No C.OD. Orders, Mease.
MAILING DIVISION
1st Floor, 78 Wellington Street West, Toronto, Ontario.
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