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CHAPTER VI—Continued
-

Kentucky Jones grinned, but the grin
was very falnt. He was pitying the
girl as he had never pitled anyone In
his life. There was a forlorn despera-
tion about her scheme which told him,
better tham anything else could have
done, how heavlly events had pressed
down upon this girl In effect, Jean
Ragland was offering him all the tan-
gible assets which she controlled to
serve as a gunfighter, and a leader of
gunfighters. Yet to the best of his be.
lief she was justified. There was noth-
Ing Imaginary about the encroachment
of Elllot} and If Campo persisted in
his unaccountable state of paralysis
the Bar Hook brand was done,

“What's Campo golng to say to this?"
he asked her.

“T'll take care of Campo.™ 2

Kentucky Jones found himself deep-
ly stirred. Yet he would have thought
himself a fool if he had accepted such
a proposition only to please Jean. One
consideration alone urged him to agree,
He was anxlous to talk to Bob Elliot:
and he felt that the basis she suggested
would glve him every advantage in
this.

“I'm not golng to turn you down,™
he sald at last. “But I ean accept only
on certain conditlons. First, that too
strenuous an objection s not made by
your father. Another is that If Campo
Ragland later decldes to make hls own
fight; or If for any other reason I'm
no longer needed, then I can withdraw,
and the deal is off.”

“] aecept that,” she sald.

“Another condition Is that the price
of one dollar be changed to read: ‘One
dollar and such other consideration as
the buyer shall conslder proper, ac-
cording to the state of the market upon
delivery."”

She objected vigorously to that: but
egince at worst It conceded him what
profit he might consider justified, she
at length gave In. She offered him her
hand, closing a bargain which placed
him In the most curious position he
ever had occupied In his life,

“Jean,” he sald. *I'm golng to ask
you one question, and I want you to
answer . Do you know who killed
John Mason?'

“No," she sald Instantly. “Kentucky,
I swear that I don't know that! I
thought I knew, untll Zack Sanders
was found; but now I'm just as sure
that 1 was wrong.”

“I won't try to get you to tell me,”
he sald, “what you evidently don't want
me to know. But, Jean, I tell you this:
the time may come when I'll need your
help and need It bad. When that time
comes, I want you to remember that
perhaps 1 wouldn't be In this If you
badn't asked me in”

“I won't forget.”

He got up and jerked on his coat.
;I‘m going to see Bob Elllot,” he told

er.

The back of her hand flew to her
mouth. “Now?" she sald faintly.

“It's as good a time as any, Isn't 1t?"

Jean Ragland turned white, “Then
g0 on. You—I guess you know I wish
you luck.”

“I might need it,” he admlitted.

As he reached the door she sud-
denly called his name, and he turned
back. She was staring after him,
white-faced. “Are—will you be armed "

“l don't know. We'll see.”

He was wondering, as he saddled a
fresh pony, 1f she had commissioned
him to kill Bob Elllot.

The bulldings of the 88 were made
variously of adobe, eclapboards, and
Equare-hewn logs.

Bill MeCord stood In the doorway of
the barn as Kentucky Jones ecame up.
Kentucky had a feellng that be had
been seen and watched from a long
way off,

“You want to see me?' McCord
asked,

“I'll talk to your boss, If he's here.”

Bill McCord rolled a ecrooked clgar-
Ette from one corner of his mouth to
the other, “All right. He's up at the
hiouse.” He did not offer any accommo-
dations for Kentucky's horse,

Kentucky rode td what appeared to
be the main door of a squat adobe
which a glance of MeCord’'s eye had
indicated, The door opened as he pulled
un, and Beb Elliot stood there, looking
it him without expression,

“Hello, Bob,» Kentucky sald,

Bob Elllot leaffed against the side
of the doorway, lean-shouldered,
ftralzht-hacked, looking competent and
tall. “It seems very peculiar,” he said
;‘-"-!- cosual frostiness, “to see you
T A

"I suppose =0," gald Kentucky, swing-
iz down without invitation, “Are you
Eving to ask me In or not?"

) “I hadn't thought of It,” sald Elliot;
s there any speclal call for 1t7"

“There g,

II"L"r's hear what your business s,
Linp,*

_"IU's a little matter of range rights,”
Kentucky told him,

“In that case,” sald Elllot, “go back
ind tell your hoss you fell down. I
"nierstand my rights on the Bake Pan,
:"-!I\\'»-II’ Bench, too, just as well as
HE toes. And when he wants to talk
te * he can come himself!"
‘gland,” sald Kentucky, “ean
f#ik on his own behalf, what and
‘Wiere he wants to, without advice from
fle—or from you either. It happens
that this time I'm speaking for myself.
1 “ime over to tell you that I've bought
8 f0th Interest in the Bar Hook.”

Eob Elllot's face went blank with
perfectly  real astonishment. “You
bought g—whaty

“You heard me, 1 think.”

Bob Elliot stared at him for a mo-

By ALAN LE MAY

Coprright by Alan LeMay
WNU Bervice.

ment more, “Come in here,” he sald at
last. He turned his back and walked
into the house; and Kentucky followed
bim, “I thought 1 understood you to
say you'd bought Into the Bar Hook,”
sald Elllot as soon as the door was
shut. “Now what In all b—1 ean be
Your ldea In thaty"

“I was able to buy some hundreds of
head of Bar Hook cattle at a very fa.
vorable price,” Kentucky told hlm.. “n
make something on those cattle in the
spring.”

: “In the spring” Ellot repeated,

And where did You expect to hold
them through the winter?

“Right where they are."

Bob Elliot stared at him agdin while
this soaked In, Then abruptly, unex-
pectedly, he turned away from Ken-
tucky Jones and began to laugh, as
Kentucky had seen him laugh before
In Sheriff Hopper's office at Waterman.
He pressed the back of his hand to his
mouth and seemed to fight the parox-
ysm, which shook him as If he had been
trying to strangle a fit of coughing.
“This is rich,” he sald at last. “Noth-
Ing trivial about this transaction, I
hope?"

“Hardly."

“80 now naturally you want to talk
to me™

“Naturally. Both technieally and
practically, for the time belng I am a
part owner of the Bar Hook, More
particularly as regards the Bar Hook
grazing rights."

“In short," sald Elllot, “what you
came here to tell me is that your share
In the Bar Hook Is a fighting share.”

“You can call It that.”

Bob Elllot lighted a tallor-made elg-
arette. The fronically humorous glance
of his frosty blue eyes had a snap like
the flick of a whip. “That girl certainly
got you In for something,” he said,

“Yes?" Kentucky Jones smiled on
one side of his mouth. Until now nel-
ther had mentloned the Incident In the
sheriff's office which had terminated
when Kentucky Jones had knocked Bob
Elllot out. He beld his peace, and be-
gan the making of a clgarette; but he
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same clrcumstances. And that wasn't
80 long ago. Not so long ago!”

“Thls gets no place” sald Kentocky.
“I told you what I came to tell you—
that lets me out. From now on look to
yourself, And don't drive cattle into Bar
Hook range—my range—wlithout ex-
pecting them to come right home to
roost in a cloud of yells."

“Sults me,” Elllot agreed. *“Don't
think I've forgotten the sore Jaw you
gave me In that run-in at Waterman,
God knows I never .hoped for such &
chance to smash the two of you at
once !

Kentucky Jones grinned and turned
to the door. “That's what T like to
hear " He stepped out to hls horse and
threw the relns over the animal's head.

"Go tell that girl,” sald Elllot from
the door, “that her father can't hide
behind you this trip—you aln't big
enough In size. And—try to make her
tell you what she knows!™

Kentucky was ready to admit—to
himself—that that parting shot went
home, What he could not escape from
was the sure knowledge that Jean Rag-
land did know something, perhaps sev-
eral things, which be should have
known. But he returned Bob Elllot’'s
sardonie grin,

“Come and see me some time,” he
'sald; and he went away from there.

CHAPTER VII

That was a good long-stepplng horse
Kentucky rode that day; so that It
was stlll a little before the long winter
dusk as he reached the half way point
on hls return ride. His pony pricked
its ears forward sharply, and Eentucky
brought the horse to a stop while he
listened.

Far ahead—whether It came from
the Bake Pan or the Bench he could
not tell—sounded a curlous drum tat-
too, a thin popping whisper of gunfire,

For perhaps half a minute the far-off
gun talk continued, oddly like the pop-
ping of grease In a skillet. Then It
stopped abruptly, as iIf all of the guns
had fallen silent together, and in the
utter qulet of those vast snowy spaces
there was no longer any Indication
that anything had happened. Kentucky
Jones struck the spurs to his horse and

THE STORY FROM THE OPENING CHAPTER

At the Inquest Into the death of John Mason, banker, Jean, danghter of
Campo Ragland, owner of the Bar Hook ranch, whers Mason met death, sur-
reptitiously passes to Kentucky Jones the bullet which had killed Mason. Ken-
tucky goes to work on the Bar Hook ranch. The Mason verdlet is accldental
death. Bob Elllot, owner of the adjoining range, drives his cattle on the Bar
Hook land. Lee Bishop, Ragland's ranch boss, expostulates, and Bill MecCord,
Elllot's foreman, Insults him. Bishop and Jones are astounded at Ragland's In-
difference to Elliot's action. Bishop urges Kentucky to try to Iinfluence Jean to
arouse her father. He does so, unwillingly, and her reactlon mystifies him. Zack
Sanders, Bar Hook cock, is found dend, murdered. Sher!ff Mopper, Investigating
Sanders’ death, announces his knowledge that Mason also was murdered. Jones
seeks to trace the ownership of a gun found on Zack Sanders, which he is con-

fident has a bearing on the mystery.

thought that Elliot must have known
what was In hls mind,

“T'll tell you a couple of things for
your own good,” Bob Elllot went on.
“You're butting Into a situation that
you know very little about, Jones. You
seem to think that this little difference
of opinlon that’s coming up now be-
tween me and Ragland is something
new. It Isn't. We've had it all the time,
Even without this new crisis brought
on by Mason’s death, there never could
have been room for both the Bar Hook
and the 88, In the long run. Sooner
or later one or the other would have
had to go. Up until now I've been
willlng to give Ragland a break for
the sake of the peace. It just happens
that the way things fall out I'm pot
able to baby him any more. Don't you
forget for a minute that the land In
question Is public domain.”

“snd that you're entltled to graze
half way from your water to his. You'll
have to govern your cattle count by
that; and we don't want to see one
head more.”

Elllot made an Impatlent gesture
with his cigarette, “It'll be'a long day,"”
he sald contemptuously, “when yuu tell
me something about the cattle busl-
ness in the rimrock, Jonmes. If you
think Ragland has a case—ask Campo
why he's sitting back In his corner,
and sending you to make his bluff.
Ask him. You might find out some-
thing you need to know."

Kentucky Jones shrugged. “T can't
speak for what Campo will do. I've
bought in on the understanding that
the land my cattle are on Is Bar Hook
range—has always been Bar [.I'.mk
range. I'll tell you straight out, Elllot
—1 don't mean to have that range
forced. And if I have to take my hoys
and ram your stock right back down
your throat, in order to hold my 5:1:{12{',
stand from under! It's up to 3'-11"

Bob Elliot eyed him s:n:ct;lr{!;wly,
» don't think that you're going to
make much of a war on the 53

“Ill make what push I need to, no
more—and no less.”

Elllot allowed himself a faint smile.
«] suppose you know 3‘r-ul:ll have to
fight Campo himself, first? -

wWhat makes you think so?

«For one thing,” Elllot told him, “be-
d up with C W

cause when you hooke

wgland you hooked up with a yellow
uitter.” 1 »
’ sl peckon,” said Kentucky, “you
might not be so quick to say that to
! Campo's face.”
wyou think not? I'll tell you one

more thing you don't know ahout. I

understand that you heard Bill MeCord
cuss out Lee Blshop, and send him
home with his tall between hiz legs.

Well, you can take it that Bill was
only copying after his boss. Because
this range bas seen the day when 1
sent Campo Ragland bome with his

tall between his legs, under much the

went up the Irregular trall at the dead
run, unbuttoning his coat as he rode
so that It would not Interfere with his
gun,

From somewhere ahead of him In
the trail came a muffled ground mur-
mur, Inarticulate and confused. He
pulled his horse down to a galt at
which he could listen to something be-
side his own pony's hoofs, The sound
ahead developed swiftly Into the hoof-
drum of an approaching horse, that
supremely stirring, unmistakable sound
of a horse running desperately, full-
stretch, half frantie under the punish-
ment of spur and quirt

Kentucky Jones hesitated, then put
his horse ahead'again at a high lope.
W]thiin two furlongs the approaching
horse burst suddenly from around a
jutting outcrop of rock; and he saw
that the rlder was Jean Ragland.

So close were they as they became
visible to each other that as they
pulled up thelr horses Jean's pony
slipped to Ita haunches and almost
went down., It recovered [tself, how-
ever, and the two horses stood blow-
Ing and stirring restlyely on thelir feet,
ton steamy and nervous from thelr run-
ning to stand qulet

“Jean! What's busted ¥

She spoke rapldly but with clear co-
herence, “Jim Humphreys and Billy
Petersen have run foul of four 83 cow-
boys, down on the Bake Pan. Lee
Bishop and 1 were sitting on the rim—
we saw the whole thing. Jim Hum-
phreys 1s down. And they got Billy's
horse—he took to cover behind hls dead
horse and began firlng back. Oh, G—4,
Kentucky—Iit was terrible! Sittlng
there and seeing It all, and unable to
do anything—as I we were In another
world—"'

“Is Billy hit?"

“f don't know. BEllly’s horse bolted
and went Into a bucking fit; they were
all peppering at him, but he got con-
trol of his horse and rode back to cov-
er Jim, Then hl# horse somersaulted,
and the 88 cowboys drew off as he
fired from cover.”

“Where’s Lee Bishop?”

“He's riding down the rim trall to
Bllly and Jim, fit to break his neck.
He wanted me to ride like the devll
and get help. I dldn’t think the others
would be back home yet, so I came

down this trall hoping to pick you up.”

“Come on,” sald Kentucky, jumping
his horse up the trall. Jean put her
horse Into the trall behind him and

they pushed on & gteady run to where
the fork of the trall led up the Bench

to the Bar Hook. Here Kentucky
stopped his horse and Jean pulled In
alongside.

=Go back to the Bar Hook,” he told
her. *Harry Wilson onght to be back
there by now. Tell him to take the
best of the two cars and drive lke
h—l1 to Waterman. 1 want five more

men out here by sun-up tomorrow. I |

want Bud Jeffreys and Crazy Harris—"
he named three others he wanted, and
four or flve alternates in case some
were not to be found. All were men
he knew, now lald off for the winter
at or near Watérman, “Can you remem-
ber those?"

“Sure.”

“When you've put Harry Wilson on
his way, bring a couple of horses and
come back.

“He Iso't.”

“If you see a couple of poles that |

would make a stretcher, bring ‘em
along—one of the horses can trall ‘em
llke a travols. We'll take the boys te
the Bake Pan camp.”

“On the way!™ Jean whirled her
horse,

“Wait! Point out to me where Jio
and Bllly are”

Jean poloted,

Eentucky Jones made out a far-ofl
bottle-shaped dot upon the snow among

“Go Back to the Bar Hook,™ He
Told Her.

the other dark dots that were sage and

grease-wood; he recognlzed this as |

Bllly Petersen's fallen horse. He could
not see where Jim Homphreys lay. But
far off to the southwest he could see
the falutly moving specks that were
88 riders.

“There they go,” he whispered bit- |

terly.

“One of them tried to turn back and |

over-ride Jim Humphreys,” she sald,
“but Billy Petersen drove him off, I
can't see Lee Bishop down there—
guess he hasn't got down the trall yet.
I'll ke back as quick as I can.” She
turned her horse and was gone In a
flurry of hoof-lifted snow.

Kentucky Jones took the Bake Pan
trall. Lee Bishop was twenty minutes
ahead of him In reaching Billy Peter-
sen and Jim Humphreys; but he had
sighted Kentucky on the down trall,
and he walted now for him to come
up.

“They got Jim Humphreys,” sald Lee
Bishop morosely. “I bet he never lived
to hit the ground. If that boy was
shot once he was shot half a dozen
times."”

“What about Billy?*

Billy Petersen was leaning agalnst
his dead horse, hls legs stretched upon
his folded saddle blanket. In the fall-
Ing light his face lpoked a pale gray-
green. “I'm all right,” he sald without
conviction,

“He busted his ankle, some way,

when his horse flopped. We better take
him over to the lower camp, Kentuck—
he thinks he ean ride all right If we
lead along easy. We'll tle Jim Hum-
phreys on your horse, I guess. He's
lying over here about a hundred
yards."
. They traveled the half mile to the
Bar Hook Bake Pan eamp slowly, Lee
Bishop and Kentucky walking and
leading the horses.

“How did this thing start?”

“Me and Jim was coming home™
Billy Petersen sald, “past our south-
west well. The 88 bhad stuck up a kind
of a tripod there, like as If to repre-
sent & well of thelr own, and It made
us mad. We threw it down. Coming
on about a mile farther we run Into
these four fellers, riding toward us.
Three of em was together, and one
laylng back, when we met up. They
come up In front of us and stopped.
One of ‘em sald, *‘Which one of you is
boss here? Jim Humphreys sald, ‘Who
the h—1 wants to know? One of 'em
says, ‘T see you threw down our well
tripod.’ Jim says, ‘And what If T did?
well, one word led to another, and
finally one of 'em says, ‘D—n you,
Blshop—""

“Rishop ™ sald Kentucky.

“That's what he called him. -Jim
didn't bother te tell him different. Then
all of a sudden the guns was out.”

*Who pulled the first lron?" Ken-
tucky asked.

“Jim did,” sald Bllly Petersen
mournfully, *Jim, he fred the first
shot. Only he missed. One of the 88
fellers made the quickest draw I ever
see or heard tell of. His first shot put
Jim out of business, I think. One of
‘om took a throw at me, and the other
two Iml;r‘_"il It into Jim as he went
down, 1 grabbed out my gun and I
threw a shot some place, but I don't
know where, because right then my
d—n pony blew up. He made two or
three pliches and then he took and
run wild with me for two, three hun-
dred yards; T pulled his fool head right
back In my lap, but he Just run loce,
star gozing, 1 got him turned around
—] don't know where I was exactly—
when all of a sudden he somersauited
I forget what I was trying to do right
then.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

If your father's there—" |

| Coramon Duty to Wage
‘ Warfare on House Fly

Effort to change the name of the
common house fly to typhold fly s
the motive behind a movement stars-
ed by Dr. L. O. Howard, government
entomologist.

| The name, house fly" Is too

tame. The fly s accepted as a

nuisance, but not considered as the
| dangerous Insect it |ls. Government
| health authorities have proved that
the common flies that buzz about
homes and kitchens ecarry bacteria
which can Infect human belngs with
at least a dozen diseases In additlon
to typhold.

Doctor Howard states, “Even If the
fly were a creature difficult to de-
stroy, the fallure on the part of peo-
pleé to make any effort to reduce its
number could properly be termed
criminal neglect. As it Is now an
easy matter to do away with fies,
this neglect becomes an evidence of
ignorance. ., . . It Is the duty of
every Individual to guard against the
occurrence of flies updn his premises,”

As Doctor Howard says, it I3 no
longer difficult to rid & house of
flles. A rellable fly killer when
sprayed In a fine mist Is the must
effective method of ridding the honge
of flles and other insects,
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END for 2 genuine High Power
Coleman Mantles. Use them on your
gasoline pressure lamp or lantern. Let
them prove that they are mads stronger,
last lenger, give more light Lowest
cost to use. Just the right size, shape
and weave for longer and better light-

| ing service.
Mantles are always fresh: guar-
Lad e TecCom-

on the mantle protects yeu against subseti-
tutes. Send 104 In stamps or coin to cover

post and handling. You'll get your two
llllsﬂ Col les p tly. Ben

today. <
THE COLEMAN LAMP & STOVE CO.
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PIGS THRIVE ON BANANAS

There's a faster way of prodoe-
ing bams and bacon than feeding
plgs all the corn they will eat. “Glve
them some bananas" says Hawall
producers,

As In other parts of the United
States, the agricultural experiment
station Is an lmportant feature In
the territory of Hawall. Prof. L. A,
Henke, animal husbandman of the
University of Hawall, has just an-
nounced the results of a banana diet
for plgs. A 25 per cent ration of

the fruit puts on welght more rap-
Idly than a full graln ratlon.

Quick, Safe Relief
For Eyes

SINGLE ROOM AND PRIVATE BATH

NEW YORK CITY

A new hotel on 42nd Street 2 blocks east
of Grand Central Siation.
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LET US MAKE YOUR

VACATION TRIP SAFER

EFORE you start on your vacation trip, — Recent tests by a leading University show thae
B let us completely inspect your car. There ““":‘m"“n':‘n s"‘“’] N:“‘"&"l T"“mm 15%
i is no charge for this service and it will guick ( ; 1"_‘“”‘ e
assure you of a safer and more enjoyable trip. MF:"“ e s e ahee 1 “"'m.
For the convenience and safety of car Peak Race where a skid means
owners Firestone has established more than = =
500 Auto Supply and Service Stores through- 2 -_gre they bwmm =

out the country, and thousands of Firestone
Dealers are also equipped with complete
Auto Supplies and complete Service
Departments, to test and service your tires,
brakes, batteries, spark plugs, in addition
to power lubrication and crank case service.

AVOID THE DANGER
/OF BLOWOUTS

‘estone removes the danger of blowouts
preventing their main cause—internal
ion and heat. This is accomplished by

E
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-Dipping.

THERE ARE THREE QUESTIONS AND
ANSWERS THAT WILL SOLVE YOUR
PROBLEM OF WHAT TIRES TO BUY:

“Will the tread give me the greatest
traction and protection against

1

skidding?”

Speed Tires stop can,

Gum-Dipped cords
2;in greater blowout
protection. pping
isnotused in other tires.

Wider, Rattertread
ives more than 50%
ernon-skid wear.

Made with the highest
grade of rubber and cotton.
Accurately balanced and
rigidly inspected and we
know it is as perfect as
hyman ingenuity can

make it.

4.50-11| 97.78 ||4-75-1900| 10,08
4.95-19] ®8.30 ||5.00-1900] 1008
5.00-19| s.90 |[5.25 188 12.30

5.25-18| 9.7% i
5.50-17| 10,70 ||6.00-17v0| 14.38
6.00-16| 11,98 ||6.50-19+:] 17.48

Othgr Sates Frogestiomately Low

i Firestone
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amazing being
ever built. In the gruelling 500-Mile Race at Indiane
apolis, May 30th, every one of the 3 was

ipped with Fir GumlegpdTmNumc
of the 33 drivers had tire trouble

Ab Jenkins drove his 5,000 d car on Fi

Gum-Dipped Tires over the hot salt beds of Utah,
3,000 miles, averaging 127.2 miles per hour, with
lem;iendn:ru as high as 120°, without tire trouble
any kin

3 “Without sacrificing these two

important safety features will they give
me longer mileage, thus making them
most economical tires I can buy™

— Firestone High Speed Tires not only give yoa
more than 507} longer wear, but lowest cost per
mile. In fact, unequaled mileage records of thousands
of car owners add undisputed evidence of the longer
jf;ie:r and greater economy of Firestone High Speed

es.

Equip vour car with a set of Firestone Gum-Dipped
Non-Skid Tires, the safest tires ever built and avoid
the dangers of skidding and blowouts.

:
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You Always Get Better Quality at No Higher Price
when You Buy a Firestone Tire with the Firestone

Name and Guarantee—LIBERAL TRADE-
IN ALLOWANCE FROM THESE PRICES
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