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CHAPTER V-—Continued

il
“That could hardly be,” Kentucky
answered.
“Why?

“Because he lay on the down-trall
side.”

“Which way—" The sheriff broke off
abruptly as Lee Bishop returned to the
room with Zack Sanders’ six-gun. He
took a quick stride forward and took
the gun in his hand

“What’s the matter? Campo Rag-
land demanded instantly.

The sheriff drew a deep breath and
blew it out through puffed cheeks.
The eager Intensity of inquiry had
gone out of him. *“l never have any
lock,” he grunted. *“This d—n thing
has sure worked out to make a fool of
everybody !™

“What's wrong with that gun?®”
Ragland again.

“Nothing, except the caliber.”
the sheriff. “It's a forty-five,
what’s the matrer with it
gsnow was there under Zack Sanders?”

“None,” said Bishop.

sald

sald

“Lee,” said the sheriff, *you found
Mason too: could you judge which
was killed first? Sanders or Mason?

“l wouldn't be able to draw any
difference.”

“Uh, bhubh,” sald Sheriff Hopper.
“This bere is the deviL. When | first

heard of this, 1 was hopeful we were
out of the woods. Naturally the first
thing that came to mind was that
Mason and Sanders shot it out. and
both dropped. But the caliber of
Zack’s gun—Iit throws that theory ont.”

“Shucks—right back on the double

suicide theory,” said Kentucky. “But
wait a minute!™

“What's the matter?

“The gun Mason carried was rthe

same caliber as this gun of Sanders#’
here,” Kentocky pointed our *It
passed at the inquest that Mason was

horse-jumps of your own house here;
and — by singular coincidence — that
neither you, nor your daughter, nor a
single one of your hands, was even
within earshot of the guns.™

After a moment Campo sald In a low
voice, “Floyd, what do you mean by
that?™

“Campo, | know that John Mason
was ycur close friend. [ know that
you ard your brand are as bad hurt
as anybody, is, almost. And with my
experience, | can reason that the thing
couldn’'t have happened iIf any of you
had been here. But most people bate
coincidences, Campo.”

Ragland stood up. his face blank
“Floyd, If you're saying you smothered
that inquest as a favor to

“Maybe,”

me—""

sald the sheriff, 1 should

just have let you explain all that to the

| rimrock in your own way.”

that's |
How much |

Campo Ragland sat down, his com
bativeness abruptly deflated. “Floyd.™
he said, “you shouldn't have done IL.”
have
irrita

“Of course to h~1 1 shouldn’t
done It!™ said the sheriff. his

| bility coming to the surface again A

killed by the accidental discharge of |

his own gun. How Is it we're so cer
tain now that Mason was not killed by
that caliber?”

The sheriff pulled a pipe from nis

a disgusted thumb. “Because,” he said,

“Mason was pot killed by the discharge |

of his own gun. John Mason was mnr
dered.”

They stared at him, and Kentucky
Jones heard the breath catch In Jean
Ragland’s throat.

“How long have you known this?
Campo Ragland demanded at last.

“I've known It," said the sheriff
“gince the day of Mason's death.”

“Then you knew at the Inquest—"

Sheriff Floyd Hopper did not avoid
the challenging stare of the cattleman
“Yes,” he sald, “I knew it at the in
quest.”

“I'm d—d If 1 see your idea, Floyd !
said Campo.
how much more you didn't
jary !

“Not much, Campo. John Mason was

tell the

gun of lighter caliber than forty-five
Tomorrow the whole country will know
that—and our chances of getting the
killer are cut in two.” He extended
his hands over the stove, but promptly
withdrew them again, and ins
peeled off his coat.

“Naturally,” Kentucky put in equa-
bly, “it's easier to catch a criminal who
thinks he's safe.”

“And easier yet,” said Campo {r
ritably, “to explain away a killing as
an accident!”

“Yes,” said the sheriff without heat
He returned Ragland's stare througn
the smoke cloud from his pine. “But
I also had one or two other reasons
For one thicg, this Is somme worse than
just a ovne-man Ekilling, Campo. It's
kicked the whole of Wolt Bench onte
the edge of a general smash.”

“We all have reason to know that,"
lagland growled.

“All right. Suppose now soumebody
that don't know much about it picks
himself out a first-class suspect. Sup
pose, for Instance, somebody just
goes around Wolf Bench pointing out
that Lee Bishop just happens to be the
man that found both Mason and San
ders—both deep hidden under the snow
There’s been many a blow-up on less
evidence than that—and with less
feeling back of it than this is going
to raise up here!”

Lee Bishop saw pothing. Campo
was eyeing Sheriff Hopper narrowly
“Somehow, Floyd,” he sald, “it seems
like to me you haven't come to your
real reason yet."

“No?" sald Sherift Hopper. He took
a deep drag on his pipe. “Then ['l
give you just cne reazon more. Maybe
you've forgot, Campo, that John Ma
son was shot down within a dozen

| are you
pocket and rammed tobacco into it with | Y

fine box I'm In, that Zack San
--.:“‘

lers is four

now

“Well, anyway, Floyd,” Campo mum
bled, “l1 appreciate what you tried
to do.”

*All right,” the sheriff accepted
“see that you do! Seems to me, Cam
po, thar after this you'd be justified
if you'd stop holding information hack

“What do you mean by that?

“Tonight over the phone | asked

you if anything else peculiar had hap
pened. You told me ‘No." But |
pen to know that yoo home here
Tuesday to find that had
been

hap
got
this house
searched.”

Kentucky Jones had never seen
Sheriff Floyd Hopper show to as good
advantage as he did tonight. He was

the man in the saddle here.

now sprawled behind his smoke, his
eyes surly and red, llke the eyes of
a bear.

“What bouse?" sald Campo Ragland
at last,

“This house,” sald the sheriff
trying to deo, Crmpo? It
doesn’t get you anything to stail with

| seemed unable to s

SYNOPSIS
Kentucky Jones, veteran cowman, at-
tends the Inguest Into the death of
John Mason, banker. Jean, daughter of
Campo Ragland, owner of the Bar
Hook ranch, where Mason met death,
surreptitiously passes to Jones the bul-

let which had killed Mason Kentucky
goes to work on the Bar Hook ranch.
The Mason verdict Ils accidental death
Bob Elliot, owner of the adjoining
range drives his cattle on the Bar
Hook range. Lee Bishop, Raglands

M

ranca boss, expostulates, and il
Cora Elliaot's

L insults him
and

foreman

Bishop Jones are astounded at
Ragland's Indifference to Elllot's ac-
tion Bishop urges Kentucky to try to
influence Jean to arouse her father
Jones tells her | knows she pur-
loined the bullet at the inguest. which
he bhas got rid of Her reaction mysit

fles him. Zack Banders. Bar Hook cook,
is found dead ered

have you given your horse?"

“Nothing yet. AMr. Ragland, #ir
—"

“How many times do | have to tell
you fellers—" Ragland began. “Well,
let It pass. Go feed your horse.”

“Now

"Nlll\

Joe St. Marle moved reluctantly ad

Ragland's command, and at the door

he =l ng Though he

pped, hesitat

eak. Il was As plaln
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| like he

| Start with me

| as If he had spoken that there was In
his mind a protest which be could npot
—or did not dare—put into words
Kentucky Jones thought he had |
| never seen the Indlan blood of the
man stand out so strongly The |

He sat |

“What |

| idee. It

me, This house was searched and some
thing was taken from IL."” .
“If you know that something was
| taken from this house,” Campo Rag
land said, *it's because you had h
taken yourself.”
Hopper shook his head. *All |

know is that something is gone from

| here—and never mind how | know that

| It'll have to satisfy you that 1| do
know it."

“It seems,” saild Campo Ragland,
“that you know a lot of things that
nobody thought you knew. [I'm think

! ing that maybe you know a lot of
things more.”

“What you'd better be finding out

“What I want to know Is |

| You could
gilled by two shots—no n n i : -
K J ots—not one from s | piay a straight game with me.

is this, Campo,” sald Sheriff Hopper.
“I'm no fool, even If 1 am the duly
elected sherif of Waterman county.
do a whole lot worse than

Campo's retort was mildly explosive.

“Straight game? Of course I'm play

ing a straight game! [I'm willing to
turn face up what eards [ bhold—
they're always face up. It's not my
fault when | hold very d—n few !

cards.”

“What I'm saying is—"

The sheriff was Interrupted by the
opening of the outer door. In the

For
the
pres

doorway appeared Joe St. Marie.

a moment e hesitated, hand on
latch, obviously startled by the

ence of the sherifl.

“Shut that door,” sald Campo; and
Joe St. Marie came In and closed
door slowly behind him.

“What are you doing here?”

Joe St Murie swung off his hat and
stood staring blankly from Ragland
to Hopper and back again. *I1
my horse,” he said. “I had to leave
the other boys to take the beef on to
Waterman. [t would have spoiled the
cayuse to go on.”

Now Campo Ragland seemed to no
tice what Kentucky Jones had per
ceived at once; that Joe SL Marie's
face was the color of half-cured hay:
and the bronco rider’'s explanation of
his presence, If not altogether satisfac-
tory in itself, bad served to draw at
tention to the quickness of his breath
Campo said sharply, “You hurt, Joe?

“No sir. I'm all right. Well—I doa'
feel so good, at that.”

“You never feel so good,” Lee Bishop
grunted.

Campo Ragland hesitated, puzzled.
“You want to speak to rwe, Joe?" he
asked ar last,

“Who? Me? No, sir.”

“Well, see what you can find your-
self to eat. Walt a minute—what

breadih of face at the

the surface lights In St Marle's eyes
suggestied the Indian always; but the
blunt strength of his features ordi
narily offset rthis Impression. Just
now, though, a great part of that
strength had been no better than a
mask.

“Well? sald Campo softly

St. Marie opened the door and went
out, shoulders hunct us |
the grea! unseen pressure of a
existent wind

When he had left the rocm
was a moment or two of sllence.

ed against

naoti

there

cheek bones and |

last Saturday

Then |

the sheriff asked, “What's he afraid of, |

Campo?”
“Floyd, | haven't
might

the slizhtes'

Is slck™

got
be the man
aip’t sick.,” sald Hopper
“The blood was already coming back
to his face Campo, something has
happened to that man. just a few min
utes before he come into this room.”
“Do you suppose—" (ampo began
Somew here outside the nouse a gun
crashed; and though they could no

“That man

| judge either its exact direction or dis

| “You, Joe! 8t

the |

lamed |

tance, they knew that it had heen firel
within a hundred gards. For a mo
ment they listened. Then Lee Bishop
jumped for the door, and they all seemed
to move a! once.

“Walit, lLee™ Campo Haglann
sna pped “Klow out those lights
Floyd. Kentucky! Jean. you stay in
here, you hear me?”

Campo Ragland. anarmed led the
way to the corral where Joe St Marie

was most likely to have left nis horse
The horse was there, head to the hars
waiting for the feed that had not yet

come; but Joe St. Marie was not In
sight.
Campo's volce ralsed In a hoarse

shout, an abrupt strange sound in all
that silence of snow and rock and stars
Marie! Where you at?
Sing out, man!”

The gilence held for a moment more.
and Campo had whirled upon the
gsheriff, when Joe St Marle spoke in
an odd mufMied volce, unexpectedly
nearby. “Yes, sir—here | am.’

He came toward them now slowly.
from around the corner of the stah'e
and Lee Bishop let drop rile he
had snatched op.

“Who fired?”

“Why—1 did.” The accent of Joe St
Marie's was no different from
that of any other cowboy. except for a
certain  Jeep thickness of the tone
itself. Now his voice was still deep.
but it had taken on a flat qnality ; and

he

ﬂ'[“'"l’h

| though the voice itself did not shake.

it somehow conveyed the impression
that the mun behind it was more than
shaken. *“I—1 thought | seen a wolf.'

“Wolf! A wolf up bere by the
house 7"’

“Go on in,” Lee Blshop said dis
rustedly “I'll see your horse gets
fed.” This offer St. Marie did oo

accept; but Lee Bishop siayed behind
while the others went in

“] thought 1 told you to stay In
here,” Campo said to his daughter
lighting a lamp.

The sheriff's temper seemed to have
come to the end of its string, and there
busted itgelf like a roped steer. “I'm
sick and tired of this,” he told them.
“There's something almighty funny

WNLU Service.

golng on bere, and | mean to know
what 1t is!”

Campo Ragland planted himself on
wide-spread legs, back to the stove,
‘When you find out,” he sald sourly
“let me know."”

“I've warned you about holding out

on me,” the sheriff sald to Ragland
“But now | warn you again. | mean
to ge! the man that killed Mason. |

mean to get him, you hear me?”

Campo Ragland sald with sudden
passion, “God knows I'll help you every
way | can. I'd tell you, If | knew any-
thing—"

- |
per
your

Hop
man «n
doesn't know
than

anything!™ sald
lsn't &

you knew
bitterly “There
place tonight

about this

to tell!
“That's all foollshness,™

who
more business he
means
gald Campo

“You've gone up in the air
a quarter blood cowboy looks
might down with a
As for holding stuff back fron
one If you want
COr start with Kentucky
Jones, didn't work for the
Bar Hook at ths this happened
OUr take

Itagland
besCa U s
e coming
fever
tuke

yolul us one by

who even

time

“You want me to start with Ken
tucky Jones? sald the sheriff. “May
be you'd ilke to bear me ask a ques

thion or two of this Kentucky Jones?

“Ask who and what you like,” sald
Ragland
Hopper swung hils red eyed stare to
Kentucky ® “lie careful how you an
swer me, Jones; try to remember what
| your boss  somel | nes forgets—that
maybe | know the answer belore yon
speak  Where were you at one o'clock

purposes which

the day that Mason and |

warmth of understanding marked Hop-
per's departure,

“If you change your mind, Campo,”
the sheriflf sald, “let me know.”

“I te!l you | don't know what you're
miking about!” Campo sald stubborn-
ly: and the sher!ff took the long trall
back to town

Stamping back Into the house, Campo
Ragland turned Immedintely upon Joe
St. Marle.

“Look here, St. Marle~If something
funny has nappened around here 1
want to know what 1t 1s"

*1 dont feel so good.”

“Who did you throw down on when
you went out to feed your horse

“Who? Me?™

Campo Ragland exploded at him.
“Yes, you! Who did you fire at? Come
out with it, now !"

“I thought | saw sald St
Marle,

“Don’t you lle to me! You can't get
away with that stuff here!™

“l don’t feel o good.™

a coyole,”

Campo Hagland gave It up In dis
gust, and St. Marle hurriedly took him-
self out of range, retiring to the bunk
house

Campo seemed bewlldered. To Ken-
Jopnes It seemed that the cross
held the of the
lar Hook in a state of paralysis were
now almost physieally visible, as wind
is visible In prairie hay by Its effect
Here was an owner whose range wns
overwhelmed by the
he faced a ruln
by an
for
Yet something had thrown

tucky

bhoss

weing  swanmpwed

herds of his enemy ;
could be averted

mmediate and determined contest

which only

the ground

ind hogtled this man—some obscyre
| and hidden elrcumstance which he
| seemed at o loss to combat. Kentueky

| no longer could doubt that the clrcum-

Zack Sanders died?”

Kentucky Jones took his time abouyt
inswering “Atl poon last Saturday
he said at last, *1 was here at the |
ar Hook.™

Sheriff  Hopper grinned, but not
pleasantly, at Campo Kagland. “There

you are,” he sald

Campo sald slowly, “You never told
me that, Kentucky.”

“No? | out to
was guing away.”

Hopper spoke to Hagland. *“There's
your man that couldn’t possibly know
anything about this,” he sald ironically
‘But If you think that’s all 1 know
Rentucky Jones, you're a fool
| ean go to court with my case agalns

drove gay Adiosa; |

nim tomerrow, I need be” His tone
was that of contemptuous statewent
rather than threat. “And | can put

him where he'll have to fight h-=| for
leather, as he never fought In his life
hefore he ever gets clear.”

RRagland sald, “It you think belng
nere around that time Is a case, you
don’t know much about—"

“Onportunity,” sald the sheriff,
portunity—and motive,

“Op
Just those 1wo

| things can make It tough for any man

Yet I'm not right sure that thats all
I ean bLring against him, from what
| know right now.”

“Motive? echoed Ragland. startled.

Here Lee Bishop and Joe St. Marle
returned to the room.
They saw now that the normal dars

color of St. Marie's face had returned, | .5 |n Joe St. Marle's hands,

and with it had come back his look of
solid strength, Sheriff Floyd
looked at HRagland and Indicated S.
Marle with a Jerk of his head.
and fever seem to have passed off,” he
said.

Campo Ragland grunted.

“Campo,” said the sheriff, “there’'s a
head going to fall—maybe more than
one head. Don’t ever think that this
is going to blow over. and be lost sight

of in a general dust. There's a man
going to be hooked hard and per
| manent before I'm through.”

“Floyd, what are you golng to do?
You mean youre taking Kentucky
Jones?”

“No. I'll know how 1o get him when

waunt him, I think. Now make your

cholce, Campo! If you don’t want to
string with me, | can go on without
you. But you may not like your cholce
before this thing is through.”

“]1 don't know what you mean,” sald
Ragland.

“Suit yourself,” sald Hopper; *“only,
don’t be too sure that this case Is
shaping up against Kentucky Jones.”

Ragland ungeéred again. *“Look here.
Floyd—I'm plenty tired of this. Yoo
can't come In here and talk that way

to me! ['m not going to stand for It
you hear me?"

“Have it your own way, Campo.”
The sheriff plcked up his coat and
gloves.

Nobody urged him to stay Campo

agland asked what Hopper wanted
them to do about Zack Sanders, and
received Instructions for reporting In
Waterman for an Inquest. No great

Hopper |

“Chills

stance which hogtled Ragland had to
lo with Jean
“I'! hire s cook when we go In for

the inguest.” Kagland spoke tonelessly,

| like a man seeking to escape from oth-
| er things. “Jean wants to do the cook-

ing, and I'll let her, 1 guess; but yon
‘ellers will have to get the fires startead
in the morning.”

“I'll take first crack at It,” sald Lee
Iishop

Kentueky Jones saw his chance and
jumped It. The ultimate answer might
be deep In twisted tralls, but bhis next
step was obvious and immediate: he
had to force the truth out of St. Marle,

lee Lishop's removal would make op-
portunity for this, since the other
hands would not be back from Water-

man untll the cars had been loaded In
the morning. “Then take the bunk oft
the kltchen, lLee,” he sakl. “I'll run

| down and get you your bed"

Down in the bunk house, to which
Joe St. Marle had retired, no light
showed ; but ‘rom within came the com-
plicated rhythms of a mounth organ
played by a master, telling Kentucky
that his man was still there, and
awnke., The mouth organ fell sllent,
however, as he approached ; and, Ken-
tucky stepping Into the full light of
no less than three lamps, saw that
blaunkets screened the windows: and

| a six-gun had replaced the mouth or-

| kets

“Oh, 1It's you,” sald St. Marle sheep-
ishly, and dropped the six-gun on the
bunk beside hlm.

Kentucky cast a glance at the blan-
which screened the windows.
“Look here. If I'm golng to sleep In
this bunk house | want to know who
you thought was golng to fire through
the window."

*1 hung those up to keep the cold
wind out,” sald St. Marie.

“You.don't figure to tell me, huh?”

“Nothing to tell.”

“You look here, Joe! If ever n man
was scared, you were when you came
into that kitchen tonight. Now | want
to know what lifted you out of your
bhoots.”

St. Marle consldered briefly, then
shrugged. “It wasn't anything; you'd
laugh.”

“Try It out, anyway. Wha* was It
drew your fire, out there by the cor-
ral?”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

River Named for Stone Dog

The Dog river I8 a short distance
from Belrul, Syria Ihe name 18 de
rived from the greal stone dog. vr per
haps Assyrian bull, that once stood
on the helght overlooking the wouth of
the river and the sen The dog's hend
wang hollow and when the wind blew
from a certain direction the dog used
to emit howls, to the terror of the sur
rounding pupulation  he most vallant
of these at length summoned up enough
courage to push the gigantic dog over
the edge of the cliff Into the sea, where
it is visible at low tide.




