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TENTH INSTALMENT 

"Plenty,” answered Johnny suc- 

cinctly. "Had a run in with Mon- 
tana Wade an’ a jasper called Spike, 
back at Jake Butterfield’s. They 
come bustin’ in loud-mouthed an’ 

bossy like an’ told Jake that Spelle 
wanted all the 30-30 ca’tridges he 
had in the ionjt. Addin’ that crack 
to the one Pink heard them dry- 
gulchers made last night about 
rushin’ the randh here an’ cleanin' 
up the whole shebang, I figgered 
mebbe it’d be a purty good idee to: 

lorral that ammunition ourselves. 
So I sorta argued ’em outa it an’ 
brought it along.” 

"Oh—yuh did, huh?” rumbled 
Delevan peering intently at Johnny. 
“Yuh musta done some damn fast 
talkin’.” 

“Tollable — tollable,” nodded 
Johnny, “I don’t alius stutter when 
I got somethin’ real important to 

say.” 
'Hi-rumph!” Delevan cleared his 

throat .again. "Yuh never out-argu- 
ed Montana Wade without killin’ 
him. I know that jasper too well.” 

"Did I say I didn’t kill him?” 
asked Johnny innocently. r 

At this statement a squeak of joy 
broke from Pink Crosby and he 
leaped upon Johnny to belabor him 
joyfully on the back. 

Uh dang yore miserable hide, 
chortled Pink. "Johnny, if yuh 
clicked off that danged snake-in- 
the-grass I love yuh like a brother." 

"Couldn’t help it,” remarked 
Johnny soberly. "He went fer his 
hawg-laig first. An’ then this Spike 
hombre was backin’ his play. He 
got out o’ it lucky. I jest smashed 
his shoulder. I reckon that evens 

the count fer you and Pod, Pink.” 
“I’ll tell a man it does,” declared 

Pink fervently. "Wait ’till olePod 
hears o’ this. He’ll get well over 

night.” 
"Hope so. By the way—mebbe 

we better bring Pod up to the house 
here. I got a hunch we’re due fer a 

visit from Spelle an’ his crowd. An’ 
say, Jim, accordin’ to Jake Butter- 
field ole Spelle offered him five 
hundred dollars if he’d refuse tto 
sell yuh any more supplies.” 

"Damn him!” rasped Delevan. 
"An’ what did Jake tell him?” 

"Told him to go jump in the 
lake.” 

"Good fer Jake. I won’t fergit 
that. Dunno but what yuh’re right 
about bringin’ Pod up to the house, 
Can he be moved, Doc?” 

"Aye,” nodded McMurdo. "If it 
is necessary.” 

"Looks like it’s damn necessary. 

Johnny, yuh an’ Pink go down 
with Doc an’ fix up a stretcher outa 

blankets. I’ll have Chang git a bed 
in shape. An’ bring all the shootin’ 
irons around the bunkhouse with 

yuh. If Spelle wants a argument 
he’s shore due to git it.” 

Twenty minutes later Pod For- 

tune, still unconscious, was safely 
reposing in the ranchhouse. Johnny 
T_1 Tim fTplpvan to 

abandon his belbved porch corner 

and have his chair wheeled inside. 
Now that grim old warrior was sit- 

ting at the edge of a ofrnt window, 
a loaded Winchester across his 
knees and an open box of ammuni- 
tion at his elbow. Pink Crosby,] 
similarly armed, patrolled the reari 

windows, which looked out *on the 

slope of the plateau, while Doc Mc-| 
Murdo, who had gruffly announced 
his intention of seeing it through 
with his friends, sat in the same] 
room with Delevan, glaring dourly 
at the gulf of the desert. For him- 
self Johnny was in the kitchen de- 

vouring the meal Ronny had pre- 
pared for him. 

IHe was doing his best to keep 
Ronny from suspecting the true 

state of affairs but she, with her 
cleverness and intuition, would not 

be thwarted. 
"Johnny,” she said, standing at 

his elbow. "Something terrible is 
about to happen. Tell me now, what 
is it?” 

Johnny tried unsuccessfully to 

avoid both her parching eyes and 
equally searching words. He had 
to capitulate in the end. 

"Well Ronny,” he mumbled fin- 
ally. "It’s like this. Speele’s crazy- 
mad—must be. We’ve licked him 
at every turn o’ the trail. He’s get- 

---I 
tin’ desperate. On the fact o’ 
things it looks like he’s goin’ to 

bust wide open by tryin’ to clean 
up on all of us. I figger he’s go- 
in’ to attack this ranch. So does 
yore dad. We’re /est gettin’ ready 
fer him, that’s all.” 

"Bu-but the Ikw,” argued Ron- 
ny. "What will the law say?” 

“I dunno. Me—I ain’t figgerin’ 
on the law to help us out o’ the 
mud. An’ Spelle don’t give a cuss 

fer the law. It’s pretty generally 
understood right now that he was 

in back o’ that hank hold-up. Tc 
everybody what ain’t prejudiced it 
shore looks that way. An’ the law 
ain’t boo to him about it.” 

"But—but, somebody will be 
killed,” wailed Ronny. 

I "I reckon,” said Johnny slowly. 
"Le’s hope it won’t be anybody in 
this house. An’ when it does start 

—an’ if it does—I want you to get 
out o’ the way o’ lead. They’s a 

cellar to the house ain’t they?” 
Ronny stiffened and her little 

chin went out. "Johnny Clehoe, if 
you think I’m going to skulk in 
the cellar while, the rest of you 
fight, you’re mistaken. I can’t shoot 
very well but I know how to loud 
the extra guns. Indeed I won’t 
hide out.” 

"Aw golly, argued Johnny des- 
perately. "Please Ronny—please. If 
yuh don’t I amble right out in the 
open with the first, shot.” 

"If you do—I amble with you”, 
said Ronny defiantly. "So there.” 

In the end she had her way, and 
because of his worry for her Johnny 
prowled morosely about the house 
for the rest «f- an afternoon that 
seemed interminable. Just as the 
last rays of the sun were filtering 
through the window Doc Mc- 
Murdo stood up with a snort. 

"I na believe that mon Spelle will 
come,” he rumbled. "I’m off for 
yon town. 

By this time even Johnny began 
to doubt the soundness of his the- 

ory and he offered no argument to 

the contrary with the old Scotch- 
man. 

"Sorry to have kept yuh this 
long, Doc, he drawled. "Come on, 
I’ll go down an’ throw yore hull on 

yore brons for yuh.” 
The doughty Doctor lingered for 

a moment to give Ronny some last 
instructions about the care of Pod 
Fortune so Johnny strolled corral- 
wards by himself. Fie led out the 
doctor’s horse and tossed the saddle 
blanket in place. He smoothed it 
deftly with one hand and reached 
for the saddle with the other. At 
thot moment a single rifle shot 
crashed out, coming from the frin- 
ge of underbrush at the edge of the 
clearing to the north. Came the 
spat of speeding lead meeting flesh 
and the luckless bronco went down 
in a heap at Johnny’s feet. The 
slight leaning twist 'Johnny had 
given as he reached for saddle had 
saved his life, and the bullet, which 
otherwise yould have torn through' 
the center of his chest, struck the 
horse at the angle of one jaw and 
ranged upward through the ani- 
mal’s brain. 

Like a flash Johnny whirled and 
went racing for the ranchhouse. It 
was far closer to tlje bunkhouse but 
even if he did reach it in safety he 
would swiftly be cut off from the 
rest of the ranch defenders to be 
eventually wiped out ignominous- 
ly. All this went through his mind 
as he ran, and though he knew his 
chances of ever reaching the ranch- 
house alive were slim indeed, he did 
not falter. Instead he drew his gun 
as he ran and threw shot after shot 
at the treacherous undergrowth. 

The answering fire was murder- 
ous. Bullets whispered at his ears 

and plucked, at his clothes. IHis hat 
■was whisked from his head. Some- 
thing seared across his left thigh. 
Once he lurched and went head- 
long, but with Ronny’s despairing 
scream echoing in his ears he was 

up and on again. The porch was 

close now, beckoning him on. He 
tried to fire again but the hammer 
of his Colt snicked futilly. The gun 
was empty. 

And now a cursing figure leaped 
clear of the underbrush and sank to 

one knee, sighting steadily alony 
the barrel of 4 Winchester at 

Johnny’s bobbing shoulders. Inside 
the big living room a virulent oath 
fell from old Jim Delevan’s lips 
and the rifle which had rested 
across his knees leaped to his 
shoulder and spat fire. The 
crouching figure at the edge of 
the brush stiffened and rolled over, 
while the bullet that had been 
meant for Johnny ripped harmless- 
ly into the ranchhouse roof. 

Johnny took the porch steps in 
two long leaps and burst through 
to the sanctuary of the house. 
Ronny had her arms about him im- 
mediately. 

"Johnny—Johnny,’ she whisper- 
ed brokenly. "I thought they had 
killed you.” 
Johnny patted her head. "Thought 
so m’self for a minute,” he pant- 
ed. "The dang bush-whackers shot 
the heel plumb off’n my left boot. 
Wow! That was shore some hot 
sprint. Now brace up, honey. We 
got work to dot" 

Johnny limped into the big room, 

punching empty shells from his .45. 
He caught up a handful of fat, yel- 
low shells from a heap on the table 
andd rqjjned them through the 
loading gate, clicking the cylinder 
around with his thumb. 

"If you ain’t a fool for luck,” 
rumbled Jim Delevan. "What yuh 
limpin’ abouj£” 

"Lost a heel o’ my boot,” grin- 
ned Johnny. "Got a flat wheel on 

the left side. I reckon I owe yuh 
one, Jim.” 

"Huh. Fergit it. I may be glued 
to this dang chair, but I ain’t fer- 
got how to look down a Winchest- 
er. Hell, there goes another pane 
of glass. An’ that stuff costs like 

blazes in this neck o’ the woods. 

"Let ’em have their fun. Good 
thing yuh built this ole house outa 

logs instead o’ sawed lumber. The 
soft-point slugs they’re usin’ ain’t 
gettin’ through worth a cent. The 
shootin’ will slow up pretty quick 
I reckon. They cain’t have any hell 
of a lot o’ shells, seein’ as I beat 
’em to Jake Butterfield’s stock.” 

True to Johnny’s prediction the 
burst of fire which had followed 
him to the house and had grown to 

a veritable fusilade when Delevan 
had picked off the reckless marks- 
man who had been determined to 

get Johnny, gradually faded to a 

few desultory shots. To Jim Dele- 
van’s profane disgust there was 

hardly a sound pane of glass loft 
in the windows. After the first 
abortive attack on Johnny, Spelle’s 
men had pretty near circled the 
house. 

At intervals bullets whistled 

through the devasted windows to 

thud harmlessly on the inner walls. 
Once the whang of Pink Crosby’s 
rifle sounded, to be followed a mo- 

ment later by a shrill yell of tri- 
umph by the excited Pink. 

"Pink musta made a bullseye 
that clatter,” grinned Johnny to 

Delevan. "Shore, I’m—wow! That 
was a close one. Holy hen-hawks 
—what they got out there—a can- 

non?” 
Johnn’s exclamation was caused 

by a deep toned bellowing report 
from down in back of the bunk- 
house and by a big bullet which 
tore through the log wall, to cut a 

neat nick out of ope wheel of Jim 
Delevan’s chair, from there to pass 
on and splinter one leg of the table. 

"Sharps,” growled Delevan. "Ole 
buffalo gun. That jasper’s dang- 
erous. We g t to get him, John- 
ny. But he’s dsin’ black powder. 
See it hangin’ down yonder at the 
corner o’ the bunkhouse.” 

Johnny nodded and pulled back 
the hammer on his Winchester. 
Then he crouched at one corner of 
a window and watched the bunk- 
house with unblinking eyes. A slow 
minute ticked past before the big 
gun thundered again. This time the 

slug tore through not a foot from 
Delevan’s head to carry on and 

hopelessly wreck a framed Reming- 
ton picture on the inner wall. And 
the billow of smoke seemed to 

spring from the ridge pole of the 
bunkhouse. 
CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. 

Johnny grinned. "I reckon I owe you one, Jim.” 

Candy HalPs Lunch 
131 N. Main Street 

"A GOOD PLACE TO EAT” 
Club Breakfast’s, Blue Plate 
Lunches, Twenty-Five Cents 

Barbecue and Home-Made 
Brunswick Stew 

BEERS AND WINES 

Try CARDUI For 
Functional Monthly Pains 

Women from the ’teen age 
to the change of life have 
found Cardui genuinely help- 
ful for the relief of functional 

monthly pains due to lack 
of just the right strength from the 
food they eat. Mrs. Crlt Haynes, of 
Essex, Mo., writes: “I used Cardui 
when a girl for cramps and found 
It very beneficial. I have recently 
taken Cardui during the change of 
life. I was very nervous, had head 
and back pains and was In a gen- 
erally run-down condition. Cardui 
has helped me greatly.” 

Thousands of women testify Cardui bene- 
fited them. If It doea not benefit YOXt, 
consult a physician. 

U*8. Sea Scout Base Organized 
By Veteran of Foreign Navies 

HyTEMBERS of the Sea Scout Base 
1V1 at Port Gleason, on Goose 
Pond near Scranton, Pennsylvania, 
learn the elements of seamanship 
under the tutelage of Captain E. K. 
Roden, who began his career as a 

cadet in the Swedish Navy, held a 

commission in the Argentine Navy 
during the revolt against President 
Celman in the 1890’s, and later 
served as an officer in the U. S. 
Merchant Marine. 

Although a resident of the Inland 

city of Scranton. Captain Roden 
continues to find an outlet for bis 
love of tbe sea in his Sea Scout ac- 
tivities and as Director of the 
School of Navigation, International 
Correspondence Schools. Textbooks 
on navigation prepared by him are 

being used in teaching the nautical 
science to men and officers of the 
merchant marine, the enlisted per- 
sonnel of the U. S. Coast Guard, 
and the enlisted personnel of the 
U. S. Marine Corps. 

•Watchman Classified Ads are Profit Producers. I 

Han's good news for you people 
whose nerves an so Jangled, 
you can’t eat, sleep, or rest; who 
wmiy over trifles, start at sud- 
den noises, have Nervous Indi- 
gestion, Nervous Headache. 
DR MILES NERVINE WILL 
RELIEVE YOU QUICKLY. It 
was originated by a Nerve Spe- 
cialist especially for people in 
your condition. It has been 
making good for more than fifty 
years. 
Hundreds of thousands of nerv- 

ous people have had an experi- 
ence like that of Maud Thomas. 
Read her letter. You too will 
find the dollar you spend far 
your first bottle of Dr. Miles 
Nervine the best investment you 
ever made. If you don’t think 
so, we will return your dollar. 

'Em daao me more good than 
1 can express" 

I am a Dr. Miles Fan all tha 
way through. 1 have taken 
Nervine tor 2 years with good 
success. It is mors than it ia 
recommended to be and it has 
done me more good than 1 can 
express. I am m better health 
now than I have been tor ten 
years. Maud Thomas. 

Glasgow, Kentucky 
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QUICK 1 
PRINTING 1 
SERVICE 1 

1 We’ll Turn Out Fast Jobs 1 

I 
That Won’t Look Like | 

“Rush” Jobs! | 
When you need quality printing in a | 
hurry whether it be statements to | 
complete your month’s billings, letter §[ 
heads, or printing of any kind ... that’s j| 

- when you’ll appreciate the really quick % 
service of The Watchman Printshop. j[ 1 

II 
And the finished job never looks like a % 
‘‘rush” job . that’s one reason you I 
will appreciate the thorough efficency | 
of The Watchman Printshop organiza- || 
tion. Phone at any time when you need |<f 
printing, or drop in and arrange for it | 

M at your convenience. || 
j || 
| The Watchman Printshop 

jj^ ^ 

119 E. Fisher St. 

^ 

Phone 133 

^ 


