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Radio Course Be a Certificated

F REE

v Electrical Expert

given FREE when
you enroll for the
Electrical Course. Learn

“ELECTRICAL EXPERTS” Earn $12 to $30 a Day
W hat’s YOURFuture?

Trained “Electrical Experts” are in great demand at the highest salaries, and the opportunities for advancement and a big success in this
line are the greatest ever known. . . . o
“Electrical Experts” earn $70 to $200 a week. Fit yourself for one of these big paying positions.

“Be an Electrical Expert”

Today even the ordinary electrician— the “screwdriver” kind is making money—big money. But it's the trained man—the man who knows
the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the “Electiical Expert”—who is picked out to “boss” ordinary electricians—to boss big jobs—

the jobs that pay.
$3,500 to $10,000 a Year

Get in line for one of these “Big Jobs” by enrolling now for my easily-learned, quickly-grasped, right-up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time, Home
Study Course in Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience No Drawback

You don't have to be a College Man; you don’'t have to be a High School graduate. My Course in Electricity is the most simple, thorough,
and successful in existence, and offers every man, regardless of age, education, or previous experience, the chance to become, in a very short
time, an “Electrical Expert,” able to make from $70 to $200 a week.

| Give You a Real Training

As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works I know exactly the kind of training a man needs to get the best positions_at the
highest salaries. Hundreds of my students are now earning $3,500 to $10,000. Many are now successful ELECTRICAL CONTRACTORS.

Satisfaction Guaranteed

So sure am | that you can learn Electricity—so sure am | that after studying with me, you, too, can get into the “big money” class in
electrical work, that I will guarantee under bond to return every single penny paid me in tuition, if, when you have finished my course,
you are not satisfied it was the best investment you ever made.

FREE—Electrical Working Outfit—FREE

I give each student a Splendid Outfit of Electrical Tools, Materials and Measuring Instruments absolutely FREE. | also furnish them
with all supplies, examination paper, and many other things other schools don't furnish. You do PRACTICAL work—AT HOME.

You start right in after the first lessons to WORK AT YOUR PRO-
—_———————— — = — - = = — e —F FESSION in a practical way.

SAVE $45.50 BY ENROLLING NOW

L. L. COOKE. Chief Engineer, Chicago Engineering Works,

1
Dept. 112, 2150 L Ave., Chi . o1 e B T Tes - — .
_ept~ R awrence Ave ',Cago' L . 45.50 in tuition by enrolling now. Let me send you full
_J!]r\ . Eee particulars of your great | particulars of_my great Special Offer, and my Free booklet on “How to
Special Offer. aLo >our Free booklet on Howto Become ecome An Electrical Expert.”
An Electrical Expert.” No obligation on my part. 1 v
T.L. Cooke.Chief Engineer
rzioocoon 1 Chicago engineering works
_ ncorporated

OCCUPALION .ottt AQe.iiiiis 1 Dept. 112 2150 Lawrence Ave. Chicago, I1L

The Cooke TrainedMan isthe‘BigPayMan
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and you
keep this
typewriter

ADVENTURE

DIRECT
to you
from our
Factory

Big Saving
In Price

Yes, we will ship YouU this

Genuine Underwood

Rebuilt in our own factory just like new for

ONLY $3 down—Not One Cent More

Until you have tried the machine 10 full days at our expense

Our Factory

PVERY MACHINE is fully guar

anteed. New parts wherever
needed. New enamel, new nickel, <
lettering, new platen, new key rings
complete, perfect typewriter. Impossible to tell
It from a brand new Underwood either in ap-
pearance, durability cr quality of finished work.

An up-to-date machine with two-color rib-
bon, back spacer, stencil device, automatic
ribbon reverse, tabulator, etc. In addition
we furnish FREE waterproof cover and
special Touch Typewriter Instruction Book.
You can learn to operate this Under-
wood in one day.

Big Book FREE

Write Right Now

and learn how it is possible for
us to ship you this Underwood
Typewriter upon our free trial
plan and our direct-to-you money
saving methods. Get the full

details now—just si?n the coupon and
dnajl today. Get all the facts—then
leCide.

No Obligation

<tobuy. You don’t have to
Order. Justsignthecoupon,
send it to us and we will
ail you our big cata-

log absolutely free

will be "amaze
the liberality of

v t our offer, the
bend the' h. . beautyand
Coupon
Today

10 Days’
Free Trial

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the same
three models of the Underwood
Typewriterbeing made andsold by
the manufacturers today. Stand-
ard 4-row single shift keyboard.
Absolutely visible writing —
the full line of typewriting is
visible at all times. All the im-
provements and attachments that
any high grade typewriter ought
to have.

Big Saving to You

Our plan of selling to you directmakes
possible enormous savings, which are all
for your benefit. Send in the coupon
and we will send you prepaid our big
catalog, including “A Trip Through Our
Factory.” Thisshowshow the Shipman-
Ward Rebuilt Underwood is the best that
can be produced at our Special Price.
don’t have todo a thing to get
our big F ree catalogandcom-
plete details of our amazing

ou

Our big handsomely illustrated

catalog will be sent free on re- You have'ten full days in  typewriterofferex- FREE TRIAL
quest. It tells you all about the which to try the typewriter cept to sign and
advantages of owning a STANDARD befo:i dECIdlr}tg ‘évhethtef you ;%r:]d '”_I_tESrC:”' COUPON
SIZE UNDERWOOD; h dwhy this ~ Wantto keep it. Give itevery  pon. ]
o chine Wil Iast for venrs Gy he  test—see for yourseli—make  is no obli-  / SHIPMAN-WARD MFG.CO.

ory ! g many the Underwood prove its gation. / 2631 Shipman Bldg., Chicago
dollgrs_ not onl)_/ in the purchase price worth toyou. Don't take our Please send me FREE, all charges
but in its operation. word for it—put the Under- /' fully prepaid, your BIG NEW catalog
Send in the coupon and let us send you  Wood before you and see if / of UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITERS
this beautifully illustrated book FREE ~ YoU don't think it the great- /_ and complete details of your FREE
without any obligation whatever est typewriter bargain ever / TRIAL Offer.

y oblig . offered.

. ¥ It is understood that | am under no obligation
j T whatever and that this is to be sentwithout one cent
of cost to me.

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co. /.
“Typewriter Emporium” 2631 Shipman Bldg.
Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago _State__

Published three times amonth by The Ridgway Company at Spring and Macdougal Sts.,New York,
N. Y. Yearly subscription $6.00 in advance; single copy 25 cents.
matter Oct. 1, 1910. at the post-office at New York. N. Y..
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2 ADVENTURE

Solve Puzzle and WIN!

‘o
(]
D
w

\X7ANT TO WIN $1,000? Sure you do,—then see how many objects you Glash b0 Cse 5o Clast' sl
<" can find in this picture beginning: with “S,” like “Stove,” “Shoes,” .. 1,000.00 300.00 25.00
“Shirt,” etc. Have your folks or friends help. You’'ll have barrels of spare Hd ... 18399 300.00 2589
time fun and think of winning $1,000 besides. Five &1,000 PRIZES— 6th . ... 1,000.00 300.00 25.00
100 IN ALL. 6th ... 500.00 200:00 15.00
L g Zagge 18s0 10
Winning $1,000 Easy! Here’s How! oth | 75.00 30/00 6.00

Send in your list of S-words as soon as possible. If your list is %gttklr'to'l'et'h %(())'.00% %%1%8 2:88
awarded from first to fifth place, and you have *“Qualified” under 26th to 60th 10.00 539 399
Class A by sending in a $5 Henber Pencil order during this campaign, 61st to 100th 5.00 3.00 1.00
you will win $1,000; under Class B ($3 pencil order) you would Class “Al1—Prize if you order $5 pencil
wtei $300; under Class C (no pencil order) you would win $25. You Class “B —Prize if you orjier $3 pencil

can win without ordering a Pencil. Class “C '—Prize if 'you buy no pencil

FP H H Prizes at Republic State Bank, Minneapolis.
Advertising Campaign for Henber Pencils e A e e
We want every one to become acquainted with our pencils, the most useful of all writing 1. Anyone living outside of Minneapolis may com-
appliances. They make suitable gifts for every occasion. pete for the fre€ prizes except employees or their
) ) relatives of the Henber Compan%/.
m . Lady’'s and Gent's Style . Whoever sends in the largest number of words
The illustration shows our_Gentleman's Sterling Silver stylé (regular $3.50, now $3 or two which correctly name the objects shown In the pic-
for $5, Lady’s or Gent's). The $5 gold (Lady’s or Gent’ s} comes in Colonial Hexagon shape. D A e Tt o Mo s avarged st prize,
The Henber has many distinctive features:” Repelling lead device; safety clasp; chase en- will be allowed for each correct word, and one point
graved barrel non-clogging mechanism, etc. deductted fodr each incorrect word or'omission of a
correct word.
. In case of ties for ,anuyfprize_s offered the full
amount_of each prize tied for will be awarded to
acl i contestant. The list winning: the first
rize will be published at the close of the contest.
renlar tecl copy of picture will be furnished on
uest.
4.quur solution must not include hyphenated,
obsolete, compound (words made up of” two com-
lete English words) or foreign words. Webster's
nternational Dictionary will”be used as authority.
. It is permissible to name either singular or
plural, but both canhot be used. Synonyms and
words of same spelling but different ‘meaning will

EXTRA! $500 Lady's Prize. $500 Gentleman’'s Prize.
To the Lady sending in the nearest correct listof S-words an Extra $500Prize will be added to
which ever prize she wins if she “ Qualified” under Class A or B when sending in herlistof S-
words. An Extra $500 prize will be awarded under the same conditions to the Gentleman send-
ing in the nearest, correct list of S-words.

Wishing Will Not Win!
Don’t wish and wish you could win. Go
right ahead and try. Surfrlse yourself
and friends by winning $1,000. ° There
are five $1,000 prizes, besides many other
prizes. Start winning right now by mak-
|n8 up your list of S-words. o |IT
NOW. This is your opportunity. ACT!

SdutioiToor The Henber Co., 23LudlSon Minneapolis,

Others Have Won!
The following persons each won $1,000 in
revious advertlsmchampalgSs conducted
y this cumpang:_ homas Damico, 1154
S. 12th St., hiladelphia. Pa.; Frank
Vogel, 720 North | St., Tacoma, Wash.;
E. J. Kilkelly, Kenosha, Wis.; Mrs. B.

Bulfin, Milwaukee. Wis.

count only one, but any part of an object can be

named.
6. All solutions mailed and postmarked Feb. 10.
1923, will be accegted. Contestants may “ qualify’’
under Class A or B up to midnight, Feb: 24, 1923

. rue words on one side of paper only number-
ing each 1, 2, 3, 4, etc. R 5 N
8. Three prominent people of Minneapolis will act
as&ud es. Their decision must be accepted as final
and conclusive.

Minn.
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“There’'s one man we're going to keep”

fully-illustrated I. C. S. textbooks make

“T7IO WILSON, there, is one of the

I most ambitious men in the plant.
I notice that he never fools away his
spare time. He studies his International
Correspondence Schools course every
chance he gets.

“It's been the making of him, too. He
hasn’'t been here nearly so long as Tom
Downey, who was laid off yesterday,
but he knows ten times as much about
this business.

“I'm going to give him Tom’s job,
with a raise in salary. He’'s the kind of
man we want around here.”

office? Are you an Ed Wilson or a
Tom Downey?
down ?

HOW do you stand in your shop or

Are you going up? Or

No matter where you live, the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools will
come to you. No matter what your
handicaps or how small your means, we
have a plan to meet your circumstances.
No matter how limited your previous
education, the simply-written, wonder-

it easy to learn.

This is all

we ask:

Without cost,

without obligating yourself in any way,
put it up to us to prove how we can

help you.

Just mark and mail

this

coupon for full particulars.

SSSSSSSURSSS———— =Y N = W o YUR SN = = = S ————
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2007*D , Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can guali for the
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:
BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT

O Business Management
O Industrial Management
OPersonnel Organization
"OTraffic Management
OBusiness Law
DBanking and Banking Law
OAccountanc

ONicholson Cost Accounting
OBookkeeping

OPrivate Secretan

OBusiness Spanisl O French

TECHNICAL AND

(including C.P.A.)

OSalesmanship
DAdvertising

OBetter Letters

OForeign Trade .
OStenography and Typing
OBusiness English

OCivil Service

ORailway Mail Clerk
OCommon School Subjects

, High School Subjects .
Olllustrating O Cartooning

INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT

O Electrical Engineering Architect .

O Electric Lighting Blue Print Readin

O Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder

O Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman

O Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder

O Railroad Positions Structural Engineer.

O Gas Engine Operating Plumbing and Heating

O Civil Engineer A Chemistry 0O Pharmacy

O Surveying and Mapping Automobile Work

O Metallurgy. . Navigation

O Steam Englneerln? Agriculture and Poultry

O Radio O Airplane Engines Mathematics
Name.
Street 6-26-22
Address
City SEALE ..o
Occupation..

Per ons residing in Canada should send this coupon to-the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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J-BERMDDA"

(Under Contract with Bermuda Gov't)

Offers Bermuda Tourist*

/ the following exclusive advantages:

SAILINGS TWICGE VEEKLY

Sr Landing Passengers directly at Hamilton Dock,
r avoiding inconvenience of transfer by tender.

Tickets good on either Steamer, insuring unequalled
express service via Palatial Twin-Screw Oil-burning Steamers

S. S. “FORT VICTORIA” and
S. S. “FORT ST. GEORGE”

EACH 14,000 TONS DISPLACEMENT

From New York Every Wednesday and Saturday

Mellowy, mouth- From Bermuda Every Tuesday and Saturday
watery “lickrish”! MODERN HOTELS ~NO PASSPORTS ~ ALL SPORTS
. <l\:llhotor-BoaL_Ch_lglmpionship R’\;alcesh .éan. i%_Zi 26—Te<r;ni|sf
JR— t, T 1
Come on get wise Ch;mgzggzhzg ('OI'L\JlggaT;-Lole a(r:i)ursesl;, Sailinng],a %Jarthinog,
tO that IJ .it Riding, Horse Racing, Trapshooting, Etc.

Book Now for Winter and Holiday Sailings

ST. GEORGE HOTEL, Bermuda, Renovated
and Refurnished. Finest Cuisine, Ten-
nis, Golf, Swimming Pool

WEST INDIES— Sailings Every 14 Days

Delightful Cruises to the Gems of the Caribbean Sea

TRINIDAD LINE— Sailings Every 14 Days

For Trinidad, Grenada and Demerara

For illustrated Booklets on Bermuda, St. George Hotel, West
Indies or Trinidad, write

FURNESS BERMUDA LINE
34 Whitehall Street, N. Y., or Any Tourist Agent

Heres a Prescription

for Coughs

For Quick relief try PISO'S—A most

effective syrup different from all
others. Safe and sane for young

and old. Pleasant—no opiates—
no upsetstomach. 35c and 60c
sizes obtainable everywhere.

PISOfS—ForCoughs & Colds

Agents

arge manufacturer of
I_ SHIRTS wants Agents to sell com-
plete line of shirts direct to wearer. Ex-
clusive patterns. Big values. No capital or
experience required. Write for free samples.

MADISON SHIRT MILLS
507 Broadway New York, N. Y.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Du Pont makes powder — not shells.
Du Pont Powders are loaded in every
brandofshell. The name “DU PONT”
or “BALLIST1TE,” printed on the
carton and the top shot wad, tells you
what powder you are shooting. Specify
the powder when you buy the shell.

E. I. DU PONT DE NEMOURS
& CO., INC.
Wilmington, Delaware

We do not feel it necessary to “sell” any man
on the quality of du Pont Powders. We do
wish to point out that, to get du Pont safety,
accuracy and reliability, you must find the name
Du Pont or Ballistite on the top shot wad.

SHOOT DUPONT POWDERS

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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The
Shadow
Behind the

Life of O. Henry

HEN he had known her first, he had been one of a group of young men in New Orleans in the Spring,
She lived in an old house in a dark garden, and he, with other light-hearted young men, had stood in
that garden scented with magnolia, and serenaded her i the old-fashioned Southern way.

And now O. Henry was at the height of his fame. She was one
of the few who knew that he had spent nearly four years in
prison in Ohio, that he had worn convict stripes.

For this Was his b'tter secret, the secret whose shadow stalked
always by his side and made him sad and humble though he
was courted by all. He never stepped into a restaurant, into
a strange room, into a public gathering but that the fear caught

Al Jennings, in

Al Jennings was probably the most picturesgue train robber that ever lived.
Civil War, wentto a fine military academy, was a runaway boy, broncho buster, lawyer, ad-
He killed his first man at fourteen. is fi
When he came out of prison, he walked up to the first man he met and
If you don’t like it, go to Hell!”

family ruined by the
venturer, train robber, prisoner, sheriff, and author.
train when he «as about twenty-five.
said, “lam an ex-con— just gotout of the pen.

him that there might be someone there who would recognize him.

Poor glorious genius! To be a prisoner to such a pitiful pastl
For there seems no doubt that he was innocent, and that he
need not have feared this apparent humiliation. Now that the
story has come out in all its truth, there is nothing but greater
love for O. Henry. The full story is told with passionate in-
tensity by his famous fellow-prisoner,

Through the Shadows with O. Henry”

He came of a good Southern

He robbed his first

He was pardoned by McKinley, he was restored to citizenship by Roosevelt, he was a friend of General Miles,
and he was perhaps the most devoted friend O. Henry ever had.

Complete
Stones

Out of the trials and struggles of his own life, 0. Henry
wrote these stories of the people. He was one of the disin-
herited— and he knew their problems.

He picked out with deft, yet gentle hand, the little hidden
things we all strive to conceal, held them up to the light of
day, let the sun shine on them, and then tucked them back
again— warmed and heartened, or cleansed and sterilized.

You love his stories because you see yourself in them— your
real hidden self which no one else ever sees. Other men write
so that you read and sagely nod your head and say— “ That
is so. This man writes of people such as | know.” But
O. Henry writes, and you read, and with sudden laughing

insight cry— “ This is me!”

A Few Autographed Copies—
If You Hurry!

Al Tennings, devoted friend and companion of O. Henry through »
hisshadowed years, has autographed afew hundred copies of “ Through

the Shadows with O. Henry.

O. HENRY

One
Long
Novel

«Ov Vi
& . 6* 2-28-23

rooeooA
A? prepaid.” *' Henry sPwork™
bofndin »SMC«TIN

gold and with gold tops. Also

\ *  Henyti yhAitJennl5Ks" W8 wth °'

K p

k,j8 S r

While they last, you can get one of these autographed copies FREE.
Tear off the attached coupon, and mail it for your copy. You can get but ~ k Kk if i keep’the books, i win remit $1.50 in
one— and even that only if you are prompt. If it isnT the most interesting, <V fof t I f 1 t i . iTSndki “
the most thrilling tale you ve ever read— send tt back! 1 here 1L be no cost— nines’ volume free, otherwise, i win, within
~oce 10 days- return bolh at your expense-

no questions asked.
But mail the coupon now—don’t delay!
these autographed copies, and those few won't last long.

before it is oo late!

Review of Reviews Co., 301rving Place, fN'Y. s

There are only a few hundred of Nam
Act now— utfy'  Addr

< V Occupatior‘
hose who want a De Luxe edition with seal-grain. ele—
J» gant, f% ather binding, just change the terms to $3 in 6 day:
and $3 nth for 9 months.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Chevrolet Offers Quality
at Quantity Prices

Modern requirements for personal
transportation are so satisfactorily met
in the 1923 Superior Chevrolet that
demand leads supply in every section
of the country.

Especially in the closed models, the
price advantage of quantity production
is most apparent.

Chevrolet is the world’s largest pro-

ducer of closed cars with Fisher Bodies,
hence is able to offer these high grade
closed automobiles at astonishingly
low prices.

Think of pleasing design, high quality
construction, modern engineering that
ensures power, ease and economy—then
see the cars that embody all these features
at the showroom of any Chevroletdealer.

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY

Division of Qeneral Motors Corporation
DETROIT, MICH.

SUPERIOR Two Passenger Roadster -
SUPERIOR Five Passenger Touring

g
SUPERIOR Two Passenger Utility Coupe 6

5

There are now more than 10,000 Applications will be considered

Chevrolet dealers and service SUPERIOR Four Passenger Seddanette - 850 from high grade dealers in terri-
stations throughout the world SUBERIOR E}‘g’ﬁfgﬁ?v”gf’yf Sedan - - - 860 tory not adequately covered

All Prices f. 0. b. Flint Mich.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



“I'se YO’ mammy—
yo' is his slave!”

IS mother— that yammering slave woman?

That body servant lying there, whom he
had been beating all these years, his master?
Impossible! But the slave woman'’s steady gaze
stayed him. Something told him she spoke the
truth— that his was the blood that contained
the taint of bondage.

One of the most absorbing crime detection
stories ever written carries you spellbound
through mystery after mystery. It is a classic
medley of mystery and humor by

MARK TWAIN

25 Volumes: Novels- Boys’ Stories— Humor-—
Essays— Travel—History

Perhaps you think you have read a good
deal of Mark Twain. Are you sure? Have
you read all the novels? Have you read all
the short stories? Have you read all the
brilliant essays? Think of it--25 volumes
filled with the laughter and the tears that
made Mark Twain so wonderful.

The Only Complete Uniform Edition

The Author's National Edition, originally
published by Harper 6c Brothers, and now pub-
lished by P. F. Collier 6c Son Company, is the
only complete uniform edition of Mark Twain 8
writings. Here you join “Huck” Finn and
Tom Sawyer in their boyish pranks— you live
the quaint life of steamboat days and the Far
West— you see foreign lands and people
through the eye of the master humorist— you
thrill to every wholesome human emotion.

We shall be glad to send you a booklet con-
taining interesting and worth-while information
about them. The booklet is free. Sending for
it in no way obligates you. Merely clip the
coupon and mail it to-day.

P.F. COLLIER & SON COMPANY
416 West Thirteenth St., New York, N.Y.

Please send me the free booklet about Mark Twain
together with full particulars as to how | may procure
a complete set of his writings by small monthly pay-
ments.

Name
Address

726-MTD L

Occupation
The publishers cannot undertake to send this booklet free to children.
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our Choice

$ (\)/9 0 MUSICAL

fc . instruments

We have a wonderful new system of teaching note musicby mail and
to the first pupils in each ocallt%we will give free a $20.00 superb
Violin, Tenor Banjo, Ukulele, awaiian Guitar, Banjo, Guitar.
Banjo-Ukulele, Mandolin, Banjo-Mandolin or Cornet absolutely free.
A very small charge for lessons your only expense. Pay nothing if
you do not learn to play. We also teach Piano and Organ. Com-
plete outfit free. rite at once, no obligation.
SLINGERLAND SCHOOL OF MUSIC .

1815 Orchard St., Dept. 197 Chicago, 111

Deafness

Perfect hearing is now being restored
in every condition of deafness or defec-
tive hearing from causes such as Ca-
tarrhal Deafness, Relaxed or Sunken
Drums, Thickened Drums, Roaring and
Hissing Sounds, Perforated, Wholly or
Partially Destroyed Drums, Discharge
from Ears, etc.

Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums

“ Little Wireless Phones for the Ears” require no medicine
but effectively replace what is lacking or defective in the
natural ear drums. They are simplej devices, whichl the
wearer easily fits into the ears where they are invisible
Soft, safe and comfortable.

Write today for our 168-page FREE book on DEAFNESS,
giving you full particulars and testimonials.

WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorporated

555 Inter-Southern Bldg. ; LOUISVILLE, KY.

Here's a Prescription

or Coughs

For Quick relief try PISO’'S—A most

effective syrup different from all

others. Safe and sane for young

and old. Pleasant—no opiates—
no upsetstomach. 35c and 60c
sizes obtainable everywhere.

PISO’S-For Coughs & Colds

For OId Gold, Platinum, Silver, Diamonds,

Liberty Bonds, War, Thrift, Unused Postage

Stamps, False Teeth, Magneto Points, Jewelry,
Watches, Jobs, Any Valuables. M AIL IN TODAY. Cash sent,
return mail. Goods returned in 10 days if you're not satisfied.

OHIO SMELTING CO., 317 Hippodrome Bldg.,Cleveland, O.

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG

We compose music. Our Chief of Staff wrote many big
song-hits. Submit your song-poem to us at once. NEW
YORK MELODY CORP., 401-B Fitzgerald Bldg., New York.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or yisiting your dealer.
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For years the choice of a selected few-

REMARKABLE new candy that is now
A ready for the whole American market. For
years these remarkable chocolates have been the
choiceoftheselected few who have known them.

Crunchv nuts and luscious fruit; the most
delicious coatings; butter and cream from New

England’s finest dairies; all prepared by ex-
clusive recipes.

Try Romance Chocolates today. Then
surprise your friends with these delightful new
candies. Prices from 8oc to $1.50 a pound.
Cox Confectionery Co., East Boston, Mass.

C&

ef3—

Jh M A N C E Q

oC O LATES

Kindly, mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Earn $2,500 to $10,000
a year in this world’s’
fastest growing industry

Never has a field expanded
with such amazing rapidity!
Almost overnight Radio has
become one of our greatest in-
dustries. Already it has revo-
lutionized communication.
Millions of dollars are being in-
vested in it—and yet Radio isjust
in itsinfancy! The future offers
infinitely greater development.
This isindeed an Age of Radio!

Unlimited Opportunities
for the Far-sighted

Just as thousands who started in
“"the telephone game” when it was
new, today are holding the big po-
sitions in that field, so the man who
enters Radio today will reap the
rewards from its tremendous ex-
pansion.

Get into Radio now. Thousands
of men specially trained in Radio
are needed—certifiedRadio-tricians,
mechanics, designers, demonstra-
tors, salesmen, instructors, engi-
neers, operators, executives, etc.
In all parts of the world, on land
and sea, wonderful opportunities
are presenting themselves— oppor-
tunities which offer splendidftttures
as well as attractive rewards in
money and happiness now.

You Can Easily Qualify

No matter how limited your knowl-
edge of Radio is now, % u can quickly
ciualify for one of the better positions
in Radio. In a few short weeks spare
time at home, you can prepare yourself
for one of these opportunities that offer
splendid pay and rapid advancement.

Send For Free Book

Learn more about the wonderful op-
portunities in Radio. Send for new
Free Book on Radio which has
just been prepared and our special short-time offer This gives full
details on the ~opportunities in Radio and explains how you can

?repare for them right at home in your spare time. Mail coupon
or Free Book today!
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE

Dept. 17-B 1345 Pennsylvania Ave. - Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
Dept. 17-B, Washington, D. C. =

Kindly send me your illustrated new Free Book which tells all about the
opportunities for earning big money in Radio, and describes how the National
Radio Institute can qualify me quickly and in spare time at home for one of
these positions and details on your special short-time offer.

Name ge
Address
City. e State

Sure Rupture
Comfort

BE COMFORTABLE—Wear
the Brookes Appliance, the modern scien-
tific invention which gives rupture suffer-
ers immediate relief. It has no obnoxious
springs or pads. Automatic Air Cushions
bind and draw together the broken parts. _ .
No salves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. MR.c.E.brooks
Sent on trial to prove its worth. Never on sale in stores as
every Appliance is made to order, the propersize and shape
of Air Cushion depending on the nature of each case. Be-
ware of imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait
and signature of C. E. Brooks which appears on every
Appliance. None other genuine. Full information and
booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO,, 212-H State St.,Marshall, Mich.

Act At Once

ifyou are looking for a practical way to increase
your present income! Become a subscription
representative for Adventure and our other
three leading magazines. No experience is
required. No expense or obligation is involved.
No matter what the size of your community,
we need you and from the very beginning will
pay you liberally in commissions and a regular
monthly salary. Many new representatives
must be enrolled to handle the steadily increas-
ind demand for Adventure,The Delineator,The
Designer and Everybody’s Magazine. You can
take advantage of this opportunity. Pin your
name and address to this ad and mail it today to

Manager, Staff Agencies Division,
Box 933, Butterick Building, New York, N.Y.

PISO’S

for Coughs&Colds

For quick relief try Piso’s—
aremarkably effective syrup dif-
ferentfrom all others. Safe and
sane for young andold. Pleasant
—no opiates—no upset stomach.
35c and 60c sizes everywhere.

A BETTER JOB NOW!

Learn good trade in a few weeks. 10 million autos,

trucks and tractors need service. Repairmen needed.

FREE 188-page catalog gives full particulars.
WRITE TODAY

MICHIGAN STATE AUTOMOBILE SCHOOL

3921 AUTO BUILDING DETROIT, MICH.

end today for free copy of Leading

Magazine for Writers of photoplays,

stories, songs, etc. Full of helpful

advice on writing and selling.
WRITER'S DIGEST

17 Butler Bldg. Cincinnati.

VENTRILOQUISM

TAUGHT ALMOST ANYONE AT HOI
ENT STAMP FOR PARTICULARS AND PROOF

G. W. SMITH ROOM M-56 125 NO. JEFF AVE., PEORIA. ILL.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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How Strong Are You

Can You Do These Things?

Lift 200r nore overheadwithone armn
Bend and break a horse shoe;

Tear two decks of playing cards;
Bend spikes;

Chin yourself with one hand.

Can you do any of them? | can and many
of my pupils can. It is remarkable the things
a man really can do if he will make up his
mind to be strong. Any man. It is natural
for the human body to be strong. It is un-
natural to be weak. One leading writer on
physical culture says: “It is criminal to be
weak." | have taken men who were ridiculed
because of their frail make-up and developed
them into the strongest men of their locality.

| Want You For 90 Days

These are the days that call for speed. It
once took four weeks to cross the ocean—now
it takes less than one. In olden days it took
years to develop a strong, healthy body. I can
completely transform you in 90 days. Yes,
make acomplete change in your entire physical
make-up. In 30 days | guarantee to increase
your biceps one full inch. | also guarantee to
increase your chest two full inches. But |
don't quit there. 1 don’t stop till you're a
finished athlete—a real strong man. 1 will
broaden your shoulders, deepen your chest,
strengthen your neck. 1 will give you the arms
and legs of a Hercules. | will put an armor
plate of muscle over your entire body. But
with it comes the strong, powerful lungs which
enrich the blood, putting new life into your
entire being. You will have the spring to your
step and the flash to your eyes. You will be
bubbling over with strength, pep and vitality.

A Doctor Who Takes His
Own Medicine

Many say that any form of exercise is good,
but this is not true. | have seen men working
in the mills who literally killed themselves
with exercise. They ruined their heart or
other vital organs, ruptured themselves or Earle E. Liederman as he is to-day
killed off what little vitalit¥ they possessed.
I was a frail weakling myself in search of health and strength. | spent years in study and research, analyzmg iny own de-
fects to find what | needed. After many tests and experiments, | discovered the secret of progressive exercising. | have
increased my own arm over 6 K inches, my neck 3 inches and other parts of my body in proportion. | decided to become a
public benefactor and impart this knowledge to others. Physicians and the highest authorities on physical culture have
tested my system and pronounced it to be the surest means of acquiring perfect manhood. Do you crave a strong, well-
proportioned body and the abundance of health which go with it? A.re you true to yourself? If so spend a pleasant half
hour in learning how to attain it. The knowledge is yours for the asking.

Send for My New 64-page Book

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT?”

It Is FREE

It ischock full of photographs both of myself and my numerous pupils. Also contains a treatise on the human body and
what can be done with it. Thisbook isboundto interest you and thr Ilyou. It will be an impetus—an inspiration
to every red-blooded man. | could easily collect a big price for a
book of this kind just as others are now doing, but | want every man
and boy who is interested to just send the attached coupon and the EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

book is his—absolutely free. All | ask is the price of wrappin :

and postage— ro cents.y Remember, this does no? obligate y(’))l’} i?l Dept. 5002, 305 Broadway, N. Y. City
any way. | want you to have it. So it's yours to keep. Now don't Dear Sir:— 1 enclose herewith « cents for which
delay one minute. This may be the turning point in your life. Tear yoti are to send me, without obligation on my part
off the coupon and mail at once while it is on your mind. whatever, a copy of your latest book. “Muscu-

lar Development.” (Please write or print plainly.)

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN  Memt
Dept 5002, 305 Broadway, NeWYOI‘k Clty AdAress.....coiiiic e

City...

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Auto Touring Maps 10c Each
To Adventure Readers

For alimited time we are able to make You can’'t go wrong when you have
to our readers the remarkable offer of them. They tell the meaning of the

official Rand McNally Auto Trails painted poles that are sentinels over
maps for 10 cents each. These maps your route. They show hotels, garages,
are exactly the same as those included service stations—everything the mo-
in the Rand McNally 35 cent auto- torist wants to know. We are offering
mobile guides. You save 25 cents. these maps at cost, purely as a service
Once used, these maps are a necessity. to our readers.

Any or All of These Maps for 10c apiece

)('T% ThIS Azlmrﬂ_l ?JJAutomobile Dept., Adventure 22823

Butterick Building, New York, N. Y.
And w 2>5 Cents i Please send me Rand McNally Auto Trails maps, sections

The maps correspond to the districts

UM D e o mtars desitea)™ 0y Mail prepaid.
numbered here. They are large (26K x
34 inches) beautifully printed in red lenclose $---mmmommmomooeee in stamps or coins.
and blue on high grade, smooth-finish . .
X . My carisa_ luse_ i -Tires
paper. Enclosed in heavy tinted folders (Name and Model; (Make and Size)

that slip easily into the pocket. Put down My occupation is
the numbers of the maps you want.

Name—
Districts 13 and 17 are published in one

folder. Also districts 15 and 16. Address-

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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9.000.000 Autos
Need Help!

Earn $40 to $150 a Week!

Think of it—over 9,000,000 automobiles are in use in the U. S. There never was a better opportu-
nity for money making than the automobile field offers you right now. Think of the money spent every year to keep all
these cars in a going condition. Think of the chances for the repairmen, chauffeurs, engineers and garage owners.
Look at the autos being sold—both old and new. Look at the garages springing up here
and there. This all means money, money, money for the fellows in the game. Get your
share now. Men like you are needed everywhere to fill big paying jobs.

A Few Things

P acv T .oai'n We have made iteasyfor you to fit yourself for ajob pay- Taken From
MiK *1 111 ingfrom $40.00 to $150.00a week. You don'thave to go to the Books

school. You don’t have to serve an apprenticeship. Every- .

thing is worked out for you by fifteen great automobile vae%"ia“’” Motors

engineers so you can become an auto expertin your spare Motor Gonstruction and

time and keep on earning while you learn. Repair

Carburetors and Settings

Valves, Cooling
Lubrication
Fly-Wheel*
Clutch

Transmission

S I X gitgg!'itn)ri\llzerames
vorumes Sent FREE Tires

Vulcanizing

Now ready for you—the new 6-volume Library of Automo- Ignition -
bile Engineering—right up-to-date, s_howin? all the new cars and StarStlgtgeg]nsd Lighting
the latestand best,wa¥s of doing things. It covers the construc- Wirir¥ Diagrams
tion, care and repair of every kind of automobile, truck and motor- g. g

cycle. Just chock full of advance information on Ignition, Starting
and Lighting Systems, Garage Design and Equipment, Welding
and other repair methods. Everything that a mechanic or any man
interested in automobiles Bhould know. Written in Bimple language
that anyone can understand. 2700 pages and 2400 pictures, plans,

blueprints and wiring diagrams, all'bound in tough, wear-resisting .

Shop Kinks
Commercial Garage
Design and Equipment
Electrics .
Storage Batteries
Care and Repair

; H B Motorcycles
material and stamped in gold. Over 75,000 sets nave been sold on :
our free trial—no money down plan. Commercial Trucks

10c a Day If Pleased

First you see the books in your own home or
shop. Just mail coupon. You can read them and
th for 7whole d bef decide. If
o themglertalole daxs pelare Yot teil 't FREE EXAMINATION  COUPON
month until the special reduced price of $21.80 has been

paid. (Regular price $45). American Technical Society, Dept. A-262, Chicago, 111

®

® Send me the 6-volume set of Automobile Engineering books for a
N O M Oney In A Van Ce = week’s free trial, by express collect. | will either return the books

m  inone week at your expense or send you $2.80 as first payment and

N

Don't take our word for it that you can make $3.00 every month until a total of $21.80 has been paid.

money with the help of these books. Just mail the
coupon and see the books without cost. Then talk
it over with some of your friends and get their 2 Name
oﬁinion Don’t waste a moment in sending for "the books
though. Put the coupon in the mails today. Send no

money— just the coupon. g Address
AMERICAN TECHNICAL. SOCIETY g (Cit
Dept. A-262 Chicago, lllinois H
B EMPIOYEd DY .

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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RATENTS

FOR seventy-six years the firm of
Munn & Company has been in
existence as afirm of Patent Attorneys.

The experience gained is at your dis-
posal. Send your sketches or model, with
a description of your device, to us and you
will receive prompt, courteous attention.

All communications strictly confidential.
Write for our handbook on
PATENTS

Sent without cost together with a state-
ment about our methods, terms, etc.

Keep in touch with the world of science
and invention by reading

Scientific American

The MONTHLY MAGAZINE with a
special appeal to every man of inventive
genius.

MUNN & COMPANY

Patent A ttorneys

610 Woolworth Building, New York City

Scientific American Building, Room 6
525 F Street, Washington, D. C.
S01-H, Tower Building Chicago, 111
611-E, Hanna Building, Cleveland, O.
601-B, Hobart Bldg., San Francisco, Cal.

Stop Using a Truss

STUART’'S PLAPAO-PADS are
different from the truss, being medi-
ge applicators made self-adhesive
posely to hold the distended mus-
clefsecurely in place. No straps,
buclles or spring attached—cannot
i 0 cannot chafe or press against
pubic bone. Thousands have
essfully treated themselves at
Btfoe ™ NggeSi ome without hindrance from work—
floldMVitdar: most obstinate cases conquered. Brand frl*.
Soft as velvet—easy to apply —inexpensive. Awarded
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is natural,
so afterwards no further use for trusses. We
prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely r Kr.r.
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY

PLAPAO CO. 633 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.

Name.
Address..
Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao........ccccoviivinininininnns

Here's a Prescription

for Coughs

For Quick relief try PISO'S—A most
effective syrup different from all
others. Safe and sane for young
and old. Pleasant—no opiates—
no upsetstomach. 35c and 60c
sizes obtainable everywhere.

PISO’S—or Coughs & Colds

Arthur T. White, of Massachusetts

Your Spare Time
Is Worth Money

T CAN be worth as much to you as

Mr.White'swas to him. |fyou have

a few hours a day or an hour a week

— time that you would ordinarily waste—
convert it into ready money.

R. WHITE, who started by giving
M only an hour or two daily to the
work, now has a magazine subscription
business of his own, and easily earns
$5000 a year. We want more men— or
women— in White’s class to look after
the thousands of new and renewal sub-
scriptions to Adventure and our three
other leading magazines, that are now
being sent direct to us, many of them
from your locality.

OU do not need any previous ex-

perience. No obligation. We
furnish supplies and instructions free.
Full particulars will be sent upon receipt
of the coupon below. Mail it today!

Manager, Staff Agencies Division,
Box 934, Butterick Building, New York, N.Y.

Dear Sir:

Please send me, without obligation, full particulars
concerning your spare-time, money-making plan.

SEFEEL...eii i .
....State..

City....

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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The Road of the Loving Heart

N an Enchanted Island —

of the South Seas where the shining
water is ever the sky’s blue looking-glass,
runs the Ala Loto Alofa, The Road of the
Loving Heart—a Road of Gratitude.

The Road was built by the Samoan chiefs
for their beloved “Tusitala” — Teller of
Tales—as they called

Robert Louis Steven-

son, the Beloved of

every nation.

In thanking the old
chiefs who built the
road as an expression
of gratitude for his
never failing kindness,
Stevenson said:

“When aroad is once
built, every year as it
goes on, more and
more people are found
to walk thereon .. ..
so perhaps even this
road of ours may be
useful for hundreds and
hundreds ofyears. And
it is my hope that our
far away descendants
may remember and
bless those who labored for them today.”

Stevenson’s Road—paved with love and
gratitude— led to the Island home he built
inaworld-wide quest for health. The Road
still climbs up the mountainside to Vailima,
and is trod yearly by hundreds who visit
Stevenson’s former home because of their
Gratitude for the priceless heritage of his
life and writings.

But a far greater Road—

is being built today—a road on which year
after year more and more grateful people

shall walk. A Road which shall not only
endure for hundreds of years, but for all
time. A Road for which far away descend-
ants will remember and bless those who
are laboring for them now.

It is the Road of Health—

Its builders are far-seeing physicians and
public and private
health agencies. They
areworking with loving
hearts, as the old Sam-
oan chiefs worked, to
insure aroad that “shall
never be muddy’— a
Road that isclear of the
Pitfallsof Ignorance and
that is free from the

murderous  Highway-
men of Contagious
Diseases.

The Road of Health is
the only road upon
which the sun shines.
Itisthe only Road from
which the real beauties
of life can be seen. It
is the Road sign-posted
with Happiness and
Success. It is the Road
which leads to the De-
lectable Mountains of fulfilled hopes and
ambitions.

Health is not the monopoly of any one
group or class. And so the Road of
Health is a great Public Highway open
to all—to all who keep themselves physi-
cally fit to travel it.

For however smooth a Roadbed—

however free from dangers, wrecks cannot
be avoided unless the machine that travels
the road is in good condition. And just as

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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no locomotive or motor would be sent out,
even on the bestof roads, without occasional
examination, human body— the
greatest machine in the world— must be
thoroughly examined by your doctor and
regularly overhauled, if wrecks along the
Road of Life are to be avoided— if the Road
is to be the Road of sound bodies, cheerful
minds and loving hearts.

so the

Failure to have the complex human machine
examined regularly means that you are
ever in danger of being side-tracked to—
the Road of Sickness — a road over which
many thousands needlessly struggle. Upon
it are the Hills of Difficulty. It is sign-
posted with Heartaches and Failures and
leads to Poverty, to Broken Homes and to
the Valley of the Shadow long before
one’'s time.

The First Baby Steps —

should be taken on the safe, smooth Road
of Health. On it the boy and girl should
travel eagerly to school. From it the
young business man and woman must not
be allowed to stray. Fathers and mothers
will find it the one shining road that leads
to a Happy Home.

Stretching clean and white before you is
the untrodden Road of the New Year.

Therefore Be it Resolved—

to swing wide the Gateway to the Road of
Health—the wonderful new Road of
Gratitude.

Take the first step today—become atraveler
on the sunshiny, joyous thoroughfare—go
to your doctor and have a thorough ex-
amination made of your body mechanism.
The man and woman who find out just
how theystand physically can,by proper care
and right living, learn to avoid the Road of
Sickness— can lengthen life and can get far
more out of it.

Have your children examined. The exami-
nation of a child oftentimes means the dis-
covery of disease tendencies or of defects
which, taken in time, can

be cured or corrected. It

may save deformities, blind-

ness or suffering thatwould

make death preferable to

life.

Get aclean bill of health
— your passport for

A Happy New Year!

Nine years ago the Metropolitan Life
Insurance Company became convinced
that frequent examinations of the bodily
machine would not only add to health and
happiness but would lead to prolongation
of life. The Company thereupon arranged
to offer periodic physical examinations, free
of charge, to a large group of its policy
holders.

The record indicates that among the persons
so examined on whom the Company had an
experience of five or more years following
examination, there was a saving of 28% in
mortality over what otherwise would have
been expected under the general mortality
experience of the Company. So satisfactory
have been the results that the field of these
examinations has been extended by the
Company beyond the limits originally
imposed.

The Metropolitan Life Insurance Com-
pany provides also periodic medical ex-
aminations of its employees. The first ex-
amination showed marked physical defects

METROPOLITAN LIFE

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.

in 25% of them. A year later more than
one-half of these impairments had been
overcome.

Workers in American industries are said to
lose one billion dollars in wages annually
because of sickness and accident—much of
which is preventable. It has been estimated
that six hundred thousand people die need-
lessly every year in the United States— die
years before their time. Within the past
twenty years the average life span in the
United States has been lengthened at least
six years—a wonderful promise of what can
be accomplished in the yearsto come when,
along with other preventive measures,
periodic health examinations shall have
become the rule rather than the exception.

The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company
will gladly mail without charge to anyone
requesting it, a copy of its helpful booklet
entitled **The Ounce of Prevention”. It tells
the whole story of what is here but briefly
outlined.

HALEY FISKE, President
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rich he had become too soft to handle a bad crew. So
just to nail that lie the little millionaire assumes command
of a mutiny ship, and his adventures as captain, form a topic of
conversation for all the South Sea ports. “ I'LL SHOW 'EM,”
a novel by Albert Richard Wetjen, complete in the next issue.

T H E story had gone around that since Seth Orville had got

HEN Jean Triton is captured by an African tribe, the art
W of the “ squared ring” is pitted against the crude wrestling-
tactics of savage warriors. “THREE PRONGS,” by Georges
Surdez, a complete novelette in the next issue.

Other stories in the next issue are forecast on the last page o f this one.

Don’t forget the dates of issue for Adventure—
the 10th, 20th and 30th of each month



TRAMPS OF THERANGE
A[Novelette ™~ W.C.Tluftle

Author of “Flames of the Storm,” “ The Ranch of the Tombstones," etc.

mT~HE first faint flush of dawn was

p~-\H| creeping over the Mission River

hills, as the Overland train

drew to a stop at the little town
of Moon Flats. It was only a moment's
pause, but in that length of time a man had
dropped off the rods of the baggage-car,
crept between the trucks and walked slowly
down the main street.

The town was deserted at this time in the
morning, and the man seemed to study the
dimly outlined, false-fronted buildings as if
he had been there before.

Moon Flats was a cow town—nothing
more nor less. It was a shipping-point for
the Mission River ranges, which also made
it an outfitting point. Like the majority of
the old cow towns it had one street, narrow
wooden sidewalks, the tops of which were
never securely nailed down, long hitch-
racks and a pavement of deep, yellow dust in
the Summer and a quagmire of mud and
slush in the Winter.

As the light grew stronger it illuminated
‘Tramps of the Range," copyright, 1923, by W. C. Tuttle.

Copyright, 1923, by The Ridgway Company in the United States and Great Britain.

the faded and battered signs of the Moon
Flats Gambling House, Buck Franey’s
Place, Bill Eagle’'s General Merchandise,
Jakie Dick’s Elite Cafe and Restaurant,
Trail End Gambling House, Mission River
Stage-Office and General Post-Office.

The stronger light also illuminated the
features of the man who studied them—
a young face, although deeply lined
and with a slight pallor, as if from
sickness.

His eyes were dark, and his black hair
showed slightly silvered at the temple, as if
lightly brushed with a white powder. His
nose was slightly hooked, and his lips
seemed molded into a thin line above a
strong chin.

He was slightly above the average in
height, but just a trifle stooped. His garb
was nondescript, dirty and greasy from
travel. As he studied the signs a half-
smile passed across his face and he sat down
on the sidewalk in front of the Moon
Flats Gambling House. By turning a
pocket inside out, he managed to collect

All rights reserved. 3
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enough tobacco to roll a thin cigaret, which
burned with the unmistakable odor of lint,
but the man did not seem to mind.

Across the street, in the two-story, ram-
shackle Cattlemen’s Hotel, an alarm-clock
started its tin-panny whirr, and in a moment
a man’s voice was raised in sleepy pro-
fanity. The man on the sidewalk smiled.

There was silence for a few minutes, and
again the clock shattered the silence. A
moment later the cheap curtains were flung
aside, an arm described an outward arc. and
the faithful despoiler of slumber splintered
on the sidewalk.

This time the man on the sidewalk
laughed softly. It was all so human—and
he was unused to human things. And as if
the splintering of the clock was a signal,
Moon Flats began to wake up. From
behind the Elite Cafe came the sounds of
some one splitting kindling, and over at the
livery stable the sliding doors creaked as the
stable man came out and looked around.
Doors slammed in the hotel.

A sleepy-eyed, uncombed cowboy came
around a corner from a corral, leading two
horses which he watered at the livery-
stable watering-trough. He paid no at-
tention to the man on the sidewalk as he
went past, but on his return trip he stared
hard and rubbed his ear with a rope end, as
if wondering or thinking. The man on the
sidewalk spat dryly.

The door behind him opened and a man
came out, carrying two wooden buckets,
while another lounged in the doorway,
holding a broom in both hands. They were
swampers, getting ready to clean out the
place. The man with the buckets crossed
to the pump beside the stable, where he
filled the buckets, accompanied by much
creaking protest from the old pump.

In a few minutes the two cowboys came
out of the hotel, yawned widely and started
across the street, arguing.

“1 never done no such a —— thing!”
declared one of them. “All I done was
wind it.”

“Whatcha want to wind it fer?” queried

the other. “It wasn't your clock, Newt.
My gosh! What did you care 'f it run
down? Wakin' us up at five o’clock! I

s’pose you thought it was scientific, didn’t
yuh? Knowed that clocks would wind up;
so yuh wanted to do the right thing by it,
eh?”

“Tha’s it,

Monte,” agreed the other.

“Let her go at that, can’t cha? You'd
holler if yuh was goin’ to be sent to the------ "

He stopped abruptly as he looked at the
man on the sidewalk and squinted sharply,
as if not believing his own eyes.

The man on the sidewalk looked them
over coldly—a half-amused expression
about his thin lips.

“Shell Romaine!” blurted the one called
Newt.

“Yeah,” nodded the man on the side-
walk. “Shelby Romaine.”

“Well, I'm -—--- "

Newt Bowie rubbed his chin and looked
at Monte Barnes, who was pursing his lips
as if trying to whistle, though no sound
came forth.

“Moon Flats ain't changed much in a
year,” observed Romaine dryly.

“No-0-0, she ain't—for sure,” agreed
Newt, looking around as if considering the
unprogressiveness of Moon Flats. *“She
ain’'t growed much, Shell.”

“When didja come back?” queried
Monte.

“Just before yore alarm went off.”

“Oh, that--—-—-- thing!”

Monte glanced back at the hotel.

“Newt, the danged fool, went and-—-- "

“Aw, let up on the poor old clock,” in-
terrupted Newt. “Anybody’d think you'd
been abused, cowboy. You ain’'t seen a
sunrise f'r so long that you don’t know it
ever comes up.”

Newt and Monte sat down on the steps
and relaxed. It was not difficult for either
of them to relax, and their shoulder-blades
were calloused from half-reclining against
corral posts or tree-trunks.

“Goin’ t' be here f'r a while, Shell?”
asked Newt.

“Mebbe.”

“Uh-huh.”

Newt wanted information, but did not
feel like asking pointblank for it.

SLIGHTLY over a year before,

Shelby Romaine had been sent to

the penitentiary for five years.
Two men had held up the Mission County
Bank at Sula, stolen thirty thousand dollars
and shot the cashier. The cashier was
crippled for life.

Jim Searles, a cowboy, who was an eye-
witness of the robbers’ getaway, swore that
he recognized one of them as being Shell
Romaine. The Romaines, father and son,



Tramps of the Range 5

were of rather bad reputation, and it was
not difficult to secure a conviction.

Old “Rim-Fire”. Romaine, the father,
battled mightily for his son. He was an
old, lean-faced, white-mustached range
man; quick-tempered, bitter of tongue, and
reputed to be fast with agun. The defense
was weak, but there still remained—cir-
cumstantial evidence.

Shell Romaine refused to tell where the
money was hidden, nor would he implicate
any one else. The prosecution was also
weak, but the jury brought in a verdict of
guilty, and the judge sentenced Shelby
Romaine to serve five years in Deer Park
prison.

Old Rim-Fire Romaine cursed the judge
and jury bitterly, and only through the
intervention of the defense attorney was
Rim-Fire prevented from filling the court-
room with powder smoke. OIld Rim-Fire
had gone back to his little ranch-house,
fairly sizzling with anger, while Shelby,
linked to Undersheriff “Splinter” See, had
gone to prison.

Many folk were of the opinion that Shell
Romaine should have received a heavier
sentence, bul the State was satisfied. He
was reputed to be a hard-riding, wild sort

of a - , who respected no one; and the
Mission range-folks breathed easier after he
was gone.

But now he was back, looking like a
tramp; a little leaner, slightly more white
about the temples, but still keen of eye.
The prison pallor still showed in his face,
but a few days of sun would wipe that
away.

“Seen anythin’ of my old dad?”

Shell’s voice was low.

“Yeah, | seen him the other day,” replied

Newt. “Same old feller. Know yo're
out, Shell?”
“No. Is he still runnin’ the ranch?”
“Yeah.”
Shell watched Newt roll and light a

cigaret before he said—

“ Anythin’ new goin’ on around here?”

Newt inhaled deeply and blew the ash
off his cigaret.

“No-0-0, nothin’ much, except the feller
they calls the ‘Black Rider.”

“He's a-plenty,” grunted
seriously."”

“Black Rider?”

“Uh-huh.”

Newt nodded and puffed slowly.

Monte

“Some jasper is liftin’ treasure-boxes,
robbin’ banks, et cetery, and he dresses all
in black. He’s sure a dinger, that feller;
and he’s got the sheriff pawin’ his head.”

Shell stared at the toes of his worn shoes
for a moment, and a bitter smile twisted his
lips as he looked at Newt.

“It’s a wonder they don't say it's the
man who helped me do that Mission Bank
job.”

“That's what they're sayin’,”
Newt.

Shell laughed shortly.

“He must be smarter than | am.”

“He's smart as ---—--- ,” agreed Monte
quickly. “He’s about ten thousand dollars
ahead of the game now.”

“Includin’ his half of the thirty thousand
we stole, makes him kinda rich,” mused
Shell.

“Yeah, that's a fact,” grinned Newt.
“'F he’s real cute, he'll quit while the quit-
tin’ is good.”

“Takes brains, | reckon,” sighed Shell.
YA - fool never knows when to quit.
Pat Haley'’s still sheriff, ain't he?”

“Yeah, Pat is still lookin’ for suspects.”

“Pat’s all right—good sheriff,” nodded
Shell. “Just 'cause he shipped me to the
pen, don’'t make me sore at him. He
treated me right. No—" Shell shook his
head— “I ain't sore at none of them
judges, lawyers nor jury. They done their
dangdest, | reckon.”

“Jim Searles is still around here,” volun-
teered Monte.

“Thasso?”

Shell was too indifferent to this.

“Yeah, he’s still around here ”

“Lemme have yore Durham,” said Shell,
holding out his hand to Newt. “I ain't
had nothin’ but pocket-scrapin’s for quite a
while.”

“He'p yoreself, pardner, and then we'll
have a little momin’ snifter.”

“Much obliged for the smoke, but | ain’t
drinkin"—thank yuh kindly, Newt. I've
been away from it a year, and I'm kinda
sanitary and antiseptic, | reckon. | kinda
get a kick outa settin’ here and lookin’ at
the old town.”

“She ain’'t much t’ look upon,” grinned
Monte.

“1t's home,” said Shell softly as he low-
ered his head to lick the edge of his cigaret
paper, “and I've been away for a good many
lifetimes.”

nodded
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THAT same morning Cal Severn

stood on the spacious veranda of

the Diamond-S ranch-house, lean-
ing against the railing as he moodily smoked
a cigaret, his somber eyes taking in the wide
vista of rolling hills and the sun-tinted
Mission range beyond.

Just beyond the huddle of bams and shel-
ter-sheds a long line of cottonwoods and
willows marked the twisting course of
Whispering Creek. To the south lay mile
upon mile of broken, rolling hills, an ideal
cattle-range.

The Diamond-S was the largest, and re-
puted to be the richest, cattle outfit in the
Mission River range; owned for years by
the Severn family, of which Cal Severn was
the last of his line. Square-shooting, up-
standing folks were the old Severns, proud,
perhaps arrogant.

Cal Severn was barely thirty years of age,
well-built, bronzed as an Indian. His face
was lean but well proportioned, and his
dusky-gray eyes remained indifferent,
dreaming, even when his lips laughed.
Like all of the Severns, he was quick of
temper, slow to forgive; and Cal Severn
was a fighter—a hard-riding fighter of the
old rangeland.

Two men rode in at the big gate and halt-
ed at the corral, where they talked with
two of the Diamond-S cowboys, who were
saddling their horses. Cal Severn watched
these two men turn their horses and ride
toward him. They were strangers in the
Mission River range; cowboys, by their
garb.

One of them was tall, swarthy, with a
heavy mustache and a hawk-like face; the
other shorter, wiry of build, and with a face
filled with grin-wrinkles. The tall one, in
spite of his serious mien, appeared ready to
laugh at any time.

They drew rein and nodded to Cal Severn.

“Lookin’ for work,” announced the tall
one. “Me 'n’ him,” indicating his com-
panion.

Severn shook his head.

“Not taking in any hands now.”

He shifted his position and tossed away
his cigaret.

“Fact of the matter is, I'm laying off all,
but one, of my boys today.”

“Thasso?”

The tall one seemed sympathetic. For a
moment he considered Severn, and then his
eyes swept around the confines of the Dia-

mond-S as he reached to an inside pocket of
his vest and took out a folded paper.

“Mind readin’ this?” he asked, handing
the paper out to Severn, who took it and
unfolded it slowly.

His eyes grew even more sober, and his
lips'settled into a harsh line as he scanned
the typewritten page.

His eyes came up from the letter, and he
stared off across the hills, thinking deeply.

“Yuh sabe the idea, don’t yuh?” queried
the tall one.

Cal Severn seemed to jerk back to the
present, and after a few moments he nodded
slowly and handed the Jetter back to its
owner.

“Yeah, | reckon | understand,” he said.
“You'll find bunks down there—" pointing
toward the bunk-house—“and just make
yourselves to home. Henry Horsecollaril

fix yuh up.”
“1'm Hartley,” said the tall one. “Folks
calls me ‘Hashknife.” This wide-awake

pardner of mind was christened Geor-gh,
but answers to ‘Sleepy.” How far is it to
town?”

“Six miles,” shortly.

Cal Severn turned and walked back into
the house, while Hashknife Hartley and
Sleepy Stevens rode down to the bunk-
house and dismounted. A tired-looking
individual came around the corner and
looked them over.

“Want t' see somebody?” he asked.

Hashknife shook his head.

“No-0-0, | reckon not. We've just hired
out to the Diamond-S.”

“Thasso? Huh!”

The man rubbed his ear violently.

“Kinda funny, seems like. Boss said he
was cuttin’ down the crew, and he let Newt
Bowie and Monte Barnes go yesterday.”

“He hired us,” grinned Sleepy. “Mebbe’
he knows two danged good men when he
sees 'em, pardner.”

“Mebbe,” dryly. “M’name’s Dryden;
first name’s Henry and m’ middle name’s
Harrison. H. H. Dryden.”

“They sure branded yuh,” grinned Hash-
knife. “I'm Hartley, and my pardner’'s
name is Stevens. Hashknife Hartley and
Sleepy Stevens.”

“T’ meetcha,” bowed Dryden.
folks?”

“That,” said Hashknife seriously, “would
be pryin’ into our private lives.”

“Ex-cuse me plumb to -—-- I” exclaimed

“Howsa
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Dryden, very apologetic and also very
serious. “I'll kinda he’p yuh git settled in
the bunk-house.”

He led them inside the spacious bunk-
house and allotted each of them a bunk.
The room was large enough to accommodate
twelve men, and as the Diamond-S force
had been cut down they were able to select
their own sleeping-places.

“Strangers around here?” queried
Dryden.
“Uh-huh,” admitted Hashknife. “Tee-

to-tally.”

“1 sure know her from stem t’ gudgeon.”

Dryden smiled over his superior knowl-
edge. It was not often that Dryden, known
as “Henry Horsecollar,” was able to get
any one to listen.

“1 know this here country jist like a
book,” he went on. “I know everything
about her. There ain’t a canon nor a wash-
out that | ain’t fa-mil-yer with. By cripes,
I sure know it well.”

“That's sure fine,” applauded Hashknife,

looking up from his bed-roll. “Anythin’
startling ever happen here?”
“Now yo're talkin’,” said Henry.

There sure is. Ain’tcha never heard of the

Black Rider?”

“Go ahead,” grinned Sleepy. “We'll
bite, Henry.”

“Aw-w-w-w, it ain’'t no joke. Nossir.”

Henry shook his head violently.

“That there Black Rider sure ain’'t no
joke. He’'s a lone rider, that feller is, and
he’s sure he’pin’ himself t'things around this
neck of the timber.”

“ Rustler?”

“No-0-0, | don’t reckon he’s rustlin’ any;
but he’s sure makin’ money off the stages
and banks. Rides a black horse and dress-
es in black. Aw-w-w, yuh don't have t’
believe me; yuh can ask anybody around
here.”

“Henry Horsecollar, we believe yuh,”
grinned Hashknife. “Who do yuh reckon
it is?”

“'F | knowed I'd sure go after him—
mebbe.”

Henry was not committing himself.

“Qutlawin’ must be a good business
around here,” observed Sleepy.

“While she lasts,” agreed Henry; “but
she don’'t always last long. Look at Shell
Romaine. He sure grabbed off a lot of
money from the bank at Sula; but they put
the deadwood on him, and he's bustin’

rocks at Deer Park for five years. His old
man owns a little outfit between here and
Moon Flats—off to the right-hand side as
yuh go from here. They calls him ‘Rim-
Fire’ Romaine.

“Bitter? Beside him quinin would taste
kinda sickish-sweet. Hates everybody.
Got a few dogey cows and some horses.”

“What's he sore about?” asked Hash-
knife.

“Eve'ything.”

Henry spread his hands to indicate the
entire universe.

“ Hates eve'ything.”

“Did they ever get the money back?”
asked Sleepy.

“Git it? -—-— , no! Shell wouldn’'t tell
‘'em nothin’. It was thirty thousand dol-
lars. There was three weeks that not a

danged cowboy on this range would work.
Nossir; they was all treasure-hunters; but
nobody ever found it.”

“Did you hunt for it?”

“Yuh danged well right I did! 1 was
workin’ for the X Bar X outfit at the time
and when | got back | found out I didn’'t
have no job; so | beat the Diamond-S
outfit over here and got a job from Cal

Severn. Cal was sore as--——-- at his own
crew.”

“Good feller to work for?” asked Hash-
knife.

“Fine and dandy. He don’'t pay much
attention; but say—" Henry lowered his
voice— “this ranch ain’t no money-maker.
They tell me that old man Severn was a
humdinger, but Cal sure ain’'t. --—-—- , he’s
a dreamin’ son-of-a-gun, and yuh can’t run
a cow-ranch thataway. He's hot-headed
sometimes, and he'd fight a circle-saw, but
he ain’t got no idea of business.”

“He ought to make you the foreman,”
said Hashknife.

“Yeah.”

Henry shifted his tobacco and spat ac-
curately at a sawdust-filled box beside the
stove.

“Yeah, that's what | been thinkin*. |
could sure make this a reg’lar ranch, y’'bet-
cha. Mebbe Cal Severn don't think it
takes brains t’ run a ranch like this, but 'f
I had a chance 1'd sure show him what a Ii’'l
head-work would do.”

“What's yore job around here now?”
queried Hashknife.

“Aw, | kinda work around—Kkeepin’
things tidy-like.”
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Just at that moment, Cal Severn came to
the door and looked inside.

“Henry fix yuh up?” he asked.

“Yeah,” grinned Hashknife.
set.”

“Yuh spoke about goin’ to town,” re-
marked Severn. “I'm ridin’ down right
away.”

“And we'll ride right along with yuh,”
nodded Hashknife.

Cal Severn saddled a horse and the three
men rode away, while Henry Horsecollar
stood in the doorway, chewing rapidly.
He heartily approved of the new men.
Since they were strangers, he would be able
to talk about many things that the natives
would not listen to nor believe.

“Quite a character,” observed Hashknife,
jerking his head in the direction of the bunk-
house.

“Henry Horsecollar?” grinned Severn,
“Yeah, he sure is. Did he retail all the
range gossip?”

“Well, he got a runnin’ start,” laughed
Hashknife. “Told us about the Black
Rider.”

Severn laughed.

“That's a pet piece of gossip for Henry,
and if he talks long enough about it he'll
tell you who the Black Rider is and where
to find him.”

“Is it Henry’s imagination, or is there a
Black Rider?”

“There is,” declared Severn, “and he’'s
makin’ things bad for the money interests.
Somebody named him the Black Rider be-
cause he wore black clothes, | reckon.”

“ Got any idea who it might be?”

Severn shook his head.

“No, but I wish | did. There’'s an aggre-
gate of ten thousand dollars reward for him
—and | could sure use ten thousand dollars
right now.”

“You ain't got nothin’ on me, pardner,”
assured Hashknife. “I never could count
that much, but they could short-change me
and never make me sore.”

“We're all

SHELL ROMAINE stirred the
curiosity of MoonjFlats, and many
were the conjectures over his ap-
pearance; but he made no explanation of
why he was out four years ahead of his
sentence. Pat Haley got word of it and lost
no time in meeting Romaine.
Pat was hard-faced, prone to hew to the
line of duty, but with a soft heart inside his

deep chest; and it was with a smile that he
approached Shell Romaine.

“Shell, me lad, | heard ye was in town.”

“Hyah, Pat,” grinned Shell. “Howsa
jail since | left?”

They shook hands earnestly, like two old
friends meeting after a long separation.

“The jail is still intact,” stated Pat, “and
little used.”

“She’sa good strong jail,” admitted Shell,
“or I'd 'a’ bored out, y'betcha. How’s the
good wife?”

“She’s fine, Shell.
right at the big corral?”
Shell smiled grimly.

“Did any one ever go there expectin’
good treatment, Pat?”

“'Tis not the primaryobject of the thing,”
agreed Pat slowly, “and | suppose that
even Moon Flats looks good to ye now,
Shell.”

“Uh-huh,” slowly.

“Will ye be stayin’ hereabouts?”

Pat Haley wanted some information,
but did not want to come right out and
ask for it.

“1 dunno.”

Shell shook his head.

“It all depends, Pat.”

“1 suppose so.”

Pat fidgeted with his belt-buckle.

“Have ye been out long, Shell?”

“Not very long.”

“Uh-huh. Well, have ye seen the old
man yet?”

“No.”

“Uh-huh,” thoughtfully.

Evidently Shell Romaine was not going
to explain anything. They stood together
on the edge of the board sidewalk in front
of the filite Cafe and considered the street
while Cal Severn, Hashknife Hartley and
Sleepy Stevens rode in and tied their
horses at the hitch-rack in front of Buck
Franey’s place.

Haley noticed that there were two new
punchers with Severn and also noted that
their horses were branded with the Hash-
knife brand, which was a big outfit many
miles to the South. Shell Romaine watched
Severn until he disappeared inside Franey's
Place, and then he turned to Haley.

“How’s Cal Severn gettin’ along these
days, Pat?”

“Fine.”

Some one called out from across the
way, and they turned to see a man

Did they treat ye
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riding swiftly down the street. He jerked
his mount to a stop at the door of the
Moon Flats saloon and sprang to the
ground. Several men gathered around him
as he talked excitedly, and one of them
pointed across the street in the direction
of the sheriff and Romaine.

“Somethin’ must 'a’ happened,”
served Haley. “There's Mort Lee.
on.”

They crossed the street, where the crowd
was gathering, and the excited rider turned
to the sheriff. The man was a stranger to
Romaine.

“They got the Black Rider!” he ex-
claimed. “He tried to stop the Mission
River stage at Medicine Creek, and Jim
Searles got him cold.”

“What do ye know about that?” grunted
the sheriff. “Do ye know who he was,
Mort?”

“0Old man Romaine!”

The sheriff shot a quick glance at Shell
Romaine, whose body had stiffened under
the shock of his father’'s death. Some one
in the crowd who knew Shell tried to inter-
rupt the speaker, who continued:

“Doc Maldeen was with Searles when
the old man tried to stick 'em up; but
Searles was lookin’ for somethin’ like that,
and he started shootin’. They’ll be here
in a little while.”

The man laughed nervously as he added:

“1 come dang near gettin’ shot m’self.
I was ridin’ down the creek trail and busted
right into it after it was all over. Thought
| heard a shot just before that, but the
creek makes so much noise and the twisted
canon kinda cuts off sounds. Searles lined
up on me before he recognized who | was.”

Nearly all the men in the crowd knew
Shell Romaine, and they watched him
curiously as he turned away and went into
the Moon Flats saloon.

“Y ou -—-- fooll”

One of the cowboys grasped the excited
informer by the arm. “That feller is Shell
Romaine, die old man’s son!”

“Well, how'd | know?” he whined. “I
never seen him before.”

Cal Severn, Hashknife and Sleepy had
joined the group in time to hear it all.
There were no expressions of satisfaction
over the passing of the Black Rider, al-
though he had been a menace to the coun-
try. Both father and son bore bad repu-
tations, but these grave-faced men around

ob-
C'm

the sheriff did not comment upon the
passing of one nor the appearance of the
other.

One of the crowd moved over to the door-
way of the saloon and peered inside, coming
back in a moment to state softly that Shell
Romaine was at the bar, drinking whisky.

“l don’'t blame him,” stated the sheriff.
“l] dunno what I'd do in a case like that,
so | don't.”

A man came up the sidewalk, surveyed
the group for a moment and called to the

sheriff. The man was dressed in “store
clothes,” bareheaded and in his shirt
sleeves. He handed a folded yellow paper

to the sheriff and watched him as he read:

EXPRESS MESSENGER OF OVERLAND
FOUND BOUND AND GAGGED WHEN
TRAIN REACHED WHEELOCK THIS MORN-
ING. SAFE BLOWN AND BIG AMOUNT RE-
PORTED STOLEN. MESSENGER SAYS ROB-
BER LEFT - TRAIN BETWEEN CLEVIS
CREEK AND MOON FLATS.

(Signed) CLAVERING.

Sheriff Haley squinted closely at the
message as some of the more inquisitive
moved in close to see what it was about.
Haley folded up the message and turned
to the crowd.

“A lone bandit blew the Overland safe
this momin’ and got off between here and
Clevis Creek, accordin’ to this telegram
from Clavering, the marshal at Wheelock.”

“By ——, this is gittin’ to be a reg’lar
country!” exclaimed an old grizzled cow-
man. “If it ain't one thing, it's two.”

Haley nodded, and his eyes squinted
thoughtfully as he remembered that Shell
Romaine had just reached town. It was
only three miles to Clevis Creek by the
road, although it was much farther by
rail and over a heavy grade, where a train
barely crawled.

“If the Black Rider hadn’'t been killed
they’'d blame it on to him,” declared
another.

“The Overland hits there before day-
light,” said another, “and the stage don't
hit Medicine Creek before eleven o’clock
or later—and it's only seven miles from
Medicine Creek crossin’ to Clevis Creek
railroad bridge.”

Haley glanced around the crowd, and
his eyes stopped at Hashknife, who was
looking at him. Both Hashknife and
Sleepy were strangers—and this was not
exactly a nice day for strangers in Moon
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Flats; not unless they could furnish a good
alibi.

Several others took notice of Hashknife
and Sleepy, but the coming of the stage
precluded any questions. It drew up at
the stage-office, and thither went the crowd.

Jim Searles, the driver, was a lanky,
raw-boned, long-mustached person with
pouchy eyes and red-veined cheeks. Doc
Maldeen, the other occupant of the driver’'s
seat, was a man of about forty years of
age, black-haired, keen of features and
with a long, flowing black mustache. He
was slightly overdressed, and one might
expect him momentarily to produce a
stock of cure-alls, made by some famous
Indian medicine-man, and which would
cure any and all ills of mankind.

But Jim Searles was no less the show-
man in spite of his appearance. Without
visible emotion but feeling that his prowess
had been well advertised by Mort Lee,
Searles looked the crowd over coldly,
triumphantly. Then he handed the lines
to Maldeen, got slowly down over the wheel
and with a quick motion of his arm jerked
the stage door open.

Lying on the floor of the stage, half-
reclining against a seat, was the body of
old Rim-Fire Romaine.

“There,” said Searles dramatically, “is
yore Black Rider!”

As Searles’ eyes came back to the crowd
he looked straight into the face of Shell
Romaine, the man he had helped send to
the penitentiary. Searles’ eyes widened
and he swayed back against the wheel as
if trying to get farther away.

Shell’s eyes were half-closed as he leaned
forward and looked inside the stage. He
had drunk considerable whisky, but was
far from being drunk. The sheriff stepped
in beside Searles and motioned for two of
the men to help him remove the body, but
Shell shoved one of them aside and took
his place.

They carried the body into the stage-
office and placed it on the floor. The old
man was dressed in an old suit of rusty,
badly fitting black clothes, nondescript
shirt, black slouch hat and well-worn,
high-heeled boots. The sheriff, after a
cursory examination, stepped back. The
old man had been killed with a buckshot
load from a sawed-off shotgun—the upper
part of his body being riddled.

Shell Romaine still stood beside the

body, his shoulders hunched as he stared
down at what had been his father, while the
crowd watched him in silence. Then he
lifted his eyes and looked straight at Jim
Searles. It was not a look of anger; rather
it appeared that Shell was trying to read
Searles’ innermost thoughts—and Searles
turned away.

“Mind tellin’ us about it, doc?” asked the
sheriff of Maldeen. “Mort Lee told us some
of it, but he was kinda excited.”

“There’s not much to tell,” stated Mal-
deen. “We came to Medicine Creek, and
Romaine stepped out of the brush just in
front of us. He threw up his hand, trying
to stop us, | think—and Searles shot him.

“He fell back into the brush. 1 held the
team while Jim went over there and found
out that he had killed old man Romaine.
As he came back Mort Lee rode out of the
brush and Jim almost shot him. Mort
found out what had happened and then
came on in ahead to tell about it.”

“Had a gun, did he?” queried the sheriff.

Searles stepped forward and handed him
a long-barreled .44 Colt pistol.

“This here’s his gun, sheriff.”

The sheriff looked at the gun and dropped
it into his pocket as he said—

“1t kinda looks like Searles was right;
so there won’t be no inquest.”

“How about that reward, Pat?”
Searles.

He had moved in closer to Shell Romaine
as he spoke to the sheriff, and the words
had barely left his lips when Shell whirled,
stepped across the body of his father and
smashed Searles flush in the mouth with a
terrific right-hand swing.

Searles went backward almost out of the
doorway, where he collapsed, half-knocked
out and spitting broken teeth through his
cut lips. Shell tried to follow up his blow,
but Hashknife Hartley blocked him.

“Take her easy, pardner,” begged Hash-
knife. “You can’'t hurt him any more
until he gets partly over that punch.”

Shell’s face was white, and his eyes were
a mere, dark-colored line, so tightly were
they drawn, but he did not try to force
his way past the tall cowpuncher. Searles
crawled to his hands and knees and man-
aged to get to his feet.

“1'd druther be kicked by a mule,”
observed one of the crowd seriously.
“Jim Searles'll be eatin’ his meals through
Doc Hansen’s stummick-pump, I'll betcha.”

asked
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But Searles made no comment. He
clapped one hand over his mouth and
staggered outside, without asking further
about the reward. That punch had driven
all monetary considerations from his mind.

Shell Romaine turned to the sheriff.

“If there ain’t goin’ to be no inquest,
can’'t | take him home, sheriff?”

His voice was pitched low, and his
sudden flash of resentment had passed
now.

“There ain’t nothin’ yuh want of him—
now, is there?”

Pat Haley did not know just what to
say. He looked at Shell and around at the
crowd as if seeking guidance in this matter.
Then he said:

“Well, I dunno, Shell. Why don’t ye
let us bury him all regular-like and ------ "

“Knowin’ that he was an outlaw, Pat?
What does Moon Flats care about old man
Romaine? My God, he was the only
person on earth who cared for me! Me
and him were a lot alike, sheriff; carin’
for each other—kinda; and if it ain't
against the law 1'd like to take him—
home.”

Shell turned his head and looked down
at the body, while Pat Haley bit his lower
lip and had trouble adjusting his cartridge-
belt. It was annoying him greatly; and
several moments elapsed before he looked
at Shell Romaine.

“Shell—ahem-m-m—it may be irregular
as-—-—-, but there ain't any of us too regu-
lar. You go right ahead, will ye?”-

“Thanks, Pat. | suppose | can hire a
team and a wagon.”

“Yuh can borry mine,” stated the man
who had declared that Searles was due to
take nourishment through a stomach-
pump. “It’'s over in front of the store.”

“Thanks,” nodded Shell, and walked
out past the crowd.

Severn, Hashknife and Sleepy walked
outside to the edge of the sidewalk, where
they were joined in a moment by the sheriff,
who looked curiously at Hashknife and
Sleepy.

“Do yuh think that Romaine was the
Black Rider, Pat?” asked Severn.

The sheriff spat dryly and looked at
Hashknife.

“We're strangers,” explained Hashknife,
“and | know how yuh feel, sheriff. I'm
Hashknife Hartley and my pardner’'s name
Sis tevens.”

Names meant nothing to Pat Haley,
and he merely nodded.

Hashknife produced the same paper he
had shown to Cal Severn and handed it to
the sheriff, who perused it slowly, pursing
his lips over the words. Finally he folded
it carefully and handed it back to Hash-
knife.

“Ah-ha-a-a!” he grunted.
eh?” _

“Kinda looks thataway,” smiled Hash-
knife.

“Well, I wish ye luck.”

Shell Romaine drove up and crowded
the team close to the edge of the sidewalk,
while four men brought out the body and
placed it in the wagon-box. And without
a word to any one Shell Romaine kicked
off the brake and drove slowly down the
street—going home.

“May the---—- fly away wid me!” mut-
tered Pat Haley. “I may be violatin’ the
law and me own duty in doin’ this thing,
but I've somethin’ inside of me besides
liver and lights, so | have.”

“Do yuh think that Shell Romaine had
anythin’ to do with the Overland robbery?”
asked Severn.

Pat Haley bit off a generous chew of
tobacco and hitched up his cartridge-belt.

“Ye'll never find out by askin’ me today,
and if ye asked Shell—he'd likely lie
about it.”

Hashknife grinned in appreciation of the
answer, but Cal Severn turned on his heel
and walked away.

“So that's it,

“The Spanish cavalee-e-e-er stood in his
retreat and on his guit-ar-r-r-r played a
tune, de-e-e-ear.”

Henry Horsecollar’s voice, if it might be
called a voice, wailed dismally as he stood,
razor in hand, and surveyed his half-shaven
features in the dingy bunkhouse mirror.

Hashknife Hartley sat up in his blankets
and blinked sleepily at Henry, after which
he reached down and picked up one of his
boots. Henry twisted his face sidewise so
as to afford a medium smooth surface for
the dull razor, and from that cramped
facial angle continued—

“The mu-u-u-usic so-0-0-0 swee-e-e-t-———-"

Blam! The boot crashed into the wall
beside the mirror and drove all the music
from Henry’s soul. He turned and glared
at Hashknife.
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“EXx-cuse
seriously.

“Why for did yuh throw the boot at
me?” demanded Henry.

“Honest to gosh, | thought yuh was
sufferin’,” declared Hashknife, “and |
can't bear to see sufferin’.”

Sleepy kicked himself
blankets and sat up.

“This is Sunday,
queried Henry.

“And you woke us up this early!
growled Sleepy. “What kind of a ranch is
this anyway? Does everybody get up
early and go to church?”

“1 betcha Henry Horsecollar has got a
sweetheart,” grinned Hashknife, and
Henry's ears got very red.

He turned and washed his face violently
in cold water, while Hashknife and Sleepy
winked at each other and began dressing.

“What does the boss do on Sunday?”
queried Hashknife.

“ Goes to see his girl,” replied Henry.

“This must be a reg’lar Romeo ranch,”
laughed Sleepy. “We’'ll have to fall in
love with somebody, Hashknife.”

Henry wiped his face and sat down on
the edge of his bunk. His face was badly
cross-hatched from the dull razor, but
shone from much scrubbing with soap—
that is, the part which had been scrubbed.
Henry was a lot like the average small
boy, who never washes farther back than
a line drawn from temple to angle of jaw-
bone.

“Who is Cal Severn’s girl?” asked Hash-
knife.

“Mary O’Hara.”

“Swede?” queried Sleepy.

“l1 dunno. She's Pat Haley's niece,
that's all I know.”

“Visitin’ here?”

Hashknife seemed anxious for informa-
tion.

“No, | don’'t reckon you’'d call it that.
She’s been with Pat and his wife for a
couple of years!”

“Pretty girl?”

Henry Horsecollar scratched his chin and
Seemed to take the question under advise-
ment.

“Well, she ain’t my idea of beauty. |
never did care for yallerish-red hair and
blue eyes; and | betcha she powders,
‘cause no danged human female has got
skin as white as her skin is, and— Well,

me,” apologized Hashknife

loose from his

don’tcha know it?”

| ain’'t sayin’ she ain’'t pretty, but to my
way of thinkin’, she ain't.”

“Young?”

“Yuh can’'t tell—with all that powder;
but mebbe she ain't more 'n twenty-one.
I reckon she’s a nice girl, but if she wasn’t,
Henry H. Dryden would be the last one to
hold it ag’in’ her.”

“Yo're sure broad-minded, Henry,” ap-
plauded Hashknife. “Did yuh know Shell
Romaine?”

“Dang right!”

Henry grew thoughtful.

“1 wonder why they turned him loose
and what he’s goin’ to do. | had a hunch
that Rim-Fire Romaine was the Black

Rider. | kinda git hunches, don’tcha
know it?”
“You look Ilike yuh might,” agreed

Sleepy meaningly.

“It don’t look right t' me for a man t’
take his own father home and bury him.”

Henry shook his head.

“Things like that ought t' be all fixed
up by a preacher.”

“Do yuh .think that it makes any differ-
ence to God Almighty?” asked Hashknife.

“Well, if yo're goin’ that deep into the
matter, I'll pass. The old man was a
tough old pelican; hated out of
everybody, ’'specially after Shell got sent
to the pen.”

“Shell is a hard man to whip, ain't he?”
asked Sleepy.

“Yo're danged well right he is!”

Henry laughed and caressed his scratched
chin.

“He licked Cal Severn, and when yuh
lick Cal yo're some scrapper.”

“What did they fight over?”

Hashknife grew serious.

“1 dunno. That was over a year ago,
and | don't reckon | ever knowed what
started it. Anyway they curried each
other right on the main street of Moon
Flats, and Shell jist knocked out of
Cal. They both had guns on ’'em, but
neither one offered to do any shootin’.”

“Probably just a friendly fight,” observed
Hashknife. “Let's see if the cook’s got
anythin’ to eat.”

A middle-aged half-breed woman was
doing the cooking. Henry Horsecollar
called her “Mrs. Wicks,” and then talked
to her in the Nez Perce tongue, which
they both spoke fluently. Henry scowled
over some information and shot questions
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at the woman,
statement.

“1I'm goin’ to’ git me a new job!” de-
clared Henry heatedly. “By gosh, I'm
tired of bein’ bossed allatime. Sunday
is supposed t’ be a day of rest, and here the
boss goes and passes me an order t' stay
here at the ranch.”

“Can’t yuh rest here?” asked Sleepy.

“Rest, m-—-1" exploded Henry. “There
ain’t no reason for it, by gosh!”

He turned and spoke to Mrs. Wicks, who
repeated her former statement. Henry
sighed—

“1 don't reckon she's mistaken, ’cause
she’s told me the same darned thing three
times hand-runnin’.”

After breakfast Hashknife and Sleepy
saddled their horses, while Henry Horse-
collar looked on disconsolate. He wanted
to go and see his girl, but a job meant a lot
to Henry and he did not want to displease
Cal Severn.

Hashknife and Sleepy rode toward Moon
Flats, twisting in and out of the low hills
to a rickety old bridge which spanned the
swift running Mission river. Beyond this
the road skirted the hills. There were a
few cattle in evidence, but the better feed
was farther back in the range.

“What do yuh think of this layout?”
queried Sleepy.

“1 dunno,” grunted Hashknife. “’Pears
like we've run into somethin’, Sleepy.”

Hashknife drew rein near the mouth of
a gulch, up which was an old road, showing
little travel.

“1 wonder if this is the road that leads
to Romajne’s ranch.”

“Kinda looks like she might be,” agreed
Sleepy, and they turned and rode up the
side of the hill, ignoring the road, which
angled up the gentle slope of the dry
canon.

A mile farther on they cut back to the
rim of the canon and stopped in a clump
of jack-pines. Below them in the bottom
of the gulch was a tumble-down shanty

who only repeated her

and barn. Behind this was a rickety old
corral. An old roan horse browsed around
the corral, and a few chickens roamed

around the dusty yard.

There did not seem to be any sign of
life about the place. Suddenly their at-
tention was arrested by a flash of color
farther up the canon, where a large clump
of cottonwoods grew around a spring. A
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man and a woman were standing there close
together, but at that distance it was im-
possible to identify them. There was a
saddle-horse tied to a tree, but the shadows
hid its color.

“1 reckon this ain't the place we're
lookin’ for,” observed Hashknife, “but
we'll ride down and kinda find out whose
place she is, Sleepy.”

“Might as well,” agreed Sleepy, and
they rode straight down tire side of the
hill to the flat below.

Half a dozen mongrel dogs came out of
the house at their approach, and each one
tried to outdo the other in dog language.

As they rode up to the door a disheveled-
looking character came on to the porch
and stared at them. The man was a half-
breed, blearly of eye and slovenly dressed.
He was without boots, and his socks were
half off his feet.

Several loose rocks were on the porch,
and one of these he hurled at the barking
dogs, sending them ki-yiing away. Then he
drew himself up in mock dignity and said—

“What in---—- you want here?”

“What yuh got?” asked Hashknife
seriously.

“Ugh!”

The man leaned against a post and put
one foot on top of the other, while he wiped
his lips with a none too clean hand.

“This yore ranch?” asked Hashknife.

“Yeah—my ranch; yo' - rightl”

“What's yore name?”

“Me Joe Wicks, by - ”

“Must be the lovin’ husband of the cook,”
grinned Sleepy. “No wonder she hires out.”

Joe'Wicks bobbed his head drunkenly
and reached for another rock; but the dogs
knew what was coming and fled down to-
ward the bam, where they proceeded to
pull off a free-for-all fight.

“How far is it to the Romaine ranch?”
asked Hashknife.

Joe Wicks considered this a while, slob-
bering just a trifle and keeping one eye on a
spotted dog, which was coming toward the
porch, but on an angle which would take
it just beyond the comer.

A moment later came the slither of gravel,
and Joe hurled his rock at the corner just
in time to hit a girl who was turning toward
the porch. Without a sound she crumpled
up, while the dog, which had gone up to
meet her, went yapping back toward the
fighting crew at the bam.



H Adventure

“My Gawd!” gasped Hashknife, sliding
out of his saddle and almost colliding with
Sleepy.

They picked the girl up and placed her
on the porch. The rock had hit her on the
head, but too high up to do her any
permanent injury.

Joe Wicks looked drunkenly on as Hash-
knife parted her hair and examined the
bruise. She was dressed in a plain calico
dress, badly made, and was undeniably part
Indian, but her features were pretty. She
was not over eighteen and had not began
to acquire the shapeless figure which her
kind are heir to after the bloom of youth
has faded.

After a minute her eyes opened and she
looked around.

“Got eyes like a young doe,” grunted
Sleepy, and blushed to think that he had
spoken his thoughts.

“What was it?” she asked softly.

“You got hit with a rock,” explained
Hashknife. “Better lay still for a few
minutes.”

Her hand went up to her head, and she
felt tenderly of the bruise. Hashknife
pointed at Joe Wicks and said—

“He throwed a rock at the dog and you
walked into it.”

o dogs!” grunted Joe.
much dogs!”

She sat up, blinked her eyes dizzily for a
moment and got to her feet with Hash-
knife's assistance.

“Thank you,” she said with that peculiar,
half-hiss of an Indian speaking a strange
tongue, and went into the house without
speaking to Joe Wicks.

“My girl,” said Joe. “Marie Wicks,
by ______ !H

“Your daughter?” asked Sleepy.

“Yeah—my papoose; yo' —--- right!”

Hashknife considered Joe, and his mind
flashed back to the squat figure of Mrs.
Wicks. Marie was pretty, graceful; but
still she was the offspring of these two.
Joe's socks bothered him considerably; so
he yanked them off and threw them aside.

“Yo' have drink whisky?” he grunted.

“Where did you get whisky?” demanded
Hashknife quickly.

Joe licked his lips and his eyes narrowed,
but he did not say. Hashknife knew it was
of no use to ask an Indian where he got
liquor; so he did not repeat his question.

“Let's go,” suggested Hashknife, getting

back into his saddle. “We’ll cut across the
hills toward town, and we’ll likely find the
Romaine ranch.”

Sleepy mounted, and they started toward
the opposite side of the canon. Joe Wicks
watched them through narrowed eyes, and
called after them—

“Yo'go to-—- ”

Hashknife nodded as if accepting good
advice, while Joe Wicks spat dryly and went
into the house.

“Can yuh ’'magine that girl
daughter of them two? Can yuh?”

Sleepy’s questions were explosive.

“Well,” laughed Hashknife, “she sure
don’t take after her folks, Sleepy.”

They rode on across the sage-covered
hills, angling back toward the road, riding
silently; both men thinking deeply. Their
course led down the sharp side of a hill and
on to a flat, where they passed a heavy

bein’ a

growth of timber and drew up at an old
rail fence which enclosed a ranch-house,
little better kept than that belonging to
Joe Wicks.

There was no human being in sight, and
an air of lonesomeness seemed to pervade
the old place. The roofs of the house and
barn were sway-backed from age and
neglect, and everything seemed neglected,
forgotten.

Hashknife opened a broken-hinged gate,
and they rode up to the house. The door
was closed and locked with a heavy padlock.
Just out in the yard was a fresh mound of
dirt; mute evidence that Shell Romaine had
buried his own father.

Hashknife shook his head sadly.

“Dang it all, yuh got to feel sorry for
Romaine. Mebbe he ain't no good—I
dunno.”

“He’'s got guts anyway,” declared Sleepy.
“He didn’'t lay down and wail about it,
Hashknife.”
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“No,” agreed Hashknife; “he sure didn't;
and | like the way he pasted the stage-
driver. Man, he sure can hit. Well, | don’t
reckon there’s any use foolin’ around here.”

They turned and rode out of the yard,
heading down the road, which would con-
nect with the main highway to Moon Flats.
Just at the edge of the clearing, where the
road twisted between a tall outcropping of
granite and a big clump of brush, Hash-
knife suddenly jerked sidewise in his sad-
dle, almost falling across his horse’s neck;
while from back somewhere near the house
came the sharp snap of a high-power rifle.

With a sharp slash of his spurs Sleepy
whirled his horse sidewise, throwing Hash-
knife’s mount off the road and into the
brush, where both horses raced ahead sev-
eral jumps before Sleepy stopped them.
Hashknife was humped in the saddle, appar-
ently badly jarred. Sleepy slid to the
ground and went to Hashknife's assistance,
but the tall cowboy had already dismounted
and was fumbling with his holster.

“Where did it git yuh?” asked Sleepy
anxiously.

“Take a look,” grunted Hashknife, turn-
ing his back to Sleepy.

The bullet had torn Hashknife's shirt
from the center of his back to a point high
up on the shoulder, cutting an ugly gash
but not going deep enough for any
permanent injury.

Sleepy started to examine it more closely;
but another bullet struck a sapling just
behind them, and they both dropped low
in the brush.

“Kinda jagged me, didn’t it?” asked
Hashknife.

“Cultivated yore shoulder,” grunted
Sleepy. “If that danged fool don't quit

he’ll hit a horse.”

“Yeah—if he don’t 'quit he'll grab a
harp,” gritted Hashknife, flexing his right
arm.

Another bullet flipped above them, send-
ing a shower of leaves down upon their
sombrero hats, but they were so low that the
shooter could not see them now, and he was
evidently shooting by guess.

“Wish we had a Winchester,” grumbled
Hashknife. “Can’t do much with a six-
shooter at this range, but | can sure make
one awful stab at it.”

“Aw-w-w, look at them
wailed Sleepy.

The two horses had left the brush and

horses!”
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were working out into the open. One of
them had the reins looped around its foot
and was moving along head down, when the
rifle cracked again, and the horse pitched
headlong, kicked wildly and lay still.

Sleepy sprang to his feet, but Hashknife
yanked him down.

“ Stay down, yuh danged fool! Don’tcha
know he was tryin’ to hoodie yuh into
starting somethin’?”

The rifle cracked again, and the other
horse floundered back into the brush, ran
a few jumps and crashed down.

“Well,” said Hashknife slowly, “we're
due to walk now.”

“1 reckon we better be glad that we're
able to walk,” observed Sleepy. “That
jasper is a good shot, and you just hap-
pened to turn far enough to miss bein’ hit
plumb center. Hurtin’ yuh much?”

“Not half as much as my feet will before
we get to town, Sleepy. My boots are
kinda tight.”

“Danged dude,” sarcastically. “Tryin’
to pinch a pair of number tens into nines.
Next thing I know you’ll be usin’ corn-
starch on yore nose to take off the shine.”

“Well,” mournfully, “I'll still be yore
little friend. No matter what happens, |
won't turn yuh down because yuh ain’t got
no sense, Sleepy.”

Sleepy grunted explosively and peered
through the brush. There was no sign of
the shooter. A magpie, dipping and sailing
across the clearing, twisted sharply and
came to rest on the apex of the ranch-house
roof. A minute later another of the same
species came in from the opposite direction
and perched near the first one, where they
both chattered volubly, arguing in almost
human voices.

“ Either that bushwhacker is danged well
hid or he’s pulled out,” declared Hashknife.
“Them magpies ain't even cautious, and
yuh can’t hardly fool a magpie.”

Cautiously they crawled toward the edge
of the clearing, taking plenty of time and
watching closely. An exposed sombrero
failed to draw a shot. Hashknife snaked
himself in behind a cottonwood bole and
assumed an upright position. The sharp
eyes of the magpies discovered him, and
they flitted swiftly away, calling a warning
to all of their kind.

Hashknife gripped his gun, flung himself
away from the tree and ran to the dead
horse, where he dropped flatvm the ground.
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Still there was no shot to break the stillness.
He sat up, taking a long chance, but no
shot came.

Sleepy walked over, and they examined
the horses, both of which had been almost
instantly killed. They stripped off the sad-
dles and bridles and hung them up in a
tree. Neither of the men complained nor
swore dire revenge upon the man who had
deprived them of their mounts.

“That there roan was a danged good
horse,” declared Sleepy.

“Such as he was,” admitted Hashknife;
“but he didn’'t noways compare with my

gray hawse.”

“Both of 'em bein’ dead, it sure makes a
fifty-fifty argument,” grinned Sleepy.
“That little roan bronc was all horse. Fifty
miles a day--—- "

“Yuh* mean, a week,” interrupted
Hashknife.

“Lemme finish, won't yuh? -Jumpin’ at
conclusions thataway, Hashknife, makes me
weary of yore company. 1 was goin' to say
that fifty miles a day would kill that roan—
dead. Want me to doctor that shoulder?”

“Naw. It kinda burns a little, and it's
sore as --—--—-—- ; but yore kind of doctorin’
wouldn’t help it none. Let's go to Moon
Flats. Can’t be more thanacouple of miles.”

Sleepy nodded.

“All right, cowboy. | hope they don't
cuss us nor shoot at us down there. | never
did see such a ---—--- uncivilized country in
my life. Who do yuh reckon shot at us?”

Hashknife shook his head.

“l dunno. Likely mistook us for some
one else and pulled out as soon as they
found out their mistake.”

Sleepy shook his head and squinted at
Hashknife.

“Now, you don’'t even start to think
thataway. They'd 'a’ found that out before
they shot our horses, wouldn’t they? They
never got a look at us after that.”

“Mebbe they got scared and shot the
horses to keep us from followin’ ’‘em,
Sleepy.”

“All right, all right. Mebbe this and
mebby that, and all the time--—--- "

“We’'re delayin’ the blisters on our heels,”
finished Hashknife. “ C’'mon, old pessimist.”

And they started off down the road, walk-
ing with the stiff-legged gait of a cowboy
whose boots are high-heeled and altogether
too tight; walking with elbows bent and
hardly swaying from the head to waist.

Just before they reached the forks of the
road a rider swung on to Romaine’s road
and eyed them curiously. It was Mort Lee,
the cowboy who had brought news of the
Romaine killing to Moon Flats. Hashknife
grinned at him, and after a moment Mort
Lee grinned widely.

“Takin’ our daily exercise,” stated Hash-
knife seriously.

“Yeah?”

Mort Lee did not seem convinced.

“Keeps a feller in good shape,” added
Sleepy, shaking the perspiration off his
nose.

“1 betcha,” agreed Mort,
“ 'Specially in ridin’-boots.”

“That fit tight,” added Hashknife pain-
fully.

Mort Lee nodded, and his eyes invited

and added,

explanations which did not come. Finally
he said—

“Been up to Romaine’s place?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Shell at home?”

“1 dunno,” said Hashknife. “We didn’'t
see him.”

“* Oh."

Mort Lee pursed his lips and squinted at
the sun.

“We-e-ell, | reckon I'll be moseyin’ on,
gents. Yuh won'’t find the main road much
better walkin’ than this.”

He spurred his horse and went away in a
whirl of dust.

“If they don’t cuss yuh or shoot at yuh,
they hang crape,” complained Sleepy.
o such a country!”

“Country’s all right,” argued Hashknife.
“1t’'s the folks in it that make it bad. These
people need purifyin’—that’s all it needs,
Sleepy.”

“That's all-—-—- needs,” retorted Sleepy
sadly.

ABOUT the time that Hashknife
. and Sleepy reached the main road,
a crowd of men gathered around a
poker-table in the Moon Flats gambling
house. Cal Severn had challenged Doc
Maldeen to a single-handed game of stud
poker. Severn seldom played poker, but
when he did it was for big money, and the
men around the table grinned in anticipa-
tion of large stakes.
There was no money in sight, Severn
merely requesting five thousand dollars
worth of chips. The cowboys around the
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table gasped audibly. Five thousand dol-
lars! But Maldeen did not even blink as he
slid five stacks of yhite chips across the
table to Severn.

“Hundred dollar chips big enough?” he
asked casually, and Severn nodded as he
stacked them up in two piles of twenty-five
chips each.

They cut for deal, and Maldeen won.
Both men shoved in an ante of two hundred
dollars after getting their hole-card. Then
Severn drew an ace and Maldeen a seven-
spot. Severn bet two hundred and Maldeen
stayed. The third card around showed an-
other ace for Severn and a king for Maldeen.

This time Severn bet two hundred, and,
after calm consideration, Maldeen tossed in
seven chips.

“Tiltin’ it five hundred, eh?” Severn half-
smiled, as he called the raise.

The fourth card showed a jack for Severn
and another king for Maldeen. Severn
studied Maldeen’s cards. He had Maldeen
beaten in sight, but the five hundred dollar
raise made it appear that Maldeen had a
king buried. Severn passed the bet and
Maldeen shoved in five chips. Severn
fingered his chips for quite a while, but
finally tossed five into the pot.

Maldeen dealt slowly, placing the next
card carefully beside Severn’s hand. It was
another jack. This gave Severn aces and
jacks in sight. Maldeen flipped over his
own card—another king. Three Kkings
against two pair—in sight. It was Mal-
deen’s first “say” in the pot, and he quickly
estimated Severn’s chips before shoving ten
chips into the center.

Severn seemed to hesitate. He was
beaten in sight, and Maldeen held a hard
hand to bluff. Severn was already in eleven
hundred dollars. Then he slowly picked
up the rest of his chips and slid them to the
center. Maldeen smiled and shook his
head. ,

“Cal, that's cold-blooded poker, but I
feel that yo're out on a limb.”

He swiftly counted out his chips and slid
them to the center, and his pile totaled one
more chip than what Cal Severn had bet.

“Raisin’ a hundred?” queried Severn
softly.

“Thassall,” smiled Maldeen.

Severn hesitated for a moment and
cleared his throat.

“Give me five thousand more, doc.”

2I\/Ialdeen seemed about to refuse, but
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counted out the required amount. Severn
was good for that amount, just on the
strength of the Diamond-S ranch. He did
not stack his chips this time, but shoved
them all to the center.

“Boostin’ it forty-nine hundred,”
stated.

A gasp went up from dry throats around
the table. It was the largest bet they had
ever seen made. Maldeen studied Severn’s
cards as if seeking to discover whether Sev-
ern was bluffing or had filled his hand. He
squinted at Severn’'s face, but the young
cattleman was slowly puffing on his cigaret
and looking at the fortune in the center
of the table.

“1 call,” said Maldeen, tossing in his chips.

Severn flipped over his hole-card,—an ace.

“Ace full!” gasped a cowboy, almost over-
come from the suspense.

Maldeen smiled grimly and turned his
card. It was another seven.

“King full!” exploded another cowboy.
“Two full houses!”

For a few moments Cal Severn did not
say anything. He shoved the chips across
to Maldeen and leaned back in his chair.

“The god of luck was with me, doc; I'm
through.”

Maldeen got slowly to his feet and went
back to his private room, where he kept a
small safe. In a few moments he came back
with ten thousand dollars in gold and cur-
rency. After he had counted it out he
turned to the crowd and said—

“The house buys a drink, gents.”

And the “gents” took their drink, gulping
it down wolfishly, as if seeking solace from
the reaction of that big bet.

“Never saw nothin’ like it before,” de-
clared a cowboy earnestly. “That’s goin’ to
spoil me for any of this four-bits-a-stack

he

game. | used to git a thrill out of a five-
dollar bet, but— Forty-nine hundred—
whoo-o-ee!”

Severn laughed softly and leaned on the
bar.

“That ten thousand will kinda help to
pay up some of my debts, doc.”

Maldeen grimaced.

“It won't help mine, Cal. That's a hard
jolt for the old Moon Flats, if anybody
asks yuh.”

Severn shrugged his shoulders.

“You dealt 'em to me, doc.”

“I'm a ---—--- of a dealer,” admitted Mal-
deen, and the crowd laughed boisterously.
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They appreciated a good and

Maldeen was not kicking.

loser,

AND that same morning Mary

O’Hara met Shell Romaine in the

hills; but the meeting was not
planned. Mary rode the hills nearly every
day astride a wiry little sorrel horse, riding
as recklessly as any cowboy; but today she
was not in the mood for a wild gallop, and
was poking slowly along a narrow trail
when her horse suddenly stopped, and she
looked up at Shell Romaine, whose horse
blocked the trail.

For several moments they looked at each
other, and then Shell swung his horse on to
the down-hill side, giving her plenty of room
to pass. He had removed his hat, but did
not speak. He had changed from the
dilapidated suit of the day before, and was
now wearing a black sombrero, faded blue
shirt and bat-winged, silver-trimmed chaps.
Around his neck was a scarlet silk muffler,
while around his waist was a wide, silver-
trimmed cartridge-belt, and swinging low
on his thigh was a holstered pistol.

“Why don’'t you speak to me?” asked
Mary O’'Hara.

Shell looked closely at her and dropped
his eyes to the pommel of his saddle, where
the palm of his right hand was tightly
clenched.

“1 didn't reckon you'd care to have me,”
he replied.

“Did you make that up out of your
own head, Shell?”

“Well—" Shell lifted his head defiantly—
“1 don't know why yuh should want to
speak to me.”

Mary sighed and examined her well-worn
gauntlets.

“Nobody wants to speak to a horse-
thief, bank-robber, killer,” he continued;
but there was no bitterness in his voice.
“1 reckon everybody knows that my old
man was the Black Rider.”

“Shell, I'm sorry—for—you. It is hard
luck, but----—-- "
“l1 don’'t want sympathy,” interrupted

Shell, “and I'm not blamin’ luck for what
happened. | reckon I'll try to sell out the
old place and leave the Mission country.
It was hard to make a livin'—before; it'll
be impossible now.”

Mary nodded slowly. Shell twisted in
his saddle and wiped his forehead with
his sleeve.

“Mary, | want to tell yuh somethin’ and
ask yuh to forgive me for doin’ it—if yuh
can.”

“If I can?”

“Yeah. Before that bank robbery—"”
Shell paused a moment—“mebbe it was a
week or so before that, | got drunk in Moon
Flats, and | got to braggin’ to some of the
boys. You was crossin’ the street and |
told them that me and you was engaged to
marry.

Mary looked curiously at him and shook
her head.

“No one ever told me that, Shell.”

“Well, | said it, Mary. | dunno why I
lied like that, but I did, and I'm glad it
never came to you.”

Suddenly Mary smiled.

“Shell, it did, too; but not that you had
said it. Quite a while after you went away
Cal Severn asked me if I was engaged to

you. | told him I was not, and he laughed
it off. | did not ask him where he got the
idea.”

“1 reckon some of the boys cold him,”
said Shell slowly; and then, “Are you goin’
to marry Cal Severn, Mar}- O'Hara?”

Mary flushed and reached down to pat
the shoulder of her horse, but did not
reply.

“1 wish yuh a lot of luck,” said Shell.
“Alot of luck.”

Mary lifted her head, her eyes filled with
tears.

“Shell, I must tell you something. You
heard that the Overland was robbed yes-
terday morning between Moon Flats and
Clevis Creek bridge, didn't you?”

Shell nodded his head.

“Uncle Pat was notified yesterday morn-
ing. Itwas done by a lone robber, who tied
up the messenger and blew the safe. There
was a lot of money taken. The messenger
was discovered at Wheelock, and he was
unable to give a good description of the
robber, but said he was dressed in dark-
colored clothes.”

Shell turned his head and stared off across
the purple sage, his mind working fast.
He had been on that train.

“Did Pat find any clews, Mary?” he
asked.

“No. But, Shell, they want to know
where you were at that time, don’t you see?
Some say it was done by the Black Rider,
but others point out the fact that you came
into town early. Newt Bowie and Monte
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Barnes say that you were in Moon Flats
at daylight.”

Shell smiled bitterly.

“Is there a warrant out for me?”

“Uncle Pat did not say, but | know he has
worried a lot about it, Shell.”

“Has he? | suppose | ought to go to
town and prove that I had nothin’ to do
with it, or give myself up to the law; but
one | can’'t do and the other—I've had a
taste of, Mary. Oh, | know what the Mis-
sion range thinks of me, and I know how
much chance 1'd have in their courts.
I'm already convicted, in their minds.”

Mary nodded. She knew that Shell’s
past reputation was all against him, and
she knew that many folks in Moon Flats had
already declared that Shell Romaine had
robbed the train. Hadn’t he been convicted
of robbery before? Hadn't his own father
been the Black Rider and got killed in the
act of holding up a stage?

“Couldn’t you prove your innocence,
Shell?” asked Mary.
“Prove nothin’!” bitterly. “What proof

could a paroled convict bring to a court of
law?”

“Paroled?”

“Yeah—paroled, Mary. I'm not free—
not in the right way. I've got to report to
the sheriff every so often, and any old time |
even look cross-eyed—back | go to the pen.”

“Will you report to Uncle Pat?”

“No!”

Shell gathered up his reins and settled
himself in his saddle.

“1'm an outlaw. | haven't got a chance
in the world to prove anythin’, and I'm not
goin’ back to the penitentiary. If they got
me for this robbery 1'd go in for twenty
years, don’tcha know it?

“They're all primed to get me, | reckon".
| ain’t got a friend left—if | ever did have
any; and from now on I'm goin’ to get the
game as well as the fame. You tell Pat
Haley, will yuh, Mary? Tell him he can
declare open season on the last gl the Ro-
maines. | like Old Pat, and the Lord
never made a better woman than ‘Ma’
Haley. | don't want to harm them, but
you tell Pat that I'm not cornin’ in—not
on my own feet.”

Shell turned his horse down the hill,
riding«straight down the steep slope to the
bottom, where he swung around on to a
hog-backed ridge and disappeared in the
timber.

For several minutes after Shell had disap-
peared, Mary continued to watch after him.
He had wished her lots of luck in her mar-
riage to Cal Severn. She had liked Shell
Romaine, but had never thought seriously
about him.  He was a wild sort of person,
willing to fight at the drop of a hat—and
drop it himself—while Cal Severn was more
settled, substantial.

She turned her horse and rode slowly
back toward town, secretly glad that Shell
Romaine was not going to give himself up
to the law. She knew that it would be
Pat Haley’'s duty either to arrest or Kill
him; knew that the men of the Mission
River ranges would comb the hills for him.
Turning outlaw would be proof conclusive
that he was guilty, but for some reason
Mary was glad that Shell Romaine was no
quitter.

HASHKNIFE and Sleepy came into.

Moon Flats tired, dusty and limping

from sore feet. They headed for the
horse-trough beside the livery stable, where
they took off their boots and immersed
their aching feet in the water.

R hath no fury like a busted blister,”
declared Sleepy, wiggling his cramped toes.”
I wish I had the power to bring a curse
upon the man who slew our chargers.”

“Go ahead,” groaned Hashknife, “and
I'll do my dangdest to make it come true.
The man that made my boots never knowed
that a human bein’ had more'n one toe.”

“You will be a dude,” observed Sleepy.
“Bend yore feet all out of shape to make
‘'em look dainty.”

Sleepy looked up and shoved his bare foot
against Hashknife's ankle. Cal Severn was
coming down toward them, leading his horse.

“What's the idea of the foot-bath?” he
asked as he came up to them.

“Gettin’ sanitary,” grinned Hashknife,
reaching for his cigaret-makings. “Washin’
feet helps clear yore mind.”

“Thasso?”

Cal Severn seemed amused.

“And what is the real reason?”

“Hot feet,” grunted Hashknife, and then
proceeded to tell Severn what had happened
to them.

“You ain't kiddin’ me, are yuh?” he
asked when Hashknife finished.

“Go and look in Romaine’s front yard
and you'll find two perfectly good dead
horses,” declared Hashknife.
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Severn shook his head.

“No, I'll take yore word for it and keep
away from Romaine’s place.”

“Scared of him?” queried Hashknife,
lighting his smoke.

Severn grinned.

“1f yuh want to look at it that way. |
don’t care to be shot at, Hartley. But—"
Severn grew more serious—“why should
Shell Romaine shoot at you two?”

“Who in -—-- said he shot at us?” de-
manded Hashknife.

“Well, you—uh— Didn’t you just tell
me------ "

“] said we was shot at,”
Hashknife.

“l getcha. But who would shoot at
you? You are strangers around here.
Maybe it was a mistake.”

“1 dunno about that.”

Hashknife proceeded to pull on his socks
carefully.

“Anyway—" looking up with a grin—
“we know ---—--- well that we wasn’t wel-
come around there.”

“Kinda looks that way,” admitted Severn
seriously, and then, “ Get a couple of horses
from the stable to ride out to the ranch
today.”

Severn started to lead his horse
the stable, but turned.

“1 reckon | can fix up some saddles for
yuh out at the ranch.”

“Ne’ mind,” said Hashknife. “We’'ll go
out tomorrow and get our own rigs.”

“Qut to Romaine’'s?”

“Perzactly!” grunted Hashknife, kicking
a boot-heel against the trough, trying to
drive his swollen foot into close quarters.

Severn nodded and led his horse inside.

“1 wonder what kinda whippoorwills he
thought we are?” queried Sleepy. “Think
we'd give up them there good saddles?”

“Didn’'t know he had hired two brave
men,” grinned Hashknife, but grimaced
with pain as he took a step. “-—-- it!
I thought my shoulder was sore, but these
two feet of mine ain’'t feet a-tall; they're
------ in a pinch.”

Hobbling along, they headed for the
Moon Flats saloon, where several cowboys,
including Monte Barnes, were standing on
the porch. The cowboys looked curiously
at them, but said nothing.

“1I'll buy a drink,” announced Hash-
knife. “1 bet my pardner the drinks that
I could beat him to town from the Dia-

corrected

into

mond-S, but | calculated wrong; so I'll buy
a drink for everybody.”
“Walk?” gasped Monte.

“Not all the way,” said Hashknife,
standing on one foot. “Part of the way we
ran. C'm on in.”

They all went inside and lined up at the
bar. Maldeen was not there, and the con-
versation turned to the poker game, which
had been played a short time before.

“Severn won ten thousand dollars in one
hand,” explained Barnes. “Game of stud.
Both men filled. Never seen anythin’ like
it in my life.”

“Prob’ly won’t never ag’in,”
another.

Hashknife squinted at his drink and
looked around the room. Finally he turned
to Barnes.

“Ten thousand is a lot of money.”

“More 'n | ever seen before,” declared
Barnes. “It’s plumb easy to speak about
it, but when yuh see it all on the table—
whoo-o0-0-ee!”

“And Maldeen done the dealin’,” added
another. “He sure deals a straight
game.”

“Severn must be a plunger,” observed
Sleepy.

“l never seen him play big before,”
stated Barnes.” He plays poker once in a
while, but I think that most of his gamblin’
is done in the East.”

“ Goes East to gamble?”

Hashknife squinted at Barnes.

“Naw—the stock markets. Yuh know
what I mean—gamblin’ in wheat and oats
and that kinda gamblin’. We took a train
of beef back there two years ago and Cal
studied market stuff. Ever since then he’s
gambled thataway, and | reckon he didn't
get as square a deal as he got today.”

“They kinda hook yuh, | reckon,” ob-
served Hashknife.

“Dang right! They sure hookum-cow.
Man ain’t got no chance to bluff; don't even
get time tp study his cards. I'll takem
mine over the poker table, y’'betcha.”

“What happened to yore back and shoul-
der?” asked one of the cowboys, pointing
at Hashknife's back, where the bullet had
ripped the shirt.

The wound had bled considerably, dis-
coloring his shirt.

“Oh, that?” _

Hashknife tried to twist his head and
look over his own shoulder.

declared
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“Well, sir, I was kinda hurryin’ along and
snagged m’self on a barb-wire fence.”

The cowboys glanced at each- other, bat
did not dispute the explanation. That it
was not done by a barbed wire was very
certain, but they knew better than to in-
quire too deeply into something that was
really none of their business.

After the round of drinks Hashknife and
Sleepy left the saloon, leaving a bunch of
cowboys trying to figure out why two sore-
footed cowboys had walked into town and
why one of them had a bullet-scrape across
his shoulder.

Jim Searles was standing in front of Bill
Eagle’s general merchandise store, and
from him Hashknife found out where Pat
Haley lived. Searles scowled at them and
hitched up his belt. Searles was an evil-
looking gentleman, short of body, but long
of face.

“Whatcha want him fer?”
after directing them.

“Want him to say a prayer,” said Hash-
knife seriously.

“Who fer?” quickly.

“1 dunno—yet,” grinned Hashknife and
turned away.

Pat Haley lived in a home-like frame cot-
tage just at the edge of town. Two great
cottonwoods almost concealed the house,
and the front yard was a mass of rose-
bushes. A sorrel horse, saddled, was tied
to the rear gate, and voices were audible
through the open front door.

The two cowboys went up to the door and
were about to knock, when Pat Haley came
into the short hall. He glanced quickly
at them and grinned with his pipe clenched
between his big teeth.

“Come in and rest your feet,” he greeted
them. “Sure, it’s cooler in the house, and
me wife has just made a gallon of limminade
wit’ ice. Come on in.”

They followed him into the living-room,
where he introduced them to Ma Haley
aftd Mary O’Hara.

“Me niece,” explained Haley. “She’s
one-half of the Haley family, and me and
Ma are the other half.”

Hashknife and Sleepy sat down awk-
wardly on the sofa and fondled their hats.
Hashknife winced from the jerk of his
shirt as he sat down, and Ma Haley divined
that something was wrong.

“Did. ye get hurt?” she asked abruptly,
getting out of her chair.

he asked

“Now, it ain’t nothin’,” declared Hash-
knife. “I just got scratched with a bullet,
thassall.”

“All?”

Ma Haley came straight to him and made
him bend his back.

“Heavens above!” she exclaimed. “Why,
the poor boy has been badly hurt! Mary,
get some hot water and car-r-bolic-acid

bottle—quick!”

“Aw-w-w-w!” begged Hashknife. “It
ain’'t nothin’:”

“You're in a ----- of a fix,” laughed Pat
Haley. “When Ma finds a cut or a bruise

she niver lets up until she doctors it. But
who shot ye, Har-r-tley?”

“1 dunno. You tell him, Sleepy—I'min
the hospital.”

“You've got to take off that shirt,”
declared Mrs. Haley, “1 never do things
by halves, me boy.”

“Come out on the porch and I'll tell yuh,”
laughed Sleepy. “I'd get to laughin’ if I
ever seen Hashknife Hartley in the rough.”

They went outside, leaving Hashknife
groaning mentally.

Mary came in with the water and bottle
of acid, and Hashknife prayed that she
would go dut again; but Ma Haley spoiled
his prayer by saying:

“1 want you to help me, Mary. Every
girl should know how to doctor a cut,
bruise or a gun-shot wound, and this is a
bad one to star-r-rt on,” and then to
Hashknife, “Shall | cut the shirt off, or
can ye stand to have it pulled off?”

Hashknife hesitated.

“Bring me the shears, Mary.”

oommeem I” breathed Hashknife. “1 suppose
there ain’t no way out of it; so I might as
well save the shirt,” and he began to take
it off.

He glanced at Mary O’Hara, who was
trying to suppress a laugh, and at Ma
Haley’s serious face. It was too much for
Hashknife. He bared his back and prayed
that it might not take long.

From out on the porch came the droning
of Sleepy’s voice as he explained things to
Pat Haley, while Ma Haley bathed the
wound tenderly and explained the dangers
of infection to Mary O’Hara.

For lack of adhesive Ma Haley was com-
pelled to wind the bandages around Hash-
knife's chest and over his shoulder, which
forced him to sit up and face them, bared
to the waist. He was bronzed from the
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sun, and the long muscles rippled like those
of an athlete.

“Ye are no weakling,” declared Ma
Haley, and Hashknife blushed like a girl.

“Would ye tell me where ye were when ye
got shot?”

“In Romaine’s
Hashknife.

Crash! Mary dropped the pan of water
upside down on the carpet, and it flooded
Ma Haley’'s shoes. She sprang aside and
stared at Mary, who was staring at Hash-
knife.

“In Romaine’s front yard?”
Mary. “At the Romaine ranch?”

Hashknife nodded and looked down at
the wet carpet. Just at that moment Pat
Haley and Sleepy came in from the porch
and stared at the tableau.

“What went wrong?” asked Pat.

“Mary fumbled the pan,” said Mrs.
Haley gently. “Sure, the antiseptic water
should be good for the carpet.”

Sleepy laughed and leaned against the wail.

“Hashknife, yo're all packed up and
ready for shipment.”

Hashknife merely glanced at Sleepy, but
turned his eyes back to Mary O’Hara,
wondering why she dropped the pan of
water. Why was she startled when he men-
tioned the place where the horses were
killed? Pat Haley was talking now, and so
was Ma Haley; one about the shooting,
the other about supplying Hashknife with
a clean shirt while she washed the tom one.

Hashknife agreed with both sides and
Ma Haley bustled away to get one of
Pat's shirts, while Pat sat down on the
sofa beside Hashknife. Mary picked up
the pan and went to the kitchen just as
some one knocked on the front door and
Cal Severn’s voice called a greeting from
the porch.

Without waiting for any one to answer
his hail, he came down the hall and into the
doorway, where he stopped and stared at
the three men.

“Excuse me,” he grinned. “I1 didn’t know
yuh had company, Pat. Where's Mary?”

“Out in the kitchen.”

Severn walked through the kitchen door,
and a moment later he and Mary were in
conversation.

front vyard,” replied

breathed

“She goin’ to marry Severn?” asked
Hashknife.
“Uh-huh,” grunted Pat. “That's the

idea, | reckon.”

“Severn just won ten thousand dollars
from Maldeen.”

Pat took his pipe from his mouth and
looked closely at it for a moment. He
squinted at Hashknife curiously.

“Would ye say that ag’in?”

Hashknife repeated the statement and
added that it was won on a single hand in
which both men held full houses.

“Well, well!”

Pat blinked rapidly.

“l've an idea that ten thousand is a
lot of money. And ye say it was a single
hand? Ten thousand dollars! I'm thinkin’
that Doc Maldeen will face a lean year.”

Mrs. Haley came in with one of Pat's
shirts and gave it to Hashknife.

“1’ll wash and mend the other one,” she
stated, “and I'll also go out while ye put
this one on.”

“Yo're a wonder, Mrs. Haley,” declared
Hashknife. “My shoulder feels better than
it did before it was hurt.”

“A little lyin’ directly from the heart
hurts no one,” grinned Ma Haley.

Hashknife put on the shirt and rolled a
cigaret, while Pat Haley puffed slowly,
thoughtfully.

“Sleepy told yuh all about what hap-
pened, didn't he?” asked Hashknife, and
Pat nodded.

“He did. 1 can't for the life of me
de-duct why ye were shot at, though. If
it was Shell Romaine, why would he wish
to kill either of you?”

“I1f he knowed why we are here he
might,” said Hashknife softly.

“Aye, but he don't know. Cal Severn
and meself are the only ones who know. |
have not told him, and I'm sure that Cal
has not.”

Hashknife studied the tip of his cigaret
for a moment, and then—

“What do yuh know about Joe Wicks?”

“The half-breed? He’'s just Injun—no

good. Got a shack in a gulch over beyond
the Romaine place. His woman cooks for
Severn.”

“Yeah, | know she does,” nodded Hash-
knife. “We rode up to his place today.
Joe was half-drunk—more than half, 'cause

he asked us to have a drink with him. His
girl was there.”
“Marie,” nodded Pat. “Pretty Injun

girl. She’s been to the Injun school, and
they tell me that she’s smart. Mary has
taken a likin' to her.” .
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Pat laughed and shook his head as he
added—

“Henry Horsecollar Dryden is stuck on
Marie and wants to marry her, so Mary
says.”

“Thasso?”

Hashknife grew interested; but just then
Cal Severn came in from the kitchen, barely
nodded to them and went out the front door.

“Well, that's leavin’ in a hurry,” ob-
served Pat.

From the kitchen came the sounds of
argument between Mrs. Haley and Mary,
and Pat grinned widely.

“Sure, there’'s been a battle,” he whis-
pered. “Ma’s out there tryin’ to pour
water on the powder.”

A moment later Ma Haley came into the
room, her eyes serious as she went to the
front window and looked out. Then she
turned to Pat.

“Mary’s cryin’ her heart out, and Cal’s
headin’ back toward the ranch.”

“Well, now, isn't that the usual thing
to do, Ma?”

Pat seemed surprized at her distress.

“1 mind the time that you bawled--—--- "

“1 never bawled, Pat Haley! If you'd
'a’ hurt my feelin’s before we were married
—we wouldn’t 'a’ married.”

“Ma, ye're startin’ an argument with
me,” warned Pat. “l have never won an
argument with ye yet, but I'm givin’ ye
fair warnin’. I'll win some day, so | will.”

“Ye wijfj, will ye? Well, if it wasn't for
our guests I'd make ye wish ye'd never
made the statement.”

Pat Haley grinned delightedly and was
about to continue when Mary came in.
She had been crying, but her mind seemed
to have been made up and she spoke di-
rectly to Pat Haley.

“1 did not want to tell you this, but I
think I must. | met Shell Romaine this
morning—in the hills. It was an accidental
meeting. We talked for a while about
things, and he told me that everything and
every one was against him and for me to
tell you that he was not going to come in
and report to you. He said that he was
turning outlaw and that he was going to
get the game along with the fame.”

Pat took his pipe from between his
teeth and polished the bowl on his palm
while the others waited for him to speak.
Finally he laid the pipe aside and smiled
softly.
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“1 believe I'm not surprized. What time
was it, Mary, and where did ye meet him?”

“1t was about ten o’clock, and I met him
on that narrow trail around the head of
Broken Gulch.”

Pat turned to Hashknife.

“About what time was it that you were
shot at, Hartley?”

“It must have been later than that.
Mebbe it was ten-thirty or a little later.’

Pat nodded and rubbed his knees.

“From that spot it is about two miles to
the Romaine ranch.”

He frowned for a moment and looked at
Mary.

“I'm sorry, but it looks like Shell Ro-
maine had started real quickly to make
good his threat.”

Mary’s eyes blinked back the tears, and
she turned and went back into the kitchen.
Pat squinted after her and turned to Ma
Haley, speaking softly.

“And what was the row about—between
her and Cal?”

“She would not say, Pat. Does a girl
blab about the troubles between her and
her sweetheart?”

Pat grinned at Ma Haley's serious ex-
pression and turned to Hashknife.

“1t appears that Shell Romaine has chal-
lenged the law, does it not? | hate like
the to accept, but me sworn duty
says for me to bring him to task.”

“If he's the one what shot at us, yo're
welcome,” said Sleepy. “That jasper sure
can shoot.”

“Aye, he can that, and it will be a grand
battle.”

Hashknife got to his feet and shook hands
with Ma Haley, thanking her for dressing
his wounds.

“Come and see us,” she urged. “Ye
have not been well entertained because
things are kinda upset; but drop in any
time.”

Hashknife turned and walked to the
kitchen door. Mary was standing at a
rear window, looking out, but turned as
Hashknife came up to her, holding out his
hand.

“1—I1
faltered.

“Yes'm, | suppose yuh are, but yuh
ain’t had much pleasure since |'ve been
here. | hope to see yuh again—smilin’.”

He turned and walked on to the porch,
where Pat and Sleepy were waiting for

am pleased to meet you,” she
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him, and with a hearty handshake they
left the warm-hearted sheriff of Moon
Flats.

Severn had spoken to the livery-stable
keeper, and two horses were saddled for
them. The man volunteered the informa-
tion that Severn had gone back to the
ranch. He dilated on the fact that Severn
had won ten thousand dollars from Mal-
deen, and was still marveling over it as
they rode out of earshot.

Hashknife was very thoughtful, shaking
his head as he debated things with himself.
Finally he said—

“Mary O'Hara is a danged pretty girl.”

“Yeah?”

Sleepy grinned.

“Think she is, do yuh?
collar didn’t think so.”

“He likes 'em dark.”

Hashknife turned sidewise in his saddle
and squinted at Sleepy.

“1've got a hunch that Mary likes Shell
Romaine.”

“Yo're dense as - if it took yuh that
long to find it out,” grinned Sleepy. “Didja
notice that her and Cal Severn had a
quarrel?”

“Yeah, and I'd give a lot to know what
it was about, Sleepy.”

“What good would that do yuh?”

“1 dunno—no good, mebbe.”

They rode in at the ranch and stabled
their horses. Henry Horsecollar squinted
at their mounts and rubbed his chin.

“Didja trade with the livery stable?”
he asked. -

“Rented 'em,” said Hashknife.
body shot both of our horses.”

“M e I Shot’em? Where?”

Sleepy sketched out their experience, and
Henry listened in open-mouthed amaze-
ment.

“Well, sir,” he declared, “it's a caution
what folks will do. Cal Severn came home
a while ago, swore at me and almost jarred
the winders out of the house when he
slammed the door.”

“He won ten thousand dollars from Mal-
deen today,” stated Hashknife.

Henry half-opened his mouth and leaned
weakly against the corral.

Henry Horse-

“Some-

“Ten— Aw-w-w, yo're Kkiddin’ me,
ain'tcha?”
“In one hand of stud poker,” said

Sleepy.
Henry rubbed his chin slowly.

“Well, sir, I reckon he wasn't mad
a-tall—he was crazy. The shock of winnin’
that money kinda insaned him, don’tcha
s'pose?”

“1t would me,” grinned Hashknife, and
then sobered suddenly, as he said, “I
seen yore girl today, Henry.”

“My girl—Marie?”

Hashknife explained their mistake in
thinking it was Romaine’s place, and then
he told of how Joe Wicks had hit Marie
with a rock. Henry listened calmly enough,
but his lips tightened over the recital.

“Drunk, was he?”

“Drunk enough to ask us to drink with
him-"

“That's pretty drunk,” admitted Henry.

“1 dunno where he gets his whisky—
wish | did.”

He sighed and leaned against the fence.

“l1 never had no girl before. Mebbe
folks will look down on me for carin’ for
an Indian girl, but it's my own business.
I'm shootin’ square with her.”

“Then we're with yuh, Henry,”
Hashknife softly.

“We're with anybody that shoots square.
Me and Sleepy ain't no plaster saints, but
we sure do admire folks that shoot straight.”

“1 ain’t no saint either.”

Henry shook his head.

“1've mavericked cows and been two
jumps ahead of the sheriff; I've done a lot
of wrong things, but I'm square with
Marie.”

“Kinda wipes out the rest of the charges,”
nodded Sleepy, and added, “We met Mary
O’Hara today.”

“Yeah? She's goin’ to marry Cal
Severn, | reckon. Anyway folks say she is.
Didja hear anythin’ more about the train-
robbery?”

“Not much,” said. Hashknife. “They're
thinkin’ that Shell Romaine pulled that
job.”

Henry grinned and shook his head.

“1 don’'t believe that. | betcha Shell
Romaine came back here to dig up his half
of that thirty thousand dollars he stole a
year ago, and he ain’'t takin’ no chances
till he gets it.”

“There may be a hunk of truth in that,”
admitted Hashknife.

“Yo're danged well right there is truth
init. I've felt that all along. His old man
has got a cache somewhere that’'s a dinger.
Mebbe Shell will find that, too. Mort

said
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Lee came past here today and asked me if
1'd seen Shell. 1 wonder what Mort wants
him for.”

“Mort’s the cowpuncher that brought
in the news of old Romaine’s killin’,” said
Hashknife thoughtfully.

“We met him, too.
feller is he, Henry?”

“Mort Lee? Well, I'll tell yuh about
me: If | can’t say somethin’ good about a
man, | won’'t say anythin’. Mort Lee is
jist so-so, if yuh know what | mean.”

“What about Jim Searles?”

“That or’'nary pup? Sa-a-ay--—--

Henry shook his head.

“Words fails me when | even think of
Jim Searles.”

“That's good,” said Hashknife. *“Let's
see if Minnehaha has got any food for the
stunimick.”

What kind of a

CAL SEVERN was not friendly the

following morning, but the boys

put that down to the fact that the
quarrel between him and Mary O’'Hara
still ruffled him. He came down to the
bunk-house after breakfast, leading a sad-
dled horse.

“Goin’ after your saddles today?” he
asked.
“Pretty quick,” said Hashknife. “We'll

lead a couple of your horses so we can
return the livery stock.”

“All right. Henry'll show yuh the ridin’
stock.”
“Reckon I'll ride in, too,” said Henry;

but Severn shook his head.

“No; | want you to ride that upper fence
today,” he said.

Severn swung into his saddle and turned.

“1I'm goin’ up the east side of the river
if anybody wants to know.”

He rode away while Henry Horsecollar
swore under his breath.

“l dunno who in cares!”
snorted. “Make me stay here all
Sunday and then send me out to fix a
old fence!”

“When yo're foreman, yuh can do as
yuh please,” grinned Hashknife.

“Yeah, and when----- 's froze over | can
skate, too!” retorted Henry heatedly.

Hashknife and Sleepy led two of the
Diamond-S horses and rode the livery
horses across the hills toward the Romaine
ranch. They did not follow the road be-
yond Mission River, but swung back into

he
day
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the hills, circled Joe Wicks' place and
swung around the heads of the gulches
which led down to the Romaine place.

Just above the Romaine ranch-house the
gulch forked like the letter Y, and Hash-
knife and Sleepy circled both forks, which
brought them out on to the side-hill on the
west side of the ranch. It gave them a
clear view of the place. The ranch-house
was about four hundred yards away and
below them, as they rode into a thicket of
jaekpines and stopped.

There was no one in sight about the
place, but both men studied it closely.
They were going to be very sure that no
one was there to ambush them again.
Hashknife slowly rolled a cigaret, never
taking his eyes off the clearing below them.

“She’s plumb deserted,” declared Sleepy.

Hashknife nodded in agreement, but his
eyes continued to search the tangle of
timber and brush north of the buildings.

“Look down the road!” grunted Sleepy,
lifting himself in his stirrups.

Two riders were coming up the narrow,
winding road, heading toward the ranch.
They were plainly visible to Hashknife
and Sleepy, who were far above them, but
they were still concealed from the ranch-
house.

“Who do yuh reckon
Sleepy.

“l dunno,” admitted Hashknife. “I
ain’t familiar enough with folks around here
to tell who it is.”

The riders came on, their horses kicking
up a cloud of dust, swung into the clearing
and headed for the house. Then one of the
riders seemed to jerk sidewise and fell off
his horse, which whirled and ran back
toward the brush, while the clear air was
shattered by the whip-like pop! of a rifle.

The other rider sprang from his horse
and dropped flat on the ground, while the
horse whirled and followed the other one
back toward the brush. There was silence
for several moments, and then the rifle
cracked again. A splatter of gravel lifted
in front of the man on the ground, who rolled
rapidly aside as if trying to get the ranch-
house between himself and the shooter.

Hashknife and Sleepy were watching
closely, and now Hashknife drew his six-
shooter.

“1 think | see him, Sleepy. He’'s shootin’
smokeless powder, but—watch that heavy
clump of willers.”

it is?” queried
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As Hashknife spoke he lifted his gun
and fired—once—twice. It was long range
for a .45 pistol, but Hashknife guessed the
elevation perfectly, and a man got up from
among the willows and began running
up the gulch. He was partly screened by
the brush, which made it impossible for
either Hashknife or Sleepy to tell how he
was dressed or even to estimate his physical
proportions.

It was only about fifty yards from the
heavy willow clump to the forks of the
gulch, and both Hashknife and Sleepy
emptied their guns at him, but at that
range it was impossible to tell where the
bullets were striking.

At the forks of the gulch the man stopped
in a screen of cottonwoods, and a moment
later a bullet splatted into the dirt under
Hashknife's horse. Quickly they swung
their horses back into the heavier thicket,
but another bullet hummed past their
heads, cutting the plume off the top of a
jack-pine.

“Dang the luck!”
“1f we only had a rifle!”

He was shoving cartridges into his re-
volver as he spoke, and after filling the
chambers he dropped it back into its holster
and turned to Sleepy.

“You go down and help with that
wounded man. I'm goin’ to try and snag
that smart jasper.”

Sleepy nodded quickly, and Hashknife
spurred out of the thicket and galloped off
along the slope of the hill. His only chance
was to circle the heads of both gulches and
try to head off the man’s escape; but if the
other had a horse close at hand he would
have a decided advantage. Hashknife
could have ridden straight down the hill
to the bottom of the gulch and followed the
man, but it would mean that he would
have to ride in the open in the face of
rifle-fire; and this man had demonstrated
his ability with a rifle.

Sleepy took the twO lead-ropes and poked
off down the hill, while Hashknife circled
the west fork of the gulch, riding recklessly
but watching the country. Between the
two gulches was a wide stretch of open
country, where a rider would b% plainly
visible; but on the east side of the main
gulch were miles of broken hills, where a
man might hide away for months.

Hashknife circled around the head of the
west fork and galloped straight across this

swore Hashknife.
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wide flat, heading swiftly for the rim of the
main gulch, over a mile away. Instead of
going toward the junction of the two forks
he swung to the left, cutting across to the
main fork, with the intention of striking
it about half a mile from the forks. He
felt sure that the shooter, realizing that
he had more than one person to contend
with, would retreat; and there was a bare
possibility that he would follow the gulch.

Hashknife drew up at the rim and
scanned the country beyond, but there
was no one in sight. The gulch was heavily
timbered and extended far beyond him.
He hesitated only for a moment and then
rode slowly down through the trees, watch-
ing closely. The timber was so thick that
he knew the man'’s rifle would be of little
advantage.

At the bottom was a deeply rutted
cattle-trail, and a small trickle of water
showed the presence of a spring farther up
the gulch. He stopped in a thicket beside
the trail and waited.

From the top of a dead cottonwood a
mourning dove called softly, monotonously.
Farther up the gulch a family of magpies
started an argument, and Hashknife smiled
at the great similarity to human voices.
The old trail was deep ‘with dust, which
would muffle the sound of passing hoofs.

Suddenly a jack-rabbit flashed into sight,
bounding along the trail like a gray shadow.
It passed out of sight, leaving a faint cloud
of dust in its wake.

Hashknife hunched lower in his saddle.
Something had frightened the rabbit and
that something was probably coming up
the trail.

Then came the muffled plop, plop of a
horse walking in deep dust, and out of the
brush-lined trail came a horse and rider.
Hashknife leaned forward and lowered his
gun. It was Mary O’'Haral!

Her sotrel horse was streaked with sweat
and dust and appeared so weary that it
did not even sense the presence of Hash-
knife’s mount, passing within twenty feet
and fading out in the brush beyond.

Hashknife made no move until a full
minute after she had passed; then he rode
out of the heavy thicket and went down the
trail, wondering what it all meant. What
was Mary O’Hara doing there? Had she
met the man who had done the shooting?

He watched closely as he followed the
trail, but there was no sign of any one in the
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gulch. It was impossible to distinguish
tracks in the deep dust; even the tracks of
Mary’s mount were but hillocks of dust.
He rode out at the forks and swung wide
of the brush to circle Romaine’s fence.

He rode over to the ranch-house porch,
where Sleepy was sitting. Four horses were
tied to the porch-posts, and lying on the
porch was a man, his head bolstered on a
folded coat.

“ Seeanythin’ more of him?” asked Sleepy.

Hashknife shook his head and dis-
mounted. The man was unconscious,
mumbling incoherently.

“ Splinter See,” said Sleepy. “Got hit in
the shoulder. Pat Haley’s gone after a
doctor and a rig to take him to town in.”

“Was that Haley?” queried Hashknife.

“Yeah. He got his eyes full of sand
from a 30-30 bullet and can’t see very well,
but it didn’'t stop him from doin’ a com-
plete job of cussin'.”

Hashknife slowly rolled a cigaret as he
considered Mary O’'Hara. She had known
that Pat Haley was coming after Shell
Romaine, and apparently had cut across
the hills to warn Shell.

“Hurt kinda bad, ain’'t he?” queried
Hashknife.
“1 betcha. Me and Pat looked him over,

but it's a job for a doctor. Didn’tcha see
nobody, Hashknife?”

“Seen Mary O’'Hara.”

Sleepy looked blankly at Hashknife.

“Mary O’'Hara?”

Hashknife explained where he had seen
her, and Sleepy swore softly.

“Goin’ to tell Pat Haley?”

“Nope. | figure that she knew that Pat
was cornin’ over here after Shell; so she
packed a warnin’ to him, and he stayed
long enough to do some shootin’.”

“And now the whole---—-- country’ll be
on his trail,” declared Sleepy. “He didn’'t
use no judgment.”

“1 don’t sabe him,” admitted Hashknife.
“There's a lot of things around this range
that | don’t sabe.”

“Well,” observed Sleepy, “things must
be in a —— of a muddle when you’ll plead
ignorance, cowboy.”

IT WAS about an hour later when
Pat Haley arrived. He was ably
assisted by several of Moon Flats’
leading citizens, among which were Mal-
deen and Jim Searles. The doctor was
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not available, so they did not wait for
him.

The men were vociferous in the denun-
ciation of Shell Romaine, and assured each
other that his demise was but a question
of a short time. They loaded the injured
deputy into the wagon-box and trooped
back toward town. Hashknife asked Haley
to take back the livery horses, and after
they were on their way Hashknife and
Sleepy secured their saddles and bridles.

“1 reckon that Shell Romaine is kinda
up against it,” said Sleepy as they mounted.

“Sure looks thataway,” grinned Hash-
knife. “Everybody seems to be goin’
after him.”

“Kinda spikes our job,” complained
Sleepy. “About the only thing we can do
is to set around and look on.”

“Well, we sure can do that, can’'t we?”
grinned Hashknife.

“Lotsa worse things than settin’ around.
Let's go back and see if Joe Wicks has
thought up any new cuss words.”

They went back across the hills and
dropped down into Joe Wicks’' road, where
they ran into old Joe astride a moth-eaten
gray horse. He was heading toward home,
so they swung in beside him. Joe was just
as dirty and unkempt as before, but he
was painfully sober.

“What the

------- yo' want?” Joe's in-
evitable question.
“How is the little girl, Joe?” asked
Hashknife.

Joe squinted at Hashknife but did not
answer.

“Rock didn’t hurt her much, did it?”

Joe shook his head. He was evidently
not in any mood for conversation.

“Is Henry Dryden goin’ to marry her?”
asked Sleepy.

“No, by

Joe woke up explosively.

“Henry’s a good feller,” said Hashknife.

oommeem fool!” grunted Joe. “My girl too
good for him, by -—-- ”

“He probably wants her to marry a
king,” grinned Sleepy.

They rode out of the willows and up the
slope to the house. A tall roan horse was
tied to the porch, and Joe Wicks swore
fluently, hammering his old gray into a
trot. He dropped off before reaching the
porch and ran the rest of the way. Hash-
knife and Sleepy rode up, but did not get
off their horses.
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Inside the house, Joe Wicks was discolor-
ing the air with profanity, and a moment
later Henry Horsecollar came backing out
of the door, followed by Joe. Henry did
not see the two men beside the porch.

“Yo' go to - out of here!” yelped
Joe, waving his arms wildly. “You le’
my Marie alone! Hyak klatawal”

“ Klatawa your own self, you ------ breed!”
snorted Henry. “Keep yore dirty paws
off me or I'll knock yuh plumb into the
Happy Huntin’-Ground!”

“Yo' go 'way, -—- quick!” shrilled
Joe. “Yo' not tmarry my girl, yo' -——-
right!”

Just then Marie came out of the door
and Joe shoved her aside.

“Yo' keep to--—- out of this!”

“You keep your paws off her!”
Henry. “Leggo her, Joe!”

“Yeh?”

Joe leered at Henry.

“Yo' make me, eh? Huh!”

Joe whirled Marie toward him and
slapped her across the cheek—probably to
show Henry Horsecollar that Marie was
his property to do with as he pleased.

Marie jerked back, throwing Joe off his
balance, and in that fraction of a second
Henry Horsecollar sprang in and smashed
Joe flush in the face. It was a terrific
punch, which started back about two feet
behind Henry’s right hip, described the arc
of a circle and connected perfectly with
the head of Joseph Wicks.

And the said Joe Wicks seemed to lift
off the floor, straightened out to an angle
of forty-five degrees and floated off the
porch, where he fell limply among his col-
ony of mongrel dogs.

Henry blew on his sore knuckles and
stared at Marie, who was looking at Hash-
knife and Sleepy. He turned and looked
foolishly at them.

howled

“Henry, you sure can hit,” applauded
Sleepy.

“Uh-huh,” admitted Henry. “Y 'betcha
I can.”

They watched Joe Wicks get to his feet
and look around. He was very dignified
and very erect. Twice he turned around
as if surveying the country, and then
started out toward his corral, weaving like
a drunken man with his whole pack of dogs
barking at his heels. The running-gears
of an old buggy barred his trail; but he
walked into it, fell down and went to sleep

while the dogs all sat down around him
and barked at each other.

Marie turned and walked into the house,
and after a moment's hesitation Henry
followed her in.

“Yuh gotta hand it to Henry for bein’
a Romeo” said Hashknife. “A father-in-
law don’t mean nothin’ to him.”

“He'll likely come out, draggin’ her by the
hair,” grinned Sleepy, but he was wrong.

Henry came out alone, rather sad of
face, and mounted his horse.

“Goin’ back to the ranch?”
Hashknife.

“Uh-huh.”

They rode down past Joe Wicks, but he
paid no attention to them.

“He'll likely beat that girl after he wakes
up,” said Hashknife.

Henry started to go back, but changed
his mind and rode on with them.

“Prob’ly will,” he agreed sadly. “Mebbe
he’ll beat some sense into her—1 dunno.”

“Ain’t she got no sense?” queried Sleepy.

“She says she can’'t marry me.”

“Mebbe she don’t love yuh, Henry,”
offered Hashknife.

“My - I” exclaimed Henry seriously.
“Now | never thought of that!”

“Didn’'t yuh ever ask her if she loved
yuh?”

“No-0-0, | never did. By gosh, mebbe
that's why she can’t marry me. Whatcha
know about that?”

“And,” declared Sleepy, “all that ham-
merin’ on her pa’s head ain't goin’ to git
yuh no votes from her.”

“Huh!”

Henry squinted both eyes and rubbed
his right ear thoughtfully.

“Love's a --—--— of a tiling, ain't it?”

“Y 'betcha,” agreed Hashknife.

queried

THE shooting of Splinter See and

the open defiance of Shell Romaine

furnished food for conversation in
the Mission rangeland. Splinter was still
alive, but badly injured. Ma Haley was a
more than willing nurse, and old Dr. Good-
sell was thankful for her assistance.

“When do ye look for a crisis?” inquired
Pat.

“Crisis-—-- I” exploded the old doctor.
“When you get hit with a 30-30, that's the
crisis—right then. If you survive the
shock you’'ll get well—maybe.”

Contrary to expectations Pat Haley did
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not swear in a big posse of men and go hunt-
ing for Shell Romaine. The county offered
a thousand dollars for his arrest, and the
express company offered two thousand
dollars reward for information that would
lead to the conviction of the bandit who
robbed the express-car near Clevis Creek.

To many folk it was a foregone conclusion
that Shell Romaine had robbed the train,
and his early appearance in Moon Flats
was but a part of his defiance of the law.
Since Splinter was shot, cowboys rode the
range with- rifles handy—partly for pro-
tection, partly to try and collect the reward.

Mary O’'Hara went softly about her work,
taking little interest in things, paying little
attention to those who came to see Ma
Haley'spatient. [But Cal Severndid notcome
again, and Ma Haley shook her head sadly.

She knew that Mary was unhappy, but
was unable to decide whether it was from
the fact that Cal did not come any more,
or— Ma Haley sighed deeply and reminded
herself that the heart of a maid is a queer
machine, so it is.

And Cal Severn seemed very unhappy,
morose. He had little to say to Hashknife
and Sleepy, but vented his spleen on Henry
Horsecoflar, whose hide was so thick that
sarcasm and insult failed to penetrate.

“1f 1 was you, 1'd bulldog that hombre,”
declared Sleepy, disgusted at Henry’s in-
difference to Severn’s vitriolic tongue.

“He’'s hard to comb,” replied Henry.
“ Fightin’ whelp, that feller is, y’betcha.”

“Then why not pistol-whip him?”

“And be out of a job, eh?”

ommeen I” breathed Sleepy.
beat humanity.”

Mort Lee came out to the Diamond-S
and talked with Severn. It was a lengthy
conversation, and when Mort Lee left the
ranch he was so drunk that he lost his hat
as he mounted his horse, and did not go
back after it. Severn seemed to be cold
sober. He studied the hat for a while,
kicked it aside and went back in the house.

Hashknife was perched on the corral
fence and observed all this. There was
nothing strange that Mort Lee should come
to see Cal Severn; nothing strange that
Mort Lee should get drunk and lose his hat;
but it caused Hashknife to think deeply.
He wondered whether Mort Lee had seen
Shell Romaine, and just why he had been
looking for Romaine the day that they had
been ambushed at the Romaine ranch.

“You can’t
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Why had Cal Severn appeared friendly
to Mort Lee, and then kicked so savagely
at Mort’s hat after Mort had ridden away?
That trifling act whispered to Hashknife that
Cal Severn was not friendly to Mort Lee.

Sleepy came from the bunk-house and
climbed up on the fence.

“Whatcha worryin’ about?” he demand-
ed of Hashknife. “Yore nose is plumb tied
in a knot.”

Hashknife continued to squint thought-
fully.

“The Great Stone Face,” observed
Sleepy, “has puzzled scientists for a million
years. What is it thinkin’ about? Say, I
reckon | talked Henry Horsecoflar into
stickin’ up for himself, Hashknife.”

Hashknife merely grunted and glanced
toward the house, where Cal Severn was
standing on the porch. He was looking
down toward the bunk-house, and in a mo-
ment he left the house and walked down
that way. He showed no effects of drink,
except that he walked a trifle more erect
than ever.

He went into the bunk-house and shut
the door behind him.

“Henry’s in for another bawlin’-out,”
grinned Sleepy. “I1 dunno how he stands
it, Hashknife.”

“Henry's a danged jelly-fish,” grunted
Hashknife. “He might fight like he did
over at Joe Wicks' place—kinda like an
animal protectin’ its mate; but nobody
can insult him and make him fight. He’s
just about fool-proof.”

“He sure is. Did Mort Lee go back?”

“Uh-huh. Drunker than a whangdoodle.
Lost his hat when he forked his bronc, and
after he was gone, Severn kicked-—-- out
of the poor old hat.”

Sleepy grinned and began the manufac-
ture of a cigaret. The'bunk-house door
banged open, and Cal Severn came out,
kicked the door shut and went down to the
barn, where he began saddling his horse.

“Look!” gasped Sleepy, pointing at the
bunk-house.

Henry Horsecoflar was standing in the
doorway, dangling to the sides of the door
with both hands, while he carefully felt for
the one step with his foot. Then he came
out, looked all around and weaved slowly
toward the corral.

Cal Severn mounted and rode past him,
but Henry Horsecoflar did not look at him;
neither did Severn even give Henry a
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passing glance. Henry came up to the corral
fence and looked up at Hashknife and
Sleepy. Henry's two eyes were swollen
almost shut, his upper lip stuck out like a
duck’s bill and the two front teeth in his
lower jaw were missing.-

“You—you—give me thorn good advith,
like---—--- I” lisped Henry painfully.

“My gosh, what happened to you?”
gasped Hashknife.

“Well,” mumbled Henry, caressing his
swollen lip and trying to open his eyes wide
enough to see his listeners, “well, | told you
he wath a fightin’ thon-of-a-gun, didn't 1?
He asked me to thaddle his horth and I
thought it wath a good time to atthert my
independenth.”

Henry twisted his face and spat painfully.

“1 told him to go to -

“And he didn’'t want to go?”
Hashknife.

“He didn’'t thay.”

Henry shook his head.

“Anyway he didn't go thoon enough.
By -—-- , I'm all through taking advith,
and that's a thinch. 1'm got thorn brains
now, y'betcha.”

“Then you ain’t so much loser, after all,”
said Hashknife. “Swellin’ will go down,
but brains remain.”

“Better go and ask the cook for some
beefsteak,” advised Sleepy. “That'll take
out the swellin’.”

“More advith?” queried Henry seriously.

“1I'm advisin’ yuh what to do to take
out the swellin’, thassall!”

“Thankth.”

Henry squinted painfully toward the
ranch-house, squared away and went seek-
ing raw meat.

“He sure stuck up for himself,” observed
Hashknife.

“Yeah,” sadly. “l sure feel sorry for
Henry. Severn has got him buffaloed for
fair. Somebody told Henry that Severn was
a -——- of a fighter, and Henry believed it.”

“Lookin’ at Henry,” said Hashknife,”
I'd be kinda inclined to think that Henry
heard a lot of truth. Let's go to Moon
Flats and see if there is any late scandal.”

gueried

[MARY O'HARA was standing in

the kitchen door, looking off across

Ithe hazy hills, when Hashknife and
Sleepy rode up and. tied their horses to the
fence. She smiled wistfully as they came
up to her.

“Yo're lookin’

grinned Sleepy.
“Why emphasize ‘t’'day?’ ” asked Hash-

mighty pretty t'day,”

knife reprovingly, and Sleepy blushed
bashfully.

“Pat out huntin’ bushwhackers?” asked
Sleepy.

Mary’'s smile faded, and Hashknife

scowled at Sleepy, who fingered his hat and
tried to think of something to say that
would mend matters. Ma Haley spied
them and came bustling out.

“Why do ye come sneakin’ in the back
way?” she asked. “Ain't the front way
wide enough, or—" she glanced at Mary
and smiled knowingly—*“was there an
attraction?”

“There was,’’ nodded Hashknife.
is t"e sick man t'day?”

“Cranky as the --—-- , if ye please. |
think he’s gettin’ well too fast. Won't ye
come in? Pat's out in the hills today.”

“Sleepy will go in,” said Hashknife.
“He likes to talk to you about nursin’;
don’t yuh, Sleepy?”

Sleepy squinted closely at Hashknife and
was about to protest, but nodded under-
standingly and followed Ma Haley into the
house. Mary watched them go inside and
turned to Hashknife as if wondering why he
sent them away.

“1 wanted to talk to yuh,” said Hash-
knife softly.

“Yes?”

“Uh-huh.”

Hashknife examined the palm of his
right hand for a space of time as if wonder-
ing just where to begin.

“Things ain't just right around this
country,” he observed. “ 'Pears to be a lot
of unhappiness. Mebbe it ain't nothin’
| can mend, but 1'd sure like to try.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Hartley?”

“1 like to see folks smile, Miss Mary.
Me and Sleepy are just a pair of common old
range tramps—not much good for anythin’,
never havin’ anythin’ except the smiles
we've helped to bring to humanity.”

“1 don’t think | understand,” said Mary
softly, wonderingly.

“Nobody does,” admitted Hashknife,
“until after the smile comes—then they
know.”

“How

“But what do you want of me, Mr.
Hartley?”
“Well—”  Hashknife hesitated—*“1'm

goin’ to ask yuh a personal question. I
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don’t reckon you’'ll care to answer it, but
nobody ever gets real smart without askin’
questions. What did you and Cal Severn
quarrel about?”

Mary was staring at him; but her lips
shut tight, and she turned away. Hash-
knife reshaped his sombrero while he waited
for Mary to consider the question.

“Why do you ask me that question?”

“Just—kinda—wantin’ to know, miss.”

“Oh!” softly. “Why should you be
interested?”

“Well, I can’'t just come out and tell yuh,
but it ain't just curiosity. | reckon |
know how yuh feel about things. 1'm a lot
older than ypu, Mary O’'Hara; and | ain't
makin’ love to yuh.”

Hashknife’s homely grin brought a smile
to Mary’s serious face.

“But just the same,” continued Hash-
knife, “1 don't reckon that age ever stops a
man from lovin’ a sweet girl.”

“Thank you,” smiled Mary. “I
remember that.”

They were both silent for a few moments,
and then Mary smiled sadly and said:

“1 don't know why you want to know
what happened between Cal Severn and me,
but I feel that it is not just curiosity; so |
will tell you. He accused me of meeting
Shell Romaine in the hills.”

She flushed hotly and shut her lips.

“Thank you, miss,” nodded Hashknife.
“Thassall. | reckon I'll go in and see the
sick man.”

As he started in through the door he met
Sleepy.

“Patient’'s asleep,” whispered Sleepy,
“and Ma’'s in there fannin’ the flies off him.
By grab, it's a cinch to be sick around here.”

“1 reckon we'll drift up-town then,”
stated Hashknife. “And don’t forget the
smiles, Mary O’Hara.”

“1'll try to remember them,” she assured
him.

“What's goin’ on around here?” grinned
Sleepy as they rode toward the street.
“You tryin’ to make a mash on the fair
lady?”

“Mebbe,” said Hashknife absently.

They tied their horses to the Moon
Flats saloon hitch-rack and went inside.
There were several horses at the rack, and
among them was Cal Severn’'s horse and
Mort Lee’'s brown mare.

Maldeen, Severn, Monte Barnes, Newt
Bowie and another cowboy were playing
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poker. It was too early in the day for a
heavy play, and the rest of the games were
deserted.. Jim Searles was sitting behind
Severn, watching his play.

The bartender had moved all the glass-
ware from the back-bar and was industri-
ously painting a soap picture on the bar
mirror, while in front of the bar a couple
of the dance-hall girls offered frank criticism
of his skill.

The men at the poker game looked up as
Hashknife and Sleepy came in, but none of
them spoke. The girls moved away from
the bar and went to the rear of the room,
while Hashknife and Sleepy made known
their wants to the bartender.

Hashknife studied the soap picture. It
was well drawn, and depicted a bucking
horse almost unseating its rider. Hash-
knife frowned and bent his head over his
glass, but in a moment he shot a searching
glance at the bartender and said, with a
grin—

“‘Soapy’ Evans,l had a hard time remem-
berin’ you.”

The bartender's eyes narrowed per-
ceptibly as he stared at Hashknife and said
coldly:

“You got the name wrong, pardner; my
name’s Hill.”

“Thassall right,” nodded Hashknife.
“Hill's as good as Evans. You can't
hardly help paintin’ soap pictures, can yuh?
Remember the one you painted on the
lookin-glass in Bill Bird’s place in Elkton?”

“l dunno what yo're talkin’ about,”
growled the bartender. “l1 never was in
Elkton.”

“My mistake,” said Hashknife quickly.
“1t was in Bearpaw.”

The argument had been loud enough for
those at the poker-table to hear it, and
Hashknife turned to see Maldeen looking
closely at him.

“What's the argument?” asked Maldeen.

“1 called yore bartender Soapy Evans,
and he kicked about it.”

Maldeen laughed.

“His name is Hill. He’'s been working
for me almost two years.”

“All right,” grinned Hashknife. “If two
years' work will change a man’s name from
E to H—mine's Zachariah.”

Maldeen snorted and turned back to his
cards, and after a moment Hashknife and
Sleepy rattled their spurs out of the front
door.
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“Where in --—-- did you ever know any-
body by the name of Soapy Evans?” de-
manded Sleepy as they sat down on the edge
of the sidewalk away from the Moon Flats
saloon.

“Never did know him,” grinned Hash-
knife. “About two years ago | dropped in
at the Cross-in-a-Box outfit in Wyoming
for a few days. One of the punchers was
tellin’ us about Soapy Evans. Seems that
he knowed Soapy for a long time, but kinda
lost track of him.

“One night a gamblin’-house in a town
near there was robbed—safe blowed open.
Whoever done the job knocked a watchman
on the head and finished up the job by
paintin’ a picture in soap on the mirror.

“This puncher said he knowed danged
well that Soapy done the job on account of
the good drawin’ on that mirror, but he
never told on Soapy. | reckon it was
partly because he was a friend of Soapy’s
and partly because he was afraid Soapy
might find it out and come callin’.”

“1 betcha this is the same whippoorwill,”
declared Sleepy. “He sure acted guilty
as-—--—--—- ; don’tcha know he did? And he's
been with Maldeen for two years.”

“Let's get some information,” suggested
Hashknife, and led the way over to Bill
Eagles’ merchandise store.

Mort Lee was in there, or rather was just
coming out as they went in. Mort was
still half-drunk and in a rather hilarious
mood. He was wearing a new hat which
did not fit him very well, and this fact
seemed to amuse him greatly.

He went weaving toward the Moon Flats,
taking up much more than his share of the
street. Hashknife went up to the counter
and replenished his stock of tobacco. Bill
Eagles was a squat-figured, dark-faced man
with keen brown eyes and a wide-mouthed
smile.

“Mort lost his hat,” he volunteered.
“Mostly alius does lose his hat when he gets
drunk.

“You fellers are working for Cal Severn,
ain’t yuh? Thought yuh was. How’'s
Henry Horsecollar these days? Ain't seen
him lately. Saw Pat Haley ride past a
while ago, but he didn’t have no prisoner.

“1 jist got some fresh sardines and a bar-
rel of crackers in if you fellers are hongry.
Got a lot of nice canned peaches, too.
Thirty-five cents a can. Ain't such big
cans, but them peaches are dingers.

“Got two kinds of sardines this time.
One kind is in big cans and all kinda gooied
up with mustard. Fat Kahler ate two cans
and they made him Kkinda sick. | been
wonderin if they're all right.”

Bill Eagles stopped for breath and handed
some tobacco to Hashknife.

“How long has Maldeen owned the Moon
Flats?” queried Hashknife.

“How long? Hm-m-m—Ilemme see.
Why, | reckon about two years. He
bought out------ "

“How long has Hill been tendin’ bar for
him?”

“Hill? Lemme see. Why, he came here
with Maldeen. | alius figured that Hill
owned a interest in the Moon Flats.”

“Didja ever see any of Hill's soap pictures
on the saloon mirror?”

Bill Eagles looked blank and shook his
head.

“1 never seen none.
what yuh mean.”

“Pictures painted with soap on a lookin’-
glass.”

“No, I never see any.”

“All right; give us some of them mustard-
soaked sardines and some crackers.”

“Yuh heard what | said about them
peaches, didn't yuh?”

Bill Eagles did not want them to overlook
their dessert.

“And some peaches,” agreed Hash-
knife, sitting up on the counter.

Bill Eagles spread a piece of paper on the
counter and laid out the lunch, keeping up
a rapid-fire of comment on range hap-
penings, asking questions and never wait-
ing for an answer.

About fifteen minutes later Monte Barnes
and Newt Bowie came into the store. Hash-
knife invited them to dine, and they lost
no time complying. Bill Eagles opened
another can of sardines and more peaches
and invited himself into the feed without
an invitation.

“ Game busted up,” Newt informed them
with his mouth filled. “Me and Monte
won six dollars and forty cents. Severn
said it wasn't interesting to play four bits a
stack; so we cashed in and busted up the
game. Say, what was you kiddin’ Hill
about?”

“Mistook him for
grinned Hashknife.

“Yeah?”

Monte squinted at Hashknife.

Ain’t sure | know

another feller,”
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“He got mad and wiped out that soap
horse after you left. Gosh, that feller sure
can draw! Maldeen said it was a —=— of a
thing to put on a lookin’-glass, and Hill
rubbed it out.”

The conversation turned to Shell
maine and the express-car robbery.

“Shell came to Moon Flats that mornin’,
that's a cinch,” declared Newt. “Me and
Monte run into him early in the mornin’.”

“Wonder where he is now,” said Hash-
knife.

“1 betcha he's up in the Sulphur CIiff
country,” said Monte. “That's about the
only place a feller could hide out around
here unless he hived up in the breaks be-
tween this place and Mission River, which
ain’'t noways likely.”

“Where are the Sulphur Cliffs?” asked
Hashknife.

“Back on Clevis Creek about ten or
twelve miles from here.”

“But why should he stay around here?”
queried Hashknife. “Ain’t nothin’ to keep
him from pullin’ out of this country, is
there?”

“1 been wonderin’ about that myself,”
declared Monte, “and she kinda looks to
me like he was hangin’ around until he finds
the old man’s cache. Yuh see, the old man
must 'a’ lifted a fortune.”

“Yeah; but Shell must 'a’ had some of
that thirty thousand dollars he helped steal
from the bank at Sula,” argued Bill Eagles.

Ro-

“What more would he want? My -—--- , if
I  had thirty thousand dollars—uh-
uh-h-h-h!”

Came the unmistakable thud of a pistol-
shot. At the moment Monte was holding
half-a-can of sardines, which fell from his
hand, caromed from his toe and landed
upside down on the none too clean floor.

“Somebody’s shootin’!” exclaimed Bill
Eagles.

“Nervous, like old wimmin!” complained
Newt. “Actin’ like a pistol-shot was
somethin’ unheard of.”

Nevertheless they all moved toward the
front of the store and looked out. Doc
Maldeen and Jim Searles came out of the
Moon Flats, and Searles started for the
hitch-rack; but Maldeen called sharply
to him, and he stopped. After a short
conversation Searles turnejl and started
down the street toward the*sheriff's office.

Hashknife flung open the door and started

across the street, with the others strung out
3
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behind him. Maldeen looked across at
them and went hurriedly back into the
saloon.

Inside the saloon they found Mort Lee
lying half-under the poker-table, flat on his
face with both arms flung wide. The elbow
of his right arm was resting on a Colt
revolver. Cal Severn was standing at the
end of the bar, leaning on one elbow, while
Maldeen stood near the card-table. The
bartender was leaning on the bar with
his chin cupped in his hands, looking down
at Mort Lee. The air was still acrid from
powder-smoke.

The men from the store stopped just
inside the door and considered the tragedy.

“He tried to shoot Searles,” volunteered
Maldeen, “but Jim beat him on the draw.”

“What was the row about?” queried
Bill Eagles.

“Just a fool thing.”

Maldeen shook his head.

“Mort wanted to play Jim a game of
seven-up for the drinks. They both had
six, don’'tcha see, and Jim, who was dealing,
turned a jack. Mort swore that Jim

cheated. That's where it started.”

“Jim went to give himself up.” This
from Severn.

“Is he dead?” asked Hashknife.

“Yeah,” Maldeen nodded. “Drilled
plumb center.”

“How in -——-- do you know?” flashed
Hashknife. “Did yuh turn him over after

he was shot?”

Maldeen was flustered for a moment and
groped for a reply; but at that instant
footsteps sounded outside the door, and
Pat Haley came in with Searles. Pat
glanced around the room and went straight
to Lee. He shoved the table away and
knelt down.

“Help me turn him over, somebody.”

Maldeen assisted him, and they placed
Lee on his back. Lee’s face was ashen, and
the breast of his faded shirt was sloppy with
blood. Pat grasped his limp wrist for a
moment and looked up at the circle of
faces.

“Somebody rustle around and find Dr.
Goodsell while we take this feller down to
my place. He sure ain’t dead yet. Get a
blanket for a stretcher.”

Some one found a blanket; and Hash-
knife, Sleepy, Monte Barnes and Pat Haley
carried Lee down to Haley's home, where
Ma Haley welcomed them with open arms.
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The doctor was ready for the job when they
arrived, and his swift diagnosis showed that
Mort Lee had a fighting chance.

Pat Haley singled out Cal Severn and
asked him about the shooting. Severn's
evidence was the same as that given by
Maldeen—exonerating Searles. Mort Lee
was drunk, quarrelsome, but not too drunk
to draw a gun. It was a simple case of
self-defense.

But Hashknife was dissatisfied, and did
not conceal his feelings. Why didn’t some
one stop Mort Lee from starting the
quarrel? He was drunk and irresponsible;
probably fumbled considerably, trying to
draw a gun. Why did three other men stand
aside and let it end in powder-smoke?

It was in the Moon Flats that Hashknife
sounded his queries, which only brought
blank or black looks from the witnesses to
the affair. Only Maldeen resented it
openly, and his resentment took the form of
sarcasm.

“Some of these tramp cowpunchers wear
kinda long horns,” he observed to Severn,
who did not reply, but half-smiled in
agreement.

“And some of 'em kinda hookum-cow,”
remarked Hashknife meaningly.

Maldeen leaned against the bar and
studied Hashknife. There was no doubt
in Maldeen’s mind that this lanky cowboy
was well able to take care of himself. The
wide holster and heavy gun, hanging low
on his hip, were too well worn for orna-
ments.

“Well, mebbe it was kinda foolish of us,”
admitted Maldeen, “but it all happened
so quick, don’tcha see?”

Maldeen’s inventory of Hashknife had
caused him to assume a conciliatory tone,
but Hashknife was not to be won over by
soft words.

“Quick, Didn't they argue over
the turnin’ of that jack? They must 'a’
been standin’ up when they was arguin’, or
Mort Lee wouldn’t 'a’ fell under the table in
that position.”

“Yo're quite a detective,
sneered Maldeen.

“No, but I've got sense enough to smell
a frame-up that'’s as raw as this one.”

“What do yuh mean by that?”

Severn whirled on Hashknife, his face
black with anger.

“You better take that back!”

“Thasso?”

ain’tcha?”

Hashknife laughed in Severn’s face and
shook his head.

“Them are my sentiments, pardner, and
I'll hang on to 'em until Mort Lee gets well
enough to tell me I was wrong.”

“ '"Tend to yore own knittin’, Hashknife,”
said Sleepy. “I'm estimatin’ the rest of
the crowd.”

Sleepy had backed against the bar, where
he could keep an eye on every one, and he
did not want Hashknife to worry about
outside interference.

Just then came the scrape of a boot on the
threshold, and Pat Haley came bustling in.
He stopped and looked at Hashknife and
Cal Severn, facing each other in the middle
of the room, and his eyes shifted around the
place.

“The doctor,” he said distinctly, “says
that Mort Lee will pull through. And I
want ye to distinctly understand that the
next cripple will have to be shipped to a
hospital, 'cause Ma Haley’'s extra beds .are
all full.”

Severn turned and walked away. The
tension of the room relaxed, and Maldeen
offered to set up drinks; but Hashknife and
Sleepy went outside, where they mounted
md rode out of town.

“Do you think that was a smart thing
to do?” queried Sleepy as they swung into
the Diamond-S road.

“What do yuh mean—callin’ 'em on that
frame-up?”

“Are yuh
Hashknife?”

“1 think so, Sleepy. Anyway | sure got
a rise out of Cal Severn. He'll fight, that's

sure it was a frame-up,

a cinch.”
“That's a - of a lot of satisfaction,”
dryly. “Didja ever stop to think that we

came here for a purpose, Hashknife? We
didn’'t come here to do battle with the
natives.”

“No-0-0, that's right,” admitted Hash-
knife; “but in the course of human events
it become necessary to horn in and show
some folks their errors. Mort Lee don't
mean anythin’ to me or you, except that
I'd sure like to know why Mort Lee was
looking for Shell Romaine, and why Cal
Severn kicked his hat.”

“That don’t mean nothin’,” declared
Sleepy. “Yo're alius makin’' a mountain
out of a mole-hill, cowboy.”

“Sleepy—" Hashknife turned sidewise in
his saddle and considered his companion
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seriously— “tell me just how you figure
things up to date? Lookin’ at it from yore
angle, what does all this shootin’ amount
to?”

“Well, | dunno,” faltered Sleepy. “Kinda
looks like Shell Romaine was makin’ good,
don’'t it? The Black Rider is under the sod;
Shell Romaine is holed up. Mebbe he mis-
took me and you for the sheriff and deputy
and took some shots at us. The next time
he don’t make no mistake, but we put the
run on him.

“1 figure that Mary O'Hara knowed that
Haley was goin’ after Romaine; so she
packed a warnin’ to him. It’s a cinch that
she likes Shall Romaine—or did like him.
It’s a mixed-up deal, Hashknife, but that’s
my opinion.”

“Yeah?” thoughtfully.
Searles shoot Mort Lee?”

“Drunken row. Searles'is a gun-man,
that's a cinch. He got old man Romaine.”

“Jim Searles was the one that identified
Cal Severn as bein’ the Sula bank bandit.
Then lie kills old Rim-Fire Romaine, the
Black Rider, and this last time he smokes
up Mort Lee, who was the one that packed
the news of old Romaine’s killin’. Mort
said that he danged near got killed by
Searles.

“That part of it was all right. 1 can
imagine that Searles was kinda jumpy over
it, and when Mort Lee came bustin’ out
of the brush Searles didn’t know but what
it was somebody workin’ with the old
man.”
~ Hashknife grinned as he visualized the
scene. Mort Lee had said that the twisted
canon and the running stream would effectu-
ally cut off the report of a gun from him,
and it was a wonder that Searles did not
take a shot at the man who appeared there
at the moment.

“At that, it was kinda lucky for Searles
that Maldeen was with him,” said Sleepy.
“There was a reward offered for the Black
Rider, and Jim Searles wouldn’t mind col-
lectin’ it—on any promising carcass.”

They were at the forks of the road, where
one road led across the river to the Dia-
mond-S and the other to Sula, thirty-five
miles away. Hashknife drew rein and con-
sidered both roads, while Sleepy looked
curiously at him.

“Let's go this way,” said Hashknife,
pointing up the Sula road. “We ain’'t never
been to Sula, and we ain’'t goin’ to be none

“Why did Jim
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too welcome at the Diamond-S after what
happened today.”

“l1 dunno why we're goin’,” declared
Sleepy, “but yo're handlin’ the rudder of
this ship, cowboy.”

“1 dunno anythin’ about Sula,” confessed
Hashknife, “but | might find somebody to
answer a civil question.”

They swung into an easy gallop, heading
toward the purple haze of the Mission
range; following a white ribbon of road,
broken by the long, late-aftemoon shadows;
two tramp”owboys, going out of their way
to help someone or to satisfy their own
curiosity—or souls.

THE departure of Hashknife and

Sleepy did not bring any sadness

to the Moon Flats saloon. Cal
Severn was sore over the accusation that
there was anything crooked over the shoot-
ing of Mort Lee, but talked little. Searles
was told of Hashknife's insinuations and
grew indignant.

“Who in -—-——- are these two short-
horns?” he demanded of Cal Severn. *“If
I was you, I'd fire 'em bodily off the
Diamond-S.”

“The long one,” said Pat ~Haley slowly,
“might not take kindly to it. The small
one—ye can't tell about. Be the hang of
his gun, 1'd say they’re a pair, them two.”

“Well, they're headin’ into trouble.”

1 Thus Maldeen prophetically.

“A man is skatin’ on thin ice,” he added,
“when he accuses folks of a frame-up
shootin’ scrape. Why should Jim Searles
want to kill Mort Lee, | ask yuh?”

“1 wish | could tell ye, Doc,” said Pat
Haley, “but it’'s beyond me, so it is. Mebbe
Mort Lee can tell—if he lives and keeps his
voice.”

“The doctor thinks he’ll live, does he?”
queried Jim.

“That's what be says,” replied Pat; “but
ye never can tell. The doctor has no
powers over life or death, except to do what
other doctors has done.”

Pat Haley finished his drink and went
back home, leaving Maldeen, Severn and
Searles alone beside the bar. Jim Searles
was ill at ease and helped himself several
times from the bar-bottle.

“1f I was you Jim,” said Maldeen. “I'd
pull out, while the pullin’-out is real good.”

“Yuh would, en?”

Searles scowled and rested his elbows on
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the bar; after which he reached for the
bottle again.

“Don’'t be a fool,” grunted the bar-
tender. “You can't afford to get a skinful
of hooch, Jim.”

“Thet—— | can’t!” indignantly. “Whose
skin is this that I'm wrapped up in, 1'd like
to know?”

He turned and leered at Cal Severn.

“You jaspers are full of advice, ain’tcha?
I notice that the long, grin-faced puncher
run his li’l blazer on you, Severn. He didn't
take back anythin’ he said, did he? Hah!”

Severn’s brows lifted a trifle.

“Do as yuh like, Jim; only I'd be away
from the Mission range when Mort Lee got
his voice back if | was you.”

“TQ - with him and his voice!”

Searles was working himself into a rage.

“You and Maldeen were here and seen
itall. It's three ag’in’ one, ain't it?”

“Don’t get to yelpin’,” advised Maldeen.
“Yo're howlin’ loud enough to be heard all

over town. There ain't nobody goin’ to
give you the worst of it, Jim. If you want
to stay here—stay.”

“Yo're =—-—-right I'll stay! | ain't never

collected the reward for the Black Rider
yet.”

“And yuh likely never will,” said Mal-
deen. “The county commissioners say that
there is not sufficient evidence to prove that
it was the Black Rider. They contend that
old man Romaine might have tried to imi-
tate the Black Rider, and that the real
Black Rider is liable to show up any old
time.”

Maldeen laughed and ordered the bar-
tender to serve more drinks.

“That's a - of a way to look at it,”
grumbled Searles. “1 reckon the only way
I can grab off a reward is to go out and
catch Shell Romaine.”

“Why catch him?” queried Maldeen.

Searles shook his head and shot a side
glance at Severn, who was moodily looking
into his glass.

“1f he'd 'a’ stole my girl—" began Searles;
but the next instant he received the con-
tents of Severn’s glass in his eyes, which
was followed up by a terrific smash in the
face.

The blow knocked Searles down, but did
not knock him out. He spat out blood and
profanity and tried to draw his gun, but
Severn sprang into him, kicked the gun
loose from his hand and flung it across the

room. Searles’ face was still swollen from
Shell Romaine’s fist, and Severn’s blow did
not tend to increase his beauty.

He got slowly to his feet, scowling at
Severn, but did not speak; and without
looking for his gun he went out of the door.

“That,” said Maldeen slowly, “was a
bad move, Cal.”

“Yeah?”

Severn's face was white with passion.

“Because,” continued Maldeen. “I

wouldn’t trust him as far as | could toss
a steer by the tail.”

Severn looked down at his skinned
knuckles, flexing his fingers slowly.

“He’d be a fool to hang himself, doc.”

“There's been a lot of fools hung,” said
Maldeen, “and they're still bein’ born every
day.”

HASHKNIFE and Sleepy knew the

country through which they were

riding only from description; but a
weather-beaten sign marked the trail up
Medicine Creek. They drew rein and
looked over the scene of the killing of the
Black Rider.

The road sloped sharply to the crossing
with fairly heavy foliage on either side and
a box canon on the right, through which
Medicine Creek came brawling its way over
rock and drift. Beyond this to the left the
country was more open, although fairly well
covered with brush.

“She was a good place for a holdup,”
said Hashknife as they rode on, “with
everythin’ in the favor of the bandit.”

Fifty yards farther on he stopped his
horse. There was a slight breeze from the
northwest, and Hashknife wrinkled his long
nose like a hunting-dog.

“Somethin’ unclean in the world,” stated
Sleepy. “Prob’'ly a dead cow.”

“Prob’ly,” admitted Hashknife, but
swung his horse off into the brush and tried
to follow the scent.

Sleepy growled a malediction upon any
cowboy that would search for a deceased
cow-critter, but followed. About a hundred
yards from the road Hashknife dismounted
at the side of a dead horse, which still bore
a saddle and bridle. The animal had been
dead for several days, and was already half-
eaten by coyotes and magpies. They ex-
amined it closely, silently. The saddle was
almost new, but already discolored and
warped.
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“Horse wears a Box-R brand, and has

been shot square in the forehead,” said
Hashknife.
“Must ’'a’ been shot kinda close,”

observed Sleepy, “ 'cause it's been powder-
burned. Whatcha make of it?”

“Take a look,” said Hashknife, pointing
at the front leg of the animal. *“Busted
half-way between ankle and knee. Some-
body had to shoot it.”

“That part's all right, Hashknife; but
why didn't they take their saddle and
hridle?”

Hashknife rolled and lighted a cigaret
before he replied.

“ Cowboy, that’s the horse that old man
Romaine was ridin’ the mornin’ he was
killed.”

“Thasso? There wasn't no horse men-
tioned in the story.”

Hashknife squatted on his heels and
chuckled to himself. It seemed to amuse
him greatly.

“Where's the joke?” grumbled Sleepy.
“ Settin’ there chucklin’ at a dead horse!”

Hashknife sighed with evident satisfac-
tion and got back on his horse.

“ Cowboy, she’s workin’ out,” he declared
joyfully. “A dead horse ain’t nothin’, but
when yuh find one that is saddled and
bridled and left to the coyotes she sure
means a lot to old man Hartley's fav'rite
offspring.”

“1'm just with yuh,” complained Sleepy.
“1 reckon 1I'm supposed to chuckle with glee
and applaud yuh for havin’ a wonderful
brain, ain’t I1? Y o're sure a wonder, Hash-
knife. My -—-- , I dunno how any human
bein’ can have a brain like you got!

“She’s workin’ out, is she? Y 'betcha
she is, and the sooner we get out of the
wind from yore latest find, the better it'll
suit yore silent pardner.”

“Yuh still got faith in me, ain’tcha?”
asked Hashknife seriously. “Yuh ain't
doubtin’ me, Sleepy Stevens?”

“Can yuh ask a question
Hashknife?”

“Uh-huh-h-h-h.”

“Then guess the answer,” retorted Sleepy.
“Let'sgo to Sula.”

like that,

WHILE Hashknife and Sleepy head-
ed for Sula, Jim "Searles mounted
his horse and left Moon Flats,
smarting from his injuries. Searles was
usually cold-blooded, but now he was hot
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with rage against Cal Severn. He was not
a man to take a knockdown without repay-
ing it, and just now his mind was working
overtime on plans for revenge.

But Searles was no fool. He knew the
temper of both Severn and Maldeen. Curi-
ously enough he held no grudge against
Shell Romaine for the knock-down in the
stage-office, in which he had lost both teeth
and prestige.

He had no destination in view when he
left Moon Flats, and suddenly realized that
he was nearing the forks of the road, which
led to Sula and the Diamond-S.

He checked his horse to a slow walk as
he rode down through a wooded swale.
Suddenly a man stepped out of the brush
beside the road, causing Searles’ horse to
plunge sidewise with fright, almost un-
seating its rider. Searles whirled the horse
back into the road and met Shell Romaine
face to face.

Romaine was watching Searles closely,
coldly, with his hand covering the butt of
his heavy Colt revolver, and Searles instinc-
tively lifted both hands even with his shoul-
ders. He knew that Romaine was lightning
fast with a gun, and was taking no chances
on being misunderstood.

“Whatcha want, Shell?” he asked, and
his voice was hardly more than a whisper.

The ghost of a smile crossed Romaine’s

. face as he said casually—

“Y o're kinda gettin’ in the habit of havin’
yore face busted, ain’'t yuh, Jim?”

Searles’ hand went to his bruised face,
feeling tenderly of his swollen lips as he
nodded.

“Some friend of yours, Jim?”

“No, by -—- I” emphatically.

“I'm kinda lookin' for news,” said Ro-
maine; “but | expect yuh to lie to me,
Searles.”

Searles said nothing, and Romaine con-
sidered the remote possibility of a truthful
answer. Then he said—

“Is the sheriff huntin’ me?”

Searles shook his head.

“May or may not be the truth,” reflected
Romaine out loud. “Who are those two
punchers who are workin’ for the Dia-
mond-S?”

“Couple of
their own business.”

Romaine laughed. There was no pos-
sibility that Searles was not telling the
truth this time, he was so earnest.

fools that don’t mind
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“The tall one ran a blazer on Cal Severn,”
volunteered Searles.

“What for?”

Searles refused to say. He caressed his
face and wished he was far away from there.
He did not care to answer some questions.

“Goin’ out to the Diamond-S?” asked
Romaine.
Searles considered the question. He had

not intended going there, but he did not
care to tell Romaine that he was just riding
around; so he nodded.

“Will yuh pack a message to Cal Severn?”

Searles shut his lips tight. He was about
to explode a curse at the mention of Severn’s
name, but thought better of it, and said—

“Yeah, I'll pack a message to him, Shell.”

“Then tell him for me—" Romaine spoke
very distinctly— “that if he don’t keep
away from Marie Wicks I'm goin’ to send
him to the undertaker. That's all.”

Searles stared blankly at Romaine. So
Cal Severn was hanging around the breed
girl! Searles knew her; knew that she was
pretty, and he also knew that she was Henry
Horsecollar's girl. He had no idea of carry-
ing that message to Cal Severn, but there
was no harm in agreeing to do so.

“All right,” he nodded. “I'll sure tell
him, Shell.”

“Much obliged, Jim. And yuh might also
tell him that it's ag’in’ the law to furnish
liquor to Injuns.”

Searles grinned.

“You sabe quite a lot about things,
don’tcha? Yo're takin’ a lot of chances
hangin’ around so close to civilization when
there's rewards out for yuh.”

“1I'm not the one that's takin' the big
chances.”

Searles considered this statement. It
might mean a whole lot, or little. Romaine
stepped back against the fringe of brush.

“You can go now, Jim.”

Searles picked up his reins and settled
himself in his saddle.

“ All right, Shell; s’long.”

Romaine did not reply. At a turn in the
road Searles looked back, but there was no
sign of Romaine. The size of the reward
almost tempted Searles to go back and try
to take Romaine, but he thought better of
it, and rode on.

In fact he rode faster now. He was going
to the Diamond-S ranch, and he did not
want to be there when Cal Severn came
home. He wondered why Shell Romaine

did not shoot him on sight. He had sent
Romaine to the penitentiary, had Kkilled
Romaine’s father, and still Romaine did not
seem to seek personal revenge. Searles
could hardly understand Romaine.

He rode in through the Diamond-S gate
and up to the bunk-house, where Henry
Horsecollar was humped up on a box, busily
greasing a set of buggy harness. There was
a smear of grease across his upper lip, and
his bare arms were greasy to the eibow.
He spat dryly and looked up at Searles.

“How yuh cornin’, Henry?” greeted
Searles.

Henry squinted closer and grinned a
toothless grin that almost matched Searles'.

“Somebody give you some bum advice,
too?” he asked.

Searles felt of his face. He and Henry
were both alike in facial disfigurements.

“Nobody gave me any advice,” grunted
Searles.

“Mebbe they forgot to, and that's how
yuh got yours.”

Henry laughed as he poured some oil on
his hand and applied it to the harness, but
Searles did not see the humor of the thing.
He squinted back down the road, being sure
that Severn was not coming in behind him,
and then watched Henry a few moments
before he said—

“Man sent a message to Cal Severn.”

“Thasso?”

Henry showed little interest.

“Cal’s in town, | reckon.”

“Well, I ain't goin’ plumb back there to
deliver it to him. | reckon you can tell
him, Henry.”

“Shoot.”

Henry wiped his hands on his overalls
and leaned back to receive the message.

“A man told me to tell him that he'd
better keep away from Marie Wicks, or
he'd fill him full of lead.”

Henry did not say anything for several
moments. He stared past Searles, looking
blankly into space. Then he wiped a greasy
hand across his lips and looked up.

“Tell me that ag’in’, will yuh, Jim?”

Searles repeated the message, and Henry'’s
greasy lips opened and shut as if repeating
it after Searles.

“l —reckon— | — heard — yuh — right,”
said Henry slowly; and then quickly. “Who
sent that message?”

“ Shell Romaine.”

“ Shell------ "
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Henry gawped widely.

“Where'd you see him?” he asked.
“Ne’ mind where | seen him.”
Searles grinned knowingly.

“Well—" Henry bent over his harness and
fingered at a buckle—*“1'll tell him, Jim.
Kinda hot t'day; ain't it?”

“Yeah, ’tis, Henry. Well, | gotta be
movin'. S’long.”

Henry watched him ride out through the
gate, where he swung into the hills instead
of going back on the road. He blended into
the gray of the hills, and Henry turned
back to his work.

“S’long,” he muttered, never giving
thought to the fact that Jim Searles was a
mile away by this time. “I'll tell him
what yuh said.”

For a long time Henry bent over his
work, polishing a buckle with the ball of
his thumb, a queer tightness about his
throat. Shell Romaine had sent that
message to Cal Severn. Why did Shell
Romaine send the message? Did Shell
Romaine want her, too?

He knew now why Cal Severn had ordered
him to stay at the ranch. It was to give
him a chance to make love to Marie.

“Feller that'd do that won't play square
with a girl,” declared Henry softly. “I’'ve
gotta buck Romaine and Severn. | ain't
scared of Romaine, but Severn’s got money.
Money! No!”

Henry shoved the harness aside and upset
the oil-can, but did not pick it up.

“l ain't no - gun-man, and | ain’t
got no money; but I'm playin’ square with
the girl.”

He got to his feet and leaned against
the bunk-house door; a pathetic, lanky
figure in his ill-fitting range clothes, his
lips set tight with determination. After
a while he shook his head slowly, shoved
his hands down deep in his overalls and
said out loud:

“The only girl 1
Injun; and | couldn’t keep her.
of a lover all right.”

Then he stumbled back into the bunk-
house.

But Jim Searles was not through yet.
He circled the hills, arriving at Moon
Flats just before dark and going straight
to Pat Haley's home. Pat was sitting on
the porch smoking his pipe, and he looked
curiously at Searles, who dismounted at the
gate and strode briskly up the gravel walk.

ever had was
I'ma -—--

Mary O’'Hara came to the door to call
Pat to supper, but hesitated as she saw
Jim Searles coming up to the porch.

“Hyah, Pat,” said Searles and tipped
his sombrero to Mary.

Pat grunted and removed the pipe from
his mouth, while his keen eyes studied
Searles’ battered face.

“l wanted to see yuh,” said Searles
slowly, “ 'cause | thought yuh might like
to know that | seen Shell Romaine today.”

“Ye did?”

Pat stared at him quizzically and shoved
the pipe-stem between his teeth.

“Where did ye see him?”

“Back in the hills.”

Searles glanced at Mary, who was leaning
against the door, trying to appear at ease.

“Which covers a lot of territory,” re-
marked Haley. “Would ye mind bein’
more specific, Searles?”

“Well, along the road between here and

the river. He stopped me, and we talked
a while.”
“Hm-m-m.”

Pat Haley grew curious.

“And why didn't ye bring him back
with ye?”

Searles grinned and shook his head.

“I'm no officer.”

“So ye came to tell me where to find
him, eh?”

“Well, 1 thought yuh might like to
know he was still in the country.”
“Which | would,” nodded Pat. “What

did he have to say?”

Searles grinned widely.

“He sent a message to Cal Severn, but
I don't jist sabe the meanin’ of it, Pat.
He told me to tell Cal to quit makin’ love
to Marie Wicks or he'd fill him full of
holes.”

For a moment there was complete silence.
Searles glanced at Mary’s face, which had
gone gray as ashes. Pat heaved himself to
his feet, gripping his pipe so tightly that
his teeth snapped through the amber stem.
Came Ma Haley’s voice just inside the
door—

“Have ye no appetites, or do ye think
I'm runnin’ a short-order caffay?”

She came out of the door and looked at
every one.

“Now, what the---—--- ?” she began, but
stopped as Pat stepped off the porch and
grasped Searles by the shoulder.

“Who told ye to come here and say
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that?” he demanded. “Did Shell Ro-
maine tell ye to say that before Mary?”

“Wait a minute!” snapped Searles, yank-
ing away from Haley. “What's ail the
fuss about? | was just tellin’ yuh what
Romaine told me to tell Cal Severn.”

“And he knowed you'd tell everybody
else, eh?”

“Don’t say that,” begged Mary. “Shell
Romaine may be an outlaw, but he wouldn't
hurt me. He knew | was engaged to Cal
Severn, and he wished— us—Iluck.”

Pat turned from Mary and glared at
Searles.

“What do you know about Cal Severn
and Marie Wicks?”

“Not a thing, Pat. | didn't know | was
goin’ to start an explosion, or 1'd 'a’ kept
my mouth shut.”

“What was it?” demanded Ma Haley.
“What about Cal Severn and the Injun
lass?”

“We'll not repeat it,” declared Pat
firmly as he turned toward the door.
“ Good evenin’ to ye, Searles.”

Searles turned and went back to the
gate, while Mary O’Hara went softly back
into the house. Pat shook his head slowly
and stared down at the ground. Ma
Haley had heard enough to know that it
affected Mary O’'Hara and coupled the
names of Cal Severn and Marie Wicks.
Then Pat said softly, bitterly—

“Sure, it's broke square in two, Ma.”

“Mary O’Hara’s heart, Pat?”

“No—me good old pipe,” pointing down

where it had fallen after the stem had
snapped.
“Aw, to the ------- wid yer old pipe!”

exploded Ma Haley, and whirled back into
the house.

“Aye,” muttered Pat; “to the-—-—-- it is,
sure enough. Now I'll have to buy me
some cigy-reet papers and burn a hole in
the middle of me mustache. And they're
a poor counterbalance for the lower jaw of
a man, so they are.”

He shook his head sadly over the remains
of his pipe and went slowly in through the
open door.

THE following morning in the
little town of Sula, Hashknife and
Sleepy came out of the hotel dining-
room and looked over the one long street.
Sula was a mining community, although
partly supported by the northern end of

the Mission cattle range. In front of the
stage-station a pack-train of burros were
being loaded, and a number of men had
congregated there to offer useless advice.

Hashknife and Sleepy drifted over there
and watched operations until the departure
of the pack-train, after which they loitered
arouud the stage-station. The keeper of
the station, a little, dried-up-looking per-
son, wearing a badly warped pair of glasses,
asked them what he could do for them.

“Not a thing, pardner,” grinned Hash-
knife. “We're strangers here. Got in
last night after dark, and we’'re just kinda
lookin’ around.”

“Well—" the man adjusted his glasses
and rubbed the palms of his hands on his
overall-clad thighs—“you can almost see
Sula at a glance.”

“Yeah, | noticed that,” grinned Hash-
knife. “The old-timers just built along the
pack-trail. Anythin' excitin’ ever happen
around here?”

The man looked curiously at Hashknife
and shook his head.

“No, | can't say there is. Things are
about the same every day. On pay-day
the boys come in and kinda razoo the old
town, but most of the time she’s like you
see her right now.”

“We came here from Moon Flats,”
explained Hashknife. “Do yuh know any-
body down there?”

“No, not many.
come up this far.”

“Know Doc Maldeen?”

“Runs the Moon Flats saloon, don’'t he?
Yeah, | know him when | see him, but not

They don’t usually

pers'nally.”
“Been here lately?”
The man squinted thoughtfully and

shook his head.

“Not for a month or two. Used to come
up here on pay-day. Town’s pretty good
for gamblers at that time.”

“What do yuh think about the Killin’
of the Black Rider?”

“1 dunno. It ain't been exactly proved
that it was the Black Rider, has it? |
ain’t seen Searles since that day. Yuh see,
he was only drivin’ for about a month,
and that was his last trip.”

“Did the Black Rider hold him up any
time?”

“Nope. He just tried it once. Wasn't
no use anyway, 'cause we never sent any
money on the stage. That mornin’ |
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was talkin’ to Searles about the Black
Rider. It's a long ways to ride alone, and
I don’t blame him for not liking the job.”

“Where did Maldeen do most of his
playin’ up here?”

“Up at the Cinnibar saloon mostly. |
expect he’'ll be up here ag’'in about the
twentieth of the month—pay-day.”

Hashknife and Sleepy went back up the
sidewalk and over to the Cinnibar saloon,
where they leaned their elbows on the bar.
The bartender, a smooth-haired, silk-shirted
individual, greeted them warmly.

“Came in from Moon Flats,” volunteered
Hashknife. “Got in late last night, and
we're still clogged with dust.”

“Yeah? How’'s my old friend Doc Mal-
deen?”

“Doc’s fine as frawg-hair.
up here on pay-day.”

“1 betcha.”

The bartender examined the part of his
hair in the fly-specked mirror, and, finding
it perfect, turned back.

“Doc swears that Sula is the best town
in the State,” the bartender remarked,
“but he never comes to see us except on
pay-day.”

“Ain’t he been here since last month?”
casually.

“Naw. He waits for the money to come
in. He’'s some card-player, y’'betcha.”

“Lost ten thousand in one hand to Cal
Severn the other day—and dealt it him-
self.”

The bartender grinned widely.

“Brother, don’tcha try to make me
swaller that; I know this country too well.”

“She's a fact,” declared Hashknife.
“There's a number of folks seen the play
and seen Maldeen hand out the dinero.”

“Well—" the bartender set out the bottle
and motioned for them to help them-
selves—“1 don't doubt but what you
fellers are tellin’ me the truth, but I'll bet
the feller that told you lied like-—-- . Ten
thousand! Say, have you got any idea
of how much money that is? Ten thousand
dollars, ------ T

“1'm sorry to upset yuh thataway,” con-
soled Hashknife. “Bothered with asthma,
aint’'cha? Yuh kinda wheeze like yuh was.
Keep away from wild flowers and don’t
rub a cat's back any more than yuh have
to. C’'mon, Sleepy.”

They went out of the Cinnibar, leaving
the bartender leaning across the bar and

Probably be

trying to figure out just what Hashknife
meant. He finally swept the glasses into
the wash-tub beneath the bar, swore softly
to himself and examined his hair again.

Hashknife and Sleepy went down to the
little hotel and paid their bill to a grouchy
old individual, who seemed to be soured on
the world and all therein.

“Goin’ away, are yuh?” he asked.
“Dag-gone it, seems like nobody stays here
any longer than they have to. Which way
yuh goin’?”

“North,” said Hashknife, which was un-
true. “1 was just wonderin’ if |1 could
leave a note with you for Doc Maldeen.
Know him, don’t yuh?”

“Yeah, | know him.”

He turned to an old calendar back of his
desk and studied it closely.

“He won't be here for about ten days.”

“Don’t he never come here except on
pay-day?”

“Well, | don’t say he won't, but I will say
that he never has. If yuh leave a note
- "

“Ne’ mind—I'll likely see him before
that. Much obliged, old-timer. S’long.”

They went to the livery stable and got
their horses. Sleepy had not spoken a
dozen words since breakfast, but when they
rode out of town, heading back toward
Moon Flats, he said:

“Yuh came thirty-five miles to find an
honest man and picked on a stage-station
boss, a bartender and a grouchy old hotel-
keeper. What did yuh find?”

“Three honest men, Sleepy. |
seen such an honest town in my life.”

“Yuh kinda lied a little yourself, didn’t
yuh, Hashknife?” reprovingly.

“Uh-huh. Yuh see, when yo’'re lookin’
for truth in yore feller men, Sleepy, yuh
may have to lie to get 'em to tell the truth.”

“Mebbe,” admitted Sleepy; “but yuh
still got me fightin’ my head, cowboy.”

“That's a good part of yuh to fight—it's
so hard that yuh can’t never do it no per-

manent injury, Sleepy.”
H ranch that night. He was in no
mood to meet Hashknife Hartley,
and he was under the impression that the
two punchers had gone back to the ranch.
He was troubled about Jim Searles too, and
was sorry that he had knocked him down.
Searles had not showed up again at the

never

CAL SEVERN did not go out to the
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Moon Flats, and Severn wondered where he
had gone. The next morning he ran face
to face with Mary O’Hara, who was coming
out of Bill Eagle’'s store. She tried to go
past him, but he blocked her way.

“Wait a minute, Mary,” he said. “I
want to talk with you.”

“l do not think it interests me at all,”
replied Mary coldly. “Will you please
stand aside, Mr. Severn?”

“ Aw, shucks!”

Severn stepped aside, but walked beside
her down the sidewalk.

“Mary, | want to apologize for what I
said the other day. Dog-gone it, won't
yuh accept an apology? | was a darned
fool, and I didn’t have no right to say what
1 did.”

“1 am glad you realize that part of it,”
said Mary coldly,” and | don't really
think you had better go any further with
me.”

Severn laughed, but there was little mirth
in it. “Now, listen, Mary. I've apolo-
gized and admitted that | was a darned
fool, haven't 1?  What more can | do?”

“You can turn around and stop annoying
me.

“Thasso? Aw, what's the matter with
you, anyway? Lemme have a talk with
yuh, Mary.”

Severn’s voice was low and pleading, but
it had no effect on Mary O'Hara.

He followed her in through the gate and
up to the porch, where they met Pat Haley,
who was coming out of the house. Without
a word Mary stepped around him and went
in through the open door, while Pat Haley
blocked the passage to Cal Severn.

“What's the big idea?” asked Severn
wonderingly.

“Ye're not welcome here, Severn,” re-
plied Pat easily.

“Not welcome?”

Severn frowned thoughtfully.

“What do yuh mean, Pat? What's gone
wrong?”

“Come away from the house and I'll talk
to ye.”

They walked down to the gate, which Pat
opened and motioned Severn outside.
Wonderingly he obeyed and turned, facing
Pat.

“Now tell me what in--—-—--- is the matter
with you, will yuh?”

Severn’s voice was trembling slightly.

“1 will,” nodded Pat. “It has been told

to us that ye have been makin’ love to Marie
Wicks, the Injun girl.”

Severn's face flushed hotly, and then the
color drained out, leaving it a gray tinge.
He gripped the top of the gate and leaned
closer to Pat Haley.

“Who packed you that m—m— lie?” he
rasped. “Tell me who told yuh that and
I'll shoot his------ heart out!”

“Which wouldn’'t disprove the state-
ment,” said Pat softly.

Do yuh believe a lie like that,
Pat Haley?”

“Can ye prove it's a lie, Severn?”

Pat’s gray eyes bored into Severn’s soul.

“Prove it? My -——-- , do I have to prove
a thing like that?”

“Ye do—unless ye don’t care to, Severn.”

Severn relaxed a trifle and began the
manufacture of a cigaret. His hands
trembled slightly, and he spilled half a sack
of tobacco on the ground.

“Did Hartley and his pardner pack that
talk to yuh?”

“I'l name no names,” declared Pat.
“1t was not told to me in confidence, but
I'll not say who told it. In fact, the man
was carryin’ the same message to you—to
keep away from Marie Wicks.”

“1 don’t getcha.”

Severn squinted away from the match as
he lit his cigaret.

“Do yuh mean to say that this
liar said he was bringin’ me a message like
that from somebody else?”

“Ye have a complete understandin’,”
said Pat.

“Well—" Severn hitched up his cartridge-
belt and sighed deeply—*“if you won't tell
me who it was—how can | prove that it'sa
lie?”

“1'm not askin’ ye to prove it.”

“You'd rather go on believin' it, eh?”

harshly. “You know why | hired Hartley
and Stevens. It wasn't because | needed
'em, Haley. | seen that lanky Hartley

lookin’ at Mary O’Hara, like a - coyote
lookin’ at a lamb. Well, if yuh want to
believe him—go ahead.”

“We'll leave her name out of it, if ye

please.”
Pat’s voice cut like a knife.
“Oh, all right.”

Severn turned and started away, but
stopped after a few steps.
“1 just wanted to tell yuh that the way

yo're runnin’ yore office don’t make no hit
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with folks around here, and they’'re wonder-
in’” why you ain't makin’ no effort to find
Shell Romaine. Some of them say yo're
afraid and others kinda suggest that it's
kind of a family affair.”

Severn turned on his heel and went back
up the street, while Pat Haley lifted* his
right hand from near the butt of his gun
and gripped the gate.

“Ye unspeakable pup!” he breathed. “Ye
have unfurled yer flag to me, and the colors
are yellow.”

Pat turned wearily away from the gate
and went slowly back to the house. He
saw Mary saddling her horse near the rear
gate and watched her ride away toward the
hills. He went back to the porch steps and
sat down heavily, his mind mixed with
strange emotions. Then he took out a book
of cigaret-papers and a sack of flake tobacco.

“Until Bill Eagles gets a shipment of
pipes I've got to do this,” he muttered, his
lips set in a thin line of determination,
“and 't's goin’ to be the ——’'s own job to
make one unless there’'s some tougher
papers in this package than there were in
the last bunch | wore out.”

CAL SEVERN went back to the

Moon Flats saloon, where he drank

straight whisky, filling the glass to
the brim four times and drinking at a
single gulp. Maldeen was at a card-table,
studying a solitaire layout, but stopped his
game to watch Severn.

Searles was sitting across from Maldeen,
watching his play, but out of the comer of
his eye he noted the feverish way in which
Severn bolted his liquor. Something
seemed to tell him that Severn had received
a hard jolt, and he felt that Shell Romaine’s
message had been delivered.

It suddenly occurred to him that per-
haps Severn knew who had delivered the
message. Perhaps Severn was getting up
courage enough to start trouble.

Searles reached down slowly and slid his
holster over the top of his leg and loosened
the Colt six-shooter a trifle. Being pre-
pared had saved Searles several times, and
he thoroughly believed in the law of self-
preservation.

Severn turned and leaned back against
the bar, looking calmly around. His half-
shut eyes dwelt for a moment on Maldeen
and Searles, but the set expression of his
face did not change as he said—

“C’'m and have a drink, you two.”

It was an order, but neither man resented
itt. They walked to the bar, and Severn
turned around with them.

“How yuh cornin’, Cal?” asked Maldeen.

Severn did not reply until he had im-
bibed another full glass of raw liquor. He
turned his head and looked curiously at
Maldeen. Severn was not a drinker, ar.d
the successive jolts of bad whisky had
taken effect already.

After looking at Maldeen he turned back
to the bar and called for more liquor.

“Take it easy, Cal,” advised Maldeen.
“You've had too much already.”

“Yeah?” snarled Severn. “When did
you get the right to preach to me? Have
a drink, yuh tin-horn.”

Maldeen knew that Severn was drunk in
the head, but that his nerve and body was
cold sober; so he accepted another drink and
the rebuke in silence. Searles held his glass
in his left hand, while his right hung close
to the butt of his gun; but Severn paid no
attention to him until after the drink was
finished.

Several other men had come into the
place, and Maldeen shifted around un-
easily. Severn was just in the right mood
to start trouble, but he merely looked
drunkenly at the men and took Maldeen by
the arm.

“1 want to talk to yuh, Doc,” seriously.
“You and Jim Searles. C'mon.”

Maldeen led the way back to his private
room, and Searles, filled with misgivings,
trod close to Severn. He was all set for
anything that might happen. They went
into the room, and Maldeen locked the
door. There was a couch, a couple of
chairs, a table, littered with papers, ore
samples and an empty bottle. The rough
walls were speckled with old photographs
and pictures cut from sporting magazines
and papers.

Severn sat down heavily on the couch,
flung his hat across the room and leaned
back wearily against the wall. Maldeen
sat down beside the table, but Searles re-
mained. standing just inside the door.
Maldeen waved him to a chair, but shook his
head and leaned against the wall.

“Nobody’s goin’ t' hurt yuh, yuh
fool!” snorted Severn drunkenly.

“1 know'it, Cal,” grinned Searles, but did
not sit down.

“Nobody can hear us talkin’ in here, can
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they?” asked Severn, and Maldeen shook
his head.

“Either one of you seen them two strange
cow-punchers today?” he asked.

“Not today,” said Maldeen. “They left
town right after you and the long one al-
most had trouble.”

“1 don't think they’'ve been back since,”
added Searles.

“1 hope to -——-- that they never come
back!” exploded Severn. “But they will,
------ ‘'em!”

Maldeen was interested now.

“What's the idea, Cal?”

“One of 'em went to Pat Haley and said
that I was makin’ love to Marie Wicks.”

Searles jerked visibly and burned himself
on his cigaret. This was interesting news
to him.

Maldeen half-smiled.

“Tryin’ to queer yuh with Mary O’'Hara,
eh?”

“Oh, go to -——-- ” plurted Severn. “He
said that somebody sent the message to me
to let her alone.”

Searles inhaled deeply and studied Severn
closely. It might be a scheme to allay
his fears, but he was not going to be caught
napping.

“Somebody, eh?”

Thus Maldeen.

“Tryin' to pass the buck to somebody
else, eh?”

“Yeah,” snarled Severn blackly, but
leaned forward and lowered his voice. *“I
never told anybody who them two punchers
are, doc. Me and Pat Haley are the only
ones who know about 'em; so | kept my
mouth shut. | didn’t want to tell anybody,
‘cause it might not look good, cornin’ from
me; sabe?”

“Thasso?”

Maldeen hitched forward in his chair.

“Shell Romaine’s out on parole, which
yuh probably know,” continued Severn.
“He was sent up for five years and got out
inone year. Didja ever wonder how he got
paroled in one year? Yuh didn't? There
was thirty thousand dollars lifted in that
robbery, and not a cent of it ever recovered.

“The mornin’ that Shell Romaine showed
up here them two punchers rode in and
asked for a job. | didn't want to hire any-
body but Hartley handed me a letter which
showed who they were—and | hired 'em.

“1 reckon it was sort of a political pull
that the bank directors had, but anyway

they got Shell paroled in a year thinkin’
that he'd come back here and lift his cache.
Hartley and Stevens were workin’ for the
Cattlemen’s Association and they were
selected to come here and watch Shell Ro-
maine. The bank wants that thirty thou-
sand dollars.”

“1 see,” said Maldeen softly, wonderingly,
while Jim Searles whistled softly and sat
down in the empty chair.

“Well they ain’t been trailin’ Shell Ro-
maine, that's a cinch ” declared Searles.

“How could they?” queried Maldeen.
“Things broke against 'em. Anyway they
don’t look like they had the sense of a
shepherd.”

“Thasso?”

Severn seemed to wake up out of a trance.

“Don’tcha fool yoreselves. What about
that shootin’ scrape yesterday? Don't tell
me that they ain’t got no sense.”

“Well, whatcha want to do?” asked
Searles.
“1 don’'t want to do a - thing ” de-

clared Severn; “but 1'd give a thousand
dollars if somethin’ would happen towipeout
the both of 'em. One thousand cold dollars.”

“ Apiece?” queried Searles softly.

“Yeah;” said Maldeen meaningly.

Jim Searles burned himself again on his
cigaret and flung it quickly aside as he got
to his feet.

“Well, what's all the delay?” he grunted.
“Ain’'t nothin’ more to talk about, is there?
Let'sgo.”

“Nobody settin’ on yore shirt tail is
there?” queried Maldeen. “Go ahead.”

“Cal's goin’ with me,” explained Searles.

“Where?” asked Severn vacantly.

“Out to the Diamond-S.”

“What for?”

“To git the two thousand dollars f'r one
thing.”

“Whatcha mean?”

“Well,” said Searles yawning widely.
“1 may be a fool, but I ain't no--—- fool.
On a job like this | git paid in advance.”

“Oh, yuh do?”

Severn spat dryly.

“You must think I'm somewhat of a fool
myself.”

“Thinkin’ ain’t goin’ to git us nowhere,”
declared Searles. “I ain’'t doin’ no credit
business with my gun, y’betcha.”

Severn heaved himself off the couch and
secured his sombrero. He was a trifle un-
steady on his legs now. He motioned Searles
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out of the door. Maldeen followed them
out into the saloon, but Severn did not stop
at the bar. He and Searles went straight
to the stable, saddled their horses and rode
out of town.

Pat Haley, from the porch of his home,
saw them ride away and wondered what
would have happened to Searles if Severn
knew he was the tale-bearer. Then Pat
Haley looked down at the steps littered
with bits of tom cigaret-papers and at the
folds in his shirt bosom, which were filled
with loose tobacco, and shook his head.

“Smokin’ cigy-reets is not a habit—it's
a accomplishment,” he declared wearily.
B along the edge of the low hills, say-

ing little. Severn’s mind was deeply
engaged in trying to puzzle out who would
send that kind of a message to him, while
Searles was also doing quite a lot of won-
dering himself. Somehow he could not
shake the feeling that Severn knew who
delivered that message, and that Severn
was keeping still until he— Searles—had
finished the job of getting rid of Hashknife
and Sleepy.

Searles was a gunman whose ability in
that direction was for sale, but he cared a
lot for his own skin and meant to keep it
intact. He had formed no plans for getting
rid of the two offensive cowpunchers; but
Jim Searles was not brainy enough to plan
out any mode of procedure.

They were passing the mouth of the gulch
which led up to Romaine’'s ranch when
Severn whirled his horse aside and shoved
Searles’ horse into the brush beside the
road, where they both stopped.

A horse and rider were coming in from the
south, and they were able to identify the
rider as Mary O’'Hara. She crossed the
road and stopped, while she looked over the
country. It took her perhaps five minutes
to satisfy herself that no one was in sight;
then she went on up the road that led to
Romaine’s place.

Cal Severn laughed aloud and swung back
into the road.

“Where’s she goin’'?” queried Searles.

“To meet Shell Romaine,” grinned Sev-
ern, “and we're goin’ to be there at the
meetin’.”

“And get a .30-30 bullet in our ribs,”
protested Searles, shaking his head. “Any-
way she couldn’t 'a’ had no appointment

SEVERN and Searles rode slowly
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with Shell Romaine. Why, he likely ain’'t
in this country, Severn.”

“Yo're crazy!” grunted Severn. “1
betcha she meets him at the ranch-house.”

“All right, let her meet him.”

Searles evidently did not care to run into
Shell Romaine. Neither did he want Severn
to know that he had met Romaine the day
before.

“How about the reward?” grinned Severn.
“Can’t yuh use half of it?”

“Yeah, | could use the money—if Ro-
maine didn’t see me first.”

“Yellow, eh?” sneered Severn. “Well,
come along, and I'll take chances on takin’
him. I'll get some satisfaction out of it
anyway.”

They turned off the road and went slowly
up the gulch, taking plenty of time, because
the road wound through the brush and they
were unable to see any distance ahead.
Severn realized that they were taking big
chances, but he had a desire to catch Mary
O’Hara with Shell Romaine.

They came at last to the fringe of the
timber and stopped to watch the ranch-
house. There was no sign of Mary O’'Hara’s
horse, but they knew she would not leave
it in sight. There was no possible way to
sneak up on the house; so Severn decided
to go boldly up, taking a chance on being
seen. Searles demurred. He did not want
a soft-nose bullet mixed up in his carcass;
but when Severn started for the house,
Searles rode up behind him.

They dismounted at the rickety porch
and stood still,, There was a soft murmur
of voices coming from the rear of the house,
and Severn grinned widely as he heard
Mary’s voice. He knew that there was sort
of a lean-to at the rear, and it was likely
that this was where Mary had taken her
horse.

He motioned to Searles for silence and
led the way around the house, flattening
themselves against the wall, with guns
ready. Near the door of the lean-to they
stopped. The voices were clearer now and
Mary was saying—

“—said he met you; so | came.”

“Yes,” said Romaine. *“I sent that mes-
sage, Mary. | knew that you loved Cal
Severn, and | was going to see that he played
fair with you as far as | was able.”

Severn’s lips curled in a sneer now he
knew who had sent the message.

“But it doesn’'t matter now,” said Mary.
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“l am not going to marry Cal Severn. |
had made up my mind not to, and that
message only strengthened my resolve. He
accused me of meeting you in the hills that
day, Shell.”

“Did he? Where was he, Mary?”

“1 don't know. Do you remember seeing
those two strange cowboys with him? One
of them asked me what Cal and | quarreled
about, and he asked it in such a way that
| just had to tell him.”

“Who are they, Mary?”

“Hartley and Stevens. The tall one, who
looks like he was just going to laugh, told
me that they didn’t do much except to make
smiles come where smiles belong.”

“Well, that's kinda funny,” observed
Shell Romaine. “It ain’t such a bad busi-
ness either if yuh stop to think it over.”

“1 can’t stay long,” said Mary. “It took
me quite awhile to get here, because | went
around through the hills.”

“It sure was mighty good of yuh,” said
Shell; “but I'm afraid somebody’ll see yuh
and look at it all wrong. Mebbe yuh better
not come ag’in’.”

They stepped out of the lean-to, and Shell
Romaine looked square into the muzzle of
Cal Severn’s six-shooter. Searles stepped
around and covered him with his gun while
he took Romaine’s gun from his holster.

“The pitcher went too often to the well,”
grinned Severn. “Much obliged to yuh,
Mary. Yuh sure kept him interested.”

Romaine turned and looked searchingly
at Mary, who was staring at Severn.

“Never trust a woman,” advised Severn.
“They sure make a fool out of yuh,
Romaine.”

“Did you lead them to me, Mary?”

Romaine’s lips were white at the very
thought of being trapped through the girl.

“My God—no!” gasped Mary. “Lead
Cal Severn?”

“You can stop yore lyin, Severn,” said

Romaine. “I1'm takin’ her word for it.”
Severn laughed.
“All right, Shell. 1 didn’'t say that we

framed on yuh, did 1? No, we just followed
her, thassall.”

“Well, whatcha goin’ to do?”

“Take yuh to Moon Flats and hand yuh
to the sheriff. He ain’t got guts enough to
take yuh, but he may be able to keep yuh
in jail.”

“ Bring the horses,” ordered Severn, “and
hog-tie this gentleman, Searles.”

It took Searles only a short time to rope
Romaine to the saddle of Severn’'s horse.
Searles’ horse was not broke to ride double.
Mary stood aside and watched the opera-
tion. She was sick at heart over it all, and
blamed herself for Romaine’s capture.

“You ain't to blame, Mary,” Romaine
assured her, ignoring Severn and Searles.
“You forget that part of it. | knew they'd
get me some day, but | hoped it wouldn’t
be for a while.”

“Why did yuh hope that?” queried Sev-
ern, testing the ropes with a vicious yank.

“That,” said’Romaine slowly, “is none
of your business, you coyote!”

Severn laughed up at him mockingly.

“Sore because yuh thought I was cuttin’
in on yore Injun girl, eh?”

Romaine’s eyes flashed to Mary, seeking
to find what she thought of Severn’s accusa-
tion, but she had turned her back on them
and was mounting her horse. Severn swung
on behind Romaine, turned the horse around
and rode away, with Searles bringing up
the rear. At the fringe of the brush they
looked back, but Mary O’Hara was not fol-
lowing them; she was taking the shorter cut
across the hills toward the river.

“You've butted in on my game about all
yo're goin’ to, Romaine,” stated Severn.
“1 reckon yo're goin’ to make a long trip
and stay quite a while.”

“Does kinda look thataway,” admitted

Romaine, and turned his head toward
Searles. “1 reckon you delivered my mes-
sage, Jim, Much obliged.”

“Message?”

Severn looked at Searles wonderingly.

He did not know just what Romaine was
talking about at first, but it suddenly flashed
through his mind that Jim Searles was the
one who had told Mary and Pat Haley.

Searles’ right hand had dropped to his
thigh and was still concealed, although his
right elbow was bent almost at right-angles.
Severn noted all this, and that Searles was
watching him closely.

“So you was the one that brought the
message, eh?”

“Yeah, | brought it.”

“Well,” easily, “it don't make no dif-
ference, but yuh might 'a’ told me instead
of Pat Haley.”

“Wei!, I didn't know you was still in
town,” defended Searles, “and | knowed
that Pat would be glad to hear that Ro-
maine was still around here.”
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“Let it drop,” advised Severn, “and that
other proposition still stands.”
“Y 'betcha,” nodded Searles.

[HENRY HORSECOLLAR DRY-

DEN had gone dumbly about his

work after Searles had left the Dia-
mond-S. Never before had he realized just
how much he did think of Marie Wicks, and
his soul was filled with sadness and self-pity.
He was not mad at Severn for taking ad-
vantage of him, but he was mad at himself
for being weak enough to let Severn keep
him at home, while Severn himself courted
Marie.

And Severn had one girl already. Wasn't
one girl enough?

Later on Henry saddled his horse and
rode down to the hill above Wick’s ranch-
house. It was dark in the hills, but there
was a light in the ranch-house. For a long
time Henry debated over going down, but
finally turned around and went back to the
ranch, where he talked with Mrs. Wicks.

“ls Cal Severn going to marry Marie?”
he asked in the Nez Perce tongue.

“He has said it,” replied the old squaw.
“We will have many ponies and much to
eat in the Winter.”

“He is going to marry a girl in Moon
Flats.”

“That is a lie.
only one squaw.”

“He may have many sweethearts.”

For a long time the old squaw deliberated.
This was a new angle, which she had never
considered. Then—

“The girl in Moon Flats will
sweetheart.”

“Since when did a white man marry a
squaw and leave a white sweetheart?”

“You lie in your heart!” grated the
squaw, knowing that Henry spoke the
truth.

“Cal Severn brings whisky to Joe Wicks
to steal away his sight,” declared Henry.
“Since when could a drunken man tell right
from wrong? Cal Severn hired you to cook
for him because he knew that you would
not drink whisky and forget to look. Ask
your own heart if | lie.”

The old squaw looked intently into
Henry’s face as if trying to read the reasons
for this disclosure, but he did not turn away
under her stare. She stared down at her
gnarled hands for a full minute, like a
bronze statue under the yellow light from
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the oil lamp. Then she got to her feet,
flung a shawl around her shoulders and went
out.

Henry went to the door and watched her
going down the white ribbon of road in the
misty light, a blurred figure that faded out
and was gone. For a long time he stood in
the doorway, gazing off across the shadowy
hills, listening to the calling of a sleepy bird.
From back in the trees an owl hooted softly.

“Funny thing,” mused Henry aloud. “I
never knowed | was so smart until | got to
talkin’ Nez Perce to the old squaw. | sure
know a lot of things—and mebbe some of
‘'em is goin’ to get me killed off. | reckon
1'll go to bed.”

But Henry did not sleep. For once in his
life his mind was too active to woo slumber,
and he marveled at the things he could
think about, and by thinking he built up a
great anger against Cal Severn. It was like
starting a small snowball at the top of a
hill; it grew until it was a force to reckoned
with.

He unearthed a Winchester rifle from
beneath his bunk and put in an hour clean-
ing and oiling it. His six-shooter received
the same treatment. He filled his belt with
ammunition for both guns.

Daylight came, and Henry cooked his
own breakfast with a six-shooter hanging
at his hip and the rifle lying across the
kitchen table. He wondered what had be-
come of Hashknife and Sleepy, but always
his mind reverted back to Marie Wicks.

He waited until afternoon, but Cal Sev-
ern did not show up; so he saddled his horse,
slung the rifle in a scabbard under his right
leg, and rode toward Wicks’ ranch. Some-
thing seemed to tell Henry that trouble was
brewing, but he did not mind.

He rode up to the ranch-house and dis-
mounted. Joe Wicks was sitting on the
steps, dirty, disheveled, but apparently
sober.

“Hyah, Joe,” said Henry.

“Yo' go to -——-- I” grunted Joe without
looking at him.

Joe's face still bore the marks of Henry's
fist.

Mrs. Wicks came to the door and looked
at Henry, who nodded to her.

“W'at yo’ want?” asked Joe.

“Nothin’ from you,” said Henry, and
then to the squaw. “Can | see Marie?”

“She is very sad,” replied the squaw in
her own tongue.
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She could speak a little English, but it
was much easier to talk in her own language.

“Yo’go 'way,” growled Joe. “This place
no good for yo’;yo’ --—-- right.”

“Be still!” hissed the old squaw. “Whisky
has stolen away your brains, and you are
like an old dog without teeth and without
sense; a dog that can only bark at its own
shadow or howl at the moon.”

“1 reckon that’ll hold yuh,” said Henry,
but without a trace of humor in his voice.

“She is very sad and does not believe,”
continued Mrs. Wicks. “We have not
slept.”

“You ain’t got nothin’ on me,” declared
Henry. “Cal Severn did not come home.
The other two are still away.”

“They are good men,” said Mrs. Wicks.

“l1 am only a squaw, but they are to me
like to one of my own color.”

“Yeah, they’reall right,” admitted Henry;
“but they gave me some bad advice.”

“W’at’s the matter with yo’?” growled
Joe. “Nobody ask yo’ to come here.”

Henry ignored him and looked appealing-
ly at the squaw.

“Can’t | see Marie?”

For a moment she hesitated and then
pointed toward the rear of the house.

“Yo’ right yo’ can’'t see Marie!”
grunted Joe; but Henry shoved him back
on the steps.

“You horn into my business and 1'll bend
a gun over yore head,” threatened Henry,
and walked around the corner.

Joe relapsed back to his former position
and said nothing, while the old squaw sat
down beside him with her hands' hi her lap,
staring into space.

Marie was sitting on the ground against
an old cottonwood-tree when Henry came
around the house, and started to get to her
feet; but Henry motioned for her to sit
down. He came up to her and leaned
against the tree.

“Why did you come here?” she asked.

“1 had to come,” he replied.

“Why?”

“l wanted to ask yuh a question, Marie.
Did Cal Severn ever ask yuh to marry him?”

Marie dropped her eyes and began
fingering her faded apron.

“No,” she said after several moments of
silence.

“Didn’t he make love to yuh?”

“l don’t want to talk to you,” she said
defiantly.

Adventure

“Don’tcha?” softly. “I'm kinda sorry,
‘cause | sure want to talk to you, Marie.”

“You lie,” she said wearily. “You talk
nice to me and then laugh about me to other
people.”

“What do yuh mean?” demanded Henry.

“You know what | mean. You laugh and
say | am jus’ an Injun girl to play with.
You not care for me, you say.”

Henry’s lips tightened and he looked
down at the top of her head.

“Marie, did Cal Severn say that?”

“Yes.”

“Good God!” exploded Henry. “Looky
here! Do yuh think 1'd say that? Do yuh?
Am | that kind of a coyote?”

“You are a white man; I am an Indian

girl.”

“That ain’t no answer. Do yuh love Cal
Severn?”

“l1 do’ know what I love. Everybody lie
to me.”

Marie tjjirew out both arms.

“1 believe nobody now.”

“Marie, will yuh marry me?”

Henry leaned closer and put his hand on
her shoulder.

“1 never lied to yuh.”

“How do | know?” she asked, looking
up at him.

“That’s right.”

Henry straightened up and shoved him-
self away from the tree.

“My word ain't no better than Cal
Severn’s now, but mebbe | can make it
better. Yuh don’t hate me, do yuh, Marie?”

“1 don’t hate nobody— jus’ sorry.”

“Somebody is goin’ to be with yuh on that
sorry idea,” declared Henry, and walked
back to his horse.

Joe Wicks glared at him, but said noth-
ing. Mrs. Wicks nodded solemnly, and
Henry tipped his wide hat to her as he
turned his horse and galloped down the road.

Back at the cottonwood-tree Marie
turned her head and watched him ride away.
He had asked her to marry him, but had
never given her a chance to accept or reject
the proposal. White people were queer folks,
she thought, and many of them were liars.

HASHKNIFE and Sleepy came

straight back from Sula, but did

not turn on to the Diamond-S road.
For once in his life Hashknife rode for miles
in silence, his forehead puckered in a heavy
frown in the shade of his sombrero.
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Sleepy was content with silence. He
knew that there was no use in questioning
Hashknife, and gentle sarcasm failed to
bring a retort from the tall cowboy.

Where the road from Joe Wicks’ place
joined the main road they met Henry
Horsecollar, who came at a swift gallop
out of the brush-lined road. They noted
the display of firearms and wondered what
had struck Henry.

“Howdy, Henry,”
“Goin’ to town?”

Henry nodded and rode in beside them.
Hashknife looked curiously at the rifle stick-
ing out from beneath the right saddle fender
and at Henry’s low-swung Colt.

“Kinda loaded for bear, ain't yuh?”
queried Sleepy.

“Coyote,” corrected Henry shortly.

Hashknife whistled softly. This was a
different Henry from him whom they had
known at the Diamond-S, and he wondered
what had happened. But neither of them
questioned him further. If he was gunning
for some one it was none of their business,
and the less they knew about it the better
for all concerned.

“How’s things at the ranch?”
Sleepy.

“Aw right,” grunted Henry, never taking
his eyes off the road.

“Hangin’ on to his nerve,” thought Hash-
knife. “Don’t want to talk for fear of
gettin’ off the main idea.”

By mutual consent they swept into a
gallop riding knee to knee. Hashknife
noted the set angle of Henry’s lower jaw;
it rather belied the rest of his bony angular
body. Still there was force in that body.
The smash he had delivered on Joe Wicks’
jaw proved that. All Henry had lacked was
nerve, and Hashknife wondered if some-
thing had happened to cause Henry to find
himself.

About a mile out of town another rider
came down off the hills and into the road
going toward Moon Flats. It was Mary
O’Hara. She glanced back anxiously as
they rode up to her and they noticed that
there were tear-streaks on her dusty cheeks.

“They caught Shell Romaine!” she
blurted. “Cal Severn and Jim Searles are
taking him to Moon Flats.”

“Well, whatcha know about that?”
grunted Hashknife. “Tell us about it, will
yuh, Miss O’Hara?”

In a few words Mary described the cap-

greeted Hashknife.

asked

ture; how she had unwittingly led them to
him. She seemed to blame herself for
everything.

“Yuh can’t beat that, can yuh?” said
Hashknife sadly. *“l reckon we better
mosey on to town and kinda find out all
the latest news.”

As they started on Hashknife drew in
beside Mary.

“How'’s all the sick folks at yore house?”

“Splinter’s fever is bad and Mcrt Lee
has never been conscious except for a few
minutes at a time. He talks all the time,
but the doctor says he will get well.”

“Talks all the time— kinda crazy-like?”

Mary nodded and brushed a lock of hair
away from her eyes.

“Yes. Heravesaboutold man Romaine’s
shirt sleeve. Isn’t that queer?”

“Yeah, it is—kinda,” admitted Hash-
knife.  “Funny thing to talk about,
y’'betcha. And what else seems to bother
him?”

Mary smiled and shook her head.

“It’s mostly the shirt sleeve, but some-
times he rambles about a suit that he did
not see. It bothers him a lot, it seems.”

“Black suit?” queried Hashknife quickly.

“Yes—a black suit. Uncle Pat has tried
to make head or tail out of his conversation,
but is unable to get it connected enough to
make sense.”

Hashknife grinned widely and shifted
himself in his saddle.

“Let’s shake 'em up a little, folks. 1've
got a hunch that somebody is settin’ on
about a ton of dynamite and the fuse is
gettin’ short.”

The four horses broke into a gallop down
the dusty road with Hashknife slightly in
the lead, frowning deeply as he contem-
plated just what to do.

Into Moon Flats they came at a stiff
gallop. In front of Bill Eagles’ store was a
crowd of men, some mounted but most of
them on foot. There seemed to be a heated
argument in progress. Several small groups
of men had seemingly drawn away from the
main crowd, and were holding their own
arguments.

The four riders drew up at the edge of the
sidewalk, but no one gave them any heed.
Looking over the heads of the crowd they
could see Shell Romaine, still bound, leaning
up against the wall, while near him were Cal
Severn, Jim Searles and Bill Eagles. Bill
was arguing with voice and arms.
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Hashknife leaned down and tapped a cow-
boy on the shoulder.

“What's the trouble?” queried Hashknife.

The excited cowboy grasped a porch-post
and jerked his head toward the center of
the group.

“They captured Shell Romaine a while
ago.”

“Why don’t they put him in jail?”

“Splinter See died an hour ago, and Pat
Haley ain’t in town. _I reckon they’re'goin’
to lynch Romaine.”

Hashknife turned in his saddle and put
his hand on Mary’s arm.

“Get away from here, miss,” he ordered.
“You better go home, | think.”

“But they can’t lynch him!” hoarsely.
“They wouldn’t dare do that.”

“Will y~h go away?” queried Hashknife
sharply. “\* "an’t help him, and yo’'re
in the way if som. .in’ busts.”

Something in Hashknife’s homely face
told her that her interests would be well
protected, and with a half-sob she spurred
her horse away from the crowd and went
slowly down the street.

BiU Eagles was still arguing mightily,
and it appeared that he was in favor of
waiting for the law. But his arguments
seemed only to bring a laugh of derision.
A man came out of the store carrying a
length of new rope and handed it to Severn.

“1 don’t sabe the right kind of a knot,”
said Severn, holding the rope out to the
crowd.

Maldeen shoved his way in and took the
rope.

“1 know how to make it,” he stated, and
began making the loop.

Shell Romaine watched him coldly. There
was no hint of fear in his eyes. Hashknife
deliberately turned his horse around and
rode it on to the board sidewalk, almost
riding over those on the outskirts of the
crowd, who broke away at the clattering
hoofs, giving him an opening to the center.

All eyes shifted from the main point of
interest and centered upon Hashknife,
towering above them.

“Get that bronc to --—--
snarled Severn.

Maldeen stopped looping his rope and
stepped back as if afraid Hashknife was
going to ride straight over him.

“Right sweet little party yuh got here,”
grinned Hashknife. “Keep right on makin’
that knot, Maldeen; we’ll likely need it.”

out of here!”

“What you homin’ in fer?” queried a
grizzled cowman who had moved aside.
“This any funeral of yours?”

“Brother, yuh never can tell,” grinned
Hashknife. “Fate is a queer jasper;
don’tcha know it?”

Henry Horsecollar had pulled the Win-
chester out of its scabbard and was holding
it in the crook of his elbow.

“Henry Horsecollar’s got a gun!” grunted
a cowboy wonderingly.

Severn’s eyes snapped to Henry and
found his hired man’s eyes looking directly
at him. He started to say something, but
there was something about Henry’'s ex-
pression that caused him to withhold his
words.

“You aimin’ to hang Shell Romaine,
ain’tcha?” queried Hashknife softly.

“That ain’t none of yore--—-- business!”
snapped Jim Searles angrily, while the crowd
shifted.

They knew the temper of Searles, and it
had begun to appear that trouble was
brewing.

“Yo're Jim Searles, ain’tcha?”

Hashknife did not seem to resent Searles’
rebuke.

“Yo're the jasper that identified Shell
Romaine in that Sula bank robbery. Now
what | want to know is how much did they
pay yuh for identifyin’ Shell Romaine?”

“What in do you mean?” rasped
Searles.

“Think it over, Searles,” grinned Hash-
knife. “Talkin’ real fast and tellin’ the
truth might help yuh out.”

“l dunno what in ----- yuh mean,” fal-
tered Searles; but a hunted look had come
into his eyes.

He tried to keep his eyes upon Hash-
knife, but they grew watery, as if he had
strained them badly, and he turned away.

“What's all this about, pardner?” queried
Bill Eagles.

“A lot of things. Me and my pardner
came here for the purpose of tryin’ to find
where Shell Romaine planted his share of
that Sula robbery. They had him let out
on parole and sent us in to trail him.

“Things kinda broke bad for our pur-
pose, yuh know, and we just pesticated
around, lookin’ over things. | got to won-
derin’ if things were just like folks thought
they was. Funny what a feller will fed
out if he keeps his eyes and ears open.”

“Say, let’s get this job over,” snorted
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Severn. “This ain’t no time to listen to a
long-winded lecture.”

“This ain’t goin’ to be so awful long,” said
Hashknife, “and 1'd kinda like to talk it
over, if yuh don’t mind.”

“Pardner, yo're talkin’,” said Bill Eagles.
“They wouldn’t listen to me.”

“It’s a scheme to delay things, by ----- !
declared Maldeen. “He’s tryin’ to stall
until Haley gets back.”

“Go ahead and talk, feller,” said the
grizzled old cowman. “Get her down to
brass tacks.”

“Thank yuh kindly,” said Hashknife.
“1 won’'t make it long, but I'm bettin’ it’'ll
be interestin’. Now about the stage hold-
up. Maldeen, you was there, wasn’t yuh?”

“You know well | was!” snapped
Maldeen.

“You and Jim Searles drove down from
Sula, didn’t yuh?”

“Yes.”

“What time did yuh leave there, Mal-
deen?”

“l dunno. | reckon it was the usual
leavin’ time; wasn’t it, Jim?”

Jim Searles glanced at Maldeen and at
Hashknife, but did not speak. His mind
was beginning to run in circles.

“Then yuh got held up at Medicine
Creek,” continued Hashknife, and added,
“by the Black Rider.”

Maldeen nodded, but did not speak.

“He came out of the brush and tried to
stop yuh, but Searles got the drop on him.
Searles got down and went over to where
the old man was lyin’ in the brush with one
hand and arm stickin’ up, didn’'t he?”

Maldeen squinted blankly, but nodded.

“Yeah, | reckon that’s right; but | don’t
see--——-- 7

“And then Mort Lee came down the creek
trail and busted right in on yuh. Searles
was on the ground with the shotgun in his
hands. He had looked at the old man and
was cornin’ back to the stage when Mort
rode into yuh.”

Maldeen half-smiled and cleared his
throat.

“You sure got a good description of it,
feller.”

“Mort Lee didn’t go over and look at the
old man. You and Searles explained it all
to him and told him to ride like---- to
Moon Flats and tell the sheriff that they
had killed the Black Rider. Ain’'t that
right?”

the Range 51

Maldeen and Searles exchanged glances
before Maldeen nodded.

“l wanted to get that all straight,”
grinned Hashknife. “And now | want to
tell yuh that old man Romaine rode a
horse down to within a couple of hundred
yards of that spot, where the horse broke
its leg in a gopher-hole and the old man
had to shoot it.”

This was something new, and it seemed to
interest every one. Even Shell Romaine
leaned forward and stared at Hashknife.

“How do yuh know it was his horse?”
queried Eagles.

“Still got his saddle and bridle on, and
the horse is branded on the right hip with
a Box-R.”

“l dunno where that means anythin’,”
sneered Severn. “Suppose he did have a
horse—what about it?”

“The Black Rider was supposed to be
right smart, wasn't he? Would a smart
man shoot his horse and go right ahead and

pull a holdup?”
“That'sa ------ of an argument!” laughed
Maldeen. “Who knows what a man will

do in a case like that?”

“Yeah, I'll admit that human bein’s
ain’t built to run to form,” agreed Hash-
knife. “But there’s another little point to
be covered; Mort Lee only seen the hand
and arm of old Rim-Fire Romaine, but that
arm was not clad in a black coat sleeve.

“Mort Lee told yuh that, didn’t he,
Severn?” queried Hashknife as the crowd

fell silent. “Wasn't that why yuh kicked
his hat?”
“By-—-- , I don’t know what yuh mean,”

replied Severn, and his voice was almost a
whine.

“Mort Lee wanted to find Shell Romaine
and tell him about it,” said Hashknife;
guessing real fast. “He had to tell some-
body, and when he couldn’t find Shell he
came out to the Diamond-S, sampled your
whisky and talked to you about it, Severn.”

Severn took a half-step ahead, and his
right hand fell to his side.

“l don’t know what yo’re talkin’ about,
Hartley. You talk like a -——- fool!”

“All right,” grinned Hashknife. “Mebbe
I am. Anyway I'm only telling what Lee
told yuh, and he got shot over a seven-
up game. Now we know that old man
Romaine wasn’'t wearin’ that black suit'
when he was shot.”

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Bill Eagles
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wonderingly. “Lemme get that straight,
will ytih? If old Romaine----- 7

“That’s ----- foolishness!” roared Searles.

“Y 'betchal” snapped Hashknife. “Keep
on listenin’. Me and my pardner went
down to Romaine’s ranch-house and got
bushwhacked. 1 got peeled on the shoulder,
and both of our horses got shot. 1'm goin’
to ask Cal Severn where he was at that time.
That was the day we hired out to yuh,
Severn.”

“Where was 1?”

Severn tried to appear at ease.

“Why, | was there at my ranch.”

“Then how did yuh know that Mary
O’Hara met Shell Romaine on the narrow
trail at the head of Broken Gulch?”

Severn’s teeth shut with a click, and he
leaned forward, his face filled with righteous
wrath.

“You keep her name out of this!”

“That don’t answer my question, does
it? You never stopped to think that you
put yoreself in bad when yuh accused her
of meetin’ Shell Romaine.”

Hashknife grinned pityingly and shook
his head as his eyes shifted from the crowd
and saw the bartender standing in behind
two other men.

“Soapy’s lookin’ on,” observed Hash-

knife. “l thought that Maldeen was just
a ordinary tin-horn gambler until | seen
who his bartender was. Birds of a
feather.”

“Now is that all yuh got to say?” de-
manded Searles.

“Shucks, I'm just startin’; and | want
to say right,now that any nervous hands
annoy me. When | see fingers itchin’ to
pull a gun—1 scratch 'em.”

“I've heard about all I care to from you!”
snarled Maldeen. “lI don’t know where
yuh got all these fool ideas, and | don’t
care. You've gone far enough.”

“Thasso?”

Hashknife seemed hurt.

“Why, | ain’t no more than scratched
the surface, Maldeen; and you know it as
well as | do.”

“l don’'t know a ----- thing about it!”

“Then listen.”

Hashknife's smile faded, and he leaned
forward in his saddle.

“1t kinda looked like Shell Romaine was
the one that killed our horses, didn't it?
All right. We wasn’t so far from the shoot-
er that he couldn’t have seen that we

were strangers.

shootin’ us.
“Shell Romaine did not know that me

and my pardner were over here to try and

He had no reason for

.put the deadwood on him and get back that

money. There were only two men beside
me and my pardner who did know, and
Pat Haley was here in Moon Flats. Cal
Severn knew--—"

“What in ----- are yuh drivin’ at!” yelled
Severn. “Don’tcha try to hang any-

“Don’t incriminate yoreself,” interrupted
Hashknife. “Who knew that we were goin’
back there after our saddles? Pat Haley
and Splinter See came huntin’ for Shell
Romaine, and See got shot. Shell Romaine
did not fire those shots. Not by a --—--
sight! Splinter See is about my size----- 7

Severn’s face was black with rage, but
his eyes shifted from side to side, like a
trapped animal looking for an'exit.

“Keep goin’, pardner!” panted Bill
Eagles.
“That's a lie,----- yuh!” snarled Severn.

“You're tryin’ to stall until Pat Haley gets
here, thassall.”

“About thirteen months ago you needed
money, Severn,” continued Hashknife.
“You wanted a certain girl, and you heard
that she was engaged to a certain young
man. You had a fight with him and he
whipped yuh. Then you framed to send
him to the penitentiary and to get a lot of
money for yoreself.

“Don’t get sore, Severn. You've got
your misdeeds to face God with anyway,
so yuh might as well face men.”

Maldeen moved a step away from Severn
as if giving him plenty of room, forgetting
that he was included in the accusations.
Searles swayed on his feet like a drunken
man, fingering his belt with nervous hands.

“Now about that express robbery,” said
Hashknife thoughtfully. “That was kinda
clever. The robber got off near Clevis
Creek and went across to the main road.
He kept his black suit. He packed a valise
to hold his extra clothes and the money.

“The stage came along, and he got on.
That part of it was all fixed, but the meetin’
with old Romaine wasn't part of the
scheme. The old man’s horse broke its leg
and had to be shot. The old man knowed
that the stage was about due, so he waited
for it, intendin’ to ride home.”

Maldeen stared at Hashknife, mouth
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half-open. In fact, the whole crowd seemed
bereft of motion or speech.

“That poker game was a clever scheme to
give Cal Severn his share of the express rob-
bery, and nobody would wonder where he
got so much money. Maldeen was the
Black Rider, and you and him robbed the
Sula bank over a year ago, and----- 7

<T'hat’s a lie!” screamed Severn, and his
hand snapped to his gun; but Shell Ro-
maine, bound as he was, toppled into him,
knocking him half-way to his knees, and
his wide-flung gun went off almost against
Jim Searles.

Maldeen flung himself backward into the
crowd, drawing a gun from under his long
coat, while men collided with each other in
a mad rush to get out of danger.

From behind Hashknife came the roar of
a revolver, and he saw the soap-painting
bartender stumble into the street and fall
flat on his face, his gun spinning out of
his hand. Sleepy was not overlooking any
details.

Maldeen’s first shot knocked the hat off
the grizzled old cowman, and the second
one went into the top of the porch. Hash-
knife was unable to shoot for fear of hitting
a bystander, and Maldeen was unable to
shoot accurately on account of them.

Searles was down on his hands and knees,
paying no attention to any one, a smudge
of smoke coming from his shirt, where
Severn’s accidental shot had set it on fire.

Severn had recovered his balance, flung
Shell Romaine aside, and without firing a
shot whirled and darted into the open door
of the store. Came the crash of boots on
the sidewalk as Henry Horsecollar vaulted
from his horse, and a moment later he
darted through the cross-fire between Hash-
knife and Maldeen and dived into the open
door after Cal Severn.

It was all happening in a few short sec-
onds— a fraction of the time taken in the
telling. Maldeen’s backward rush had
taken him to the wall beside a narrow al-
ley, and Sleepy smashed a bullet into the
wall beside his ear. As he whirled to return
the fire, Hashknife fired his first shot.

Maldeen jerked back from the shock of
the heavy bullet, spun around and stum-
bled into the alley, just as Sleepy darted
across the sidewalk and dived into him,
like a football player making a flying tackle.
Together they crashed down out of sight.

Men were running away from the shoot-

ing, never realizing that the danger was
all over. Searles was still on his hands and
knees, and near him, sitting on the side-
walk, braced against his bound elbows, was
Shell Romaine.

Sleepy backed out of the alley and stum-
bled toward Hashknife, panting trium-
phantly—

“He ain’t goin’ no place, Hashknife!”

Pat Haley was coming up the street, run-
ning in his queer, bow-legged way, a sawed-
off shotgun in his hands, while behind him
came Mary O’'Hara.

“My Gawd, what happened!” he gasped.
“Ah!”

He looked at the bartender, lying flat on
his face in the street, and at Searles. He
gave Romaine a quick glance and turned
to Hashknife.

“Maldeen’s in the alley,” said Sleepy
wearily, “and he’s still wearin’ his boots.”

“Where’s Severn?”

Searles dropped on one elbow and looked
at them with lack-luster eyes.

“He shot me, didn’t he? 1 knew he would
some day. Where are you, Hartley?”

He tried to grin, but only his lips re-
sponded.

“1 can’t see yuh very plain, Hartley, but
I want yuh to know that your story was all
true, except that the killin’ of old Romaine
was a accident. It fit our plans fine
though.”

Searles licked his dry lips and took a deep
breath.

“Mort Lee told Severn about not seeing
— that— black — suit. Shell—Romaine—
and — his— old — man — never — done —
nothin’.”

“He died
“Clean.”

Came the sound of some one stumbling
down the alley, and Henry Horsecollar came
into view. He waved out to them, almost
falling over the body of Jim Searles. His
hair was matted with blood, and his shirt
was completely torn from his body, which
was bruised and cut in many places.

He shoved the gory mop of hair out of
his eyes, stared at them for a moment and
then stumbled out into the street, where his
horse was standing on the bridle-reins.

Men came out and stood around him as
he tried to mount, but Henry did not mind
having an audience. Hashknife went ont
and took him by the arm.

“Where's Severn?”

clean,” breathed Haley.
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Henry blinked and shook his head drunk-
enly.

“1 can’t prove nothin’ by him now,” he
muttered. “He lied to Marie about me,
and now | can’'t prove— that— he—lied—
not— by—him.”

Henry drew a hand across his bloody face
and began to cry bitterly. Hashknife
flung one arm across his shoulders and
patted him on the back.

“Cheer up, Henry. By golly, I''ll tell
her, and I'll bet she’ll believe me.”

“Will yuh?”

Henry lifted his head and peered into
Hashknife’s eyes. He stared at the crowd,
but they meant nothing to him.

“If yuh will, Hartley, there’s a chance
that she will believe it, 'cause yuh sure can
talk and make it sound true.”

Hashknife grinned and turned to Haley.

“Yuh can turn Shell Romaine loose, Pat,
and shift all this crime where it belonged.
| dunno how much the bank will recover,
but that don’t interest me right now.”

Pat Haley, with only part understanding,
went over with Mary O’Hara and cut the
bonds from Shell Romaine. He and Mary
looked into each other’s eyes for a mo-
ment, and both turned to Hashknife.

“l don’t reckon there’s anythin’ | can
say to yuh that would fit the case, Hart-
ley,” said Romaine slowly. “It ain’t some-
thin’ that a feller can put into words.”

“Tell it to Mary,” said Hashknife seri-
ously. “And I'd like to see yuh both grin.”

Mary turned away, her eyes filling with
tears. Shell Romaine tried to speak; but
his throat contracted, and he turned away.
Then they started down the street hand in
hand, going to Mary’s home.

“Looky!” said Sleepy hoarsely.

Henry Horsecollar had mounted and was
riding slowly up the street, going back to
Marie Wicks.

They stood there, watching Mary and
Romaine going one way and Henry going
the other.

Pat Haley was standing near them,
starting to roll a cigaret; his eyes blinking
suspiciously fast. Perhaps some flakes of
tobacco had blown into his eyes. Hash-
knife grinned softly, and Pat Haley lifted
his head. He glanced down the street,
where Mary and Romaine were turning in
at the gate, and in the opposite direction,
where Henry Horsecollar was fading out
down the dusty road, and shook his head
slowly.

Then he squinted at Hashknife and said:

“Hartley, ye're a wonder, so ye are. Ya»
have done a world of good for deservin’
folks.

“Tramp cowboys, I've heard them call
ye. If ye are, the title is an honor. Ye
have done much for the Mission range, so
ye have, and I’'m wonderin’ if ye'd do some-
thin’ for me.”

“Yo’re danged right we will, Pat!” ex-
claimed Hashknife seriously. “What is it?”

“Will ye roll me a cigaret?”



UNDERGROUND FORESTS

by John L.

IRGINIA CITY, Nevada, which

now has about two thousand

population, at one time housed

nearly forty thousand. But the
wooden structures that provided homes for
its inhabitants at the time of its greatest
prosperity never required a hundredth part
of the lumber that went into the levels
beneath the town.

Entire Sierran forests are entombed at
depths ranging from one hundred to three
thousand feet below the surface of that
town. They were used to timber the lower
levels of the mines. Some of those timbers,
originally fourteen inches thick, have be-
come from the pressure of the surrounding
earth compressed to a thickness of two
inches, and are as hard as iron.

The development of those mines marked
a new era in the use of timber in mining.
When the Ophir—first of the great mines
uncovered in that camp—began to be
worked, the big ore-body widened and grew
softer as the miners followed it from the
surface. In accordance with the only
method of timbering then known to mining
science, from the very collar of the shaft
and so on to the bottom, round timbers of
pine had been used to sheathe the sides of
the incline and the branching drifts and
crosscuts. Two up-right pillars on each
side of a drift, with a third resting across
from top to top, had been found sufficient
to sustain the overhanging masses of rock
in other mines.

But the Ophir ore-body was of too great
a width and of density that varied too
greatly for this primitive method to hold
back its crushing (force. Cave-ins recurred
with ever increasing frequency, and miners’
lives were sacrificed constantly. Finally,
when the shaft had attained a depth of 215
feet and the ore-body was 65 feet wide,
work in the Ophir had to be suspended
altogether. To continue was impossible.
Miners refused to go to the certain death
that awaited under the menace of that ever
sinking mass of unwieldly quartz and the
heavy rock-wall that overlaid it.

A director of the Ophir company, then
living in San Francisco, gave much thpught
to the problem, and finally laid it before
Philip Deidesheimer, a graduate of Freiberg,

Considine

who had come to the Coast from the silver
mines of Saxony but a few years before.
Deidesheimer had never heard of so big a
deposit of ore before, and spent a month
at Virginia City, making experiments. At
the end of that time he had evolved what
has since become famous among mining
men the world over under the name of
“the square set.”

Briefly stated, the square set is made up
of timbers from four to six feet long, inter-
locked at the ends by means of mortises
and tenons so that they may be constructed
into a series of cribs, added indefinitely side
by side or built one on top of the other, so
as to fill in any ore-chamber as fast as the
ore is taken out. The unit in itself lies
within the scope of a man’s arms, but,
built up*in a series, it filled the vacant spaces
left by the removal of the Consolidated
Virginia bonanza, hundreds of feet in
height, in width, and in length.

The square-set idea became famous
throughout the mining universe, and miners
from Europe, Asia, Africa, and Central and
South America visited Virginia City for
the purpose of making a personal inspection.
But modest Deidesheimer did not even reap
the reward of having his name attached to
the invention. For all that, his name shines
brightly among the many that helped to
make the fame and fortune of that great
mining camp. To him perhaps more than
to any other individual belongs the credit
of having made possible the extraction of
that great deposit of ore, aggregating in value
nearly a billion dollars in gold and silver.

It took an enormous amount of timber
to supply the demand created by the in-
troduction of square sets. The consumption
of that one group of mines often exceeded
80,000,000 feet in a year. The mines be-
came insatiable feeders on timber. One
mine swallowed 6,000,000 feet in a year.

This tremendous tribute of timber soon
stripped the lower and middle slopes of the
eastern side of the Sierras above Washoe
Valley. Roads were built to the very top
of this ridge, a height of 9,000 feet above
sea-level, but this was very expensive, seeing
that each recurringfWinter, bringing wash-
outs, rendered necessary new construction
in the Spring.
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In places where the grade was very steep,
chutes of trees were formed, and the big
logs slid down them. But in all but a few
places this plan was impracticable.

Then square flumes were used, waters
being damned up in the high mountains
and the trees washed down by the flume.
Still this method was expensive and
unsatisfactory.

Finally James Haines, who had got his
initial experience as a lumberman in
Canada, invented the V-shaped flume, each
section of which consisted of two boards,
each two feet wide, one and one-half inches
thick and sixteen feet long, joined at right
angles. Each section underlaped the one
above it. The entire structure was upheld
by props resting on the ground. Crossing
ravines, trestles were used.

One of these flumes was fifteen miles
long and took 2,000,000 feet of lumber in
the building. It had a capacity of half a
million feet of lumber a day. In 1880 there
were ten such flumes in Nevada, making an
aggregate length of eighty miles. The cost
of timbers and cordwood was greatly re-
duced by this innovation, and still every
man that supplied timbers and wood to the
Virginia City mines made a great fortune
out of his business.

Like Deidesheimer’s invention of square
sets, the fame of the Haines flume spread
abroad, and today an improved version of
it is employed by California lumbermen on
the western slope of the Sierras to flume
their lumber from the higher slopes to the
valleys below, where a commercial demand
exists.

But even with the reduction in prices
afforded by the Haines method, Virginia
City mine operators in many instances
fought shy of using timber as much as pos-
sible, and, owing to this thrifty trait, many
accidents occurred. The Mexican, which
in the early days of the camp was always
noted as a recklessly managed mine, was
a heavy sufferer from this cause. As early
as 1863 one-half the surface of the mine fell
with an attendant roar that alarmed the
entire camp, and an acre of the surface was
opened to a depth of 200 feet. The superin-
tendent and twenty miners were under-
ground at the time, but fortunately were
not far from the bottom of the shaft, and so
escaped being caught and crushed o«
smothered in a drift, or imprisoned to die
of hunger and thirst.

Again, about eleven o’clock one night
in October, 1861, the surface of the Chollar
mine fell in with a great noise, engulfing
a two-story building that stood on the main
street. On that night the bookkeeper cf
the grocery, which occupied the lower floor,
was asleep in his room in the second story,
but was so annoyed by the continued
scratching and whining of his little dog,
which was wont to sleep in the hall outside,
that he got up and went out for a walk,
accompanied by his restless dog. It was
during this walk that his lodging-place fell
into the bowels of the earth. For the
dog’s behavior I can account only on the
ground that he was forewarned by some
such sense of impending disaster as is
said to animate rats deserting a sinking
ship.



RENNAN hated New Guinea

from his very first sight of it

Cold fear clutched at every fiber

of his being when the little ves-
sel which had brought him from Aus-
tralia along with a score of others weaved
drunkenly through the shallow, reef-studded
waters of the harbor and disgorged them
at Port Moresby into the very midst of the
hectic, delirious days of the early gold
rushes.

Twenty years of intimate association with
New Guinea, its swamps, its dismal jungles,
its weird, mist-enshrouded mountains but
increased Brennan’s aversion for it. VYet
circumstances and unrealized ambition held
him to it as firmly as if they had been bands
of steel—and he hated it.

In this Brennan was not unlike a great
many others. Few can look with indif-
ference upon this little lost continent in a
far corner of the South Seas. Some see it
through rose-colored spectacles and find it
romantic, picturesque, alluring. Others,
like Brennan, envisage it with the naked
eye, and to them is revealed what Nature
can do in her most cruel mood. There is no
half-way emotion. Either you love it or
you hate it, and you do either intensely.

Rumor, as rumor has a habit of doing,
had exaggerated the finding of a few nug-
gets of gold into the discovery of a bonanza,
where men went forth empty-handed at
dawn and returned at dusk, staggering
under a load of fabulous wealth. The will-
o’-the-wisp of fortune lured Brennan, as it
did hundreds of others from every corner of
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the earth, to battle against insurmountable
odds in the mad endeavor to grow rich
overnight.

Better equipped, physically and mentally,
than most of them, Brennan survived where
scores made timid, feeble stabs at fortune
before they perished miserably from fever,
insufficient nourishment or cannibalism.
Brennan escaped all these and, flushed with
the optimism of youth, joined each new
stampede.

In the Lakekamu, before it played out, he
washed out a few ounces of the glittering
metal, but lost them when his claim on the
Yodda proved a failure. By then, however,
he was known to the storekeepers down on
the coast and they staked him for a try at
Sud Est and Woodlark. When their gold-
bearing reefs pinched out he worked his way
on a copra-schooner to Samarai, penniless
and in debt to boot, but with courage
unabated.

You will find no beach-combers, no
human derelicts, in Port Moresby or Sa-
marai. There is no refuge in either place
for broken, discouraged men who have be-
come mere shells in which hope and ambi-
tion no longer are housed. Other tiny
tropical ports may let them stay, but New
Guinea banishes them.

When a man has neither job nor money
he very quickly finds himself aboard a
steamer for the outside. If his condition
has been brought about through no fault
of his own, the more fortunate chip in a few
shillings and buy him a ticket to Brisbane or
Sydney and the hotel keeper overlooks his
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unpaid bill. If, however, he has shown
himself lazy or shiftless the helping hand is
withheld and he is driven to the disgrace
of applying for government rations and a
government-bought ticket to Australia.

One way or the other, he must get out.
Food is the reason. It is brought into New
Guinea at tremendous expense and in the
long run it is cheaper to help a man out of
the country than it is to feed and shelter him.

Brennan, sickened by the hardships and
misery he had undergone and hating New
Guinea as he did, could have quit it by
merely voicing the desire, as did so many
others when the gold bubble burst. He
was made of sterner stuff. He had seen
other men come into the country with only
a few pounds in their pockets and the clothes
on their backs and later had seen them
depart with pokes fairly bursting with gold
and occupying deck cabins for which they
had paid double or triple fare in order to
have rooms to themselves. They had suc-
ceeded where so many had failed and Bren-
nan felt that he, too, would succeed if he
but stuck toitlongenough. Therewasinhim
a touch of the characteristics of the bulldog.

So he went to his creditors at the stores
and laid his cards on the table.

“l am broke,” he informed them, un-
necessarily because they had known it
almost as soon as he. “l owe you now and
if 1 live the debt will be squared, whether
| stay here or get out. But there is gold
back in the ranges, and | want to have a
go at it.

“1've got my eye on a little farm down in
Queensland and if I go back now I'll never
get to own it. I'm only a laborer at best
back there, and a laborer’s wages will not
buy a farm. Stake me to the tucker to see
me through a year’s trip into the mountains
and I'll bring back enough gold to pay up
and | can stake myself next time.”

The storekeepers did it. They liked
Brennan and the way he put it. Besides a
man who is spurred by ambition usually
gets what he goes after. A week later
Brennan shepherded into a boat the na-
tives he had recruited and set off for the
mainland and the inland peaks.

IZ WAS twelve months before
arai saw him again. Like the
er handful of “diggers” who

those twelve months cut off from those of
his own kind, with only his black boys for
company. He had lived in flimsy tents of
calico and poles, or native huts of brush,
and eaten only the rice and canned food
that he had brought with him. He had
been baked under terrific sun-rays by day,
soaked by the inevitable afternoon tropical
down-pours and chilled to the marrow by
the penetrating cold of night in the
mountains.

He had battled leeches and scrub-itch
in the jungle and stood off hostile savages
and evaded their ambushes and conquered
that most insidious of foes— the loneliness
that breaks the white man more often that
all the other things combined. And he
brought back the gold he had gone after,
enough to pay off his debts, keep him a few
months in idleness in Samarai and leave him
plenty with which to outfit himself anew.

Under the strain of such hardships the
average man lets go when he gets back to
safety and civilization. Wild drinking
bouts and even wilder games of cards or
dice are the rule. Brennan was the rare
exception. He stood up at the bar and
took his drink when he felt like it or took
a hand at poker to pass away the long
evenings. But he did both moderately.

His finances did not permit carousal if
he ever was to realize his longings for that
Queensland farm. Eventually, he cut his
period of relaxation and recuperation to a
few short weeks, recruited a new team of
natives and went back to the mountains.

Old-timers shook their heads and said
he had made a mistake. He would find it
out quickly, they predicted. As prophets
they made good, too, as Brennan demon-
strated when he came back from his second
trip.  Only his unusual will-power had made
him stick out the full twelve months after
his too-short rest. His nerves were in
tatters, his stomach upset by his speedy
return to canned stuff, his reason threatened
by the unceasing vigilance which is the price
of safety in the jungle. He went on a spree
that still is spoken of in Samarai as the
wildest ever.

When a digger returns from a trip he
deposits his gold in the bank, pending its
shipment to buyers in Sydney. Meanwhile
he is permitted to sign chits against its
value and pays his bills at store, hotel or

ne remain of the hundreds whobancwvith them. The bank honors these
iMaded New Guinea, Brennan had cpistas it does checks and deducts their
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total from the proceeds of the sale of the
dust and nuggets.

Brennan came shakily back to full con-
sciousness after two weeks. He had a faint
recollection of signing many chits, of tossing
his money about with lavish hand, of huge
bets at dice and poker. His first thought
was for his balance at the bank. Haggard,
hollow-eyed and shaking from his excesses
of dissipation he made his way to the bank
and asked how much he had left.

e little, 1 should say,” was the reply.
“You've fair plastered the place with chits.
Wait a minute and I'll total them.”

The clerk bent busily over a stack of
papers.

“Here you are,” he said finally, pushing
a sheet of paper across the counter. “You
brought in a hundred and fifty ounces. At
four pounds, ten shillings an ounce, that is
six hundred, seventy-five pounds. Your
chits total six hundred, seventy-two pounds,
fourteen shillings. You have left two
pounds, six shillings. Want it?”

Brennan nervously stroked his unshaven
chin for a moment before he replied.

“I'm a ruddy fool,” he said at last. “Give
it to me in silver.”

He took the handful of coins and went
out into the hot, sandy street. In front of
the hotel he stopped, then with sudden
decision whirled and flung the money far
out into the shimmering green waters lap-
ping at his feet. At the mad scramble with
which the natives who had been watching
him curiously plunged after the coins he
laughed bitterly, and strode away down the
street, past the straggling row of stores to
the little path which circles the fifty-nine
acres that are Samarai.

Under a clump of coconut palms Bren-
nan threw himself upon the ground, pillowed
his head upon his arms and took stock of
himself.

“I'm a ruddy fool,” he repeated to him-
self over and over. “Wiped out again.”
The fierce inward surge of remorse ex-
hausted itself in the end and then he made
the one great resolution of his life.

“l do not take another drink or touch
another card or shake the dice again until
I'm quit of this forsaken land,” he vowed
solemnly with bared head and hand held
high.

He said it a good many times more before
the day was over—to the storekeepers who
readily granted him new credit for another

trip, to the sympathizers who, man-like,
advised him to drown his troubles and
offered to “shout” the drinks.

“No,” Brenan insisted firmly, pushing
away the glass that the bar-man set before
him. “I mean it. 1’'m through!”

Even then he realized that if he kept his
word he was setting himself apart from his
fellows, that so long as he remained in New
Guinea and was abstemious he was going
to be lonesome. In this respect the tropics
are the same wherever white men gather.
They are so few in humber, these men, that
they find it difficult to keep interested or
amused and almost inevitably they turn
to drink or gambling and, ultimately, take
the final step of association with native
women.

Brennan did none of these things. His
was one of those rare wills which refuse to
be undermined by the tropics, that once
set upon a course can not be turned. Dur-
ing the years which followed he did not
chafe at the isolation to which he had sen-
tenced himself. Not that he was shunned
or even ignored, for he was white and
square, but other white men, and women,
found little in common with him and so
did not put themselves out when they
met.

It was when night fell that Brennan
found Samarai as lonely as the jungle itself.
He would not permit himself to indulge in
vicarious thrills by watching others play
dice, poker or billiards and he kept away
from the bars. Mostly he sat upon the
hotel veranda or upon the sand of the beach
or, when restlessness and discontent assailed
him unendurably, walked round and round
the island under the palms until fatigue
drove him to bed.

He became silent and taciturn, upheld
only by the knowledge that the figures
in his bank-book grew steadily larger each
year. Driven hard by visions of the little
farm that was coming closer and closer to
reality, he cut his vacations short and
allowed himself only four weeks a year.

Brennan came back from his twelfth trip
to find that he was one of the last diggers
to quit the mountains that year. It is
digger custom for the last man back to
stand treat for those who have beat him
in, and Brennan had no wish to avoid this
obligation. The full sense of his standing
was borne in upon him when, ordering the
hotel-keeper to serve the boys at his
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expense, he was told that another man, the
last one in but him, already had “shouted.”

But the offer attracted to him attention
that heretofore he had been denied. It
started speculation as to whether at last
Brennan had struck it rich instead of being
compelled to wash out, ounce by ounce and
nugget by nugget, the gold he acquired.

It is not ethical for one digger to ask
questions of another. Each one of them
plays a lone hand, refrains from saying
where he has been or where he is going
next, keeps to himself the amount of gold
he has brought back and lets the others
speculate all they wish. But there are ways
of putting two and two together that arrive
at surprizingly correct results.

No one had seen or hefted the poke
Brennan had taken to the bank, but almost
immediately there were rumors that it had
been unusually heavy, that at last luck had
turned for him. The other diggers made
mental notes to seek information from his
natives, and even warmed up a bit to Bren-
nan himself in the hope he would drop an
incautious word or two. If they could dis-
cover where he had been and could get there
first next time, he would be expected to
hunt another location for himself. That
was the way they played the game.

On the third day Brennan disappeared.
Moreover, he had gone in the night with
the ebbing tide and in a native canoe in-
stead of one of the numerous ten-ton boats
which ply between the islands. These
things in themselves were suspicious and
suspicion became certainty when a planter
from D’Entrecasteaux group casually men-
tioned that he had seen Brennan on
Goodenough lIsland.

THE news set the diggers on tenter-

hooks. A digger goes to Goodenough

or Fergusson for only one thing—to
recruit native boys for gold digging. He
does not start recruiting, either, until he
is about ready to go inland and has ordered
his supplies at one of the stores. Then he
brings his boys to Samarai, signs them on
before the local magistrate, loads his sup-
plies and is off as soon as he can.

“That cove knows something,” the miners
said to one another over the poker tables
or around the bar. What they did not say
aloud was that every one of them was mak-
ing secret, but none the less strenuous,
efforts to find out just what Brennan did

know. Brennan’s boys, with twelve pounds
wages each in hand, had not completed their
purchases of tobacco, knives, belts, beads
and calico with which every laborer is laden
when he goes home.

It was upon these boys that the diggers
centered their efforts—and had their trou-
bles for their pains. Brennan, the boys
said, had taken them from place to place,
had not worked them harder than usual and
they had not washed out any great quantity
of the shining stuff which the dim-dim
(white man) prizes but a native finds
worthless.

The baffled diggers set themselves to wait
for Brennan to come back to Samarai. He
would have to do that, they knew, if he
was figuring on Goodenough boys for his
labor. Only the Samarai magistrate may
sign them on and, besides, Brennan would
need supplies and could get them only in
Samarai.

So the diggers retired early that they
might get up betimes and resume their
vigil for him. Once he got back his every
waking hour would be spent under
surveillance.

Brennan came back and, like his depar-
ture, his return was at night. He had not
been there when the miners went to bed
but he was on hand when they got up. After
breakfast he sat on the veranda and smoked
his pipe, dozing in his chair and quitting
it only for his meals. At five o’clock in the
afternoon all business in Samarai ends for
the day, the magistrate closes his office and
goes home, the great galvanized shutters go
up at the stores, and the native roust-abouts
seek their quarters.

All during the day Brennan had not
stirred from the veranda, and the diggers
relaxed their vigilance. For that day, at
least, they felt sure they had made no false
move. They were convinced when, around
ten o’clock, they saw him going up the steps
to his room on the second floor.

Consternation seized them, however,
when at breakfast it was revealed that dur-
ing the night Brennan had gone again. It
was somewhat of a shock, too, to learn that
the incoming tide at midnight had brought
in a big canoe from Goodenough with fifteen
laborers on board; that at twelve-thirty
Brennan had aroused the magistrate and
persuaded him to come down to his office
and sign on the boys; and that the shipping
clerk at B-P’s had opened up and handed
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over the supplies' Brennan had ordered
the very day he had returned from the
mountains.

“That cove knows something,” wailed
the diggers, their plans to keep in touch
with Brennan shattered. The two who had
combined in the charter of a boat in which
they had intended to follow him cursed
heartily when the boat’s owner insisted on
holding them to their contract. The ship-
ping clerk, in his cups that night, gave way
to the volley of questions fired at him.

“Brennan’s gone up Mambare way,” he
said.

“Mambare!”

“It’s two hundred and fifty miles to
Mambare.”

“None of the power boats are gone.”

“A man wouldn't head for Mambare in
a native canoe.”

Such were their various exclamations of
surprize and disbelief.

But the shipping clerk was insistent.

“He said he was going to Mambare,” he
protested tearfully; and they decided he was
drunk and didn’t know what he was talking
about or else Brennan had lied.

Brennan, transferring his supplies from
the canoe in which he had left Samarai to a
gasoline-propelled boat which he had secret-
ly bought from a planter on the mainland,
would have found all this immensely divert-
ing. He had been shrewd enough to realize
that the truth would serve him better than
falsehood and he had told the shipping
clerk the truth. He was bound for
Mambare.

For Brennan did know something. He
knew where, on the upper reaches of the
Gira River at the point where it comes
tumbling down the slopes of Mount Albert
Edward, lay one of the richest beds of
gravel that ever had been found in New
Guinea.

He had stumbled upon it near the fag-end
of his previous trip when he had crossed the
Gira on his way out of the mountains.
Although he knew the Gira had been pretty
well panned over in the gold-rush heyday
he had been unable to resist the temptation
to run through a few shovelfuls of sand.
He had found it full of gold; not dust alone,
but nuggets as well.

His low food supply, and the weariness
of his boys, had kept Brennan from stop-
ping to work his find then. Besides, his
twelve months were about up and the

Government deals harshly with those who
keep natives at work after the time for
which they are signed has expired. So
Brennan had made a note of landmarks so
he could find the place again and set oE
post-haste for Samarai.

NOW, with fresh laborers, the best

he could get, and inspired by his

promise of a bonus if they worked
hard, he was on his way back to the Gira.
He patted himself on the back at his clever-
ness in fooling the other miners. His
jubilation would have been short-lived,
however, could he have known that at that
very minute he was under the observation
of the last man in New Guinea he would
have wanted to know of his find.

Manuel Alvez was that man. His father,
a Spanish adventurer, had drifted into New
Guinea in the early days and Manuel was
his son by a native woman. Whatever the
secret by means of which he died possessed
of more wealth than his little coconut
plantation had seemed to warrant, apparent-
ly he had handed it down to Manuel.

Although Manuel gambled heavily and
drank continuously and gave his plantation
only the most casual of supervision he
seemed nowhere near the bottom of the
barrel. Perhaps, if he had been of a mind
to confide in any one, Manuel might have
been able to explain the presence in New
Guinea of whisky and tobacco which cer-
tainly had not passed the customs officers
and some of the numerous “accidents”
which caused the passing out of pearl traders
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and buyers on whom fortune had been
smiling.

Brennan came under Manuel’s ken by
sheer accident. A balky motor in the half-
caste’s lugger had driven him to cover in a
little cove which was so nearly landlocked
that few suspected its existence. Manuel
hoped the customs men at Samarai would
be the last to discover it, as he had found
it of utmost service on more than one
occasion when hard-pressed.

So when one of his crew, posted as a
lookout on a point overlooking the sea,
came running to report a motor-craft ap-
proaching Manuel turned the motor over
to his second in command and went to
have a look for himself. Through the glasses
he quickly satisfied himself that the boat
was neither a police nor customs craft, but
he kept on watching it through curiosity.
It was hugging the shore as is customary
during the hurricane season and, when it
came opposite him, Manuel recognized one
of its occupants with a start.

What was Brennan, the digger, going out
again so soon for? Not a week before,
Manuel himself had seen Brennan return
to Samarai from the mountains. The boat
was loaded with boxes and bags, too, and
they mean supplies to the initiated. In-
stantly Manuel came to the same conclusion
as had the diggers at Samarai. Brennan
knew something. Manuel declared himself
in on the deal, whatever it was.

ITHE half-caste did not hurry as he
returned to the lugger. It was a

THfSUA deceptive craft, thatlugger, and the
motor in its bowels had unsuspected
power. Had it been put to the test,
the lugger probably could have shown a
clean pair of heels to anything in New
Guinea waters.

Manuel knew the old tub in which Bren-
nan had passed. Under the most favorable
conditions it couldn't do more than six
knots an hour. The lugger could give it
several hours start and catch it before night-
fall. Only Manuel had no intention of
catching it at all. He would stalk it from a
distance and see where it went.

For four day? he did stalk it, too, keeping
behind it and almost below the horizon by
day and creeping closer as dusk came until
he had seen the other anchor. Only a man
who knew every turn and twist of the
rugged coast-line, every hidden reef, every

bit of dangerous water could have done it.
In this knowledge Manuel excelled.

When he neared Buna Bay, Brennan took
a chance on a hurricane blowing up and put
out to sea until a point of land that jutted
out into the ocean would hide him when he
drew inshore again. At Buna there is a
magistrate and between Buna, on the north
coast, and Port Moresby on the south there
is a rough, but much-used trail over the
mountains. Brennan took no chances that
word of his whereabouts should trickle down
over that trail to Port Moresby. He didn’t
want a mob of prospectors, veteran and
amateur, following him up the Gira.

So, although Buna is the logical starting
point for those who go into the Mambare
country, Brennan gave it a wide berth and
went on along the coast to where the Gira
empties into Mambare Bay, just north of
the boundary line between British New
Guinea and former German New Guinea.

Between the bay ancf the foot-hills of the
mountains the Gira twists and winds for
miles through flat country, with sago
swamps on each side, before it finally
reaches the foot-hills where the water comes
plunging down the canons of the Main
Range. Brennan sent his boat up-stream
until its power no longer was able to cope
with the current, then turned to the bank
and unloaded.

When the boat had started back on the
return journey to the plantation where
Brennan had bought her, the boys picked
up their loads and, with their master in the
lead, set off into the jungle. It took them
two weeks of arduous, heart-breaking travel
to reach their destination— the bar where
Brennan had discovered the gold.

There are no decent trails in the New
Guinea mountains. Here and there is a
path used by the natives that goes from
point to point by the shortest route, over
instead of around obstacles, and usually it
ends on top of a precipice, impossible of
ascent or descent.

This is because a New Guinea native
seldom goes beyond the confines of the
district in which he is born lest his enemies
be waiting in ambush just over the line.
His trails go no farther than he, so that the
white man who wishes to cross into the next
district must make his own trail.

This is what Brennan and his boys did,
hour after hour, day after day. With great,
sharp knives they cut and hacked a path
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through the virginal jungle, wading up the
river when it permitted and taking to its
sharply sloping banks and the underbrush
when the waters became too deep or the
boulders too numerous.

Brennan did not once suspect that he had
failed in his efforts to prevent any one from
learning his destination. In this he reck-
oned without the astute Manuel. The half-
caste had followed the digger’s boat into
Mambare Bay and seen him enter the Gira
River. In a cockle-shell dingey Manuel was
not far behind, but always out of sight.

When Brennan finally unloaded his sup-
plies the half-caste watched from the top of
a near-by hill and later marked the spot at
which the digger’s party had entered the
jungle. Thenlie hurried back to the dingey
and paddled down-stream to his lugger and
was out of sight long before Brennan’s boat
emerged from Mambare Bay.

Not more than a week after Brennan had
cut his trail up the river Manuel, accom-
panied by two of his fellows, was treading
it. The half-caste had been compelled to
return to the south coast to get rid of his
contraband cargo and equip himself for the
trip into the jungle. He did not delay about
it, either. So rapidly does the vegetation
grow that in the space of a few days a
well-defined trail will have been obliterated
and absorbed by the jungle again. Coming
along a week later, however, Manuel found
it easy to follow and in five days was
ensconced upon the top of a bluff over-
looking Brennan’s camp on the hill-side
above the gravel bed.

To the initiated it was plain that the
digger planned a long stay there. He had
cleared a good-sized space for a camp and
erected a tight little shack of poles and
brush for himself and two others for his
boys. Also he had begun the work of
diverting the waters of the Gira around his
gravil-bed.

Stakes had been driven into the bank for
a quarter of a mile and every native, ex-
cept the cook-boy, was vigorously digging
with pick and shovel at the deep trench
which later would be connected with the
river above the gravel-bed. Brennan him-
self was marking out the spot where his
dam would be built by dropping big trees
across the eighteen-foot stream. The waters,
forced to back up by this obstruction, would
find an outlet down the trench and leave
the gravel-bed drained and easy to work.

No digger goes to all this trouble unless
he knows that gold in paying quantities is
to be found. Manuel, on his way back
down-stream, already had his plan mapped
out. His lips curled in a sneer as he pic-
tured the digger driving his boys to the
limit of their endurance to wash out the
precious metal, hoarding it up in his buck-
skin pouch, adding to it by day and dream-
ing of it by night. And to what purpose?
That he, Manuel, might seize it in the end.

Incidentally, the half-caste would be re-
venging himself upon the whole breed of
diggers for his defeat at the hands of one
of them. They are a hard lot, these men
who brave the terrors of inland New Guinea
in their hunt for fortune, and only once had
Manuel tackled one of them. Conley, the
digger on that occasion, had paid off his
boys at the inland station where he had
recruited them and gone to the coast alone,
planning to make his way along it to some
plantation where he could get a boat to
take him to Samarai.

He had stumbled upon Manuel and his
cut-throat crew caching an illicit cargo and
they had killed him, partly to protect
themselves against his informing the au-
thorities, partly to get possession of the
poke he was carrying. But the poke had
proved a disappointment. It had not con-
tained gold, but some kind of stuff that the
half-caste had never seen before.

He had thrown the poke in a corner of the
cave where his cargo was being stored after
taking out a small nugget, which be later
felt perfectly safe in displaying to the dig-
gers at Samarai. And they had laughed at
him and asked him where he had picked
up the chunk of worthless pyrites.

Manuel scowled when he recalled that
fiasco. The murder of Conley had never
troubled him, for, to a man with native
blood, human life is the cheapest thing in
New Guinea. But he felt that somehow
Conley had defrauded him.

Manuel often had wondered whether Con-
ley had scented danger and hidden his gold,
substituting the pyrites in his poke, in that
interval between his arrival in the midst
of the half-caste’s party and the time they
had turned upon him and shot him with
his own rifle. Again, like many other white
men, he might have been driven insane by
the solitude of the jungle and not known
that the pyrites were worthless.

Well, the half-caste decided, there must
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be no slip-up this time, and Brennan’s gold
would square things for that which Conley
had not had. Then a whimsical idea sug-
gested itself to him.

If the opportunity presented itself to
steal Brennan’s gold without resorting to
murder he would substitute the bag of
pyrites for the digger’'s poke. The former
still were in the cave where he had tossed
them after killing Conley. What a joke on
Brennan! Meanwhile, he had several
months of waiting while the old man and
his natives dug out the gold. He would
keep a watch on Brennan’s boat and when
it went north again he would know it was
time for him to strike.

In the eleven months which followed
Brennan drove his black boys at top speed.
His find was even richer than he had ex-
pected and the buckskin bag thdt never
was far from his side grew heavier and
heavier. Enthusiastically he promised the
natives a knife and sheath each when he
paid them off at Samarai. After that he
had no occasion to chide them for loafing
on the job.

Came at last the day when his dwindling
food supply told Brennan that the time was
drawing near when he must start back for
civilization. He calculated to a nicety just
how much food was necessary for the return
journey, increased it by several days’ rations
to provide against unforeseen delays, and
set it to one side. When the rest of the food
had been used up, he told his boys they
would start the next day.

Under similar conditions and with the
knowledge that the gravel-bed still con-
tained a fortune, many men would have
stayed on until starvation threatened them,
but not Brennan. He had more than the
guantity of gold needed to make up the
amount of money he had set as his goal and
he was content that his departure from
New Guinea forever was a matter now of
weeks only.

In the early dawn Brennan and his boys
made up the loads of those things they
would take with them, pulled down the huts
they had occupied so long, destroyed the
dam and blocked the upper end of the
channel so that the waters would return to
their old channel. In this he was but play-
ing the game according to digger ethics.

Although not once had he been menaced
by the savages of the district, although they
must have known of his presence, he knew

they would resent it if he did not leave the
river as he had found it and that the next
white man who came along would find them
hostile. As for the channel he had dug
along the bank, in a few weeks its sides
would crumble in, the luxurious vegetation
would overgrow it and it would disappear.

Brennan had no intention of letting the
gold in the river bed remain there until
some one else stumbled upon it. He was
no dog in the manger. The other diggers
had not been intimate with him for years,
but that was his own fault and he bore
them no grudge. When he had teased them
long enough he would give them a hint of
the gravel bed’s location and enjoy their
frantic efforts in the stampede which would
ensue.

At last Brennan gave the word to his
boys to pick up their loads and start. As a
general might contemplate the scene of a
great battle where he had achieved victory,
the old digger paused for a few moments
for one last long look at the spot where the
Gira again was rushing over the gravel-bed.
Then he snatched the battered old hat from
his head, swept it in front of him and
indulged in a low, ironical bow.

IN THAT moment he felt a crushing

blow upon the back of his head,

everything went black before his
eyes and he knew no more.

There his boys found him when, alarmed
by his failure to catch up with them, they
came back to search for him. Ordinarily
they might not have troubled about him
when they discovered him at the point of
death, as they thought.

There is little of affection or gratitude in
the make-up of a New Guinea black, so
far as his white masters are concerned, but
in Brennan’s case there was a reason why
his boys should want to save him. Not
only did he owe each of them twelve pounds
for their year’s labors, but he had promised
them a pound bonus each if they worked
hard and also a knife and sheath when they
reached Samarai.

If they did desert him it would be easy
enough to explain to the “govamen’ ” man
at Samarai that Brennan had died on the
trip but in their own villages they would
not get off so easily. They would not have
with them the g#ts for their relatives which
it is incumbent upon a discharged laborer
to buy. They would be disgraced indeed.
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In the end they made a rude litter and
undertook the difficult task of packing him
out over the mountains to the coast where
the boat had been told to meet them. Into
the litter they tossed the buck-skin bag they
found beside the unconscious man. To
them gold meant nothing, except that the
white man must have use for it or he would
not be so foolish as to work so hard for it.

Of the hardships of that return journey
through the jungle no one ever got the de-
tails from the boys themselves, for they
were inclined to discount the achievement.
But one can picture what was involved—
the cutting of a trail, the doubling-up on
loads because two of them must always be
carrying the litter, the forcing down his
throat of such food as they could compel
him to swallow. For Brennan’s skull was
fractured, and when, three weeks later, the
boat chugged into Samarai it was a wonder
that he was alive at all.

Henderson, the resident magistrate, took
charge of things then. He had Brennan
removed to the hospital on top of the little
hill in the center of the island, paid his boys
and signed them off as provided by law and
gave them the bonus and the knives they
demanded. Even though he might have-,
suspected that they lied when they so loudly
asserted Brennan had promised them these
things, Magistrate Henderson felt that they
deserved them for bringing the injured
man out.

One other thing the magistrate did, too.
He took charge of the bag which had been
brought in with Brennan and in the presence
of witnesses sealed it with wax upon which
was impressed the broad arrow of the
Government and put it in the bank vault
for safe-keeping. If Brennan lived he could
regain it upon presenting an order frmthe

magistrate. If the digger died the Govern-
ment would sequestrate it unless it
developed he had heirs.

But Brennan did not die. The medical

missionary who operated upon him found
only a small pressure upon the brain and
as soon as that had been relieved the digger
began to get well rapidly. But he could not
tell them how he had been hurt. He
thought that the heavy branch of a tree
had dropped upon his head as he was taking
his sentimental farewell of the gravel-bed.

It didn't matter in the least, he assured
them. He was alive and well and in that
poke which the magistrate had put in the

S
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bank for him was the biggest amount of
gold any man had brought out in one year
since the early boom days. When he got
up again he was going to shout the drinks
for every man in town and the first steamer
going outside was going to have him on
board. He was through with New Guinea!

ON THE day that Brennan left the

hospital he was accompanied by a

bodyguard composed of virtually
every digger who was in Samarai. Each of
them was secretly hoping that Brennan
wouldJlet fall some hint of where he had
found his gold and each of them was trying
to make sure that none of the others would
beat him to the information. So when
Brennan reached the hotel where he usually
put up he discovered that he was suddenly
the most popular person among all the
fifty-odd white residents of the island.

Into the circle which insisted upon shak-
ing the digger’s calloused hand Magistrate
Henderson made his dignified way.

“If you'll come over to the bank, Bren-
nan, I'll give you a release for your poke,”
he said and Brennan got up to follow him.
The other diggers began to fidget. Reading
their minds, Brennan laughed.

“Come along, boys,” he invited. “Come
along and feast vour eyes on what | brought

' back.”

So, flanked by the grizzled prospectors,
Brennan and the magistrate crossed the
street to the bank. There was a bit of a
swagger about Brennan as the bank-clerk
took the heavy poke out of the vault and
dropped it upon the counter with a thud.

“There you are, Mr. Brennan,” said the
magistrate as he clipped off the seal he had
put on it.

But Brennan was staring at the bag with
unbelief in his eyes. “You must have made
a mistake,” he said, sharply. “That is not
my poke.”

“It must be,” retorted the magistrate.
“It certainly is the one you had with you
when you got to Samarai.”

“That is not my poke,” repeated Brennan
firm]}. “Do you think for a moment that
I wouldn’t know mine when | saw it? Mine
had a dark spot on one side where the blood
from a cut finger stained it. One of the
thongs was short because | cut off a piece
to mend a broken boot-lace. This is not
my poke!”

“But it must be,” protested Magistrate
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Henderson. “Here is the seal | have just
cut off it, with the tag bearing your name
and the date and the names of those who
saw me seal it up.”

“It’s not my poke,” insisted Brennan,
then his face became flushed with anger.
“What in------ are you trying to do, Hender-
son?” he demanded grimly. There was a
dangerous glint in his eyes.

But the magistrate was not a man to be
easily cowed.

“Be careful what you say, Brennan,” he
retorted. “We’ll just open this up and see
what'sin it.” He untied the leather thongs
with fingers that were not altogether steady
and peered inside. Then he started back
in surprize.

“What's this,”
gold!”

Brennan sneered.

“It don’t go, Henderson,” he said. “I
told you that wasn't my poke. Whenever
you get ready to hand over the right one,
let me know. By --—-- , if it doesn’'t show
up somebody around here is going to get
into trouble.”

He shoved aside roughly those who
blocked his way and strode out into the
street. But once outside his face went
white under its tan, his limbs trembled and
it was only by the greatest effort that he
kept from staggering as he sought the path
around the island and the solitude of the
palms on the far side. He wanted to be
alone, to think.

His brain was in a whirl. He was con-
vinced that some one was trying to rob him.
But who? Henderson?

The magistrate was getting along in
years, his small pay scarcely enabled him
to support his large family, as every one
in Samarai knew.

But Henderson was not that kind. Stem,
even to the point of harshness, in upholding
the law, nevertheless he had a reputation
for justice and fairness that extended even
to the blacks who came before him. Some
one at the bank, then? Possible, but not
likely. Besides, Henderson was positive
that was the poke he had found on the boat
which had brought Brennan to Samarai.

Could his black boys have robbed him
and made a crude attempt to fool him by
substituting that other poke, filled with
what he had identified at a glance as worth-
less pyrites such as he had thrown away for
years? Brennan couldn’'t believe that of

he cried. “This isn't

them. Gold was of no value to them, and
they would not have brought him out of,the
jungle if they had robbed him.

There was but one conclusion he could
reach in the end. That blow upon the head
back there on the Gira had been no accident.
Some one had felled him, then robbed him
and left that other poke in place of the one
he had set down at his feet just a moment
before. But who? Who?

He was certain now that he never would
know. His year’s work was gone for noth-
ing. He had not made his last trip as he so
proudly had boasted. He must go back to
the Gira again and wrest from it another
hoard of the precious metal before he could
be quit of New Guinea.

Sick at heart and still weak from his
recent illness, the great strength of which he
had been so proud seemed to have left him
of a sudden and he felt very, very old and
very, very tired. Nature takes a hand
when she sees that we have greater burdens
than we seem able to bear. So Brennan,
with his head pillowed upon his arms, fell
asleep.

He was awakened by a hand roughly
shaking his shoulder. He opened his heavy-
lidded eyes and tried to make his numbed
brain understand what was being said to
him.

He recognized the man who still shook
him vigorously as a constabulary officer,
and behind him stood a handful of native
police in their blue uniforms and red sa'shcs
and, behind them, a grim, unfriendly crowd
of white men. In the very front row stood
the diggers who so lately had fawned upon
him. But there was no friendliness now in
their gaze as he scrambled to his feet and
faced them.

“What's wrong?” he faltered, looking
from one to the other, his eyes at last coming
to rest upon the face of the constabulary
officer.

“In the King’s name,” said that officer,
following the prescribed formula, “I arrest
you, William Brennan, for the murder of
Thomas Conley. And | warn you that
anything you say may be used against
you.”

He laid a
Brennan’s arm.

Brennan shook himself free.

“But | don’t understand,” he protested.
“Murder, you say? Tom Conley’s murder?
I don’'t know anything about any murder?”

compelling hand upon
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But the officer refused to debate the
matter.

“You will come with me npw and peace-
ably,” he said, “or I shall order the police
to bring you and | never yet have had to
set a black man upon a white.”

Brennan accompanied him, then, dazed
and uncomprehending and stumbling a bit
as his whirling brain tried to make out what
had happened to him. At the magistrate’s
office they pushed him into the tiny court-
room and up before the desk at which
Magistrate Henderson, grave and dignified,
sat. Behind him the spectators jammed
and shoved and pushed until- the magistrate
took a hand.

“Gentlemen,” he said, frowning, “you
will please observe silence and decorum and
remember that this is a British court of
justice and conduct yourself accordingly.”

Then he picked up a document and
read it, a formal warrant charging Brennan
with the murder of Thomas Conley.

“William Brennan,” he continued, laying
down the paper, “you are not now on trial
for the crime of which you are accused.
This merely is a preliminary hearing, fol-
lowing which the court will decide whether
you shall be held for the session of the
general court presided over by His Excel-
lency, the governor. No,” as Brennan
opened his mouth, “do not interrupt me.
You will have your chance to speak later.”

He paused to let his eyes rove over the
little court-room and to the windows, where
those who could not get inside had taken
their stand. Then he summoned the con-
stabulary officer to him and whispered in
his ear. The officer hurried out and the
magistrate resumed:

“Mr. Brennan, you will remember that
two years ago Thomas Conley, a digger,
paid off his natives before the Government
officer at Kokoda and started overland alone
for Samarai. From that day to this Mr.
Conley was not seen alive again and it has
been generally supposed that he became lost
in the jungle or perished at the hands of
unfriendly natives. The authorities, how-
ever, have known otherwise.

“Mr. Conley’s body, identified by the
clothing and certain articles found in the
pockets, was found floating offshore near
Buna some time later. He had been shot
to death. You understand what that
means, Mr. Brennan. No native is per-
mitted to have fire-arms except shotguns

for which permits have been issued, and
they are forbidden to touch rifles or re-
volvers at all unless they are in the con-
stabulary. Mr. Conley was shot with a
rifle. While that is not conclusive evi-
dence, it points to a white man as the
slayer.

“For two years, Mr. Brennan, every
official in New Guinea has been quietly
watching for something to turn up that
would reveal the murderer. Until today
that quest has been fruitless. Do you know
what this bag contains?”

He pointed to the buckskin poke on the
table before him. Without waiting for an
answer he went on:

“This is the poke, Mr. Brennan, that at
least three creditable witnesses are ready
to swear belonged to Thomas Conley. They
recognized it as you say you would recognize
your own, by certain marks that they had
noticed many times and which are indispu-
table. There are other witnesses who also
will swear that this is the poke which you
brought to Samarai, Mr. Brennan, although
you declared it was not yours.”

“And | swear to you that | never saw that
poke until today,” burst out Brennan. “And
I'm not a fool to bring in a lot of pyrites to
show for a year in the mountains. | was
after gold, I tell you, and it was gold that
I brought back. Three hundred ounces of
it which my boys and I dug out on——"

He broke off, impelled to keep to himself
the location of that rich bar. Then he
went on.

“No, | won't tell you where it is, but I'll
take you there, Mr. Henderson, you or any
other official. You’'ll find the trench | dug,
the huts we lived in and pulled down before
we left. Get hold of the boys | had with
me. They’ll tell you what we did in the
last twelve months. | don’t know when my
own poke disappeared and this one was
substituted. That rap on the head----- "

Magistrate Henderson held up a re-
straining hand.

“Calm yourself, Mr. Brennan,” he
begged. “I find it difficult not to believe
you, but there is other evidence. You were
in Kokoda on your way to the coast within
a day after Mr. Conley left.it.”

“l knew he had passed through there,
yes, but | did not ask or care which route
to the coast he took in leaving,” cried the
harassed Brennan.

“There was bad blood between you and
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Conley. You had quarrelled over the
recruiting of boys on Goodenough.”

“He had tried to take away laborers who
were promised to me. But | held him no
grudge afterward.”

MAGISTRATE HENDERSON
tapped on the desk with his fore-
finger.

“You have the frankness of an innocent
man who has nothing to conceal, Mr.
Brennan,” he admitted, “but you have an-
nounced your intention of leaving New
Guinea forever. A steamer will arrive this
afternoon and depart tonight. | would be
derelict in my duty if I did not hold

He frowned and broke off. On the
veranda outside the court-room there was
a commotion, sounds of a struggle, of men
breathing hard, of loud voices, of an “In
the King’s name” in the cool tones of the
constabulary officer. Then the spectators
by the door parted to form a lane down
which two native constables propelled the
unwilling Manuel Alvez.

“Ah,” said Magistrate Henderson, grati-
fication in his voice, as the smiling officer
of constabulary followed his prisoner. “I
thought when | saw Manuel so interested
in the progress of this hearing that it was
an opportune time to search his lugger.
Evidently 1 was right. But stand him
aside, Mr. Parsons, until I have disposed
of this other affair.”

Brennan had turned with the others at
this unexpected interruption. Now his eyes
were fixed upon the constabulary officer
and the things which he carried in his hands.

“My poke!” he cried.

He pointed to the buckskin bag which
Officer Parsons had dropped upon the magis-
trate’s desk.

“Seel The blood-stain upon the side. The
short thong. It’'s my poke, Mr. Henderson!”

Then comprehension burst upon him and
he whirled upon the half-caste.

“You robbed me,” he accused with blaz-
ing eyes. “You hit me on the head up there
on the Gira, took my poke and left me that
worthless thing there, filled with pyrites.
Why, it must have been you who killed
poor old Tom Conley.”

Magistrate Henderson had been examin-
ing the rifle which Parsons had laid with
the other evidence. He held up a hand for
silence.

“It begins to look as if you were right,”
he said, slowly, “for this is undoubtedly the
riflewhich Conley carried,a Government rifle
with which | equipped him when he started
on his last trip. Here is the number and
the records will show it was issued to him.”

He laid the weapon down and straight-
ened up in his chair.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “l shall now
divulge certain things you do not know.
Two years ago Mr. Conley came to me,
knowing that | was a bit of a geologist, and
showed me a piece of this stuff which long
has been regarded as pyrites and worthless.
I have no doubt that you who are diggers
have thrown away much of it in your time.
But Mr, Conley had been a miner in Tas-
mania and he had there seen a rare metal,
osmiridium. He believed that it was osmiri-
dium which he had found here in New
Guinea. After an investigation | reached
the same conclusion.

“Mr. Conley was without funds. |
obtained from the Government at Port
Moresby a subsidy of five hundred pounds
to stake him for a prospecting trip in search
of osmiridium. This was to be kept a secret
unless he was successful, because the Gov-
ernor had no wish to encourage false hopes
in others which might result in a repetition
of the misery and hardships of the gold
boom. We know Mr. Conley found what
he went after, for he showed his poke and
its contents to the magistrate at Kokoda
before whom he paid off his boys, just
before he started for the coast alone.

“His body, as | have told you, was found
floating off shore soon afterwards by a Gov-
ernment patrol officer. This week a police
boat discovered that near that spot is a cave
used as a cache for illicit cargoes by Manuel
Alvez. The evidence as | have sketched it
is not proof conclusive that Manuel Alvez
killed Thomas Conley, but it is sufficient to
warrant me in holding him for trial.”

He waited until the three cheers and a
tiger his words evoked had died away, then
addressed Brennan.

“Mr. Brennan,” he said, “you are dis-
charged from custody.”

Again he waited for the cheers to subside.
“1 regret what has happened, but it can be
turned into profit for you, sir. Under the
agreement between the Government and
Mr. Conley, any osmiridium he found was
to be equally divided. Unless Mr. Conley’s
heirs are found in time his share reverts
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to the Government, too. But in any event,
by our laws, any person who recovers lost
Government property is entitled to ten
per cent, of its value. | shall be very glad
to file for you a claim to ten per cent, of the
Government’s share of the contents of this
poke. It will come to a tidy sum, not bad

INSCRIPTI

by Edwin

1 HE National Monument of El
Morro, or Inscription Rock, is
located thirty-five miles east
of Zuni, in Valencia County,
stern New Mexico.
remains of two ancient pueblos upon its
top; but the main interest attaches to the
scores of messages engraved upon its sides,
in Spanish, Latin and English, and dating
back to Juan de Onate, conquistador of
1606. Like Independence Rock of the
old Oregon Trail, what sights this rock has
seen in the days when Spanish soldier, friar
and traveler arrived, registered, and passed!

The rock was not discovered to general
knowledge until 1849, when upon military
reconnaisance the expedition of Lieutenant-
Colonel John M. Washington, Governor of
New Mexico, out to overawe the Navahos,
arrived at Zuni— itself discovered anew by
the doughty Colonel A. W. Doniphan in a
side trip upon his march from Leaven-
worth to Chihuahua, 1846.

On September 17, 1849, on the march
east from Zuni there came to Lieutenant
James H. Simpson, Topographical Engi-
neers, in the Washington column, one Mr.
Lewis, a trader among the Navahos, who
offered to take the lieutenant to a great
rock whose faces contained “half an acre
of inscriptions, many of them very beauti-
ful.” The majority of the column scoffed
at the Lewis story as “gammon,” and the
lieutenant himself was rather tolerant.
But he went with Richard Kern, the
zealous sketch.artist, and Bird, a civilian
employee.

After about eight miles they approached
“a quadrangular mass of sandstone rock,
of a pearly-whitish aspect, from two
hundred to two hundred and fifty feet in

The mesa has
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at all for a man who brought in lost Govern-
ment property without knowing it.”

For a moment Brennan scratched his
grizzled head, then:

“Aw, blow the osmiridium,” he said. “I
want my poke and a go at that farm in
Queensland.”

ON ROCK
L. Sabin

height,” with buttresses and domes. This
they skirted for about a mile on its north
side, when Lewis ran and climbed a mound
at its northeast corner, scanned it, and
¢tied out. They too ran and peered and
saw. Then in wild excitement they set at
work copying the inscriptions, being thus
occupied from noon to sunset.

They laid off in order to climb the mesa.
Upon the top they found pueblo ruins two
hundred and six by three hundred and seven
feet square. They descended in the dusk,
camped at a cold spring amidst rocks and
pine-trees in an angle of the south base;
slept ill by reason of their excitement, the
hard bed and the howling of coyotes; and
at three in the morning got up to breakfast
and be ready to finish the copying. .

At eight o’clock they started on to rejoin

the column. They left their own inscrip-
tion, “Lt. J. H. Simpson, U. S. A., and
R. H. Kern, artist, visited and copied these
inscriptions, September 17, 1849.” This,
and an inscription, “O. R., March 19,
1836,” were the only English words upon
the rock; but many a name has been placed
there since— not a few inconsequential.
1 Who was “O. R.” of 1836— the first
American, beaver-hunter or trader, to
place his initials upon this Spanish sign-
board of the Southwest desert? Juan de
Onate, 1606, was the founder of Spanish
Santa Fe itself, that same year. Don
Diego de Vargas, 1692, was reconquering
the Pueblos and regaining Sante Fe after
the bloody revolution of 1680. But of the
significance of these names and others
Lieutenant Simpson was ignhorant; and
that which appeals in him was his fine
enthusiasm of an adventurer whose mind
is open to the romance of the long trail.
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EELEYVILLE and Windham
are twelve miles apart, and from
time immemorial there has been
a continuous rivalry between

them. Years ago Windham put one over
on Seeleyville by being chosen as the
county seat. Seeleyville countered by
taking the largest cotton gin in the State
away from Windham, when wealthy old
George Townsend was wavering between
the two towns as a location for his enterprise.

The court-house in Windham was stood
off by a really beautiful town hall in Seeley-
ville. When Windham paved her streets
Seeleyville was right at her heels, and finally
took the lead when Mr. Townsend built and
operated a large department store which,
through the variety of its wares and fairness
of its prices, simply compelled a large num-
ber of Windham people to do their trading
in Seeleyville, unless they wanted to travel
the hundred miles to San Antonio.

For years the youth of each place were
steeped in the tradition that nothing good
could come out of Nazareth, Nazareth
being the other town. And that spirit was
crystallized and condensed and found its
only physical outlet in the annual series of
three games between the baseball teams of
the two municipalities.

Not so many years ago there were killings
at those games. To this day the white-hot
rivalry is responsible for many a fight before,
during, and after the games. Probably the
comparatively huge crowd which watches
every game is the most peculiar and spec-

tacular gathering which ever turned sport
into something so important that it tran-
scends healthy' rivalry, and becomes the
camouflaged struggle for supremacy in all
things. There is something deadly in the
hushed, strained spectators who watch that
series.

All of which helps to explain what took
place in the office of Mr. James Corden the
night before the final and deciding game.
Corden was by way of being the leading
citizen of Windham. He owned a large
ranch a few miles from town, was a cotton-
seed broker in season, dabbled in real
estate and rap the town from town pump to
town marshal. He was a tall, spare man,
almost totally bald. His long, thin face
and cold gray eyes told the story of his
checkered career in Texas— he had the look
of an old-timer who had fought with both
gun and brain.

His office was in the Corden Building,
the most imposing structure hi town aside
‘from the court-house. Val Simpson, cap-
tain of the Windham team,-was the second
to arrive.

“Good evening, Mr. Corden,” he said
respectfully, stealing a puzzled glance at
the rather loudly dressed young man who
was casually smoking a dgaret while his
feet rested comfortably on Corden’s desk.

“Evenin’, Val. Meet Mr. Fish, who'’s
figurin’ on playin’ short for us tomorrow,
as you know. He’s got a contract from me
for six months’ work on the ranch, which
keeps us clear.”

70
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“Glad to meet you, Mr. Fish,” returned
Simpson, shaking hands awkwardly.

Fish had been shortstop on the San An-
tonio team of the Texas League the year
before. He did not get up to shake hands.

“Who else is coming?” inquired Simpson.

He did not quite dare to ask directly the
reason for the sudden call from Corden.

“Lonny Baker and Babe Lord and Cal
Faber,” returned Corden in his measured,
deliberate speech.

The big, clumsy-looking captain twisted
his soft hat in his hands and appraised the
nonchalant Mr. Fish with half-embarrassed,
sidelong glances. He was a professional,
and as such entitled to his due meed of
respect from the Windham first baseman.

“Heard you been havin’ some trouble
with Pasquale Nervantes,” he ventured at
length.

“Yes— that spig has been layin’
down for the last three months, | found out.
Let a big bunch of cattle go to ----- with
the worms and never turned over a hand.
| fired him today without lettin’ him draw
his time.”

“They were sayin’ down-town that
he— ”

“Said he’'d get*even with me,” Corden
remarked carelessly, secure in his power.

As he lighted a cigar the sound of tramp-
ing feet coming down the hall reached the
men in the meagerly furnished office. Six
straight-backed chairs, a big desk and an-
other smaller one for a stenographer took
up most of the room. A huge safe and a
filing-cabinet supplied the rest of the
equipment.

The door opened and three men entered,
the two younger ones greeting Corden with
marked respect. Faber, a middle-aged man
with a tendency toward plumpness, treated
the great man with more familiarity. He
had been Corden’s right-hand man for
several years.

“Well, what's the lay, boss?” he inquired
after Fish had baen introduced all around.
Corden drew his heavy eyebrows together
.and expelled a great cloud of smoke before
replying.

“When 1 tell you, you boys’ll throw a
fit,” he remarked. “To make a long story
short, Seeleyville has got hold of Dick Alden
to pitch for ’em tomorrow!”

“The--—- you say!”

It was a chorus on the part of Faber and
little Babe Lord. Lonny Baker said noth-

ing, but drew on his cigaret with constantly
accelerating rapidity.

“Who is this Alden— Christy Mathew-
son?” inquired Fish flippantly, his small
eyes roving from one eloquent face to
another.

“Just about, as far as we're concerned,”
admitted Simpson dully. “1 thought he
was in France yet, and wounded besides.”

“He was in France and he was wounded,”
returned Corden. “The fact is | saw in the
San Antone Express a year back that his
leg was all shot, and one arm besides. When
| heard today that he was to pitch to-
morrow, though, | changed my ideas. Catch
old George Townsend and Blair Kelly and
that crowd pitchin’ any cripple tomorrow!”

“1 still don’t get a ray o’ light in my
bean,” stated Fish to Corden.

Baker and Lord were talking excitedly in
undertones.

“Well, | can give it to you in short order,”
was the grim reply.

The others ceased talking abruptly.

“1 suppose you took my tip and bet your
wad on Windham tomorrow, didn’'t you?”

“1 sure did,” replied Fish airily. “You
told me that what | bet would be all velvet,
and that with this world-beatin’ home-
grown battery o’ yours just back from
France with A.E.F. wins on their belt to
add to their record around here, Wind-
ham couldn’t lose.”

“And | meant it. Fatty Miller and Stew
Maynard won two series off of Seeleyville
before they went to France, and over there
they pitched and caught on a regimental
team that won the championship o’ the
A. E. F. They're good—so0--—--—- good that
every livin’ man in this town has bet all he
owned and then some on that game to-
morrow. | got five thousand with Town-
send alone.”

“Well, why the chills?”

Fish looked around at the others as he
asked the question. Their eyes were resting
unblinkingly on Corden. Plainly there had
been something astounding in the simple
statement that Alden was to pitch tomorrow.

“Merely that we’ll be going up against
a big leaguer who can beat us without an
outfield behind him,” was the grim reply.

The others nodded soberly.

“Big leaguer! Do you mean to say— —"

“Exactly. Before he joined the Air
Service in nineteen seventeen he was the
youngest pitcher that ever stepped into a
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big-time box. He beat us when he was
fifteen years old.”
“Alden. Who did he work with?” in-

quired Fish.

“Philadelphia Athletics. Connie Mack
farmed him out to thejNew England League,
and when he got back on the tag end of
the season he won three] straight games.
I've traveled a couple of thousand miles a
half-dozen times to watch the world’s
series, and | know a ball-player when I
see one. Better men than | am agree with
me that Dick Alden is as great a natural
pitcher as ever threw a ball.”

“You're right!” put
excitedly. “Why, he--—--—- 7

“Will just stand us on.our heads,” Simp-
son finished moodily. “Man, I'm just as
scared o' him as | would be o Walter
Johnson. There just ain’'t any more speed
than he’s got!”

“Which means we lose our dough, eh?”
inquired Fish.

“A lot of it—and what is more important,
the series!”

Corden was sportsman enough, or hater
of Seeleyville enough, really to put the win-
ning of the series ahead of his five thousand
dollars. George Townsend’s crowing would
be more unpalatable than the loss of the
money.

“Well, it looks to me like 1'm rooked,”
remarked Fish nastily.

“Not at all, not at all,” Corden assured
him hastily.

Fish was a real ball-player, and as such
to be placated; at least until after the
game.

“Right up to one hour-ago Seeleyville was
going to pitch old John Cohalan,” Corden
continued. “He once was a big-timer with
the Giants, but now all he has left is the old
headwork. Miller and Maynard getting
back when they did, and Cohalan pitching
for them, made it a cinch that we’d win this
final game.”

“Well, they've foxed us to a hard-oil
finish!” exclaimed Lonny Baker.

He was a thin-chested, sallow youngster
who smoked cigarets in a steady stream,
hung around the pool-hall most of the time
and played one of the best games of ball at
second base that a man ever looked at.

“We ain’'t got a chance, ‘'em,”
mourned Simpson. “Why, down on the
streets right now they’re featurin’ Fatty and
Stew as though they’'d already won, and

in Faber

every line between here and Seeleyville is
busy tryin’ to bet more money down.”

There was a subtle disposition on the
part of every one in the big, bare office to
feel that Windham had been unfairly
treated. As often happens, their disappoint-
ment and chagrin drove them into a frame
of mind where they considered themselves
the victims of a crooked deal.

“What | wanta know is, how does this
here Alden pitch for 'em within the law?”
queried Fish, his face sullen.

He had bet every dollar he owned on the
game.

“You made me sign a contract and start
to work yesterday so’s this idea o’ every
player havin’ to be a three-month resident
of else a real home boy would hold.”

“That agreement came about to prevent
spending too much money for professional
players,” explained Corden. “It got so that
both towns were broke after the series,
payin’ every ball-player from New York
to Omaha to come down and play for us.
Nowadays we got to prove that a player
has either lived three consecutive months
at some time or other in the town he’s
playin’ for or else has got a honest-to-----
job or something to prove he’s going to
live there. That’s the reason for your con-
tract. And Dick Alden was born in Seeley-
ville—lived there till he was three or four
and his folks moved to San Antone. The
whole thing just amounts to makin’ a legal
requirement for players, and Alden, be-
cause he once lived his three years in
Seeleyville, is O. K. to play as far as the
agreement goes.”

“No way out of it then, | guess. From
what you say we’ll have about as much
chance against him as a German would to
be mayor o’ Paris.”

Corden smoked equably, his cold, heavy-
lidded gaze roving from one dejected face
to another. The emotions of his henchman
were writ plainly for all to read. Something
had been put over on thm, and their re-
sentment had in it that quality of injured
innocence, of being victims of an unfair
subterfuge, which so often makes the taking
of a legitimate advantage seem illegal to
the loser in any proposition.

After an interval of heavy silence Corden
spoke.

“There is a way,” he announced. “For
the sake of winning the series and collecting
our money, Alden must not pitch.”
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The four men looked at him eagerly.

“Draw in closer so | won’t have to talk
loud.”

They lost no time in obeying him.

He talked slowly for a few minutes, and
as he outlined his scheme his listeners gradu-
ally brightened until finally their faces
literally beamed.

“Fish and Lonny and you, Babe, will pull
it,” he finished. “And mind you, no dirty
work. This boy has been flying overseas,
and he’s all wool and a yard wide. | know
his folks. He will be treated with the utmost
consideration. The man that disobeys my
orders will wish he’'d never been born.”

He spoke with the arrogance of years of
power in his little circle, and the confidence
of a man whose desires are law.

Faber lingered behind the others.

“Looks as though Seeleyville’d be tied up
tighter'n a drum,” he remarked.

Corden permitted himself a slow smile.

“1 guess so, Cal.”

“Seen anything more of Pasquale?”

Corden shook his head.

“That  four-flushing, chicken-livered
crook would rim if he saw me a mile away,”
he replied contemptuously.

“1'd sort o’ be on my guard, Jim. He’s
sore, and when a Mex is sore he’s bad—
from behind. How’s the wife and family?”

The sudden softening of the hard, lean
face was almost startling. Corden had mar-
ried a girl much younger than himself two
years before, and idolized her to an extent
which was quite beyond the power of those
who knew him best to appreciate. Two
weeks before she had presented him with
a baby boy. That was quite a night in the
history of Windham.

“Fine, Cal—couldn’'t be better. And |
got to mosey along to get back to ’em.”

“Well, give the missus my best, and shake
hands with the kid for me.”

“He’ll be able to do that little thing before
long, too,” laughed the suddenly genial
Corden. “I wish he was old enough to be
in that game tomorrow!”

FOUR hours after the brief con-
ference which had taken place in
Corden’s office Lieutenant Richard
Alden was strolling down the main street
of Seeleyville, on his way back to the hotel.
He had spent a most enjoyable evening at
Mr. Townsend’s home. Due to the fact
that his unexpected return from overseas,

followed by orders to Donovan Field, near
San Antonio, had happened only a few days
before, Townsend’s house had been filled
with guests for the series before Seeleyville
had learned that their one-time pitching
ace was available for the deciding game.
Hence Alden had been put up at the hotel.

Life seemed very good to him as he
walked slowly down the darkened street.
It was good to be back in the States again,
and best of all to be stationed almost at
home. Being twenty-two and a very normal
young man, it was gratifying to have men
either greet him with affectionate admira-
tion, or else look at him with awed respect,
depending on the degree of their acquaint-
ance. Seeleyville’s hopes were pinned on his
good right arm, and he looked forward with
the keenest zest to that game on the morrow.

As always when he thought of baseball,
there was a swift stab of pain as he remem-
bered that his wounds would forever debar
him from the big leagues. He had been shot
down behind the German lines, and his
wounds, plus several months as a prisoner,
had been fatal to his chances to reach the
top as a pitcher. One game a month was
his limit now. That game he could pitch
as well as he ever could, but his right leg
and arm needed a full month’s rest now
before they could equal the strain of an-
other nine-inning effort.

He was a sight for sore eyes, as Mr.
Townsend privately expressed it to his
wife. Six feet one, and weighing an even
two hundred without a trace of fat, Dick
seemed to be literally overflowing with joy-
ous life. Sparkling eyes looked out from a
freckled face that was topped with curly
red hair, and farther down a forty-inch,
barrel-like chest and powerful shoulders
tapered to the small waist and slim hips of
the natural athlete.

He was arrayed as the lilies of the field,
likewise. A cocky overseas hat was on one
side of his head, and below the beribboned
blouse a pair of light-colored breeches, com-
monly denominated “pink,” contrasted with
glossy boots.

This ice-cream effect in haberdashery
suited the vivid Alden perfectly somehow.
He was the type of man so overflowing with
life that he seemed to tingle with it, and
those around him always felt its influence.
There was nothing quiet or restrained about
him or his appearance. He was a perfect
young animal, living life to the full.
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Ahead of him the single light in front of
the hotel shed a pool of dim radiance on the

sidewalk. The street was deserted— it was.

after midnight. Two hours before it had
been thick with people, all discussing the
game to come and eagerly speculating on
the size of the score by which Seeleyville
would win.

As in so many Texas towns, the main
street paralleled the railroad track. A care-
fully nursed park partially screened the un-
sightly cattle corrals along the track, and
all the stores were on one side of the street,
fronting the park. Dick was within two
hundred yards of the hotel entrance when
a Ford car turned into the street and came
to a stop alongside him.

A tall young man in a linen duster and a
soft hat pulled well down over his face
hopped out and approached the flyer.

“Is this Lieutenant Alden, sir?” he asked
respectfully.

His voice was gruff and throaty.

“It sureis.”

“1 was passing Mr. Townsend’s a minute
ago, and he asked me to get you at the hotel
and bring you back to his house. He said
he had something quite important to see
you about.”

“That’s funny. 1 just left there. How-
somever, it won’'t take but a minute to find
out, | guess.”

The driver opened the door of the tonneau
and Dick stepped in. In a moment the car
had turned around and was on its way back
toward the Townsend home, which was on
the outskirts of town.

As the little machine sped toward its
destination Dick wondered idly what it was
Mr. Townsend wanted. Perhaps he had
heard something about the game. It was
to be played in Windham, and it was not
beyond the bounds of probability that news
more or less distress