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ACK in the office of the Courler
next dey, Penny checked hur-
riedly on proofs of the lterature
she had prepared for her Fridsy
night meeting. Clrculars, posters
for store windows, the newspaper

sd—all were in resdiness,

No one would suspect, trom the
innocent wording, the real intent
of the mams meeting. "Community
Sing" and "Concert” were the big
beadlines. Thae men in the mill
had been given doubls motice by
Penny's friends there.

The weatherman proved eo-
operative when Friday evening ar-
rived. The suditorium was filled.

The Kirktown Gles Club tock
Its place on the stage. Hafters
wchoed to the lusty It of their
wolces. Men predomingted in the
audience, and thelr volces lifted
in song as the concert procesded.

Quietly, before the last refrain
died down, Lou MacDonald, Jim
Vickers, and Penny seated thems-
stlves in thelr appainted positions
on the stage. With cheers for the
glee club still ringing, MacDonald
stepped forward.

“Friends” MacDonald started,
“my story ls not pleasant, but it
must be told. It affects evary one
of you" He told the sudience,
tmply and truthfully, of the tragic
ecases that came regularly to the
atlention of the Humane Society.
Ha laid the hlame squarely on
Castro's machinations, Thera was
no mirth in the scber fsces up-
lifted to him.

When Jim stepped 15 the speak-
ers’ platform, a spontaneocus cheer
attested to his popularily. The
men admired his courage and re-
spected his judgment.

“Fellows" Jim said simply, “Not
long ago there was a tragie bridge
accident here. You or some mem-
ber of your family was saved
from death only by the will of
Providence, A crooked city ad-
ministration was responsible for
the death of two of our best
friends. 1 eall 8 plaln, cold-
blooded murder." Eloguently Jim
recited the many factual instanees
of graft and favoritsem and crook-
edness,
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NOW Penny stood before the sea
of faces, displaying no sign of
tha nervousness she felt

“I haven't known you very long,
but 1 feal T know you very well,”
Penny began, “There 't 8 cow-
ard In the crowd! You have

1 You're strong! Lat's show

stro he ecan't run Kirktown!

Tonight—together—let's chase him
out of town!™

There were shouted afMrmatives,

Men jumped from thelr seals,
ready for sctien,

“Wait! Just a moment!" Penny |

shouted. “No one wanis to start
sny viclence. We sre all inter-
ested only in peaceful means with
which to remedy conditions in
Kirktown, The sheriff ls here to-
night. He has named Bud Walsh
and several of your men as depu-
ties. Let's go as an wrmy of citl-
zens—not &3 a mob. You wen't
need to start a fight. When Castro
sees you, he'll know he has had
enough.”

Bud Walsh was already organiz-
ing the eager crowd. They were
flooding through the wide-open
doors in orderly fashion. Thelr
march to Castro’s hangout had
begun.

Jim was white with anxiety.
“What have you done, Penny?
he worried. “The Castro gang
won't give up its easy pickings
without a fight. Someone is sure
to get hurt"

“Perhaps this will change your
mind." Penny handed him the
red-lettered warning to leave
Kirktown, “It's up to you to make
up your mind, Jim. Either Castro
goes or 1 go. Both of us can't
stay here”

Grimly Jim said, *“Come on!"
With long strides he reached the
head of the column of marching
men. Bud Walsh had naturally
fallen into leadership, Penny was
right. The men were as orderly
as a disciplined army—and no less
tough!

“All T want s five minutes alone
with Castro," Jim told Bud.

"You'll have your five minutes,"
Bud promised, As they ap-
ched Central avenue, Bud
Ited hin column. b
"Quiel, men,” he ordered. “We
want to: surprise Castro. No ons
has had a chance to tip him off.
We'll all walt while I send a
couple of scouts ahead.™ The men
liked this game. "Like the old
covered wagon days, looking for
Indiane,” someone whispersd.

“Let's go," Bud shouted when
his scouts signaled him. They
pushed through two swinging
doors into a back room. There,
in a room filled with slot ma-
chines, gaming tables and gam-
bling devices, sat Castro and a
prize group of city officials, The
surprised mayor of Kirktown
opened his mouth in a moronic
stare, An unlighted cigar dropped
from the lips of the safety direc-
for, Castro swung around, a
viclous revolver in his hand.

“Shoot—if you dare,” Jim ine
vited through set teeth. Castro
hesitated. He studied the silent
erowd. Bud Walsh had a gun
So did at least a doren others

ha

Castro glanced quickly at the
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badges they displayed. He dropped
his weaspon,
. 0 L]

T}{E erowd clearsd a space for

the returning men who had
rounded up other members of Cas=
tro's gang. “Take a good leck at
this prize collection of apes,” Bud
Walth fnvited, "This is the lmt
time you'll see such specimens in
Kirktown., They're going to be so
rare that there will be a reward
for thelr capture, even in slightly
damaged condition, within the city
Limits.”

Bud turmed to ths mobsters.
“You guys have just two hours
to get packed and beat it" he
warned. “We mean business and
we're plenty tough. If you can't
understand our nlce treatment,
we'll have to teach you & lesson.™
A good movie director would have
found a note of comedy in the
way guns, marked cards, extra
aces, and a special collection of
crooked dice were piled on tha
cement floor, awalting destruction.
“Start moving.” sald Bud, twirl-
ing his gun menacingly. There
was relief in the faces of the gang«
sters as they left, They had ex-
pected much worse treatment

*I've walted for this for a long
time," Jim said softly.

The fight which followed, Bud
Walsh always said, was ths tough-
est, noisiest, bloodiest battle that
had ever raged in Kirktewn, Jim »
had asked for five minutes—ac-
tually, Bud sinod guard outside
the doors for an hour,

Castro tried in’every way he
could imagine to kill Jim, He bit,
he kicked, he kneed, he gouged,
he punched, he butted. He awung
heavy chairs at Jim's head. He
parrowly missed Jim with the
jagged edge of a table leg. Jim
met each furious sttack, each
vielous thrust calmly, alertly. In
his own heart there was murder.

Desperate, Castro drew a mur-
der-bladed knife from a hidden
recess in his trousers. He lunged
viciously. Jim felt no pain, but
he knew from ths red on Castro's
wegpon that the dagger had found
its mark an his shoulder. Cau-
tiously, he clrcled out of Castro's
reach,

The room's unshaded light sin-
gled out tha gangster’s knife,
Swiftly, painfully, Jim lfted a
broken chair and shattered the |
bulb. Automatically, he lunged
forward as darkness shrouded the
room. Ha twisted the knife out
of Castro’s hand. Then he lifted
Castro to his feet,

For weeks, Jim would show tha
scars of his hattle. For months
after the scars were gone, he
would lnok back happily to the
day when the Castro gang left
Kirktown farever.

{To Be Concluded)
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“What will our friends think of you as a doctor—throw.
ipg your cards into the air because your partner over
hid hee hand ™

'Labor Shorfage Threal‘

To Lumber Industry

PORTLAND. —UA_Disaster 1i»
facing the lumber industry—and
its ra 1 the war effort—within

x few months, for Iack of loggers
in the forests, predicis F. H. Brun«
dage, western log and lumber ad-

m irator
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The greatest shortage is in the
men who fall the trees and pre-
pare them for yarding and hauling
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SHE'S CLAD O¢

DR. MEACER.
BESIDES, SHE 1S
WRITING TO SKEeZix
AND CANT BE
BOTWERED, &
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A LTTLE PRIVACY. = you kERE, SALLY.

5 YOU PONT MIND

IF | CALL YoU
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[/ IM JUST AN OLD

BAG OF BROKEN
BONES, ALL 1 ASK 1S
TO BE LET ALONE TO

PDIE IN PEACE

AN UNSELFISH, UNCOMPLAINING )
MARTYR, THAT'S WHAT T AM ¢
THE IDIOTIC BLUNDERS OF MY
SON-[N-LAW HAVE TAXED MY
PATIENCE BEYOND HUMAN EN-
DURANCE. VET NOT ONE WORD
HAVE I UTTERED AGAINST HIM!
NOT ONCE HAVE 1 LOST MY
TEMPER! I FEEL JUSTLY

PQOUD‘.I

f HAPPENED! WASH WAS
HURRYINS TO THE POLICE
STATION TO GET YoU oUT OF
TROUBLE WHEN THEY
HM SPEEDING THRU A
RED LISHT! HE'S INJAIL !
OH, DADDY, YoU SIMPLY
MUST &o DOWN AND
GET HM ouT!

f WHAT'S THE

BASE SYOUR

RENT ON TRAT
Q-HNE ?

| MATTER, BULGE,
ARE THEY GOMMA

HAIRPIMNS ON
MACHINE AMD THIS
MORMIM IT'S A PAIR
O' SLACKS AMD A
BOUQULET! HE'S
GITTIN' SUSSISIOUs
THAT THEY GOT A
GIRL RUNMIN' IT OM

ACRNIN'Y OH MO -~HE SURELY )
\{ DONT THINK THAT!
L THINK HE THINKS
THEYVE GiveEn TH'
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I'M ONLY 72,B0T T

BUGGING ALL NIGHT

T AINT S0
SPRY NEXT
oav/

F’ MY NAME (S BOSWELL BREEKS AND
7A THIS 1S MY FRIEND RONALD SLIMP!
73 ~«« WE CAME TO AGK ABOUT YOUR
PHYSICAL TRAINING COURSE/! e
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