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CHAPTER XL1

HE cow town of Radiant is known

i to the strageling riders who come

own out of the hilly as the "jumping-
ff place.

1t s n short half dax’s rlde from

& Mexican border and it is close to

8 rough country on the north and

W uches the edge of the burning des-

rt on tho right. In Radlant no one

ks questions of straogerk, and the

st of sach resident {8 a closed bopk.

lim teat of a man in his ability to

e and rope.
g Btan Ball leaned against a plink
ar and wotched a bnlf doxen Mexi-

ans plaving poker with a deck of
rousy cards, He was restless and
onld rather bave been riding in the
lls for one of the many big outfita
ear town, but he had not been sble
p get A Job.
He had wandered from ons cow
pwn to another, Now be had only a
w silver dollurx 18t and he would
vo to tind & job.
Stan half tuened upon one elbow
$r the swinging doors of the pool
oom crenked apen. Few men of in-
rest eame into a place llke this in
fhe daytime, but Btap had reason to
nok every man aver carefully. The
Snn who entered wan lank nnd leath-
ty, & cow hand beyond doubt, He
cod covered with dust and plainly
Bhirsty, 1o slopped n dollap on the
Bar anid onlled for a glass of some-
Iing eold,
The wound of his voice made Stan
Bump,  With one great stride le wag
it the steanger's side and had slap-
ed him on the back.
The cowboy whirled around and
But down his glass with & thump,
“How ars you, Mulloy?" Btan
raeped his friend's hand.
“Hot, drled’ up and mad' Malloy
Inned os he recognized Ball, “But
arn klad to kee you,"
Whut brings you down here?"
n nsked,
We'll find n corner nnd 1'll tell you
Wby 1 dragged over all thess miles
£ bulf-baked grasw land He led
Btan to n tabls ncross the room,
Stan wans enger to nsk gquestions
t beld his silence aml sllowed his
lend to take his awn time,
“f just eame down from Three
vern.  Malloy's mouth bardened.
FThere's a job up there for you" He
Wboked Stan squarely in the eye.
Stan shook his bhead. “I'll pever
o back to Folly Mountain.”
“No?" There was a glint in Mal-
3's Gyen.
Btan lopked out toward the swing-
g doors and his face soddened but
s continued to shnke his head,
“Ihen I reckon 11l hive to shoot
mun for you'" Alnlloy spoke slowly.
“You eame nll the way down here
b find me?" Hian demanded.
Mulloy nodded. “And I'd have been
the trail for a month if I hadn't
en trekiked In hiere by accident.”
Stin hesltnted n mioute, then ask-
f: “What's up?™”

Swergln Is  raieing  the devil
) & you are bock" Milloy leaned
h elbow on the table, *“The whoot-

pr 1s still golng on up there
Stan's lenn jow shut with a snap.
nd 1 get the blome " he demanded.
b Malloy nodded, "0l Asper s &
Brook or a fool” o«
W Btan shook his head.
Wk he said slowly,
“You promlsed the givl?' Malloy's
o8 wors sympnthetio,
Stan smiled miserably and spread
s hands In o helpless gesture, “If 1
ean up this thing 1 have to got the
Bd man into it as well as Bwergin"
is hands  clenched  suddenly. *1
ould bave shot it out with that
Fook.”
“You should have killed hlm," Mal-
anid simply.
Btan's eyes smoldered.
. L] L]

“I onn't go

“T ¥now
Now I got n hard

E Malloy got toa his feet,
B w vou fael, kid,

fle ahiond of me
" Whera are yon headed for ¥ Stan

anked,
*I'm going bnek to Three Rivers
tl)l kil mynelf a wkunk.” Malloy smil-
ed;
Stnn caught his friend’s arm. “You
enn't do that. You have nothing at
stake, not as much as I have"
“I'll put & stop to this double-cross-
Ing."" Mallog's eyes wers hagd. *
have wtood by and watched all I ean
take"
“You'l do another man's job?" Stan
looked Malloy squarely in the eye.
“I falm to fo this case. Malloy
spoke [iemly,
Btan geipped Malloy's arm  and
jerhed him around. "How is—the
glel?" he anked.
Malloy hesitated before hoe spoke.
“8he's fins, now,"
Something in the lank cow punch-
er's eyca mada Btan grip Malloy's
arm savagely. “He hasn't touched
her?" he rasped.
“Not yot," Milloy nnswersd ealm-
Iy, “And I alm to mAke sura he
don't
Buddenly a light of undersianding
broke over Stan, Mulloy cared for
Dona evén as he cared for her. He
wag not the man to gy xo and 1o
one hut a man who knew hin type
would hnve guessed it. Malloy was
willing to do this for her without ex-
pecting her to over know, He drop-
ped the rider's arm awkwordly and
lils voles softened,
“What has be done?" he asked in
a volee as smooth ns oil
“You are supposed to have shot
the roan out from under ler. Bwer-
gln cotnes to the rescue, She In lving
up there mow still weak and elck’
Malloy's edlm seemed to have buest.
“Thinking me a shkunk who conll
not keep bl word, who would shoot
her down from behind!" Stan's bands
closed and hix eyes blaxed with and-
den fury, “The rat!" he gritted,
Y1 figured you should have the flest
hroak at him," Malloy smiled. “But
bning as you don't want it 1'll be more
than pleased to do the job!" e
turned to face the door, “And I aim
to get there pretty pronto,”
L] . »

Stan Inughed m harsh langh that
made the barténder put down a glass
nervously and stare at the pair in
the corner.

“I'm on my way, feller,” he sald,
“and when I get to Three Rivers you
eAn axpect action,"
Malloy grinned and slapped Eian
on the baek, “I'll trall along with
you and wmee that this is dons ac-
cording to the Inw and the prophets.”
“You better sleep for a day. I
won't be stopping except to feed and
rest the mare a bt Stan was sure
Mallay had ridden steadily in his
search for him,
Malloy rubbed the biack of hls neck

thoughtfully, “My brone is pretty
wore ond tired. He'd be apt to slow
up a lot. He faced Stan. “Got 40

bueksi"
Stan fished out threa silver dollare
and & couple of quarters. “That is
my pile, he said ruefully. He ex-
tended it to Malloy.
Malloy shoved tlhw money hback.
“Phought if you hnd 40 bucks I
might buy me a fresh hoss and ride
plong He tried to hide his disap-
pointment under a wide grin. “But
you rtm nlong, 1 have jack enough
to enrry mo through hut not enough
to buy n horse that would keep up
with that binck mare.”
“Sorry,” Stan spolke with genuine
rofret.
“You better get a move on” Mal-
loy wdid.  “I'll browse around hers
for & while and thea hunt up a bed."
They shook hands silently and part-
@efl. Stan hurreied out to the town
corrals and whistled to  the biack
mare, She eame ruuning to Lim and
he saddled her eapidly.
“Wao got a Job, ladg," he whis-

pored to the mare. “We're going
back to God's conntey,” he adided as
he tightenod the cinch,

(To Ba Continued)
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TEuPeRATURE

ONTHE MOON/
GOES DOWN AS LOW AS
400 DEGREES
BELOW ZEROC!

21

A MoTHER BAT cAN
CARRY HER YOUNG
ABOUT, EVEN AFTER THEIR.

COMBINED WEIGHT EQUIALS
MORE THAN HER CWN.

THE NAME

BAOEEN

COMES FROM THE
OLD ENGLISH WORD

MALWE, MEANING

HOLY -« THUS

HOLY EVENING,

THE FESTIVAL WAS'
CELEBRATED BY THE
ROMANS, (N HONOR,
OF DOMONA, THE
GODDESS OF FRUIT
TREES, LATER ON,

IN BRITAIN, THE
DRUIDS CELEBRATED

IT IN THANKEGIVING
3§ FORTHE HARVEST,
STILL LATER.,

IT WAS HELD IN
COMMEMORATION
OF THE SAINTS AND

MARTYRS
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LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE
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Just A Guess

By HAROLD GRAY

The Best
of the Natlon's
Human-est' and
Funniest Comios
On This Page
Daily

OF COURSE | HAVE MY

LITTLE AUGUSTUS PINCHER,
SUSPICIONS, AND HIS GUILTY

BUT, RIGHT
THE CONSTA SON, WASN'T T 6

THAT,
PINCHPENNY QUIT DRIVING

YOU LAST WEEK~

NOT A THING, CONSCIENCE LEADS ME TO A CRIPPLE= SEVERA -
YOU MADE HiM ANNIE= | BELIEVE MY GUESS MAY WNL‘.D HE WaAS STRUCKL Iarg_rkk;‘;_?;lcg:i“&iéor“i!
TALK MIGHTY WAS ONLY -BE PRETTY CLOSE~ JUST BY A HIT-AND-RUM DRIVER= JOB OF CONSTABLE= THAT

SOFT= WHAT OM
EARTH HAVE
YOU GOr ON Himd

BLUFFING= BETWEEN OURSELVES, ANNIE,
HERE 1S MOW | MAVE IT

FIGURED OUT=

NO ONE, TO THIS DAY, HAS

EVER FOUND OUT WHO HIT

HiM= "SOME TOURIST,
EVERYONE SAVS=—

MIGHT WAVE BEEN TO KEEP

FOLKS FROM SUSPECTING

HIM- IT'S ALL A GUESS,
OF COURSE~

S
4 s 4

TIM TYLER'S FLYING LUCK

" NOU TN
PANTLER FIGLY MOBO

BECAUSE WE Tk
MOBO MURT TIM-TIAMT

SURE =1
PAMMY DIDNT
REALILE 1T WAS
THE THORMS0U
PULLED OUT OF]

WouLD
DoUBTLESSI
HAVE
'SUOC%EDED |

By MARTIN

J05E ,1 WANT THIS LETTER
MBANED RIGHT AWAY ' SCRAM

~
SHE MARRY AND TAWE WM Awav!

J0SE NO EE WM AGAIN | TAERNONE
+ RERE LOUE B0%9% PETE! RE STAY WiH
ve

(" o BO% FETE WRITE WWITE

SHE SAY SHE MARRNY WM AND
SENORITA BACK WOME

LVE BERE | RO ! J0ZE WNOW BETTER

BRINGING UP FATHER

By GEORGE McMANUS

BY GOLLY- THE RaDIO 'S OUT OF

OROER: WHERE 18 DUGAN? \Widy V;f‘:.;-:;:i;\s\;r&ri::uqu YOU GOT TENM THOWSAND [ HUH!YOU WUZNT ELECTED-You
DON'T SOME-ONE COME AN TELL ONLY GOT TW NMOSE NGRS AN DK | KNEW YD FORGIT THAT THE FORMER MAYOR,
ME HO\W THE ELECTION 1S goim'? THoOUS o DD TO BE EXACT.YOU G\T ELECTED WUZ RUNNIN': HES BERN
[ THEVOTES MUST BE ALL IN BY now- | AN VO ES: \"J“’NEW SHE GOT TWELVE THOU SAND: EASILY- RE-ELECTED 8Y FOUR
5, oULDN T TWO LUNDRED AN = =
S G NERY HUNDRED THOUSAND 4
MANY-
Ml
) s
:
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THIMBLE

Starring
THEATRE

POPEYE

THIS 15 A BRD
STORM, KING

MUCH WORSER
_ ONE e

b

o BETTER
RELIEVE

| AIN'T SEEN A | JONES AT

THE WHEEL

] =

WOMEN AND CHILOREN 5
FIRST—WHAT'LL \:\6&00.
WE HBWE NO CHILDREN
= YOU' D pic’ “ ﬁ
Ze| INFINK N ¢
MEMTAWIKY,

Sif, THE BLACK, PARROT
FLEW AVWAY - YOU KNOW [7
THE OLD SAYING IWHEN
BLACK PARROTS LEAVE

POPETE, LET ME oo
HELM THE SHIP AWRILE=
WERE GOING TO
SINK,

o

e

By WILLIAMS

HAINT -1 GOT
TO GIT A HAR
CuT THIS TIME.,
HWEEP 'ER BEXMIND
“TH BusHes FER
A LONG WANS YT,
BOMS, AFORE WE
START ER = YUH
HiN HEAR THIS
THING START '
FOUR MILES OFF,

—HEPT RIGHT

IN CELLOPHANE|

By

THEY GIT THINGS FER ME )
WHEM THEY GO —TO Town , BuT
THEY CAINT GITME A HAR
CuT,ER HAVE A GooD TiME
FER ME we RIGHT NOW 1M
SCAIRT SOMERODY'LL PoP
OUT FROM BEMIND A Buar
AN 'YELL, OH, GoN To TowN ?
WELL, DO You MIND GiTT'N
ME A PACYAGE O HAIR PiNg,
SOME WRITIN PAPER AN A-uH ="
WELL, A WAY , TD COME HOME
WITH NO HAIR CUT AGIN.

THE BOYS WERE TELLING ME THAT
YOU ARE ON THE VERGE OF
INVESTING YOUTRR MONEY WITH
SOME FELLOW, WHO THEY THINK.
15 SCHEMING TO PLUCK You
TO THE PINFEATHERS!
BETTER TURN YOURR MONEY
OVER TG ME FOR. SAFETY,
‘BEFORE SOMEBODY TRIES
TO SELL YouU THE
NORTHERN
LIGHTS FO=
). ADVERTISING
Q[ PURPOSES/

MY WORD “IT NPPEARS
THAT EVERYBODM IN THIS E
HOLISE FEELS THAT T AM
A BIT INCOMPETENT
TO HANDLE MY OWN
FINANCES [ ws EGAD!

IT WILL BE ANOTHETR
TUNE, WHEN 1 SAUNTER
ARCUND HERE WITH

JEST SO
1 CAINT
HEAR 'EM
RUSH OuT
AW HOWER,

TRWILLANME,
G AR V. B PAT.OFY. {1+

PRIVATE BUSINESS.




