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FIGHTING HORSE VALLEY 87

them out and safely hidden somewhere
else.

The two horses went on through the
moonlight. There was no sound but the
creaking of leather and the thudding of
horses’ hoofs.

“You said we’'d stay away from the
regular trail home, Chet. Why?”

“Your uncle may not be the only one
intendin’ to go in that mine tonight,” said
Chet grimly. “De Aviguez knows now
what I found. Buck told him. Maybe /%e
intends to go in theah tonight. I'm takin’
you a roundabout way in case he put some-
body to keep me from interferin’. We
won’t meet anybody, this way.”

Carol rode in silence. Then:

“But Uncle . .. If Mr. de Aviguez goes
in there . ..”

“Want me to guard it against everybody
but Wallace?” asked Chet. “I've got to
think some about Buck!”

HEY came out upon open ground.

High, rolling country, this. Far away,
lights twinkled in the JW ranch house.
(arol reined in.

“T'Il go on alone, Chet. You—try to
find Buck. I'm—worried. I'm such a
nuisance! Making you do all kinds of

things for someone who hates you, just be-
cause I'm sorry for him!”

“An’ I'm makin’ you do all sorts of
things,” said Chet quietly, “to hurt some-
body who loves you. I guess it’s even.”

He smiled rather queerly at her. She
tilted up her face to be kissed, and then
pressed close as his arm went about her.

“We’ two queer folks,” he told her
aruffly. “We'll get along.”

Then he sat watching as her sleek horse
trotted away toward the ranch house he
must not enter.  When she was out of sight
he turned away. And, riding back to the
Hanks, he thought grim thoughts about
the white-haired, desperate man in that
ranch house. Murder somewhere in his
past. He’d hidden his victims where they’d
be utterly, utterly safe. Then Chet had
turned up to disclose them. . . .

It was a ride of an hour at least from
the JW ranch house to the Hanks.

He came to a spot from which the
Hanks’ shack was visible, still a long dis-
tance away, but notable because of lamp-
light showing through windows. That yel-
low glimmer caught his eye. Then he
thought he saw something else. The moon-

light was vivid. But the distance was too
great. If he actually saw something mov-
ing, some dark mass before the door, the
light was yet too faint and the house too
far for him to be sure of it.

“Mmmh!” he reflected. “If that’s Buck,
he’ll hang around to tell me what he found
out. They know wheah I went an’ he’ll
know I’'m comin’ back.”

He hastened a little. But there were
two minor ravines and a long steep hill-
side to negotiate. It was more than half
an hour before he rode up to the shack.
Then the space before it was empty. The
door stood open, and ’Bijah Hanks moved
nervously about, complaining bitterly to
himself in a whining monotone.

Chet dropped the dun horse’s reins over
his head and went in. Tommy Hanks was
up again, rubbing his eyes as he gazed
fearfully at his father. He stared awedly
at Chet when he came in.

“Did y’shoot ’em, Chet?” he asked
shrilly. “Did y’git all of ’em? You’ goin’
to be a outlaw now?”’

“Huh? What’s this?” demanded Chet.
“What y’talkin’ about?”

Hanks stared unbelievingly at him.

“M-my Gawd, Chet! D-didn’t you see
the Sheriff?”” he asked through suddenly
chattering teeth. ‘“He was heah with two
deputies, lookin’ for you!”

Chet stared.

“The Sheriff? Lookin’ for me? 1Wasn't
Buck Enderby with him?”

“N-no.” Hanks knees trembled. He
sat down abruptly. “They was lookin’ for
vou. They hunted high an’ low. Lisbeth,
she told ’em you was gone to the JW. I
wouldn’t ha’ told ’em, Chet! I wouldn’t
ha’ give you away!”

Chet shrugged.

“No need to get excited,” he said short-
ly. “Buck prob’ly told the Sheriff I was
waitin’ heah.”

“They—they come in with theah guns
out,”” chattered Hanks. “They’d s'r-
rounded the house first, Chet! They wanted
to ’rest you. They wouldn’t believe vou
was away. Strangers, those deputies.
They tried to take Typhoon, but he fit
)em.”

“What’s that?” Chet raged, suddenly.
He plunged out of the house and ran down
to the corral. But the big horse was still
there. As Chet came racing to the gate
and through it, Typhoon was nosing curi-
ously at a heap of something on the































































658 REAL WESTERN

he found that the only subject on which
Chet seemed to hear him speak was de
Aviguez.

“Uh—how is it you're so sure Mr. de
Aviguez did this job?” he asked at last.

‘“He 'ranged for Carol to go some place,”
said Chet evenly. “He hired Lisbeth Hanks
to say 1 wanted to speak to her. He paid
her twenty dollars to tell that lie.”

“But why would Miss Bradley go to a
place to meet you?” he asked. “Why
shouldn’t you go to the ranchhouse? Did
she make a practice—”

Chet told him shortly of their engage-
ment, of meetings away from the JW be-
cause of Wallace’s dislike.

HE Sheriff began to see safety ahead
if he could keep Chet talking. A
talking man rarely acts.

“But even if somebody—uh—took Miss
Bradley to some place,” he insisted, “it
wasn’t bound to be Mr. de Aviguez.”

“No?” said Chet without intonation.
“Lisbeth told me he hired her to do it. She
suggested it to him. She hadda reason to
hate Carol, an’ de Aviguez stopped at her
F2’s house an’ offered five hundred dollars
if he’d set a trap for me.”

“Huh!” said the Sheriff. “All this must
have happened last night. He didn’t have
any grudge against you then!”

“T bought a mine,” said Chet shortly.

“But what’s that got to do with {t?”

Then Chet told him. He told the Sheriff
everything that associated de Aviguez and
Wallace with the mine and the two skele-
tons again sealed in the depths of that
long-deserted shaft. He added, detachedly,
his own interpretation of the facts he nar-
rated, putting them with de Aviguez’s
known fondness for the sort of pleasure
which is achieved by inflicting pain, with
the details of his father’s last exit from the
Hanks’ shack, and with various stray items
which welded the whole into an unassail-
able structure of logical inference.

“Theah were two skeletons down in the
mine,” said Chet 2t the end. “I lvoked at
the top one, but I didn’t touch him. That
was your job. I didn’t see the other one
close. But rememberin’, now, I'm right
certain that the other skeleton fits into
what I’ just told you.”

The Sheriff stared feverishly at the
mountainsides round about. He under-
stood all that Chet had told him. He be-
lieved every word of it, down to the last

least inference and the most important of
deductions, The Sheriff not only believed,
but he knew that Chet was right. Because
he had been a grown man and iIn politics
for a long time in Fighting Horse Valley.
The alliance between Wallace and de
Aviguez had always possessed its peculiar
aspects. This tale explained them. And
the Sheriff had been receiving orders and
suggestions from de Aviguez ever since
Chet came in the Valley, and this tale ex-
plained them, too. He knew more about
the politics of Fighting Horse Valley than
ever before, after Chet’s unimpassioned
recital.

Typhoon started out of brush a bare fifty
yards away, snorting, and went on ahead.
But he stopped while still in view and
looked curiously at Chet. It seemed odd
to Typhoon that Chet paid him no atten-
tion at all. He liked Chet.

The ridden horses went on. Chet was
silent again, The Sheriff sweated and raced
his brains. If he could get rid of Chet,
knowing what he knew now. . . .

A spidery line of telephone-poles. The
Sheriff wondered- desperately if they had
been sighted anywhere, if by any possible
chance an ambush was already bezing pre-
pared. Anybody who saw them would
know, of course, that Chet had the Sheriff
prisoner and would shoot him at the first
sign of trouble. Everybody knew that
Chet should be shot on sight. And the
Sheriff had been directing a far-flung hunt
for Chet, investigating every wild rumor
that Chet had been sighted. He’d done all
that by telephone, and this telephone-wire
led to a fire-warden’s cabin at the bottom
o. a fire-tower. Wallace and the JW hands
were hunting savagely about this very spot.
There ought to be somebody there. If
someone were atop the tower. . ..

“De Aviguez’s place is at the end of this
phone-line,” said the Sheriff hoarsely. He
was frightened, but even a politician has
his moments of courage when the reward
is plain enough and near enough at hand.

Chet turned unquestioningly. He could
have seen the fire-tower ahead, but appar-
ently he did not. He took his gun from
its holster and inspected it in the detached,
meticulous fashion of a workman looking
over a tool he is about to use for an im-
portant task. The Sheriff sweated freely.
He was gambling. He suddenly realized
that he might be gambling with his life.
If they’d been seen from the tower, or if
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HROUGH broken, gray clouds, the

first dawn light was spreading when
Mark reached the outskirts of Brandsville.
At its edge he leaped out of the wagon, ran
across to a small red bam, dashed back
and drove on. At the corner where the
main streets crossed, he turned and headed
down an alley behind the bank.

A light shone through the transom. Mark
ran up and knocked. A lock turned, the
door opened a crack, a forty-five scowled
through inquiringly. Peering out over it
stood John Estes, white haired and griz-
zled, an oldtime cowman turned banker.
His voice was a suspicious growl.

“Who are you? An’ what you want at
a bank’s back door this time o’ day?”

“I'm Mark Williams from the Circle A.
Been movin’ purty lively since that shoot-
in’ yisterday. I got sumpin to tell ye an’
show ye—sumpin powerful interestin’.”

Estes knew an honest cowboy face when
he saw one. A glance into Mark’s steady
brown eyes and he holstered his forty-five,
swung the door wide.

“Come in,” he invited, leading the way
to his private office back of the vault. “I've
been here all night checkin’ things over,”
he added drowsily. “So hurry an’ git that
load offa yore mind.”

Mark talked rapidly, Estes listening
pop-eyed. Mark had almost finished his
story when the front door boomed with a
loud, impatient knock. The banker hur-
ried out to answer it.

“Come in, Shep,” he exclaimed. “What’s
the latest?”

Shep replied jerkily, in a voice high and
tense with excitement.

“Jest brought Jerry Bass in. We had
an awful gunfight with that Montana kid.
He plugged Jerry in the leg, shot my horse
smack out from under me, so we both rode
in on Jerry’s. Mark stole a Circle A team
an’ wagon to make his git-away an'—"

“Durn funny,” Estes interrupted, “when
good swift saddle bronks are plenty on the
ranch. A wagon is mighty slow goin’,
specially when the law is ridin’ on yore
trail.”

«yeh, it does look crazy. Mark cain’t
be far away. Soon as I can find Ed Gil-
bert, we'll lope out an’ bring him in.”

“Come on back,” said Estes. “I want
you to see an’ hear sumpin mighty inter-

r»

estin’.
At the office door he stepped back for
Shep to enter, Shep got one look, tried

REAL WESTERN

to whirl and dodge behind Estes just as
Mark leaped forward. With one hand he
seized Shep’s belt, with the other poked a
gun against his belly.

“Stick 'em up, you crooked hound!”

“Go on in,” ordered Estes, as the as-
tonished Shep flung up his hands. He
stepped through the doorway, stood against
the wall while the banker dropped into a
chair. In a moment Shep regained his
self-possession,

“Rode in to rob the bank,” he sneered.
“Lost yore nerve an’ hit the trail when
lead begun to sting. Left vore sidekick to
do the stickup singlehanded later.”

“You an’ Gilbert framed it to look that
way. They’s a $5,000 reward fer dead
bank robbers. You an’ him lost a lotta
money when yore crooked schemes went
sour.”

“Bunk!” rasped Shep. “Who'll believe
a bandit ag’in’ a bank cashier like Gil-
bert?”

“They don’t have to take a bandit's
word. T've got plenty proof.”

*“So you sneaked in to square yoreself,”
snarled Shep, “throw a bluff to save yore
neck.”

“Shore cuts a figger, squarin’ myself,”
Mark declared. “Specially by showin’ up
a pair of crooks an’ murder plotters.”

Shep wrung his elevated hands, screwed
up his face and turned a pleading look at
Estes,

“Have him put up his gun,” he begged,
“an’ let me go find Ed. When we bring in
Mark’s pal, toes up, that’ll prove who’s on
the square.”

“If yo're so keen to find Ed Gilbert,”
roared Mark, ‘he’s out there in the alley—
with yore other pal, Jim Scott!”

He reached out and plucked Shep’s Colts
from their holsters.

“Come on!” he growled.

With Mark’s gun prodding Shep, the
three strode out in the alley to the wagon.
Estes pulled back the canvas and peered in.

“It’s them, shore as shootin’!” he ex-
claimed.

At the sight Shep’s face went white as
lime.

“A doctor,” moahed Scott; ‘“hurry an’
git me a doctor!”

“Soon as you repeat what you told me,”
said Mark. “It won’t take long.”

“Gilbert,” Scott began with a groan, “he
got wise to Shep’s rustlin’, used it to make]
a tool of him. When Mark got next to it
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THE RANCH

MAIL POUCH

A REAL WESTERN FAN

Foreman Jim:

1 have been a reader of Western stories for a
long time and altho Max Brand was my /avorite
author 1 think that Clarence E. Mulford is a
clever writer and when 1 saw a REAL WESTERN
that was featuring a novel dby him 1 picked it up
and brought it home and ever since then I've
become a REAL WESTERN fan. And as long as
your stories continue with the same high stand-
ard of western stories I will remain one. And
after 1 gave a copy to one [riend ft seemed as i/
all Ris friends and mine sure went for it and now
we can hardly wait for the next nssue

8o good luck to REAL WEBTERN!

Please include my nwmne in your list for Pen
Pals in your Mail Pouch

VINCENT MONTAN ARO.
158 Calhoun Ave.,
Bridgeport, Conn.

A WELL EDUCATED YOUNG LADY

Dear Jim:

1 have just finished reading a few stories in
your wonderful Western Book, and I can truth-
Jully say that every story was very interesting.

Do you suppose you could find a few Pen Pals
for a lonely blonde girl, five feet five inches,
weighs one hundred twenty-two pounds? 1 hope
vou can, as I love to write letters to those in
other states, cities. and perhaps otRer countries.

1 am well educated and I am at present on the
Jarm with my parents.

The last few years ! Aave been living in cities
and towns 80 as to secure the best advantages
toward education.

1 will exchange snapshots with all young men
(between eighteen and twenty-five). Young ladies
are welcome to write too.

1 puess I'll state a few facts about myself, so
you won't be disappointed about who you write
to—I'm not a girl who likes a ‘‘fast lot"” of
friends, I mean those whko drink, gamble, or
smoke (much). 1 do not dance, for one reason
is that my parents did not teach me to. though
1 would like to learn. 1 love to travel and always
see the bright side of life.

Are you willing to write or not? Don't neglect
this plea—it is a sincere request Mol

cL.

MIS8 F. B.
of Okla.

A CALIFORNIA RAMBLER
Dear Boss: i

Will you kindly include me in your Ranch Mail
Pouch for some Pen Pals?

I'm 29 years of age, 67 incles tall, ruddy com-
plexion., brown eyes, and curly Rhair.

Have rumbled over NortR, Central and South
America, in the Marine Corps—>Merchant Marine—
and adventurer. Like to hear from most anyone
who wishes to write—and I'll do my best to an-
swer one and all.

1/ speak and read Spanish, but do not iwrite it,
1 also read and speak some French, 20 from wher-
ever these letters should come '’ do my best to
answer them—Swedish, German, French or Italian.
Now doggone it write to

THE VAGABOND L, L. KLUSE.

Box 746, State School for Boys,
Whittier. Calif.

A YOUNG MISS
Dear Jim:

Please print my letter in your Pen Pal depart-
ment. 1 will gladly answcer all Ie"era 1 receive.

! am a girl 13 yrs. old and am 4 ft. 11% in.
tall, 1 hau light Rair and blue eyes. 1 would
like to hear from girls and boys all over I'. 8. 4.

GLADYS HILL.
Tryon, Nebr.

NOT HARD TO LOOK AT
Dear Jim:

1 have just finished rcadmg my first REAL
WESTERN MAGAZINE and ] think it's great. The
novel ‘Gun Law Range’ is one good story, give us
some more of that type. 1 am looking for Pen
Pals all over the world especially from the West.
] am § ft. 7, weight 135, fair complexion, and
considered not bad to look at. Will exchange
snapshots. 1 like all sports. music, and Riking.
I wish REAL WESTERN tRke best of luck.

JOS. B, BEDNAR.
542 Railroad St.,

Wmdber Pennsylvania.

M1SS ROSADELL "Rosy" Johnson (16, interested
in all sports), Box §<, Chicayo City, Minn.

KENT TAYLOR (22, prefers girls who like adven-
ture), 707 (umberiand St.. Dallas, Texas.

MISS VIOLET REA (26, will send snapshots, pust
cards and newspapers), 64 Sampson kd.. Spark-
brook, Birmingham 11, Warwickshkire, Eng.

LESLIE ASKEW (19, will answer all letters), 90
Parrock St., Gruvesend, Iient, England.

MISS VERA MURPIY (boys and girls of 17 and

18 wanted), Mason St.. Bucchus Marsh, Vic-
toria, Australia.

DOUIE LOGAN (16, plays a guitar), Koute 8.
Stratford, Ukla.

LYLE CALVERT woodnalured), U. 8. Vet. CCC
Camp 3815, Yukon, O

MISS HI:LI;‘V IlOI'I"E 435 ‘milk maid on farm).

R.F.D. 2, Fayette, la.

LESTER C. WUESTERFELD (16. football player).
448 HKlotter Ave., Cincinnati,

MISS MAMIE NELSON (21, radio yodlcr) Route
1, Decatur, Ala.

WILLARD S$MITH (19, considered handsome),
Coast Artillery, Fort De Russy, Honolulu, T. H

PHILIP BAIN (28, nature loving inventor), Box
254, Fort Peck, Mont.

MAGILL (17, 6 ft. 1 in., wants to be a
Jorest rangcr). Salisbury, Mo. .

MISS CAROLYNE GEVIRTS (18, considered
pretty), 2063 W. Lawrence Ave., Chicago.

R. VLATTIMORE (22. part Indian), Forest City.

4D‘I).IE. WALKER (17, will exchange snapshots).
517 W. Lincoln St., Luverne, Minn
HbRBERT MARGAN 415 Jond of all sports),

e 1, Xemard, Tex
WEEI) (16, blue eyes), 110

Rou

Mlaa EMOGENE
Keneke Rd., Darien, Conn.

EDWARD SCHREIBER (19, weakness for blondes,
brunettes and redheads), Coast Artillery, Fort
De Russy. Honolulu, T. H.

MISS THELMA FAIR (16, junior in high school).
2186 N. 23rd St., Akron, Ohio.

MISS LAURA TALSTRUP (20, likes outdoor
sports, music, and reading), 336 4th St. S.E.,
Puyallup, Wash

MISS CORA E. GOLDSMITH (22, has presents for
first ten who write), 334 Ashton Ave., Lima,

Ohio.

AUGU.»TI.VE F. SANTOS (30, stranger in Cali-
fornia) 0. Box 769, Vallva. Calif.

MISS A\’\’IE’ SANDRES (5 ft. 5 in., some people
ga!:: her pretty), 309 N. Townville St., Sene:a,

MISS MILDRED E. GREEN (15, wants pen pals
from everywhere), Virginia St.. Farmville, Va

JOHN W. UPPERMAN (kitchen worker). . S.
Vet. CCC Camp 3815, Yukon, Okla.

MISS ANN FRAITAS (early teens, loves swim-
ming). Pinole, Calif.

ALBERT LA PLANT (17, wants to exchange
snapshots and postcards) 258 Park Ave., East
Hartford,

DERMOTT u'u ELE (1wcould like to hear from
cowboys and American girls), 16 Warrenmount
Place. S. (. Rd.. Dublin, Ireland.

1SS ELEONORE BISEK (15, wants loads of let-
ters). 856 N. Lincoln St., Chicago.

MISS ‘GERTRUDE INGRAHAM (23, hazel eyes
}zvnd broun hair), 558 Ridyeway Ave Rochester,

Y.

JACK DILLENBECK (32, wants female cor-
respondents, anes 25 to 82), Camp St. Marys,
G. N. P-11, 575th Co. CCC, Glacier Pk., Mont.

MISS RILLIE LEAVENTON (teens. rides like a
cowhoy). 3601 5. Presa St., San Antonio, Texas.

CURTIS O'DONNELL lsoldier in mountain artil-
lery). Baller,/ A 2nd F. Fort Clayion. C. 2.

MISS DOLLY NEFF (16, boys between 15 and 25
wanted). Route I, Poleau, Okla.

TOMMY DAVIS (16, come on. girls, write to a
lonely kid), Rt. 2, Box 265. Porterdille, Calif.
MORGAN ROSS (Ii likes qirls with swceet dis-
positions), 6076 Franklin Ave.. Hollywood, C'alnl
ROY POERTNER (27, 6 /L., outdoor lover), }41

S. Harrison Ave., Kirkuood. Mo.

MiISS FRF‘IN CHASTAIN 116. brou.n hair, blue
eyes), 248 Ariz. Apt., Trinidad, Cal

JOSEPH A. PETER '(wants to hear from stamp
collectors), 400 Norton Way, Bucyrus, Ohio.

MISS TOMMIE McKANE (33, circus people and
wild west riders wamed) Star City. Ark.. Monti.
cello, R, ¢/o 3lrs. N. E. Robinson.

LAWRENCE MADISON (30, loves reading and let-
ter writing), 761 10th Ave.. New York City.
NORMA‘\ WILLETE (18. jack of ali trades), 220

ain St., Fort Kent, Maine.

GLENV CHICHESTER (3},
Route 8, Wayne. Nebr.

turkey rancher),
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