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Splendid stories have beéen written
about mining, cattle ralsing, railroad-
ing. ete, In the
Weat, but equally
good storles about
the new western

wealth, oll, bave
been all too few
Courtney Ryley
Cooper, who has
bean
miner, mewspaper
man, novelist, en-
Itsted man and
fnally commin-
sloned officer In
the United States
marines, has also
been through the
oll booms. In this
vivid phase of
American life, he
writes just as he
does in his other
ltliih]y timerunlnl'
alea, from first-
hand knowledge and experience.
With hls memories of the war and
his snthusiasm as & Legionite, it waa

Ceurtney Ryley
Coeper.

naturad’ for Mr. Cooper to make his |

oll-copmnt
the ' Amerlc

romange alse a romance of
nln Leglan, of  the
service men. in times of peace, In this
astory he haas them performing very
active and exclilng rales In_ ens .of
those mushreem oll camps of the West
The story portcays with rare eharm
and fdelity the atmosphere and to-
mance of an oll boom and it brings
sut the fine spirit which actuates Le-
glon men.

One could not ask for a more manly, |
honest u&ltnading American than the |
central character of this tale, Bart
Rogers, ex-sergeant of marines, called
upan te act as town marshal of Bel-
lalne, Wyo., after oll had been struck
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| '""I'he votes arent coulted yet

| chance for Jerdan to win,”
{  “Then If you knew, why did you ask
me?* There Was an exasperating afr
| aboit Leon Barrows which always
stirred a sleeping resentment. “I"x
| only telling you what I pleked up.”
i “All right, then. It's wrong.”

“Very well. Anyway, it won't take
| long to findwout. The polls will he
!vloalm in_ten mihutes. They ought
| to Xmow pretty ghortly after that who
the mayor'll be,”

“Who'd you vote for?”

“Jordan"

“Qn, you didY Why?

Tle exnsperation returned.
“In the first, plice, béciise I winted

1a the, second place, because 1
Anyway,
that isn't what 1 came here to talk

No

to.

about. This check, Mr. Burrows, s
for you."

“For what?’

“For whiat?" Bart Rogers stared.

“Why, for part pagment on that mort-
gage.”

The narrow e¢yes bllaked quickly.
Leon Barrows came forward io his
big ¢halr,

“You're talking riddles.
gage?™ : .

“On thé farm. Didn't Dad give yod

What mort-

and the place was suddenly everrun
with thousands of adventurers, good
and bad. There was an absence of
law officers.to cope with the situation
and rt's problem was further com- |
plicated. by the fact that his bitterest |
enemy, leader of the disorderly ele-
ment, was also father of the ‘ir{ with
whom Bart was In love. |

What could an honest marshal do, |
with his heart torn between love an
duty?. The problem s one for a clever
novellst to handle. It makes a highly
interesting story, carrying & number
of (aurprises, mueh brisk action and
man‘t thrilling situations. The author
handles the problem in a satisfactory
way without sacrificing the honor or
principles of any of the characters
whe possess them. This anther of
western novels and of over 300 short
stories of cireus life and jungle animal
lite has given another avidence of his
verpatility and added another chapter
to the Mterature of virile Americanism.

CHAPTER 1|

No Mortgage

As If by Instinct, Bart Rogers Inva-
rlably hesitated a® he reached the
door . which proclalmed, on its glass
panel, that beyond lay the office of
Leon Barrows, attorney at law.

Rogers never had sought to divine
the reason; he simply felt the pause
to be necessary, In the same sort of
manner in which one pauses hefore
epenmng the heavy door of a glant re-
frigerator. And perhaps there was a
similarity in the ideas; for the office
of Leon Barrows was frigld—just as
he was frigid—a great, bare rocmn of
pletureless walls.

In keeping with the room was the
attorney himself, a white-faced, nar-
row-eyed person whose long features
were lengthened by the smoothness of |
a threé-lnch bald streak which ran
stralght back from his forehead.

Sach was the attorney who occu-
pled the big, uncomfortable chair at |
the orderly, thronelike desk, and be-
cause of whom Bart Rogers hesitated, |
even with his hand on the doorknob
Yet, ‘'withal, he resented the uncon-
sclous révulsion, for, In splite of the
icipess of the man, his thin-lipped
snappiness, his general clamminess of
appearance and of manner, Rogers
could lobk upon him as nothing If not
a benefactor.

It had been the money which had
come from his lean hands which had
filled the breach when Bart Rogeru
had come home to find his father suf
tering from the slow death of paraly
gls. It had been this money which
had helped rehabflitate the small tract
of irrigated land three miles from Bel
|alne—land which represented the sav-
ings and the toll and the falth of both |
Bart and his father, which had bought
the #eed to sow, and carried them
both unotil the harvest could come In.

Now that harvest had arrived, and
Bart, with his first check, had hurried
to the office of Leon Barrows, to halt
with his hand on the doorknob; then,
at last. to smile with the happiness of
an wpproaching freedom from debt
and to go In. Leon Barrows 1nn_k-' A
up swiftly trom his workless desy

“Well, what is it?" ¥e aske’ .\
question as thoogh he had 'y, .; aie
turbed.
had not. He went ¥,wag napplly,
and reached for the pen and (nk

“1 want to In*orse a cher k. he an
nounced. *

“Go ahead”
him marrowly
the street?”

“Yeoa." . »

"ﬂ,\"(l the clection g olng?"

“Fom Jordan's winn¥ g~

“How do yoo ko
tlon eame sharply. F ogers looked 11

“Well, 1 domt k¥ gw—of my "1
knowledge. TI'm " st golng om W hat
people are saying. ' [hey seem to think
Fraphipon's beats o te a frazgle”

The attory ey watched
“You've | peén out om

. The qure

! them, w¢ | and ‘“uj_

Bart Rogers ¥ . that he |

a mortgnge when he porrowed that
money 7

“He gigned notes” s

“So @id 1.  But I alwiys thought
they were secured By 4 mortgage.”

“Did he dver say so?”

“Of covrse dot. In the week or 80
after 1 %ot home there was 80 much
to talk mbout that we only went into
things/ generally. Hé simply told me
that b'e'd gotten some mohey from you
to tifle him over and thatif I oeeded
any’ more I ¢ould get It = the same
place. Thet that sécohd stroke hit
hin, dnd, as you know, he lost his
vucal control. But I always sup-
posed-—"

“You've ' uiways shpposed Wrong.
There's no maortguge.”

“Fm glied of that. But there are
the motes. 1 want to take some of
thera up.”

A thin smile paulled slightly at the
cornerg oY the attormey’s Ups,

“Miybe they're pald already.”

“But thej’'re not” ;

“Young mun' and the gttorney’s
leon finget went Tearer fhan ever 1o
the desk, “the bemt way to handle a
debt 14 to swalt until you're called
upon to pay fit. . You haven't been
dunfied yet, have you?

“Of cou'se not.” r

“Then /forget It. The debt's pafd.”

“Pald?  Why—'» Frank amaze
ment wag In the young inan’s eyes.

“At/ least,” there was quick hedg-
lng In the attorney’s volce, “as far as
I kn¢.w It's pald. It lan’t my money.
I've/ simply been the disbursing agent.

{ =7

*“Not your money? Then who's been
pwiting up—1"*

“A friend of your fatber®.”

“But who?"

“Ask him. An attoroey Moesn't tell
the business of Als cllents.”

“But you kpow [ can’t get any an-
swer from him. Ha can't speak and
he ean't write. How—1"

“Don't try to  tross-examine me. 1
won't tell. An ofd friend of the fam-
ily helped the t.jo of you out Your
tather was very jrrateful. They made
a little pact bet.| een them which, to
me, a8 an attorne} s, appears to be very

foolish for—for. 'my clignt, the man
who Is putting ujs, the money. ' But he
| seems to think it's all right. A%y part

of It Is simply th ¢ legai end wbich
must be looked afi cer by an attorn™Y-
It Is up to mb to protect my cllien’
against his own %Ye olishness. There
tore 1 ordered th4 notes signed by
me, and then ? ranst erred them to the
man to whe' p they really belong, so
that if he' does. not care to, collect
1t he doesn’t
and If ' o wants tu accept this other
prope’ ;;rion in_ the eyes of the law

| whe' | ipe right and proper time comes,
VY .y well. My Interast s ended.
Jhat 1s all”

“But who is this mam, and what is

the proposition?”
“Ask your father.”
|  “p've already told you
do that.”
| " ul've aiready told you all that I can
as an nttorney S0 there's an end
to it. How's that oll proposition get-
ting along eut your way? Been over
there lately?”
“Diay before yesterday
“Struck anything that
sand?”
“[ don't know, The
retty interested ln what wa
but you never can tall”
“Ought te be deing spmething pretty
soon. 'They've been dooling around
with that thing for more than six
months now.”
| “Longer than

| the heapital at4

that I can't

looks llka pay

drillers seemed

| p s coming

1at 1 was still In
Aurera when ibey

started—my rafyer wrote me about It
Thut was just before he bad his Birst
ke, and that's been more thapn @
Then they moved me down
1 was there four
they discharged me.”

‘Guess that's right” The attorney
looked at him appralsingly “You're
all right now?®*

“Oh, yes. Fact is, I was all right
when 1 got home from France But
1 couldn’t argue the doctors inte It.”

“That's the trouble with you fel
lows.” Leon Barrows sald it thinly,
sarcastieally. *“I pever saw a man yet
who'd ever been In the army who
didn't have something to kick about
Can't understand Iit. If you've got
so many kicks, why do you wear that
button?”

“That butten?’ Bart Rogers looked
down at his lapel, toward the star of
the Ameriean Leglon which showed
there. Then, for the first time during
the Interview, he grinmed. “I guess
you don’t know soldiers, Mr. Barrows.
A man hasu't been in the srmy ub-
less he's learned to kick against every-
thing in the world. That's what makes
him a fighter, because he carries a
chip on his shoulder. But just be-
¢ause he kicks that doesn't make him
any the less patriotic.”

“Guess that's right. But I don't ke
Kicking. 1 A man to take his
medicine and pot make faces about
it—." He halted suddenly as the tel
ephone Jangled and swung about In
his chalr it. “Hello" he
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and the color faded, giving his fea
tures a ghastly, pasty expression
The thin Mps seemed to lose them-
selves In the white of his face

“AN right,” came at last “1 under
stand. You've got a little more thao
an hour. That's plenty of tlme. G
ahead with that proposition we've
talked over—end work fast! Under
stand me? Work fast!™

A second more he remajned at the
telephone, to recelve his answer from
the other end. Then the  recelver
clicked into place, and the tall man
leaped from his desk that he might
hurry to the window and stare Into
the street below. In front of the main
election booth was a knot of men, one
of them Bart Rogers. And upon that
figure the eyes of Leon Barrows cen
tered. eyes which suddenly bad as
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the transmitter. “Beg pardon. Very
sorry, but I can’t see you now. What's
that? Yes.” A slight pause. Then:

“About five minutes I'd say.”

Bart Rogers rose.

“A cllent?' he asked.

“Yes.,” Leon Barrows turned back
to his desk in a fretful, agitated mood.

“A Clienti” He Asked.

wyes. a client, Comlng up here In
five minutes. You'll have to get out
T4t that money thing go. Forget It

pan't come back here tryldg to give
me ADY more mouney unless 1 send for
Fou. Understand? All right. Get out o

wCertainly.” Rogers already was nt
the door. “Only I think that it wonld
tbe fair to me to tell me what this deal
{s and let me know the identity of my
benefactor. I—"

“¥ou'll know that when legal ethlcs
permit me to tell. Now get out

The door opened and closed. A I6ng
moment passed while the lean-faced

| attorney listened to the steps of the

young man Aas they faded down the
| hall. Then hurriedly, almost feverish-
| Iy, he turned toward the telephone and
| ealled a number, drumming excitedly
l upon his desk as he awalted the an

| swer., At last It came, and the at-

5 torney leaned close to the phone
“Hello,” he called In a low volce
‘Clouldn’t talk a minute RAEO That

party was In here You know the one

[ mean. Now, go ahead.”

Something streamed over the phone
which caused the ngrrow eyes of the
thin-faced attorney to blink rapldly

| and which slowly brought a steadlly
deepening flush of color to his high
cheeks His free hand seemed to

twist and writbe. Then Dis eyes pet,

sumed a snnkellke glitter, eyes which
had become deep-set and vielous, eyes
which spelled for the fnoment the true
story of the braln pehind them. And
as those eyes watched the young man
below, the lean hands writhed and
twisted, twisted and writhed, one into
the other; the thin lips drew hack
from heavy teeth, and the unwhole
some face seemed suddenly to contor
{n an agony of hate, of fear—and of
victory.

CHAPTER 11
A New Marshal

Bart's interview with Leon Barrows
had been but little different from oth-
ers In the past. That Barrows had
refused to tell the ldentity of the per
son who had furnished the money to
sustaln Frankiin Rogers during the
days when his son had been held in
hospital after hospital did not surprise
Bart In the least. The true amaze
ment was the fact that he and his

father had possessed a friend whe Ae
gired to remain lo the dark, for

friends, with them, had been very few
Seven years bhefore they had come
West to play with fate in the tilling of
& quarter-section of dry, sandy soll.
They had fought for thelr witer rights
| and obtained them, at last. Then they
had worked as only a fathér and som
edn work when there I& perfect com
munlen
A dry winter In the mountains, with
A consequent awindling Irrigation sup
ply hed ftaken their savings In one
saommar. Then & crop, hountiful and
marketed “at high prices, had lifted
them te the pinnacle, enly to be fol
lowed Wy war.
More than two years after the end
“ing of the war Bart hud been allowed
té dome lome and start on the win-
ning road fn spite of an invalid fa
thar and the pressure of debt—oniy to
find a miystery at the batfom of 1t all
Who bed bebn the nidn who had taken
. motes saly a8 A formality, who had
| empered Mmte a pact with his farher?
Bart gave it up and jolned a little
group fa front of the polling place who
surroindéd Tom Jordan, tHe apparent.
Iy soeceasful cindidate. Bart looked
| areund for the other aspirant; bread
| shouldered, bitstering “Bull” Franni-
| steq, but falled te sée him Inetedad—
| e moved forward quistly as & girt
| enne sround fHe ééemer, & rather
| ehlldteha and wistfol-teatured
| giul, whe hesitatsd, then tirfisd toward
| the bent, unguier Agure of an sid man
| mmw.mmmm“
har sids with a wart of dog-tke dévo
| em In shedienca to her glient com-

I ::du tor the vegults, Miss Fran-

| niston?’ he questioned.
| “Tes” She mmiled quickly
wen 1"

“Whe
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pallots In here yet. The other four
precincts gave majority of about
100 to Tem Jordan.”

“Did they honestly?’ Bart Rogers
believed he caught a tone of hope In
her volee.

“Then—then Father's heaten?”

“It looks that way.”

“I'm so sorry.” Bart Rogers looked
at ber quickly, wondering if what she
sadd were the truth.

“1f you're sorry, I'm sorry, too, Miss
Franniston.” He moved closer to her
“But to tell the truth, I voted the
other way.”

“IJ understand.” She hesitated and
torned awey es though to hide the ex-
presdon which a bitter memory had
brought to her features.

Then, the dog-like Old Jim ence more
following her, she weat en. But Bart
Rogers watched after her. To him ghe
represented more than a pretty, Uk
able girl; sheé was all and nothing—an
unattainable ldeal.

To Wkn she represented the gap, the
near-hatred which stood between him
and “Bull” Fraonsiston, her father, 8
gup which dated back to the night be-
fore Bart had left for France. He had
peon walking along the road toward
tewn, when suddemly he had stopped
at the sound of a girlieh seream, fol-
lowed by the hoarse, anger-burdened
voloe of a man. He had turmed, and
runping back the road, bad leapod to-
ward & man and a girl—the girl cring
lng and trightenad, the man bellowing
z mer, fiat clenched for another

. Theu Bart Rogers had feught
fought with- all the strength n M,
fought agalnst superier odds. And he
had won, while ln the backgroumnd the
trightensd girl had crouched in the
arms of a whimpering, prematnrely
aged man; ouly te learn when once
victory had been his, that he had
fought a father te preveal him from
boating Ms ewn daughter.

More fhan ooce bad Bart Rogers
wondered If “Bull” Frauniston stlll
gtrove to beat his daughter, and it Old
Jim shrunk, whimpering and heipless.
in the background. More than once,
toa, had he dreamed of the time when
the losd of debt which now Was his
ceuld be lifted that he might think of
eiher things than work—af a girl, per-
haps, a girl fer whom he might strive,
that the frightened, wistful glance
might depart from her eyes forever,
snd glowiag bappiness beam there In-
wtend. Bout the dream had net comé
troe.

8o now, as In the past, be was A
watcher, looking after them as they
made thelr way down the sireet.

The crowd at the curbiug moved for-
ward, the werkers surghng ahoat the
red-faced, somewhat docile appearing

Tom Jordsn as be went forward to re
celve the verdict. The election Judn‘
grianed and put forth a hand

“§o. I'm mayor, eh? Genlal, easy- |
golng old Tom Jordans, ex-cattlemnn,
merely stood and grinned.
Then the werkers surged abeut him, |
while at the very odge Bart Hogers
stood smiling and satisfied.

He had wanted Tom Jerdan to win. |
Not thet Jorden would make 'a won-
derful mayor, but Rogers koew ome |
thing—that Tem Jordan would fry to |
do the right thing whether he accom- |
plished the feat or not. |

bas to 4o with the keeping of the
peace, and that's the marshal. I'm go
ing to give you that job. I wumt him
the kind of a fellow that'll pimch wyr
best friend If he's done wreag and tell
we th ge to h—1 if I come nlong and
try to get him out, UnderstandT”

“Exactly.”

“All right, Bart Rogers," and n blg,
friendly hand found a place on the
younger man's shoulders, “T've beem
looking over the herd considerable, and
I've just about come to the cenclusion
that you're the eritter I want. What
fay?™

“But I don't know anything about
the job."

“Didn't kmow anything about war
until you went into it, did you?"

“No; that's true.”

“All right; the same thing goes hers,
What say?

“Can I bave a little time te think I£
over?” "

“Sure—n week If you want it"

“] guess 1 ought to know by that

“|*ve Beon Leoking Over the Herd
Ceonsiderable.”

time.” Then Bart thanked Jordan aad
started to run home.

A half-mlle and he dropped Inte m
walk again, to ease the pull on his
lungs—for the mark of m bullet wtiil
remuained there, unnoticed most of the
time, but ready to protest at the fArst
heavy strain, Five hundred yards, he
gained his bresth ugain, and opnce
more Increased his speed, only to tura
guddealy from the road, {o stop and

(Continued on page 6)
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At last the growp about the newly Funeral Director and u.

elected mayor parted, and Bart Rogers,
true to amall western town form, went

torward to proffer his congratulations. | Efficient Service.

The blg cattlaman boomed with hap-
plness, just as be had dome with the
others wlio had shaken his hand Then
suddenly he sobered

“Bart,” he sald quietly as he drew
him aside. “T've had my eye on you for

g long thme. Now, I want to ask you |

a personal question: Are you

friendly with Bull Frannlston as you
|

are with bis daughter?”
“I didn't vete for him.
Franniston man, Mr. Jordan,”
“(3ood snough, Bart|
you weren't, but I just wanted to be
gure. You ses, Bart, I'm easy goln’.
I'm the sort of fellow, who lets hin
friends play with bim and do him ap
brown, rathern say ‘no’ to ‘'em. 8o I'm
tookin’ for a young fellow with a grod,
wtrong chin, that T ean say to ‘WHere

}_ “Taay Laves't fAalshed countiax LB

m-uq-mhmumw

I had a honch |

I'm not a|
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