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RIDIN’ LUCK 9

that you'd sink to yore knees in solid
rock.”

The older man's mild eyes were fixed
on a point ahead, where the base of a
moving dust cloud had resolved into a
tiny knot of moving objects which were
undoubtedly mounted men. A glance at
Buck told him that the youth had not
yet noted the approaching riders. With
deliberation, he fumbled in a hip pocket,
produced a black plug of tobacco and
tore off a generous chew, so that his
leathery cheek bulged. )

“T was just about to get to the sub-
ject of hosses, Bub,” he said softly, with
a mirthless grin. “Before you get goin’
on this said career of crime you shorely
got to acquire a better critter than that
there paint.”

“Now listen,” said Buck, bristling,
“this here Baldy hoss is the best li'le ol’
cow nony in seven States——"

“Sure, sure,” the other soothed. “As
a cow pony I'll gamble he’s ace high.
But to travel the hard trail you’re aimin’
to undertake, you got to have a hoss
with heart an’ speed. Now, that there
paint’s undoubtedly got the heart, but
he’s too short-barreled an’ chunky for
the speed you got to have. You got
to outrun posses, you understand, an’
get quickly from here to yonder. For
maybe five seconds in a month yore gun
will be the thing you got to depend on.
But durin’ every minute of the time be-
tween i1t’ll have to be yore hoss.”

“What you drivin’ at?” demanded the
youth suspiciously. “You strivin’ to do
yore noble duty by throwin’ more cold
water on my plans?”’

“No,” said the other. “But since
you’re bound an’ determined to burn
yore bridges, I aim to help you along.
I've been observin’ that paint whilst we
been conversin’. It’s plain he’s an easy-
ridin’ critter, smooth-actin’ an’ gentle.
Now, this black T got don’t suit me a-
tall. Too fiery an’ energetic for my
tastes. Plumb paralyzes my arm beforc
the day’s over holdin’ him back.” He

patted the animal’s arching neck as
though in mute apology. “I'll trade
you, Bub, even up.”

Buck stared in guarded amazement,
and with seeming carelessness appraised
anew the magnificent black.

“You're jokin’, mister,” he challenged.
“If I'm any judge that critter’s
blooded.”

The older man shook his head. “He’s
just a catch colt. Maybe he’s blooded.
I dunno. An’T ain’t jokin’. The plain
truth of it is, he’s too good a hoss for
me. That paint is more my style. Un-
der ordinary circumstances, you savvy,
I'd shorely have to have plenty boot.
But I kind of cotton to you, Bub. I
don’t hold with yore ideas, but since
you're on yore way I'll help you along
by startin’ you off on a critter that can
make the best of ’em eat dust. Kill
two birds with one stone, in a manner
of speaking.” He eyed the youth in-
tently. “You don’t have to, of course.
Just an idea that done occurred to me.”

“It’s a trade,” said Buck, with ex-
ultance, masking his amazement at the
realization that the proposal had been
made in all seriousness. ‘‘It hurts to
admit it, but I'm robbin’ you blind, mis-
ter. When it comes to cow ponies, this
here paint’s at the head of the list, but
that black’s a hoss.”

“It’s a trade.” The other sealed the
bargain. “Let’s ease into the clump of
junipers yonder an’ switch saddles.”

Because he was elated at the swift
termination of a bargain so obviously
in his favor, the suggestion that they
should deviate from the trail to effect
an exchange of saddles did not at the
moment strike Buck as unusual. They
turned aside into the small grove of
junipers indicated, and his companion
swung to the ground.

Whatever doubt the youth had enter-
tained concerning the sincerity of the
other’s bargain was dispelled by the
quickness with which he loosened the
girths and swung the saddle aloft. Buck,



























18 . WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

this was no notorious outlaw whose re-
sourcefulness and ironlike qualities had
cnabled him successfully to elude the
skilled man-hunters of a hard region. no
fire-spitting monster habitually engaged
in the business of blazing a ruthless
trail. hut merely a lowly cowboyv whom
hostile circumstances had  hurled  far
from home and here had paused to rest.

As the sheriff of Saline County stared
down, cves hulging, the grin frozen on
his Jace, the cleeping one muttered
drowsily like one wrestling with disor-
dered dreams.

“Jehoshaphat ! breathed the hulky
official. - His pointing finger quivered.
“This ain’t the Snake!”

The others stared back in the stupe-
fied amazement of men whose minds
refuse to grasp a statement contrary to
an already aceepted certainty.,  They
peered at cach other, and shook their
heads.

“This rosy-cheeked hozo ain’t the
Snake.”  The bulky one insisted harshly,
prodding the sleeper with his toec.
“What yvou hombres tryin’ to pull. anv-

way? If it's a joke, let’s all laugh to-
gether. Don't tell me you been hurnin’

up the dust roundin’ up this stall-fed
vearlin’!”

The prisoner roused at this point, and
with a convulsive effort reared to a sit-
ting position. He raised both manacled
fists and rubbed his eyes. He exhibited
no surprise at the fact that again an
intent circle hemmed him in. His mel-
ancholy glance roved about the group
and his shoulders hunched apathetically.
Jut as he became aware of the trend
of the wrathful discourse, hope dawned
in his jaundiced eye.

“Mister,” questioned the deputy in a
hoarse voice, “if he ain’t the Snake, who
in blazes is he?”

“How should I know ?” demanded the
Saline official.  “T got no brand on ’im.
The polecat we want is older than this
lad. Kind of a mournful-lookin’ critter
who would shoot out yore eyeteeth,

weepin’ as he done so. Te's ridin’ a
black hoss you .could pick amongst a
thousand. A thoroughbred huilt like a
blasted greyhound. How the Sam Hill
did vou get snarled up this a way?”

“If this maverick ain’'t mournful-
lookin’, T ain't entitled to credit.” chal-
lenged the deputy.  “An’ if his hoss
don’t Aill the Hill 111 cat the eritter, hide
an’ all.”

“Where's the hoss*"

“Grazin' out yonder,” said the deputy.
He turned to point, arm extended : but
as he turned himself about, studying
cach of the hohbled horses on the slope,
his arm lowered slowly.  The black was
nowhere in sieht.

While the bulky sheritf leered sar-
donically, the group spread apart, mov-
ing forward to gain an unobstructed
view, Thus. simultaneously. cach lhe-
came aware of an astounding fact. The
black was gone: hut in its place, like-
wise hobbled and grazing contentedly
among its fellows, was a sturdy paint
pony.

From their prisoner came a jovful
cry.

“There’s myv paint.” he exulted.
“Whoop-c-e!  Good ol’ Baldy.” He
emitted a shrill, quavering whistle, and
the distant paint, flinging up its head,
nickered in reply.

“What’s it all about?” demanded the
Saline sheriff, with the patience of one
dealing with subnormal intellects. “You
claim you got the Snake, an’ he turns
out to be this fuzz-faced citizen. You
claim you got the Snake’s hoss, an’ thar's
that pot-bellied paint. Take yore time
now, gents. and if you got amongst
you some feller who can stand up un-
der the white man's burden, let’s have
the low-down on this deal.”

“Hank,” the Pine County sheriff in-
structed his deputy, his black eyes snap-
ping, “tell this Saline peace officer,
who'’s spent-a year tryin’ to round up
this pet bullsnake of his, how come we
lost out the only time we had a chance
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“T guess that heat was mine; she
didn't do as good as I did, accordin’,”
Thames claimed.

“It surc is that a way,” Bull Terk de-

cided. “She didn’t break as many tar-
gets as yo' did, hut she certainly did
what she could, while she was in shape
t’ shoot.”

Old Tirisette was looking at the broken
rein. He now said:

“Tunny, how that leather’s all spongy
and soft right whe'e it broke and no
whe'e else, folks. It looks like it was
burned or rotted some way.”

He offered it for inspection and the
men wagged their heads over it with the
wide wisdom of experience in such mat-
ters. They knew leather and all that
pertained to saddlery, and spoke their
minds.

Thames had gone back to sit beside
his table, where the guns and other
things were. Griston came with the
glum-faced gun artist, and as they sat
down a hit apart from all others, he
whispered again:

“Sure looks like acid burn on that
leather, Thames.” And now the close-
set eyes were eagerly on Thames’ face.

“Nothing like it. They use any old
stuff over on Cow Thief t’ fix up saddles
and harness. Old Brisette likely gave
the girl a piece of used leather for bridle
reins and she pulled hard on them once
too often.”

“If the Cow Thief crowd are as bad
as yo've hinted, they’re men that would
be apt t' take pretty good care that all
their hoss gear was in fine shape.” This
with a leering insistence that irritated
Thames.

“Forget it, Griston.”

“She might’ve got killed or hurt bad
takin’ that fall.”

“Yes, but who'd care? Those Cow
Thiefers are a liability on this whole
region, anvway. ‘Now, let this drop,
Griston, or " and he scowled darkly.

“I pucss yo're right about that last,
Thames,” said Griston with a hasty

acquiescence that proved how Thames
dominated him.

Thames' hand was fumbling over the
ground at his side, right where he had
fingered it when he had sat down there
first, after looking over the gray. Gris-
ton seemed to gather courage for an-
cther shot:

“A touch of acid, like that fellow used
truing up those engraving marks on
your guns, when he put your brand onto
them, would've ate a strip of leather
like that so it would be spongy.”

Thames’ hand came away f{rom the
ecarth as if something had stung him.

“Shet—up! Great snakes, 1 thought
a tarantula nipped me! No more of
that kind of hints, Griston.”

“Heel fly, most likely. She's abut
ready; they've slipped a new set of
bridle reins on her hoss,” Griston re-
marked. and Thames got up to watch
Lucy ride down the field. As he did so,
he trod heavily on the spot where his
fingers had clawed the ground, pressing
it down firmly again. Griston noted
this, and repressed a faint grin.

Down the field the Cow Thief helpers
signaled that all was ready. I.ucy took
the reloaded six-guns handed to her by
Claus Winston, holstered them care-
fully, making sure thev were not either
stuck or too loose. Then she took her
feet from the stirrups, worked them into
the extra foot loops close to the saddle,
flashed erect, Cossack style, called on
the horse, and started down the field
toward the stakes, followed by a roar of
admiration from the crowd.

Thames watched her go with a mal-
evolent leer on his dark fcatures. He
had seemed to take his honors as a fancy
shooter lightly, competing with an easy
grace that passed for cool nerve. This
had come from the feeling that no onc
could challenge his supremacy with the
rifle and, except for Claus Winston, at
straight shooting. Claus had no superior
with the six. At fancy shooting, Thames
was known to rank even Claus.
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a day, but Jules was thinking it not un-
likely that Larry Donovan would soon
he able to count his wealth in six figures.
But he said nothing, knowing that Larry
had shown him the nuggets in confi-
dence.

There came the sound of heavy boots
thudding rapidly down the plank walk,
and a moment later Larry Donovan,
wearing  the  world’s  fastest shave,
hulked largely in the doorway of the
store.  \White flecks of drying soap in
the rim of one car made it evident that
he had used the borrowed razor with
much haste. A much less shrewd man
than Jules Le Blane would have been
able to add up this particularly simple
two-and-two.

“What a jolt the lad is going to
have.” thought Jules, “when he hears
she 1s sister to the man to whom he
zave a bheating !

Larry Donovan got his jolt quickly.

“This is Mr. Donovan, mam’selle,”
said Jules.

The girl gave larry an appraising
look which ended in a smile.

“I understand, Mr. Donovan, that
vou are the one man who can help me.
I am trying to rcach my brother ?

Before she could finish, Larry
guessed her identity, and momentarily
such a panic-stricken look came into his
face that she could not miss seeing it.
A gasp of alarm escaped her.

“Is—is there somethin> wrong?’ she
stammercd. her voice dropping to an
anxious whisper. *Is there something
[ haven't been told?”

Larry Donovan recovered
quickly.

“Hamlin’s vour brother, isn't he? I
sort of guessed that somehow. No,
nothing wrong, Miss Hamlin, and your
brother's all right. I saw him Tues-
day.”

“You looked so startled that I was
afraid Please do not try to deceive
me out of kindness; that would be un-
fair.”

himself

“Reckon I was just surprised,” said
Larry Donovan, soothing her apprehen-
sion.

“I must reach Paul immediately,” the
girl went on firmly, “and I am told
there are no guides to he had—unless
[ can persuade you to take me along
with you. T expect, of course, to pay
generously for the inconvenicnce and
the delay.”

“It’s a long trip, Miss Hamlin, and «
hard one,” Donovan warned her.

*T think you will find me equal to it,”
she answered with spirit. “And [ prom-
isc not to complain. It is very impor-
tant, Mr. Donovan—uvital; please do not
refuse me.”

“We don’t refuse requests like yours
up in this country,” lLarry told her;
“nor do we take pay for doing a favor
{or the sister of a—uwell, a neighbor.”

The girl offered him a slim, strong
hand and gave with it a smile of grati-
tude that made Larry Donovan’s heart
hound and then sink heavily.

“I don’t know how to thank you, Mr.
Donovan, and so I won’t try.”

larry stepped to the doorway and
pointed up the hill.

“You'll want your dinner before we
start,” he said. “The second cabin,
Miss Hamlin, is where Pierre Deru’s
widow cooks the best food anywhere
north of Seattle. While you're eating
['ll get my supplies together and down
on the dock.”

He watched her for a moment as she
went swiftly up the hill, and then turned
to catch old Jules smiling.

“That’s right—grin!” he muttered
dolefully. ‘““A great joke on me, isn't
it? The only girl I've ever wanted to
make a hit with, and she's got to he
Hamlin’s sister! \What he won’t tell
her about me, eh? A fine chance I'll
have by the time he gets through black-
guarding me!”

Jules LeBlanc chuckled.

“Never before,” he laughed, “have I
ever seen Larry Donovan discouraged
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Clara Hamlin ashore.
stiffly, her benumbed muscles for a mo-
ment useless.

“I might as well own up,” she admit-
ted with a wan smile; “I’'m glad you
stopped. I guess you think I'm a ter-
rible tenderfoot—but they don’t call a
greenhorn that up here, do they? Che-
chahco, isn’t it?”

“You're the gamest sort ever, that’s
what you are!” Larry exclaimed
warmly. ‘“Now you roam about a bit
and get the kinks out while I haul up
the boat. Hungry? You must be by
this time.”

“I—I don’t really know,” she an-
swered, and not to feel hunger after a
hard day on the trail is the ultimate
of fatigue. More than ever the girl
marveled at Larry Donovan’s superb
strength. Canoe and supplies weigh-
ing, she did not know how much, he
had carried for a tremendous distance
—seven or eight miles, she was very
sure—and there was no noticeable ebb
in his vitality.

A few minutes later, having made
their little craft secure for the night and
covering the suppliés with canvas in
anticipation of rain, Larry was ready
to lead the way up the steep path ahead
and to the cabin above. It took all the
strength she could summon to go stag-
gering up after him, the path making
it necessary to go single file. Anyhow,
his arms were too full with her bedding
and the food for supper to give her a
hand.

The shack, of course, was a crude af-
fair and built in rough haste, but there
was the small stove, a sleeping bunk,
and a table of a sort.

“Now you cache yourself right here
while I rustle the grub,” Larry said
cheerfully as he unrelled the blanket
and spread it across the bunk. Clara
Hamlin shook her head in refusal, for
she was certain that once she surren-
dered to her weariness she would be
finished for the night.

She staggered -

“No,” she responded, “getting supper
is my job, Mr. Donovan.”

Larry knew that she was unequal to
the determination, but he admired her
grit. He produced a bottle, took a col-
lapsible cup from his pocket, and poured
out a modest drink.

“You’d better have this then,” he told
her ; “it’ll brace you up and give you an
appetite. Without plenty of food you
won’t be able to stand the pace.”

Almost violently she pushed the cup
away.

“If you knew how much misery and
anguish that has brought me—no, I
wouldn’t drink it if I were dying!” she
exclaimed.

Larry surmised this had some refer-
ence to her brother; he had seen Paul
Hamlin “hitting the booze” that night
of the unfortunate poker game. He
poured the whisky back into the bottle;
it was too precious for wasting and,
more than once, he had seen it save a
man’s life.

“All right,” he said gently, “but you
sit down and rest until I've made the
coffee; I reckon that’ll buck you up
some.”

Clara Hamlin hesitated for an instant
and then obeyed him; a moment later
the temptation to stretch herself at full
length was so overpowering that she lay
down. Her eyes closed and conscious-
ness faded in a much-needed sleep.

Larry had left his rifle in the canoe,
but wore a .45-caliber revolver in a
holster at his hip. He unbuckled the
gun belt and hung it from a peg on
the wall near the window. Abruptly
he changed his plan about building a fire
at once, in order to let Clara slumber
undisturbed ; so he tiptoed to the door-
way, sat down on the sill, and, as the
twilight gathered, stared at her as he
would not have dared had she been
awake and her eyes open.

“Maybc if I was to tell her just how
things stand between her brother and
me, before she gets his slant on it, she
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he went on: ‘Do you suppose that if I
were able to find them, and have them,
I'd waste my perfectly good time here
trying to——"" :

“How did he finish that sentence?”

“He didn’t finish it. But then he
said: ‘Heaven forgive me! Heaven
forgive me! People think I'm an hon-
orable man. If they knew what I had
in mind and heart—and then you come
here to badger me! But I swear that
I haven’t one of them. Would I be
staying here-if 1 did have them?

“After that I clearly heard the other
man say: ‘That’s your responsibility.
You have had them. They were in
your charge. You ought to know that
you'll have to make good for them. You
- ought to be able to lay your hands on
enough money to make a part payment.
That’s not asking a great deal”

“My uncle answered, excited as ever,
but a wind began to rise, and I couldn’t
hear any more. I went on back to the
house. And ever since that moment,
I've been sick with fear of him. I've
never known when I'd die in my sleep.
I've feared even the food on the table
before me!”

“Very well. And then to-day?”

“I used to go out with a revolver,
practicing. I thought that I should
learn to take care of myself, you see.
To-day, I was in the garden, doing that.
I'd filled my revolver and fired one shot
—at a sapling.”

“Did you hit it?”

She blinked.

“No—I think not. I walked on
through the trees and came out onto a
path—and saw a man lying face down!
I leaned over him. I saw it was Uncle
Oliver. I touched his face to try to
rouse him. My hand came away sticky
with blood! Then I went mad with
fear and ran off into the brush; and you
found me there—and brought me back!”

She smiled, a twisted smile, at
Sherry; and then closed her eyes and
turned white.

CHAPTER XVIII.

SHERRY TRIES HIS HAND.

AT this moment it appeared to Sherry

that the poor girl had proved her
case completely, and he stepped a little
forward so that he could turn and look
more fully into the face of the sheriff,
for he wanted to see the conviction ap-
pear in the eyes of that man of the law.
But he only saw the sheriff lean forward
with a peculiar keenness of expression,
and instead of using gentle words, or
none, when the girl was so overwhelmed,
Sheriff Moon said quickly: “Of course,
it isn’t a pleasant thing to see a dead
man. It’s not pleasant a bit. That un-
nerved you. That sent you off scamper-
ing through the brush. I suppose that
your brain spun and turned dark, didn't
it? Poor girl!”

“Yes, yes!” she muttered, without
opening her eyes.

Comforting enough the words of the
sheriff had been, except that they had
called up the grisly picture of the dead
too vividly, but in sound and manner
they were not so kind—they had come
out rapidly, with a sort of savage eager-
ress, which Sherry was at a loss to ac-
count for.

He said to himself: There’s poison
in that little man. There’s poison in all
little men! For often it seemed to him
that the smaller the man, the more wasp-
ish the temper. For his own part, anger
advanced upon him slowly. He could
endure many taunts and many insults,
but only by degrees passion inflamed his
brain, until at last he could not endure,
and had to fight. So he felt now that
the sheriff had allowed bitterness to
master him and had struck at a helpless
girl. )

Her eyes opened again, and she was
looking at him, her eyes very wide, but
little seeing in them.

The sheriff stood up.

“I won’t bother you any longer,” he
said. “You've made your statement as
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would hold you? Do you think that
there are not hands which would bring
you safely out?”

He held such a hand out to her, not
as one who calls attention to himself,
but as a man speaking out of the heat
of emotion which gathers him up as a
strong draft gathers up a powerful
flame. He was a magnificent man, this
Lewis Sherry, not meant to be ironed
out into a common background of stiff
white shirt fronts, and black dinner
jackets. Out of such a background little
appears except grace, and cunning,
stinging words; but Sherry looked at
that moment like a glorious animal with
hands as strong as metal, and with the
divine mind all on fire for action.

She looked at him from foot to head,
and suddenly she smiled on him.

“You would tear the doors open for
me!” she said in the same husky voice.

Then as though she gathered strength
from him, and from the thought, she
lifted herself from the chair and came
to him, still smiling. She stood just
under him, so that she had to bend back
her head a little to look up into his face,
and a sad sense of sweetness, like the
fragrance of late roses in the fall of the
vear, possessed Sherry. He wanted to
ask her not to smile, her beauty and her
nearness made his heart ache so with
the knowledge that she trusted him so
deeply, and that she was so near perish-
ing.

“I'll never lose all heart again,” she
told him. “I see that you believe in

"

me!

“I do,” said Sherry.
you!”

He could manage to make the words
simple, but he could not take control of
his voice, which rumbled out in a great
organ peal, a declaration of faith. If
he had said that he loved her, that he
worshiped her, that he would serve her
in all possible ways, it could not have
been put mare clearly than by all that
his voice inferred. And she glowed be-

“I believe in

neath him.

The weariness and the
trouble that had marked her face dis-
appeared, and out of her shone that light
which joy kindles in a beautiful girl.

She was saying: “If you want to
help me, go to Doctor Layman. If any
one knows a way of doing things for
me now, he is the man. Tell him that I
asked you to go to him. And oh, if you
wish to help me, follow what he says!
For he’s wiser than all the rest. He’s
even wiser than the sheriff—and so
much kinder!”

He knew that he was close to some
frantic declaration, and because he was
ashamed to break out, and because, too,
the mention of another man had some-
how brought a soberer touch to him, he
left her at once and stumbled out into
the garden.

He was met by blinding light. Dur-
ing the brief time he had been in the
room with the girl the wind had changed,
and the dark cloud masses, no longer
shooting south, were rolling toward the
northeast in walls and towers between
which the rich blue of the sky reached
through. It was nearly sunset; the light
was golden; hope suddenly filled the
world—and also the heart of Lewis
Sherry.

The sheriff had gone off to the town,
and Sherry found the man he wanted
pacing up and down through the garden,
pausing now and then to kick at a stone,
his head bent toward the earth.

“Beatrice Wilton told me to come to
you,” said Sherry. ‘““She said that you
would know what to tell me to do.”

The doctor looked up at him by de-
grees ; his hands were locked behind his
back, which made his slender figure
seem yet more spare, so that he looked
to Sherry, at the moment, a very type
of the intellectual—his physical exis-
tence was so dominated by that impos-
ing brow.

“She sent you to me?” queried the
doctor.

“Yes.”
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“The deuce she did!” murmured Lay-
man.

He actually walked on, kicking the
small stones out of his way as he went,
and yet Sherry was not offended, for
he told himself that it was the sheer ex-
cess of sorrow of mind that forced
Layman to be rude.

At length, coming to the end of the
path, the doctor turned upon him and
said slowly: ‘“She sent you to me. Did
she say what right you had to come to
talk to me about her?”

“She said,” quoted Sherry, “that you
would know what I could do to help
her.”

“To help her? Does she need help?”
asked the doctor in the same sharp way.

Sherry was a little irritated.

“After her talk with the sheriff,” said
he, “1 think that she does.”

“The sheriff was stubborn, was he?”
murmured Layman. “I believe he has
that reputation. But she couldn’t do
anything with him?”

“Nothing but tell her story,” said
Sherry.

“And that did no good ?”

“Not a bit—so far as I could see.”

Then Sherry added: “Suppose I ask
just why she sent me to you for
orders?”

The doctor looked at him in doubt.
Then he shrugged his shoulders.

“Suppose I say that we’re engaged to
be married. Would that make any fur-
ther explanation necessary?”

CHAPTER XIX.
WHERE ARE THE PEARLS?

THE vague hopes that had been rising
in the mind of Sherry were re-
buffed. As a strong wind will clear
away mist suddenly, so the passion of
Sherry was blown to tatters in an in-
stant. Then, slowly, he settled himself
to face the new problem.
“I don’t mind saying that it makes a
lot of difference,” he said quietly.

“I thought so,” said the doctor. “It
takes a well-balanced youngster to see
Beatrice a few times without losing his
head.”

He nodded at Sherry. It was really
impessible to take offense at this blunt-
ness on his part, for it was plain that
he was partly thinking out loud, partly
expressing a viewpoint to ancther.
There was no malice in his manncr. It
was simply the expression of a calm
conviction. So Sherry made no an-
swer.

The doctor went on in his rather irri-
tated manner:

“That may change your viewpoint al-
together, as a matter of fact?”

“About helping her?”" asked Sherry.

“Exactly.”

“No,” said Sherry, “it doesn't at all.”’

“Ha! I wonder!” said the doctor.

He began to pace up and down again,
kicking in his hali-abstracted and hali-
venomous way at the small stones in the
path. He halted, with his back turned.

“No one can help her without pour-
ing his whole heart into the job!"

“I suppose not,” answered Sherry.

Layman swung about on him.

“You're free to go. You know that,”
he said. “You won’t get the ten thou-
sand that you were hired for.”

Sherry did not reply to this. He
wondered if the other were trying to
torment him as a test of his temper and
of his steadfastness.

“You're not going?”’
man.

“NO,"

“In addition, there may he danger in
staying ahout this place and trying to
help Beatrice. Have you thought of
that ?”

“More sailors, do you mean?" asked
Sherry.

“Ha?” exclaimed the doctor. Then
he went on, thoughtfullv: “You've
looked a little way beneath the surface,
at least!”

“Thank you,” said Sherry, dryly.

inquired Lay-
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with some of the pearls? I don't ask for
much. Just say that you bring along a hand-
ful, and not of the smallest. That wood hold
me. I don’t want to rob you. [ just want my
shair. Respect{ully,

FENNEL.

“But he didn’t bring the pearls,” said
Sherry, “and so he was murdered.”

“Didn’t he bring them? What do you
think of this?’ asked Pete calmly.

And, scooping a hand into his pocket,
he brought it out with the palm well
filled with the milky luster of a heap of
pearls!

CHAPTER XX.
BEFORE THE JURY.

OVER these jewels they bowed their

heads. They were by no means of
uniform size, shape, or quality; but
some were like small pears, and others
were irregular globes, and others, again,
were what are called perle boutons by
jewoelers, that is to say, flat on the bot-
tom, and formed like hemispheres.
There were very small pearls, and there
was one pear-shaped jewel of consider-
able size.

“You're going to show those to the
coroner and his jury?” asked Sherry.

“Of course.” said Lang. “These and
the letter. They're testimony, ain’t
they ?”

“You'’re not going to show them,”
declared Sherry firmly.

“And why not, Tiny? Is there any-
thing else in the case that argues as
much as this?”

“And what does it argue?”’ asked
Sherry.

“That Fennel never killed Wilton.”

“How do you make that out?”

“That's a simple trick. Look here.
Fennel writes to Wilton. ‘Bring me
down a flock of pearls.” says he. Wilton
does it. Still, Fennel shoots him?
Why, I ask you? It ain’t reasonahle
and it ain’t likely. A gent holds up
Wilton. Wilton comes through with the
goods. At least, he takes down the stuff
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that’s asked for. He wouldn’t 've done
that if he hadn’t intehded to pass them
over.”

“And then?”

“Then what happened is easy to guess.
The girl, all worked up about things,
comes through the woods, sees Wilton,
and takes a crack at him. He drops
on his face. Fennel, scared to death,
figures that his turn is coming next—
maybe that the bullet really was meant
for him. Ie beats it into the trees.”

“Why should he chuck off hat and
shoes and coat?”

“Why not? He wants to make tracks
as fast as he can go. As he goes whisk-
ing through the brush his hat is knocked
off. He can't make time in that long
cvercoat—you remember that it pretty
near dragged the ground?—so he
throws that off. And still his shoes are
i his way. Look at the size of those
shoes. Twelves, I'd say! Well, he
chucks those shoes off, too, and goes on
barefooted.”

“Through that rough going?”

“What’s rough going to a sailor that’s
hardened up his feet using them Dbare
to go aloft on iron-hard cordage?”

Sherry, stumped and disgusted with
this perfect logic, still struggled.

“Look at it another way,” he sug-
gested. “They walk down the path to-
gether, Fennel and Wilton. Fennel
wants to see the goods, and Wilton
shows him the pearls. Fennel says
they’re not enough. That's the point,
perhaps, where they stop and argue.
You remember ?”’

“Yes.”

“Wilton insists that's all he’ll give to
Fennel. Fennel gets angry. Ifinally he
pulls a gun and shoots Wilton down, in
a blind rage."”

“And goes on without taking the
pearls which he's just seen Wilton, by
your account, drop back into his coat
pocket >”

“Yes, because he’s too frightened by
what he’s done.”
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staggered Sherry. If she had strength
enough for this, she had strength enough
for anything, he told himself{—strength
cnough, say, for the slaying of a man!
And once more the overwhelming surety
of her guilt possessed his mind.

But there were compensating facts,
if only they could be known.; and he
would know them, if there were
strength in him, and wit in Lang, to un-
ravel the skein of mystery.

Layman went on: “We’'ll need every
penny we can put our hands on.”

“You can sell some stock for me,
Fustace,” she replied.

“As soon as you give me power of at-
torney, and full rights to act for you, of
course.”

“Yes, naturally.”

“But in the first place, I intend to
close the house and discharge the serv-
ants, Deatrice.”

“Of course.”

“And these good fellows who have
wanted so much to help you, dear.”

ITe nodded to Sherry and Lang.

“Yes, naturally,” said she.

But here Lang put in: “We ain’t hired
men, ma'am, but we're volunteers. If
we could have a chance to look throuch
that house when we want to, it might
Ixe that we could turn up some things
that would be useful to you.”

“My dear Lang.” said the doctor
blankly, “what on earth could you dis-
cover in the house?”

“Enough, maybe, to save Miss Wil-
ton,” replied the puncher.

“Lang,” began the doctor, “of course
I know that you have the best will in the
world, but—"

Beatrice Wilton leaned forward a
little and raised a hand to silence Lay-
man.

"“You already know something,” said
she. “I'm sure that you know some-
thing that the coroner hasn’t heard,
Pete?”

She let that familiar name fall with
such a gentle intonation that Sherry

saw his hardy friend start a little; and
he smiled in dour understanding.

But to this question Layman inter-
posed: “My dear Beatrice, don’t you
see that it’s going to make everything
more difficult for me if I have to divide
my time between the house and "

“And the jail?” she finished for him,
undisturbed.

Even Layman, cool as ice ordinarily,
rnow flushed a little,

“I can’t very well be in two places at
cnce,” he complained.

“Of course you can't. So let Lew
Sherry and Pete Lang stay in the
house.”

“There’s every reason against it,
urged Layman. “These are known men,
Beatrice.”

“Known?” she echoed, raising her
brows a little. ’

“I don’t want to insult them. It’s no
insult to say that they’re known to have
come here as guards to your uncle!”

“But what has that to do with me?”

“Don’t you see? You'd have them up
on the hill like a sort of standing army,
ready to rush down and smash the jail
open, say, in case the trial went against
you. Isn’t that obvious? People know
Sherry, particularly. He has a long and
—efficient—record- behind him. You
understand, Beatrice, that from the very
first, you must try to win public opinion
to your side of the case! And you can't
do that when you have two aces up vour
sleeve—and cverybody knows ahout
them! It’s really very important. You
ought to see that, dear.”

“I didn't dream that it could mean
so much,” said she. “Of course, if
that’s the way of it, we'll just have to
close the house.”

“Naturally,” said Layman. “Great
Scott, what a blunder to have posted
them up there like a pair of trained
eagles on a crag! If you win, you win;
it you lose the case, the pair of them
come and split open the jail and takKe
you out!”

”
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first man to appear was John P.
Standifer. He was tall, firm-jawed,
powerful and cold. Though worth mil-
lions, he never parted with a dollar un-
less it would return threefold. His man-
ner invariably seemed a challenge. It
was apparent that the nine men with him
were leaving details to the natural
leader.

“Winslow?”” he had inquired, and
when Old Buck had replied that he was
the writer of the letter, Standifer added,
“What makes you think you can give us
duck shooting? Others have tried it and
failed. The birds won't come in! Be-
sides, the Duke boys, the worst poachers
in the country, live two miles away.”

“All my life, sir,” Buck had an-
swered, “has been spent among rough
men on the frontier and among wild
animals and birds. I know birds and
men. If you'll leave it to me, I'll pro-
vide the birds and take care of the law-
breakers. I can get me a deputy. game
warden’s commission.”

The sportsmen had looked over the
place, and had approved Winslow’s lay-
out of cahin, blinds and ponds.

“We'll do this for you,” Standifer
had informed Buck at the conclusion of
the inspection. “We'll try it for the first
two weeks of the open season. If we
get even half the limit, we’ll accept!”

Thus it was that Old Buck’s nerves
were slightly on edge as he watched the
northern birds come in. He checked up
on the cost of his venture—fifteen hun-
dred dollars of his own money and two
thousand dollars a man had lent him
for three months. The three months’
use was costing him two hundred dol-
lars. It was plain robbery, but it was
the best that Buck could do.

He glanced back at his ponds with
the sets of decoys, then he opened his
mouth. “Quack! Quack! Quack!” he
went.

It is difficult to describe the exacte
sound, but results were instantly forth-
coming. A hen mallard among the de-
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coys answered, and high above a flight
of forty mallards looked down and one
of the number answered. The flock cir-
cled, came lower, and passed over
Buck’s head with a whistling of wings
that stirred his blood. Back they came,
set their wings, and alighted. For sev-
eral moments they floated some distance
from the decoys, nervously studying the
live and wooden ducks, apprehensively
regarding their exact shore suriound-
ings.

Again Buck called to a flight, and
again the flock answered, hovered doubt-
fully, then attracted by the others,
alighted. The wild ducks found the
food problem solved. Wheat was there
in plenty, and a considerable area of
the marsh had been planted to duck-
weed, buckwheat—which is a great mal-
lard weakness—and wapato potatoes.
By sundown the ponds were black.

“That ought to satisfy even John P.
Standifer,” Old Buck mused, “that is,
if he’s a sportsman and not a game hog.”
A sigh of relief escaped his lips. “Well,
Buck, old sox, you ought to make a
living here so long as you can breathe.
This year will put you in the clear.”

The season opened at sunrise and the
cabin was astir. “Listen,” whispered
Buck Winslow.  “Quack!  Quack!
Quack!”

“It’s going to be a great day,” some
one predicted.

The hunters hurried through a break-
fast of ham and eggs. The air was
heavy with tobacco smoke, coffee and
good cheer. Standifer vanished toward
one of the blinds, while the others were
still pulling on rubber boots.

“That’s old John P.” a hunter re-
marked, “‘opening up the season!”

Buck Winslow glanced at the alarm
clock on the shelf. It lacked five min-
utes of sunrise.

Crump! Crump! sounded on the
morning air.

“Old John P.s twelve-gauge,” an-









DUCKS AND DRAKES

“Guess you'll have to come along,
son,” Buck said calmly.

“With who?”

“With me!”
now.

“You and who else?”

“If one young Texas Ranger could
settle a riot,” Buck said easily, “I guess
‘one old Texas Ranger, retired, can han-
dle four kids. I know you're bad, and
all that, but all my life I've dealt with
bad men.” He jerked his thumb.
“Come along, Jud Duke!”

To the surprise of the four, particu-
larlv Jud, the latter obeyed.

“I warned you I'd arrest anybody
breaking the game laws in my district!”
said Winslow.

Jud sneered. “I suppose you'd arrest
John P. Standifer if he broke the laws?
Yes, you would!”

“John P. hasn’t broken the laws, and
he's not going to, but if he does "

Crionp! Crump!

FFor a moment it was deathly silent,
then Jud Duke grinned. “Well, some-
body’s shooting after time!”

Buck Winslow led the run up the hill
to the clubhouse. Most of the hunters
were inside, but two remained at the
ponds.

“Who fired?” Buck demanded.

Standifer straightened up, a duck in
his hand. “I did, why?”

“You know why. You're——" Buck
hesitated. He could feel the three-thou-
sand-dollar check against his chest. It
was crisp paper of fine quality and crin-
kled like money. He could not afford
to antagonize this man. Buck hated
himself for hesitating, then advanced a
step. “You're under arrest for illegal
shooting!”

Standifer tried to freeze him with a
glare.  “Don’t be foolish, Winslow.
It's our money that’s feeding these
ducks. We're entitled to the birds, and
we're going to get them. I fooled that
last flock that waited to come in and
I'll fool the next.”

Buck had grown tense
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Standifer’s companion stepped close
to Buck. “Listen, Buck,” he whispered,
“you can’t afford trouble with old Stan.
Nobody can. He can bust 'em too easy.
Nobody would think of\arresting him
for a little extra shooting. It don’t
really make any difference, you know.”

“It's this difference,” Winslow
growled. “I can't expect to keep the
Dukes or anybody else within the law
if the gun club members don’t obey
it. Come along, Standifer. I've just
arrested Jud Duke for the same thing.”

“I'm not coming. I refuse to be ar-
rested !” e swung his shotgun around,
and Winslow, not expecting such a
move from a man of his standing,
was caught off guard. “Now get out!
We'll run this club the rest of the sea-
son without you.”

There was a movement at Buck’s side.
Jud Duke had whipped out Buck's own
gun. “Drop that gun, Standifer, and
put 'em up,” he cried. Keep vour back
to me, too, or I'll let you have it!”

The gun went to Standifer’s shoulder,
but he did not swing around toward Jud
Duke. Instead, he pumped five shots
into the mallard decoys on the pond.
“I've got my limit now,” he shouted,
“and a couple over; but don’t get ex-
cited, you can’t arrest me for that, too!
I killed domestic, not game birds.”

“You—you——"  Winslow spoke
hoarsely. “That’s your breed, yes, and
your measure—tame ducks with strings
tied to their legs and anchored.”

Jud Duke looked curiously at Bu:k.
“Watch out for his pardner,” he
warned. ‘“He’s moving around in the
dark. They don’t intend to let this
baby be arrested. Make me a deputy
for five minutes.”

Winslow made Duke a deputy game
warden on the spot. Action commenced
immediately. Jud dived at Standifer,
twisted his arms, and secured his wrists.
“T’d like to sap you one for luck,” he
said gleefully. “What next, Winslow ?”

“Might as well take him over to Judge
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through two holes in the mask! Whew,
boy! Yuh know how yuhr stummick
fecls, sheriff, when yuh go down fast
in a elevator in one oNthem Denver
skvscrapers?”

“Never mind
Cook tersely.

“Waal, this gent throws me a can-
vas sack an’ wiggles the gun at"me, in-
dicatin’ that my dough is to be de-
posited in his sack! Waal, I don’t like
that, but what choice has I got, eh? I
crams that sack full o’ dough, sheriff,
while myv heart was rappin’ on my ribs
like a pile driver. I puts it all in—thar
was ten twenty-dollar bills, thirty-
eight ten-dollar bills, forty-two five-
dollar bills, nineteen one-dollar 'bills,
approximately one thousand dollars in
currency, an’ when I reaches fer the
silver money—about three hundred
dollars, halves, quarters—he shakes his
head that he don’t want it. He grabs
the bag an’—"

The retired city marshal cut in right
there:

“An’, sheriff, right at that minnit, as
he took the bag, I sings out to him:
‘Stranger, drap that gun afore I hore
yvuh full o’ hot lead! Heck, I might
as well have spoken to the man in the
moon! e don’t pay no attention
whatever. I has him covered, with my
gat pokin’ aroun’ the stove at him. No,
sir!  He jus’ backs out, cool as vuh
nlease, an’

The sheriff swore fluently.

“An’ yuh didn’t shoot him, Chapin?”

The old marshal changed color and
hung his head.

“Waal, I'm sorry, but—yuh sce—I
was cleanin’ the gun a while back—
long in September—an’ I plumb fergot
—ucglected—it kinda skipped my mind

that!” said Sheriff

—to reload it, an’——""

The sheriff swore again and Chapin
cringed.

“Huh!  So he got away!  When

was this?” )
“Ten, fifteen minnits ago!” cried
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Hill. “We run right up here to yuhr
office to tell yuh about it. We saw the
cooky disappear inter the crowd along
the river—the ice boat races is on now,
yuh know, an’ !

The sheriff’s face lighted.

“Kin yuh pick him out, yuh birds?
He kain’t get away with no one-thou-
sand-dollar gun robbery in this town!
Not while I'm sheriff here! The pore
fool! He thought he was purty smart,
too, not sayin’ a word in that job, eh?
Waal, gents, I'll tell yuh what that
means—it means we look fer a nervy
local feller—that’s what! I don't need
no book on detectivin’ to tell me that!
He didn’t dare speak, seein’ he was
scared yuh'd recognize his voice. He's
a local man. We’ll git him. Dut he’s
nervy, disregardin’ Chapin's order to
put up his hands like he did. Come
on, Shorty; yuh, too, Hill and Chapin;
we'll land him!”

The deputy sheriff frowned.

“Sheriff. thar’s a pile o’ strangers in
town ter-day fer the fun festival an’
winter carnival,” said Shorty slowly.
“Don’t yuh suppose this bird might be
a stranger? [ figger——"

“Ef yuh figger to waste time argu-
in’ the matter, yuh've lost richt now!”
answered Sheriff Cook. “Come on.
I'm doin’ the sleuthin’ in this case.
It's plain as the snow on Mount Baldy
that bird never dared talk fer fear o
disclosin’ hisself.”

“Yuh jump at conclusions lke a
trout jumps at a fly,” protested Shorty
irately.

“A sucker don't jump at nuthin’”
remarked the sheriff. “Come on—come
on!”

They went. The four of them-—
Sheriff joe Cook leading, with Shorty
and Max Hill and Tom Chapin right
on his heels, the excited Mr. Iill ex-
plaining some more.

“No one knows about the robbery,
sheriff I”” he gasped. “I don’t keer to
have it git out, not until we git the
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tested Shorty. “I can’t josh with him
then—ef he’s a stranger.”

“I told yuh,” roared the sheriff,
“that this cooky is a local bird! What's
a clew good fer ef yuh don’t use it?
Thar’s a million strangers here ter-day.
We couldn't look them all over in a
week, an’ besides, we kain’t afford to
insult no visitors! An’ it ain’t a stran-
ger. A man scared to speak a word
or ”

The scarch, however, was still disap-
pointing. The sheriff and Hill, station-
ing themsclves by the gate, found they
had their hands full, investigating sus-
pects who might be the crook. Any
local man who answered Hill’s descrip-
tion was stopped and pawed over by
the red-faced sheriff. who cracked
would-be jokes and pretended it was
all horseplay. Several individuals grew
angry at the unceremonious search.
The gatemen, watching the sheriff’s an-
tics for a full half hour, decided that
the sheriff was a bit off. Finally, after
scores of disgusted citizens had exer-
cised their choicest profanity on them,
as they passed out following the sher-
iff's search, the perplexed gatemen
beckoned to Hill and asked him what it
was all about?

“What is he searchin’ fer?” they
asked eagerly. “He’s sure makin’
folks hoppin’” mad!  Has some one
stole a tobogean sled or a bunch o’
sleigh bells or something 2

“Say.” said Hill angrily, “he’d better
find what he’s searchin’ fer, or yuh an’
me 1s goin’ to be sorry!”

The truth was that the sheriff was
almost crazy by this time.  Some-
where in the fairgrounds, was a Monte
Viista man who had one thousand dol-
lars in stolen currency on him. It was
a cinch he would still have it, there be-
ing no good place to secrete it on the
grounds. This hombre had not been
found in more than an hour’s frantic
search. The minutes were slipping
past fast. “The robber must be found.
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There was a discouraging number of
men who fitted Hill’s description. how-
ever, and the sheriff, busy pawing this
man and that, began to weaken in his
hopes.

“I swan, Hill,” he groaned, as the
searching business slacked a bit for
want of victims, “I'm beginnin’ to fear
that——"'

“Ssssh!” hissed Hill, clutching the
sheriff's arm.  “Looky thar, sheriff!
See that hombre comin’ Ry the
great horn spoon, he looks like that
robber guy! Sure as Hector!”

“Why, that’s Gus Brule from the
livery barn,” said the sheriff. “I hardly
think, Hill, that he could—but we’ll
soon see.”

The sheriff stepped over, halted
Brule, and began to run cxpert hands
over him. DBrule's eyes widened in as-
tonishment.

“What's the idear?” he asked sul-

lenly.
- “Nuthin’,” said the sheriff, finding
nothing that felt like a six-gun or a
wallet or a sack stuffed with one thou-
sand dollars in currency. “Go ahead,
Gus. TI'll explain things later.”

But Gus was in no hurry to move
now. He stared at the sheriff with in-
sulting intensity.

“By gosh,” he said loudly, “yuh an’
yuhr deputy must 'a’ surc been cele-
bratin’ by lappin’ up some Mex tequila!
Yuh're both actin’ mighty qucer! Yuh
pawin' everybody over. Mebbe yuh're
lookin’ fer a cigarette, too—is that it?
Yuh want a cigarette?”

“A cigarette?”

“Yes, yuhr deputy is gone bugs on
cigarettes,” said Gus Brule airily. *I
jus’ been havin' the time o’ my life
watchin’ his antics back thar near the
skatin’ pond! He's bummin’ cigarcttes
right an’ left, offn every Tom. Dick,
an’ Harry around. An’ he jus’ takes
one puff offn 'em an’ then he tosses
‘em away an’ shags out an’ puts the
bee on another bird fer another frce




SHORTY GOES UP ON SMOKE

cigarette. Why, that Mexican feller,
José Laredo, is havin’ a field day fol-
lerin’ Shorty around, pickin’ up the
snipes.  They ain’t really snipes,
though, hecause Shorty takes just one
puff an’ tosses 'em away an’ starts pan-
handlin’ another.”

The sheriff’s eyes narrowed.

“Hill,” he said, “yuh wait here half
a minnit, will yuh? I got to go snag
that cigarette fiend afore he smokes
hisself inter the hospital. The crazy
idjut—bummin’ smokes an’ lettin’ the
important business go to blazes! Hill,
yuh kinda delay any one yuh think—
yuh know what—until I gits back.”

Hill nodded.

“All right, sheriff!”

The sheriff darted off. Gus Brule
looked after him in awe. Then Gus
looked at the white-faced Max Hill,
and as Max kept watching the passing
throng, Gus made a loud remark.

“Goofy—all three!” he pronounced,
and marched on.

The sheriff wanted to sneak up on
Shorty and catch him red-handed,
“bumming” a cigarette. That wasn't
difficult. The sheriff spotted old Tom
Chapin, the retired city marshal, stand-
ing near a hot-dog stand with a woe-
begone expression on his anxious face.
The sheriff approached Tom and
tapped him on the shoulder, and Tom
_almost jumped out of his skin.

“Gee, yuh scared me, sheriff!” he
gasped.

- “Whar’s Shorty ?”

“Thar,” said Chapin sadly, pointing
to a ncar-by crowd. “I—I was hopin’
yuh'd come up, sheriff. I—I'm gettin’
kinda worried about—about Shorty.
He's been actin® peculiar—mighty pe-
culiar!  Askin’ fer cigarettes, an’
blamed ef he don’t toss 'em away no
sooner than he gits 'em! Folks have
been noticin’ him. He shooed me off
when I protested. I even went so fur,
sheriff, as to go over to the cigar stand
an’ buy him a package o’ cigarettes,
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but he didn’t even thank me! He kept
right on bummin’ cigarettes—lightin’
'em, takin’ one puff, throwin’ them

away, an' then buttonholin’ another
man fer a cigarette.”
The sheriff had been watching

Shorty all the time that old Tom
Chapin had been speaking. What
Tom had said was true, the sheriff
saw. In three minutes Shorty had
bummed half a dozen cigarettes from
as many men. But he wasn’t tossing
them away now. He wasn’t even
lighting them. He was shoving them
in his coat pocket, one by one, as he
begged them, here and there.

“Looky!” cried Chapin, noticing
that. ‘“Yuh’ve seen squirrels storin’ up
food fer the winter, ain’t yuh, sheriff?
Well—"

“Crazy, sure!” agreed the sheriff,
and he started for Shorty. No wonder
Shorty hadn’t found the robber. He
wasn’t looking for the robber. He was
looking for free cigarettes! It took the
sheriff about five good long jumps to
reach Shorty’s vicinity, and he got to
his deputy just in time. The deputy
was shouting at an inoffensive stranger.
He had even gone so far as to lay a
hand on the stranger’s arm,

“I asks yuh, perlitely fer a cigarette,
mister,” Shorty was saying. “I asked
yuh once, an’ this is twice, but ”

“Hey!" sung out the dismayed sher-
iff, seizing Shorty. “Yuh've done
about enough moochin’ o’ cigarettes
around this place, dang yuhr pesky
hide, yuh!  Yuh got a pocketful o’
cigarettes! Take yuhr hand off that
gent’s arm afore I knock it off!”

Shorty turned around with a mild
protest.

“I'm dyin’ fer a smoke,” he mut-
tered. “I jus’ asked him fer a cig-
arette, that's all!”

The sheriff’s face was scarlet.

“Yuh half-witted galoot,” he Dbegan,
but Shorty had turned to the man
again. There was a strange light in
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induce self-hypnosis. That is, by star-
ing at a shiny button or any glittering
object, a guy can dump hisself into a
lethargy.”

“What's a lethargy, professor?” 1
asked him.

“Why, when you’re sort of half
asleep you're in a lethargy,” he ex-
plained.

“Man, you must have stared at a
shiny button five minutes after you were
born,” T laughed. “You've been half
asleep all your life.”

Slim managed to keep from bustin’
out laughing by stuffing his neckerchief
into his mouth.

“Listen,” the Shrimp told me, ignor-
ing my dirty crack. “A guy with a
glittering eye and a ability to concen-
trate mentally can hypnotize anybody
that 1s a good subject, the books says.
First, you get his eye and keep your
own trained on hisn. Then you pass
your hands repeatedly around his head
and draw them toward your own dome
and that concentrates his attention.

“Iirst thing vou know, all he can
sce is that glittering eye of yourn and
he falls into a lethargy and he gets sus-
pectable—uh—suskeptical—ummm-—no
—he gets susceptible to mental sugges-
tions.”

“Go ahead, Shrimp, I'm eating this
up.” T said.

“You suggest certain things to the
patient, and the suggestions, the hook
states, seem like realities and he acts on
them. You can make him do all kinds
of things. Listen. You sit perfectly
still and stare me in the eve and I'll
prove it to you.”

“Don’t waste your time, Shrimp,” I
informed him. “When I was a vaude-
ville star, T used to occasionally be on
‘the same bill with The Great Davidius—
a palooka who had a hypnotism act that
was used to close shows. He tried lots
of times to hypunotize me, but I'm un-
hypnotizable. Davidius said so his own-
self—just like your book probably will
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tell you there are some guys nobody
can hypnotize.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Shrimp Nolan
sighed.

“Well, anyways, what about it?” I
pinned him down. “Supposing you
have got a glittering eye and you're
John M. Hypnosis himself—what of
ite”

The Shrimp, before answering, took
a careful look around, wanting to be
sure we were alone. Slim, in the win-
dow, managed to duck below the sill just
in time to escape being seen.

“I'm going to use hypnotism on
Slim!” the Shrimp announced.

Our Mr. Evers, who was again back
in the window, gave me a wonderful
demonstration of eye-popping and
mouth-opening.

“Use it on Slim?” I gasped. “Why ?”

“To queer him with Alberta,” the
Shrimp told me with an oily grin.
“Listen, Al, a party that’s heen hypno-
tized seldom if ever remembers any-
thing about it when he comes out of his
pipe dream. Don’t you see the possi-
bilities there?

“For instance, I got a date to-night
to take the school-teacher into town to a
movie. Man, I been two weeks getting
that date. Hereafter, when Slim gets
hisself a date with her, I'm goin’ to
hypnotize him into breaking the date
and telling her he’s sending me in his
place to keep it for him. Not only that,
I can casily hypnotize Slim into doing
all sorts of stuff to queer him with Al-
berta.”

“Yeah,” T said, “and if you hypnotize
him into committing some crime, you'll
be particeps criminis.”

“What are those particeps?”

“It's Italian,” I explained, “and
means you would be a party to the
crime.”

“Humpft!” Shrimp Nolan sneered.
“That stuff about folks being made to
commit crimes while in a hypnosis is the
blah. All the better hypnotists tell you






WHICH EYE WAS RIGHT?

“Say, have vou seen Hungry?” Slim
asked. “I been hunting him for a
hour.”

“He's inside taking a nap: I wouldn’t
wake him,” Shrimp Nolan answered.
“Mey!  What's the matter with your
left eve, Slim?”

With that he started to go through
with the same treatment that he had
given Hungry Hosford. Slim, too.
chattered his teeth and stiffened up and
stared.

“There you are, Al,”" Professor Nolan
bragged. “He’s in a—uh—comatose
condition already. Now, Slim, I want
you to take off your shirt, turn it inside
out, and put it on again backwards.”

Still staring, Slim pulled off his shirt
and hurriedly began turning it inside
out. ..

[ was standing with my back to the
buik-house wall. A voice suddenly
whispered into my ear, “How did you
like the way I got hypnotized ?”

When I swung around, I found Hun-
gry Hosford, grinning from ear to ear,
peeping out of the window.

“Slim tipped you off ?” I whispercd.

He nodded.

Ry that time Slim had his shirt on
backwards.

“Slim,” the Shrimp spoke up, “I want
you to roll over on the ground and play
dead dog.”

Instead of playing dead dog, Slim
began acting like a mad dog.

“Grr-rr-rrrrr!” he growled. Then he
velled, “Yeec-ow!  Oooooo-heeee-yip-
yip-yow!”

With that he jumped up into the air
a couple of times and then streaked for
the cook shack, where our chuck-spoiler.
Wolfgang G. Schaeperkoetter, was just
coming out of the door with a dish pan
of spuds to be peeled. Slim knocked the
pan out of the astonished cook’s hands
with a terrific push, then upset “The
Wolf” on the steps.

Our pewee hypnotist was as speech-
less as a guy who hasn’t been born yet.
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His stare was the stariest stare he had
been, able to dig up all that dav.

While the cook sat dumb on the steps
where he had been upset, Slim crum-
pled up some newspapers, laid them
against one side of the cook shack. put
some kindling on them. and touched a
match to the heap. After that, velling
like a lunatic, he ran toward the bunk
house, while the cook, cursing freelv by
then, put out the fire with a bucket of
water.

“Wh-what ails h-h-him?” the Shrimp
mumbled. .

“In spite of what that crazy book
says,” I suggested, “I guess you excited
criminal tendencies in him. You ought
to be more careful. I remember The
Great Davidius always claimed he could
hypnotize law-abiding people into com-
mitting crime. Looks like you’ve made
a pyromaniac of Slim.”

At the moment old ‘“Biffalo Bull,”
dean of the cow-punchers, happened
around a corner of the bunk house and
Slim Evers jumped on his back and
pulled Biff to the ground. Slim choked
him for a minute or two.

“Not only have you made him a pyro-
maniac, but possibly a murderer, also,”
I told the little runt.

I guess Biffalo had been tipped off
too, because after Slim got off of him
he didn’t try to get up. He just laid
there like he was shot.

Slim's next move was to break a pane
in a bunk-house window and climb in
like a burglar.

It didn’t matter about that glass. It
was cracked anyway and a new one had
been ordered from town.

The Shrimp was whiter than a sheet,
it seemed to me. He was shaky, too.
He started t&shake for a fare-you-well,
though, when all of a sudden he saw
Slim, glassy-eyed like a maniac, peering
around the corner of the bunk house.
Slim stepped into full view, crouching.

Gosh! He had a revolver cartridge
belt around his hips and a .45 single-















Miss Helen Rivers, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will be
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you.
It must be understood that Miss Rivers will undertake to exchange letters only be-

tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls.

Letters

will be forwarded direct when correspondents so wish; otherwise they will be an-

swered here.
The Hollow Tree.

AN BENITO COUNTY has its

ranches. Sprecad out in the valley

of the Santa Clara Range they
are. and scattered through the hills of
these same mountains of western Cali-
fornia.  Out from Pinnacles, Tres
Pinos. and Hollister, there are ranches.
San Benito County has the real ranches
of the West.

Dear Miss Rivers: As I look at the dis-
tant hills of the Sunta Clara Range, they
appear like huge sand dunes, the scant for-
est groves like so many patches of tumble-
weed. Then my mind roves down the back
trail, across the Mojave, through the wooded
trails, and over the purple sagebrush range.
What a wonderful stamping ground the great
West is! Here in San Benito County there
are ranches—the real ranches of the West.
It 1s a great place to be, in California, al-
though I'll svon he moving on to Palo Verde,
in that wonderful country in northern Ari-
zona. It's a toss-up, folks, between old San
Jenito County, California, and Maricopa
County, Arizona. San Benito has its Pinna-
cles, Hollister, and Tres Pinos, and Maricopa
has its Palo Verde, Wickenburg, and Phoe-
nix.

At Palo Verde I will mcet my old pards
of the trail—folks who are the ramblers of
the West. Do you know that the West has

Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters through

hundreds of thousands of ramblers? We
have a floating population of about two hun-
dred thousand on the coast alonce. The dif-
ferent counties have set aside certain portions
of their forest reserves and parks as free
camping grounds. Los Angcles County has a
number of them. Somec of the cities also
provide free camps for the ramblers, and be-
sides that we have hundreds of automobile
camps.

Folks, I'll be glad to hear from you-all.

G. B.
Care of The Tree.

Homestead land in Oregon.

Dear Miss Rivers: There's some pretty
good homestead land in central and castern
Orcgon. T've been in Crook County, central
Oregon, for the last scven years, and can tell
a bit about that section. I supposc you all
know the usual procedure of ucquiring a
homestead. You file on a scction and you
have to live on it for four vears. You build
your own home and make yvour own improve-
ments. No, I’'m not an old-time homesteader.
Just a twenty-one-yecar-old Gangster who 1s
looking for some Pen Pals. However, I'll be
glad to give out any information that I can
regarding Oregon. Dewey DBryanT.

Corvallis, Oregon.

Sheep and cattle outfits.

Dear Miss Rivers: There are a lot of
sheep and cattle outfits out in Montana, and
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DOLL.—Hava not heard from you since you left Robs-
town. DPlcase write to R. E. Calfee, Brice, Tcxas.

HARRIS, or LUCAS, FRANK.—Last heard from in Syra-
cuse, New York. Please write to your old buddy, Ralph M.
Green, 54th Squadron. March Fleld, Riverside, California.

HARRIS, FRANCES.—Tast heard from in Ottawa, Canada.
That letter was thoughtless, and I dldn't really mean it.
Am sorry. Love you and need yot. [I'lease write te Raloh
M. Green. 54th Squadron, March Field. Riverside, California.

SMITH, HARRY L., or WHITEY.—Of Detrolt. Wife's
name s Myrtle. lcasc wrlte at once to S. V., care of
this magazine.

FIELDER, FRED.—Of Clcreland, Ohlo.
vrociated by K. V., care of this magazine.

Information ap-

CARTER. JAMES E.—J. E., Jr. is a darling and needs
his daddy. We are desperate. Please send for us. Im-
portant letters for you held at this office. Address A. D.
C., care of thls mapazine

THOMASON, 0SCAR.—I am sorry for cverything. I love
you. Coms home: your work awaits you. Your wife, drs.
O. T., care of this miagazine.

L. ). E.—Who advertised for G. L. E. We are holding
letters for you at this ofice. Please send for them.

McLEAN, CHARLES ROLLAND.—Forty-three years old,
dark halr, and ilght complexion. Mother is very {ll. Dlease
b\'!'iteo!;:i Maurice H. McLean, 274 8t. Clair Avenue, Colum-
us, 0.

O'MALLEY, FRANCIS.—Your letter received. Nothing
matters now. Please send for lotter held at this oftice.
Address Frances, care of this magazine.

M. C. 8.—Of course I forgive you. Wil go to Kinney's

ntli sou send for me. Please writs to O. R. 8., care of
this magazine.
HOBBY, CARL.—Formerly of Hot Springs, Arkansas.

Last heard from in November, 1925, when he was a_ sallor
on the U. 8. S. “Whippoorwill,””’ at Honolulu, Hawail.
Have recovered from the accident. Information appreclated
by Baby 8., care of this magazine.

GEESEY, HARRY.—Last hoard_from in Hermiston, Ore-
:{:\e Information appreclated by I. B., care of this maga-

EVA.—From R., Ohlo.
Bob, care of this magazine.

CASSELL, ELZA C.—Left home two years ago. Last
heard from in Villa Park. 1llinois. Informatlon appreclated
Ly his wife, Mrs. Lydla Cassell, care of this magazine.

MEYER, JOHN W.—FIifty-three ycars old. Short and
8tont.  TLast heard from in New Orleans, Loulsiana, in 1922,
Worked for the Dridge Struvwiral Iron Works., Please write
to your daughter, Ethel May Meyer, now Mrs. Ethel Stran-
ger, care of thls muagazine. AN

RASKY, JOSEPH.—Last heard from when discharged
from the army at Ifort McDonald, San Francisco, In 1024

I stlll love you. Please write to

Mother worriced, Information uappreciated by his sister,
Mrs. Francis Fahm, 1207-13, Galveston, Texas.
ENCKE, WILLIAM L.—Dlease send for letter. Address

Karl Encle, care of this maguzine.

_ NIELSSON, HELEN.—Seventeen years old.
Canton, Ohly, in June, 1928.
Alliance, Ohlo.

GOLDEN, WALTER and WILLIE.—Sons of John Golden.
Please write to Charles 1. Golden. Route A, Quanah, Texas,

Moved from
I’lcase write to L. L. L.,

GOLDEN. MARY and EDWARD.,—Children of James
Golden, Informativn  wppreclated by Charles E. Gollen,
Route A, Quanah, Texas.

BARNES, MARY, nec JACKSON. and JIMMY JACK-
SON.—Children of Sarah Golden JSackson.  Information ap-
preclated by Charles E. Golden, Route A, Quanah, Texas.

GOLDEN, CLEMENTINE.——Plcase to Charles E.
Golden, Route A, Quanah, Texas.

GROVER, BRANDON.—TJ am sick and would like to hear
frum you. DPlease write to Friend, care of this mugazine.

NOAH, CHARLES W.—Twenty-seven
heard from  in Indiana,
write 1o your father and motber.
D. 1. Newcastle, Pennsylvania,

FAISON, FLORENCE.—Last heard from in Chicago.
Ylease write to your sister, 257 West Twelfth Street, New
York Clity.

MORGAN, DAISY, nce McCLAIN.—Last heard from In
South Bend, Indlana, in 1921, Informatlon appreclated by
an old chum, B. L. L., Box 21, Westlield, 'Tcxas.

VanPELT, T. E.—A machinist. I'ormerly
Clity, Missouri, T’lease write to Carrle Thompson,
South Maln Street, Los Angeles, Californla.

write

years old. Last
I'ennsylvania, in 1993, Plcase
James D. Noah, R, ¥

of Kansas
5415

MISSING DEPARTMENT

REID, LIZZIE.—Last heard from in Nokomas, Illinois.
Please write to Carrle Thompson, 5415 Sonth Maln Street,
Los Angeles, California. .

KESMER, TOM, ALFRED, and ANNA.—Children of
Doctor Henry Kesmer. Information appreciated by Mrs.
Maude Green, Box 2, Fulton. Arkansas.

HAMILTON, L. L.—Pleasc come home or write to B. H.
2882 Humbholdt Avenue, South, Minneapolls, Minnesota.

THOMAS, GEORGE.—About seventy years old. Last
heard from In Illinols or lowa. Marrled Ella Elizabeth
Bessinger about forty-elght years ago. Had one child. a
daughter. Flora Eva Thomas. Information appreciated by
his grandson. Bill McClain, care of H. A. Burchard, King
City, California.

MOTHIS, W. HOBSON.—Last seen in Amarillo, Texas,
in August, 1922. Please write to T. C. Smith, 2500-B
First Avenue, Amarillo, Tezxas.

McKENNA.—My sister's name was Catherlne McKenna,
and her husband was named Peter. Thecy lived In New York
City. Wil her children please write to their aunt, Mrs.
Ellen McGulre, care of this magazine.

SHELDON, WILLIAM SHERMAN.—FIfty-five yeoars old
and about six feet tall. Last heard from In Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvanla, eightean years ego. Information appreciat
by his father. Jonas Sheldon, Ladd, Ohlo.

ALLEN, KERNER WATTS.—Born in Stokes County,
North Carolina, in 1887. Left home, In King, Neorth Caro-
lna, in 1911. Information appreciated by his sister, Mrs.
Mabel Allen Talbert, Box 563, Mount Alry, North Carolina.

PECK, FRANK L.—Forty-five years old. Born in North
New Berlin, Now York. Last heard from In West Vir-
ginla, in 1907. Information appreclated by his mother,
%Irsi Lotile Peck Kianey, 208 Grace Street, Syracuse, New

ork.

SHAW, JOSEPH BRATHWAITE.—Last heard from in
Raymitton, In March, 1882. Please write to,your cousin,
Mrs. Haigh, 19 Woodside Terrace, Yorkshire, England.

JIMMY or BENNY.—If you remember the three girls you
u:et. in the country, please write to Mary, care of this maga-
zlne.

LOGSDON, BEATRICE M.—Last known address was. in
1926, 225 Sixteenth Strect, Denver, (‘olorado. I.ast heard
from cn route to Amarillo, Texas, in November, 192G. In-
formation appreclated by M. H., care of this magazine.

HARRINGTON, MABEL.—Last known address was 1720
logan Stree!, Denver, Colorado. Believed to be in las
Angeles or Hollywood, California, Information appreciated
by M. I, care of thls magazine.

SCOTT, JIMMIE, ISABEL, and ALABAMA.—Their fa-
ther's namme was Ierry Scott. Lust Lear! from in Miller
Valley, Alabama, forty years ago. Information appreclated
by Mrs. Neal Bench, Box 115, Amherst, Texas.

JOHNSON, JAMES W.—My father. Lust seen in Mcem-
phis, Tennessce, eleven years ago. One hand distigured.
Has gray cyes and Is about five fcet, four inches tall.  In-
formation appreciated by M. L. J., care of this wagazine.

SCOTT, MRS. EDWARD N., nec ELIZABETH FOX.—
Left Scranton, Pennsylvania, five years o, Last heard
from in Missourl, en voute for Montana. Information apnre-
clated by her sister, Mrs. Jusephine Dumbroske, 512 Archi-
bald Street, Scranton, I’cnnsylvanla.

WILLIAMS, HARVEY J., or his children.-—Last heard
from in lmperial City, Callfornia. Dlease write to MHarcy
Williams, .Astorfa, Missourl.

BIRES., JOHN, EMMA, and LENA.- -Last heard from five
years ago, in Detrolt, Mlchigan.  Informatiun 9:-[..'rx_~mt«d
by Frank Blres, 15 Founrain Street, Rochester, New York.

SWIFT, HAROLD.—I amn very anxious tn hear from you.
Piease wrlte to I3, B., Dox 123, Port kEwen, New York

E. H. L.—Am takinz goud care of Ethel. She s waiting
for your return. Don’t be long.  1'lease wrlie o Winnie,
care of this magazine.

LEGGAN, GEORGE.—Twen!y-onc years old,  DBlick hair,
lack eyes, and 4 dark complexion. Left home o April,
1922, leaso cowe home or write to your mother, Cor-
nelia Lepgan, Box 129, RBroad Bruok, Connecticut.

TURNER, or DAVIS, HENRY.—Drown liir, Llue cyes,
and a large scar_on neck. Last heard from ten yeirs o,
1 am very ill. Please come home or write (o your gnooer,
Cornelia Leggan, Box 129, Broad Breok, Connevticut.

HENRY, “RIP.""—Last heard from in “Texa 1 have
news tor you. DPlease write to your uld pal, Caiton. care
of this 1magazine.

SILCOX, HERBERT,—Last heurd from {n Bangor, Malne.
Inforination appreclated by Charles Jenkins, 6e2 Hammond
Street, Bangor, Maine.

ATTENTION.—Would like to hear from the boys who
were with the Third Recruiting Larty, that leit Karitan,
New Jersey, in 1919. Address Hay Zies, 1312 Thlrtieth
Street, Rock Island, lllinois.
















