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16 THRILLING RANCH STORIES

heard cattle beatin’ through the willows and
splashing ’cross the creek. And then Shorty
seen you, Lance Arthur, plain as could be,
working the drag end of the herd along.”

“He did—in a pig’s eye!” Lance gave a
snort.

“Shorty knew this deal was awful snakish
like, so he turned into the brush and kept
hid ti]l the dogies was all clear of the
willows. Then he moved out and saw two
other men besides you, Lance.”

“Can he identify either of them?”

"Nope."

Lance snapped his fingers disgustedly.
“Ike, the contemptible little whelp's lying
when he says he recognized me. 1 wasn’t
there.”

“Your cattle are on I W range,” Tke Wat-
son countered. “It’s only fair to tell you
that I wouldn't believe Shorty when he re~
ported what he'd seen. I told him, ‘You're
talkin’ through your hat, or else you were
drunk and seein’ things.” Then I rode to Red-
horse on business, got home late last night
and this mornin’ I reckoned maybe I should
see if there was anything to what Shorty’d
said. Hang it! the dogies were there!”

“Steady!” said Lance. “Don’t get all
lathered up again, Ike. I'm sayin’ there’s
something badly haywire. But I mentioned
pie and coffee. Come in and we’ll make
medicine.”

“Huh?” growled the cowman, and his
lower jaw dropped as he caught sight of
Jackie. “Who's that gal?”

CHAPTER III
Roaring Guns

,,,,,,,,,,,,,

URING all of this stormy interlude,
Jackie had been as still and quiet as
if she were a piece of the furniture. Yet her
thoughts had been whirling. Instinctively
believing his side of the argument, she was
for Lance Arthur all the way. Moving
quickly to the open door, she looked at
Watson.
“Introduce me, Lance,” she said.
His quick glance at her was warm with
approval, ]
“Miss Jacqueline Hearndon; Ike Watson
of the I W outfit.”
Jackie smiled at the rugged cowman,

“How do you do, Mr. Watson? Won't you
have a piece of pie with us?” Surely this
should help to put the irate man in a more
reasonable humor.

But, after a short savage stare, Watson
grew angrier.

“Hearndon?” he repeated. “Hearndon!
That’s the name of that da-——darned sheep-
man. I learned in Redhorse yesterday 'bout
him movin’ in a big flock of woollies and
pitchin’ camp on Porcupine Creek. Are you
Hearndon’s daughter?”

Jackie was suddenly both confused and
angry. Moreover she saw that Lance was
feeling exactly the same way. It was he who
answered.

“What difference does it make, Ike? You
might be civil at least. Jackie, being neigh-
borly, got supper for me.”

Jackie found the penetrating and hostile
gaze of Ike Watson's black eyes most un-
comfortable.

“So Hearndon’s daughter got supper for
you, Lance? Right chummy—right chummy
—with the sheep outfit, you are. Reckon
that sort of explains it.”

“Explains what?” Lance demanded, his
neck and cheeks and even his forehead as
red as live coals. Jackie, however, knew
that she had turned white.

“Explains your low-down, dirty trick—
shovin’ your dogies onto my grass,” rumbled
Watson. “I couldn’t savvy why you’d do it,
Lance. But now I'm onto the tie-up between
you and the sheep outfit, T savvy plenty!
You whooped your cattle out of Porcupine
Hills so the blasted sheepman could have
that range.”

Bewildered, confused and tnoroughly
angry, Jackie wheeled and ran into the
farther room where she had left her hat and
gloves. Instead of helping Lance as she
had hoped, the mere fact of her being under
his roof had complicated his already touchy
problem tenfold. She must go away at once.

She was reaching for her hat when she
caught sight of two figures through the
north window. She paused and gave them
her full attention.

Two roughly dressed men, each with a
gun in hand, were moving stealthily from
the willows toward the west side of the
dwelling. The window was raised at the
bottom, which enabled Jackie to hear their
low voices.

“Sure we ain't to drop both of 'em, Hip
Shot?” one of the men asked.












20 THRILLING RANCH STORIES

turned as if finding comfort in his neighbor’s
interest. “It boils down to this: Some snakes
in the grass put my dogies on I W range.
Watson accused me, saying Shorty Doan saw
me doing it. You know old Ike’s stubborn,
‘one track mind. Nothing short of proof I'm
in the clear will convince him he’s wrong.
Henry, you know all our neighbors. What
possible motive could any one of them have
for putting over such a devilish trick?”

“Motive?” Henry Cole said, and evidently
pondered the question before he went on,
“Well, what have you figured out?”

Lance’s boots clattered on the floor as he
circled impatiently before replying.

“I don’t like to say this when I've taken

such a shine to Miss Jackie Hearndon,” he
said, his voice hoarse with strain, “but the
only man who really had a motive is Rad
‘Heardon. He’s got a couple of good herders.
Could be that the night before last he roped
them in to help him, rounded up Porcupine
Hills and shoved my cattle onto I W range.

“After he'd done this, Hearndon could
swear the range wasn’t being used when he
came, and he had every right to make use of
it.’7

Having already considered her father as
a suspect in this case, Jackie was not shocked
by what she had just heard. The strange
thing, she thought, was that both Tke Wat-
son and Lance had not instantly suspected
the sheepman.

“Heck, I'm overlooking a point,” Lance
resumed. “It’s probable Hearndon hired the
two gun throwers, and maybe they, not the
Mexican herders, helped round up my
cattle.”

“Could be,” agreed Cole.
prove it?”

Lance’s reply was astonishing to Jackie
and, she believed, to Henry Cole.

“I'm not sure I want to prove it. I'm think-
ing of Jackie!”

Jackie could not control the wild leap of
her pulses. Strange and yet thrilling that
this blond young cowman, who had met
her only this morning, should now be so
considerate of her that he’d bend back-
wards to avoid trouble with hey father. She
realized as always that her loyalty belonged
to Dad Hearndon, yet her heart went out to
Lance. She was—oh, so glad she had slipped
away from her father and had returned to
the Slash A, so she might help Lance out of
his great difficulty and clear up the grim
puzzle,

“But can you

“Yes?” Cole spoke the word as a question.

“You’re not much help, Henry,” Lance
snapped.

“I'm doing a lot of hard thinking,” Cole
said significantly. “What was back of the
gunmen’s attempt? Just what did they have
in mind?”

ANCE ARTHUR'S voice was thought-
ful when he answered. ’
“That play came so fast ke and I didn’t
take time to question Jackie. But she did say
she heard them assert they intended to kill
Ike Watson. That don’t make sense to me
with Ike fighting me tooth and nail. I sus-
pect they intended to get me, too. With me
dead, my outfit would be tied up in a legal
tangle and nobody’d fight Hearndon for my
Porcupine Hills range.”

“Lance, didn’t you and Ike get together
after that attempt on his life?” Cole asked.

Jackie, having believed that the twe cow-
men, hunting a common enemy, would surely
bury the hatchet, was all ears. She heard
Lance draw a deep breath and expel it with
a gusty sound.

“That barbed-wire old warhorse jumps to
the craziest conclusions,” he said, “Still may-
be they’re not so goofy when you look at it
from his angle. He believed Shorty Doan’s
big lie and Jackie passed on to him the
names of the two gunmen—Hip Shot and
Toothy. Toothy is what the dumb-bell
who'd been working for me is called. Ike
finally remembered that and jumped to
another of his astounding conclusions. He
and I churned around in the willows, accom-
plishing nothing, till dark stopped us. Then
Tke said, ‘Toothy is still workin’ for you,
Lance, and you hired the other gunhawk.
He also declared they’d helped me with the
cattle and that I'd ordered them to dry-
gulch him.

“To me that's the craziest thing yet,” Lance
continued, “But I couldn’t talk Ike out of
the notion. He said his punchers would
shove my dogies back where they belonged,
first thing tomorrow morning, and that if I
crossed him up again, he’'d sure kill me. He
rode toward the I W, mad as a trapped wolf.”

“And just as unreasonable,” said Cole, a
triumphant ring in his voice. “Well Lance,”
he went on, “it seems to me the only way
you can possibly avoid more trouble with
Tke Watson and a red hot range war with
Rad Hearndon is to sell out and get clear of
the whole mess.”
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HARD TO HANDLE 31

afterwards. Be sure to cover your trail
Our necks depend on you, Kid. Understand?”

The youth swelled with importance.

“I savvy. Just leave it to me, Duke.”

“That's what I'm doin’,” growled Duke.
“An’ I don't want no slip. Now get goin’ an’
take a fast horse.”

The messenger turned and swaggered from
the room.

“Better lock the girl in the storeroom,”
Duke told Weasel, jerking his head toward
the lean-to at the rear of the house.

Wease! herded Kitty into the storeroom
and locked the door. The place was dingy
and smelly.

As Kitty's eyes became accustomed to the
gloom, she saw an old saddle across a bench,
several pairs of well-worn boots, a barrel
half-filled with flour, and above it a row of
shelves containing a sack of coffee, a gallon
bucket of molasses, a gallon bucket of lard,
a side of bacon and several cans of tomatoes.

In one end of the room was a dirty bunk,
with a small square hole of a window above
it. There was no other opening.

ITTY sat down on the bunk, anger

burning in her veins. The coyotes!
They couldn’t get away with this. They
couldn’t!

Todd had once said she was hard to
handle. What would he think if he saw
her sitting here like a bogged yearling?
Again her eyes sought the square hole.
She was small, but nobody could squeeze
through that unless—

Her eyes snapped back to the shelf, and
in them was a desperate light.

The sun dropped behind the mountain
and darkness fell over the rustler hideout.
In the next room Kitty could hear men talk-
ing, The ugly cook unlocked the door, came
in, and took supplies from the shelf. He
went out, locking the door again. Soon Kitty
could smell cofiee and bacon cooking. Later
she peeped through a crack and, saw Duke
and Weasel seated with other big ruffians at
the table. Slats was probably on guard.

But there had been six rumpled bunks.
Then she saw the small, round-shouldered
cook hunkered down in front of the fire,
broiling bacon on a long stick.

She got up and began to undress, taking
off everything but her boots. She made her
clothes into a tight bundle and dropped them
through the window. A blanket off the bunk
was tossed after them. Then she took the

lard from the shelf and began to smear her
body.

When she was greased from shoulders
to knees, she poked her head out the win-
dow and looked all around. The moon
winked mischievously from the mountain
rim, but nobody else was looking. Satisfied,
Kitty began to wriggle through the window.

She was through to her hips when the
lock on the storeroom door rattled. She
froze in terror, then wrenched herself back
into her prison.

“Stay out of here!” she cried ferociously
through the panel. “Can’t a lady have any
privacy? I'm in bed.”

She recognized the voice of the man out-
side the door as Duke’s.

“Don’t you want some supper?” he asked.

“Don’t want anything! Just leave me
alone!”

With a quiver of relief, Kitty heard him
move away. Again, she attacked the small
window. Again, she stuck for an agonizing
moment. Then, with a mighty twist, she slid
through, landing in a crumpled but silent
heap on the blanket.

She snatched it up, wrapped it around
her and edged around the cabin, holding
her clothes in her arms. From the house
she darted to the shadow of a tree, then
from bush to bush until she was some dis-
tance away.

In the deep shadows of a clump of brush,
she dressed quickly, wishing she dare try
for a horse. But that would be tempting her
luck too far. If she could get past the
guard in the pass, they likely would not
miss her till morning.

By then, she would be well on her way
to the ranch. Perhaps she might even meet
her father and the punchers, if they were
following her. She crept up the incline,
keeping to the shadows,, wondering how
she would ever elude the guard in the pass.
Half-bent and walking as light as an Indian,
she rounded a clump of chaparral and
nearly bumped into a man,

He whirled, his gun covering her.

“Don’t make a sound,” he whispered, “if
you want to live.”

“Todd!”

The word was a glad whisper as she threw
herself forward. For a moment he held her
tight against his chest, with her heart pound-
ing and beating. Then memory stirred in
Todd.

“Kitty!” came his choked whisper. “What
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tired, friendly face, pulled a chair up to the
desk.

“I was told Miss Eve and one of your men
were held up on the trail.”

HE rancher laughed. “So you show up

_now, when the road-agent’s had time
to reach Mexico! And you don’t even men-
tion the wholesale rustling going on right
under your nose. Locked W cattle have been
stolen, in big lots. By one outlaw or gang
of outlaws. Every job’s the same-—showing
the same person plans ’em all. I've got so
many waddies I feel as if I'm keeping an
army but the thieves always know which
section has the fewest men on it. That’s the
one they raid. Then, as soon as I pull riders
off a range that’s quiet, the cattle there is
run off. So I'm hiring more hands—eal
gun-sharps. Those deputies of your’s couldn’t
catch a sick gopher. They're all four-flush-
ers.” He cursed fluently, remembered Eve,
broke off in the middle of a word and
snapped: “Eve, you shouldn’t sit there and
listen to such language. Belter leave.”

She grinned at him and went out, hurrying
across the entrance hall to the front door.
At the corrals she found Jim Larkin waiting.

“I'm going to town,” she told him. “That
means you're nursemaid again.”

He nodded unsmilingly and brought their
ponies, but as he finished saddling, his glance
shot toward her. “I saw Sinclair, that card-
shark, here last night.”

She peered into his unreadable eyes. “Yes.
He's an old friend of Mrs. Redman’s.”

CHAPTER IV
Dark Suspicions

@ IM LARKIN did not speak again until
they were entering Denver City.
“Where to, ma'am?” he asked.
She hesitated, then remembered a boot-
maker a block beyond the Denver House.

“I need some riding boots, and I'm going
to try that new place,” she said.

The jumble of carts, wagons and ox-teams
crawling up Sixteenth kept their ponies at
a walk, and when they reached the lot beside
the Denver House, it was empty.

Eve drew in and let her glance stray
toward the hotel with its wide steps leading

to the main door. Going up the steps was a
slight dark girl who moved with gay assur-
ance. May Carroll!

Wearing the riding clothes Eve had given
her, she brushed unconcernedly past the
crowding, staring men.

“What is it?” Larkin asked.

“You didn’t tell me Miss Carroll had left
the ranch.”

“She said she wasn’t going off the home
spread. Just wanted to ride across range a
few miles.”

“Wait for me,” Eve said, turning her pony.
“I'm going to stop at the hotel.”

“Oh, no. If you go into that madhouse,
I go with you.”

Jim Larkin had tied the ponies and was at
her side by the time she reached the en-
irance.

The long front room or lobby contained
card tables, roulette wheels and a bar at
which three rows of customers waited. The
rear of the lobby ran into the dining room
and the noise of voices, dishes, and lusty
music was deafening.

With Larkin opening the way, Eve moved
through the jam until she saw May Carroll
at a corner table in the dining room. With
her was Luke Sinclair. May Carroll was
talking steadily, almost anxiously, as if ex-
plaining, and Sinclair’s gaze never wavered
from her face.

Eve grinned, ruefully. Well, why not? She
was very pretty and there was no rule
against a man telling more than one girl that
she was “beautiful.” Nor against making
love to more than one.

Turning her back on Luke Sinclair and
May Carroll, Eve stared at the squirming
throng in the front lobby.

“I want to try the roulette wheel,” she
told Larkin,

He nodded and once more went ahead.
The customers hastily made room for her
and, as she opened her purse, half a dozen
gold dust pokes dropped onio the table.

“Use this, lady—no sense wasting your
own.”

“Please, ma’am. I'd like to watch a woman
spend my money.”

Larkin, at her side, kept a hand on his
gun and elbowed away the more daring men.
Eve placed a pile of chips on the nearest
number and lost. She pushed another stack
into the same place and won. She let it ride
and when the wheel stopped again the crou-
pier shoved out six stacks of blue chips.
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“I've a right to an answer,” Luke went on.

“Have you?” Her voice was taut and thin.
“Then here it is. You're a—wandering gam-
bler who can’t ever mean very much to me,
Neither could I mean a great deal to you
and—" her words slowed as she thought of
May Carroll—“I'm probably just another
girl in another wide-open town.”

His arms dropped and he freed her. Some-
thing in the swift gesture struck at her
senses and she got up, words she did not
want to say pouring from her lips. “Maybe
you're even worse than a gambler! The first
day I met you Jim Larkin and I were held
up on the way home. The holdup man was
wearing boots just like yours—of Spanish
leather with an ace of hearts on each instep.”

Still he did not speak and she suddenly
grew uneasy.

“The fight’s stopped,” she said. “There’s
not a sound from the lobby or dining room.”

“Yeah. We can leave. But first tell me
more about those boots on the road-agent.
Sure they were exactly like mine?”

“Yes. Of course, if they’re readymade, a
lot of people may have bought them.”

“No. They're made to order. The ace of
hearts design was my own idea.”

gHE waited, her breath crowding back
N into her throat.

“Seems as if we can go oul now,” he said
after a pause. “I'll try it first.”

The bolt scraped as he opened the door.
The dining room was littered with smashed
tables, broken dishes and wrecked mirrors.

Standing in the entrance, his face calm,
was Jim Larkin. “When I was looking for
you during the fight, I heard you talking in
that storeroom,” Larkin said to Eve. “So 1
waited here.”

“Thanks,” Sinclair answered. His glance
caught Eve’s. “Afternoon, ma’am. It was
nice to have a talk—even in the dark.”

But his face was still and unreadable. He
was once more a stranger.

* * * * *

As the brilliance of sunset began to fade,
Eve walked restlessly through the house and
out to the porch where May Carroll looked
up from her book.

“Your father’s late,” she said to Eve.
“When he left this morning he promised to
be back early. Driving that cattle from the
Red Hill 10 the High Tree range shouldn’t
take long, should it? He said High Tree
was only about five miles east.”

Eve was silent.

“Why should he bother doing a thing like
that?” May Carroll went on. “If the cattle’s
going to be stolen—why, it'll be stolen any-
where.”

“Maybe not. The herd was on Red Hill
which is directly on the route taken by all the
miners and prospectors. Dad. hasn’t been
able to hire enough men to guard that entire
district. And on High Tree, the stock will
not only be out of the way of prospectors
but harder for cattle thieves to reach.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” May Carroll
murmured. “This country must be filled with
outlaws, It makes me wonder about every
new person I meet. After Luke Sinclair was
here I couldn’t get him out of my mind.
There was something—almost dangerous
about him—"

She broke off, sharply, and Eve turned
toward the gate. Hoofs were thudding slowly
toward them. The hoofs of several ponies
moving at a walk. A Locked W waddie
entered the yard, leading a laden horse
flanked by two other riders whose guns
were in their hands.

'I:he led pony was carrying an unconscious
man!

Eve sprang to the ground.

“What is it?” she called out. “What’s hap-
pened?”

The first rider gestured grimly. “Your
Dad’s been shot. Rustlers jumped us as soon
as we got the stock onto High Tree range.
Must've had the whole thing planned and
known everything we were doing.”

“Never mind that! Is Dad—is he—badly
hurt?”

“I don’t know. One of the boys has gone
for the doctor. Let’s get him into the house.”

She stumbled ahead of them.

“Call Mrs. Redman,” she said to May Car-
roll. “Bring water and towels.”

Stripping open the bed, Eve watched the

"men place Bill Wilding on it.

“Be sure someone’s gone for Dr. Small,”
she told them. “Send another rider so there
won't be any mistake.”

They tiptoed out and she began to cut
away her father’s blood-soaked shirt. The
wound was in his side, below the ribs, and
she gasped at the sight of it.

“Ill take care of him.” Nellie Redman
had come in and was standing beside the
bed. “Know more about bullet wounds than
you do. I've had plenty of experience. Go
out and take—her with you.” The house-
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EON hugged Ada up to him as they
passed Jinny. He smiled down at her
tenderly.

“I’ll build you the finesi home in the valley
when I get back from the drive, Ada,” Jinny
distinctly heard him say.

“I'll be waiting,” Ada fairly cooed, “and
T'll be planning the wedding.”

Jinny closed her eyes. The room swam
around her, a medley of colors. When she
looked again Leon and Ada had walized
out of her sight. . ..

Tycoon Abbot’s party stayed on two weeks
longer at the ranch of Mescal's leading citi-
zen, some miles out of town. Jinny knew
that Tycoon was generously helping the peo-
ple of Cactus Valley to establish their first
court of law in Mescal. He had organized a
special election in which they elected a judge,
and shortly after that he had sent for a
lawyer. )

When he mentioned Cap Colter she recalled
Sheriff Nary’s warning to Leon Clark the
night of the dance. She asked Tycoon Abbot
who Cap Colter was.

“A  typical frontiersman,” Tycoon ex-
plained. “He’s had a hand in everything in
this country. Mining. Gambling, Ranch-
ing.” He chuckled. “Perhaps a bit of rustling
in his time. That's the way most of the big
men out here got their start. It's a cut-
throat game in a raw new country like this.”

“Colter’s probably done no worse than
you and your friends on some of your stock
market deals, Father,” remarked Liz, look-
ing up from her packing. “If you ask me,
I'd say you were both pirates under your
skin and heaven help anyone who had what
you wanted—be it mining claim, a ranch, or
a block of stock.”

Tycoon laughed mightily as though his
daughter had paid him a compliment.

Jinny's red lips drooped as she gazed long-
ingly out the window. No need for her to
ask about Leon Clark. For she already knew
that he had set out on his scheduled cattle
drive the morning after the dance. Also that
Ada Nary proudly had displayed an engage-
ment ring befove the dance was over that
evening,

“The desert air has been so good for your
hay fever, Aunt Liz, don’t you think we’d
better stay out here longer?” Jinny asked
hopefully. “Maybe all summer?”

“No, darling,” Liz replied. “We'll go home
with Father. Though I'm certainly glad we
made the trip.” She smiled archly at Jinny.

“Besides, my precious nephew is probably

counting the days till you get back home.”
With a twinge of guilt Jinny thought of

Doug Abbot—big and fair and handsome.

-And always adoring her. Doug was Tycoon

Abbot’s grandson and Aunt Liz's nephew,
and their friends accepted it as a matter of
course that some day Jinny would agree to
marry Doug. . ..

All predictions proved correct, for when
Jinny Pennington returned te Mescal three
months later it was with Aunt Liz and Doug
Abbot, and Doug’s huge solitaire blazed on
her engagement finger.

The stage swung up the dusty street just
past noon and stopped with a flourish. The

river opened the door.

“You folks can get lunch at the Diamond
Palace across the street,” he announced.

“The Diamond Palace!” Jinny cried de-
lightedly. “Oh, Aunt Liz, we're here again!
Doug, you're sure to love it. too.”

Her eyes were starry with excitement as
she glanced around at the sleepy, dreary lit-
tle town, drowsing under the hot summer
sunshine, She ignored Doug’s disgusted com-
ments as they plodded through ankle-deep
dust. Nothing, absolutely nothing, could take
away that wonderful, blessed feeling of
homecoming.

They pushed opven the batwing doors of
the saloon and stood blinking in the semi-
gloom,

“I see Sam Bacon brung the stage in on
time,” remarked the bartender. He raised
his voice. “Tables over yonder in the corner,
folks. Just make yourselves to home and
we’ll rustle up some grub.”

Some of the eager excitement died out of
Jinny’s eyes as she noted the thickly lined
bar. She had forgoiten that. Well, maybe,
she thought resolutely, since they were so
near their journey’s end Doug wouldn’t just
this once spend every minute of their stop-
over drinking. Maybe he would let her show
him some of the real beauty of the West for
which she had hungered.

“I do hope,” Aunt Liz remarked, majesti-
cally ignoring the curious stares from the
customers who'd turned to regard them, “that
we can have something to eat besides that
eternal chill.”

Doug smiled unpleasantly.
fortify ourselves with a drink.”

“Please, Doug,” Jinny pleaded, “don’t start
that.”

Doug’s heavy, fair face iooked sulky.

“We'd better






























Kit Larrimore knew just the kind of
man she wanted — or thought so!

Kit went up to Tapley
and introduced herself

A Lady Clhanges
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Profusely illustrated our new course shows you In simple, easy to
understand language plus drawings and photographs, how to make
each repair on refrigerators, vacuum cleaners, washing machines,
motors, fons, irons, eto., etc. Explains and gives you a working
lnowlcdke of electricity, welding, nicke! plating, etc. Bhows you
how to bulld the power tools you need and how to solicit and keep
pusiners coming to you, Not s theory course but an honest to
goodness practical course written by and used by repairmen the

that the savings onm your
lt Act now! Send taday for
Central Avs., Dept,

country over, Price of course h lo low
own household sppliances will p

FREE literature. Christy 8upnly Co.. 2835 N.
D-1704, Chicago 34, 1llinois,

v STOPTOBACCO?

Banish the craving for tobacco as
thousandg have with Tobacco
Redeemer ‘Write for free booklet

unf of inyurious effect of tobacco
and of atreatment whichhasreliev-
ed many men, C

Use only as direoted. FREE
30 Years In Business BOOK
THE NEWELL COMPANY

153 Clayton, Sta., St. Louls 5, Mo.

BE A DETECTIVE

WORK HOME or TRAVEL. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to
GEO. R. H, WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y.

STAMMER?

This new 128-page book, “Stammering,
Its Cause and Correction,” describes the
Bogue Unit Method for scientific
correction of stammering and KIMITN
stuttering — successful for 46 FRE
! years. Free-—wo oblioation, £
Benjomin N. Bogue, Dept. 4269, Circle 00K
Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

Two FREE BOOKS tell you steps you must
take, how we work with you, give other valu-
able information. Get books and valuable

“Evidence of Invention” form today. Write
Victor J. Evans & Co 107-J Merlin Building,
Washmzton 6, D

'ENlARGEMENT
oF your Favorite Phoro
FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

Just to get scquainted we will make s beantd-
ful § x 7 eniargement of sny picture or nega~
tive, Be sure to include color of bair, eyes and
elothing and get cur bargain ofler for baving
your enlargement beaut)fully band rolored in
ofl and mounted in your cheice ©f bandsome
frames. Please snclose 10c and your original
pleture or negative will be returned with the
freo 8 x 7 enlargement postpald. Act now! Limit 2 to a customer.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Dept, 999, Hollywood, Calif.

Have been a reader of THRILLING RANCH
STORIES for some time and really enjoy it. I
am 5 feet 4 inches tall, weigh 150 lbs, and have
gray eyes and dark hair. My hobbies are dancing
and movies. I promise to answer all letters that
come my way,

Marie Hamilton.
203 Maple Avenue, Carrollton, Ill.

I am 17 years old, 5 feet 3% inches tall, and
weigh 114 1bs. I have dark blond hair with a
red tint and blue eyes. I have lots of sports,
liking hunting, skating and dancing best. My
hobby is writing letters so I hope I'll get a lot
and T'll try to answer all. I live on a large farm
so I'm kept quite busy.

Evelyn Elaine Schulz.
R. R. 1, Box 42, Woodworth. N. Dak.

Hi, cowboy, slap some of that sour dough in
your old dutch oven. I like hot cakes with my
beans, too. Nothing like our old dish—cowboy
strawberries. I was born and raised on the Rio
Grande down in the Big Bend country west of
the Pecos. Just another stray locking for better
grass. Would like some pen pals and promise to
try and answer any and all letters I receive at
once. Am a sod widower, 6 feet tall, weigh 182
Ibs. Have blue eyes, between blond and light
brown hair. Don’t know my exact age. hetween
40 and 42 or 43 years. Age limit 150 years for
pals. My hobbies are registered and pedigreed
hounds, hunting coon, bob cat and lions. Like
good shows, dancing and needless to say good
horses. Just a lonely cowpoke in a city in need
of some good loyal pals so everybody who can—

write.
W. T. Hardy.
701 East Santa Clara St., San Jose 12, California.

1 am 33 years old, 5 feet 2 inches tall, brown
hair and blue eyes, weigh 125 Ibs. My favorite
hobbies are view cards, stamps and hankies. As
for sports, hunting and fishing and enjoy base-
ball games.

Vee Skinner.
e¢/o R. C. Merrix, Hinton, West Virginia.

I am sixteen years old, have brown hair and
green eyes. My hobbies are reading, writing let-
ters, skating and also going to basketball games.
Will answer all letters received.

Ann Niemi.
Rt. 1, Box 115, Brantwood, Wisconsin.

I am 29 years old, 5 feet 8 inches tall, have
brown hair and green eyes, and weigh 160 Ibs.
Have recently been discharged from the Army
and served 3% years overseas.

Joseph E. Collen
Box 347, Soledad, California.

I am 27 years old. My favorite hobbies are
dancing, diving, fencing, psychology, writing
short stories and music. Will answer all letters
and swap snapshots.

John H. Jesse.

2169 N. Argyle Awve., Hollywood 28, California.

I am 18 years old, have brown hair and brown
eyes. I love to write and receive letters. My
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Kills the fleos
QUICKLY!
Keeps others off
for days!

Still 25¢ and 50¢
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“Fun_gnd_Sel{-Anglysis Thru Handwriting”
B

By_Zusgq Bond. Wil el
you how to do it

Accurate!

i @ lLoads of Fun!
For Parties, Large or Small!!
Loads of valuable information about
yourself and your triends. NOTY X FAD but
an AUTHENTIC GUIDE based on thirty years of
research. i§m vour copy NOW. By Mail postpaid S0 CENTS.
BOND FEATURES, DEPT. B, P.O. BOX 149, NEWARK 2 N. L

way.







TRAINING-SECRET lNVlCTlﬂA‘l’lONS—FINGER PRINTS
Easy Method —8hort ‘t'i Hom el — Secret Code-Booklet
FREE — WRI"“TE IN'YSERNATIONAL DETECTIVE SYS;EM. 1701-T
on ., .
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