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Bart' then' moved slowly down the |
sidewalk, brushing past men with |
kedVy satchall; others with canvas
bags on thelr shouldérs; women in

Joud ralmest. A hasy iden was in-his
mind-=he bad songht to the last me
ment to doubt the word of “Bull”

Franolstos and of Lawyer Leon Bar |
rows. He had filled, and through

some sense of justice, he feit that it
WaS Decessary to tall them so.

With this thought he made his way |
up the broad, wooden staircase to the|
office of Leon Barrows, there to knock |

upon the door and await'an answer in
valn. Evidently the attorney already
had departed for Mamnington té pro-
bate the will and semewhat unwilling-
ly, Bart turbed down. the street. to-
ward the ramshackle, two-story build-
ing which heused the office of “Bull
Franniston.

He mountéd the: stalrway, only to
halt as he circled the banister and
started toward the grimy: door of the
little office. Volees were coming from
within+the volces of two men, “Bull”
and OM Jim: The volee of the latter
was pleading,

“Bull"” he was saying, “you're going
too far. I've stood to see you beat

y Courtn

O the £:7Syndicade, hea

| fist into an open palm.
1 can; tell aboot thowe thimgs umtil you

| Job—of cleaning up this towsi”

her, I've stood to see you mistreat her,
I've steod for pretty near everything,
in the ‘world, figuring that the worst
you could do would be better lhln1
what would happen if I'd ever force |
You to come out in the open' and'lay
your curds on the- table; But—"

“Watt" Just' a minute; Jim!® The
rumblftig voléé of the other mam had |
cut - In  soeeringly.  “You're always
talking about what I've get up my |
sleeve. Have I ever told you. that. I
knew anything about you? Or what—"

“No, but you know
you dom't have to tell meé that the
name of Leon Barrows is a fake name: |
Or that. what: you're always so care- '.
ful to keep locked up In that safé lan't
what—what I think it is!"

“You'd better be qulet,
swered Frammiston.

There was a queer, Implled threat o
the volce—and one which met with in-
stant response.

“l—I didn't mean It, ‘Bull'" The
old pleading had returned. “But,
G-—d, 'Bull’~just think how it weuld
be If you were In my shoes! Think
how you'd suffer if you saw some one
throwing her directly in the path of
gamblers and the sort of women that
are floodiog In here now "

“They're my friends. I'm looking |
to them. for. my llving."

“That's no, reason.you should make
Anita’ assoclate with them.”

“Isn't 1121t they're my friends,
they've got to be her friends."”

“I' hate to. think it, “Bull,"” an-
swered Jim, “I—I don't know which
would be worse, for her to have to
live In thid atmosphere or—or the oth-
er one that she'd be up ngainst 1f—if
I'd have to come out in the open.”

“Sult yourself." The annsuncement
had a sneer In it. “De what you |
please about that. In the meanwhile, |
get out! I've got work to look after.” ‘

|
|
|
|
)

Jim,"” an-

The last announcement meant dis-
covery for Bart Rogers If he lingered.
Hurriedly he turned for the stalrcase,
and was far down  the street when,
looking over his shoulder, he saw the |
bent form of Old Jim leave the bulld-
ing. Bart's heart was thumping |
strangely., Again had he come face to |
face with the mystery In the lives of |
“Bull™ Fraaniston, his daughter and
0ld Jim. |

Suddenly Bart Rogers stopped short
If It was certaln that Franniston was
to be the king of the gambling element |
and the dance halls, It was certaln
also that “Bull” Franaiston did not |
eare what became of his own daugh- |
ter.

“Not I I ean stop it!" he thought |
grimly. *“I may be one man against |
a multitude, but I'll make: the fAghe"”

He wheeled suddenly and hurried
up thé street toward the wide, ram- |
bling home: of Tom Jordan, mayor- |
elect.

“Mr. Jordan,” he sald, when the ge- |
slal old: ex-eattleman had answered
his ring at the bel, “you offered me-
a job a couple-of days ago.”

“That'siwhat I Aid, boy.”

“Things havs .changed a good deal
since then. I'just wanted to-ask one |
question: “Have you.any objections |
to a clean town?" ]

“Objections ™ The big man chtckled. |
“Lord, ne! I want it ciean. Al |
though—" and he rubbed his chin: as
he looked down toward the main
street, with its tents, Its erowds Its
eovered wagons and dust-caked suto-
moblles, Iits flamboyamt signs adver
tising thiw, that and the other mu:sh
room stock—"it loeks like an awfw |
l'fhd‘.polhhln',’]l havet';be,done to

imake this place! shine again ®
“Maybe se."" Barp Rogery patted »

- |

| week that had passed. Both times the

| white,

| But this he knew—tragedy was stalk-

| over - He had made hiw determination,
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“You: mever

try. When do yon take office?”
“A week from todey.”
““Then if you're still- willlng to stick

to your offér, I'll be glad to take the

CHAPTER' VI

The New Marshal

It was seven days later that Bart
Rogers stopped short as he left the
tiny bullding which had served for
yvears. as Bellaine's combination. city
hall, jail and “poMee department.” He
had just recelved the administration
of hls-oath of office: and Bart Hogers
conld not evade the realization of the
toughness of his job.

From a village of hundreds, Bellaine
had metamerphosed to & mustiroom of
thousands. Canvas dance halls and
“soft’ drink™ emporims, whefe the
softest thing served was three-day-old
“meuntain dew,” were on nearly every
street corner. Kilsomined women
leered and smirked, In the crowds of
the street—the world had turned new
and raw' and umwholesome with. the
Influx of a. natien's offal, swooping
down upon a place thst oil had turned
into a new' fromtler and where the
mob, by Its stremgth, might rule.

Pitted agalnst this was the feverish
activity of another set of bbomers—
the legtttmate followers of the gysher;
men In corduroy, clothing, and high-
topped boots, who went about thelr
business In a quiet, orderly, deter-
mined manner; men who seémed never
to see the smiles of the women, o1
the beckoning banners of the softs
drink partors. .

Young men, old men, they hurrled
about, their. clothing and shees
splashed with oll from tlelr visits to
the discovery well; all Intent upom
their work, all seeking to cram.a.life
time Into 24 heours that they, toe,
might be the persoms tor aldl (n a new
flow of the black. liquid, the first to
carry the news of another gusher

Already jumt outside: the village
limits, the first of o forest of dérricks.
had appeared, while, undér hard-work:
Ing, sheuting foremen; the work of
installing machinery and the prepara-
tlons for drilling were hurriedly. under
way. Whistles tooted from stestsing
bollers. Sledges clanged agalnst steel
The prophecy of a bedlam had come
true,

And this was the thing whieh Bart
Rogers. had taken apon hig shoul-
ders—to recreate Into an orderly,
hard-working, law-ablding town. Now
as he looked at it, he realized In a
small meastnre his rashness, and the
hopelessness of his' task. The city
ordinances—and he had studied them
with fervent hope—gave to him one
pald deputy, ne more.

Not that he did not Intend to try
Bart Rogers was bitter with the bitter-
ness of enmity and of Indignation. In
the week which had passed, he had
learned many things, the first of
which was that Leon Barrows, thin
damp-clothed, lean-faced Leon Bar:
rows, was,far mere interested In the
oll rights of the Regers farm than
“Bull" Frannlston. To Bart Rogers
this' could mean but one *hing—that
it had net been “Bull” whe had prof
fted by the will- of a dead man, but
the lawyer who had drawn that will,
who  perhaps had suggested the bar
galn to Frankiin Rogers, and who had
seen to it that the whole tricky ar.
rangement had gone through to the
finiah

Twice. had Bart Rogers seen Old
Jim and Anita Franniston during the

girl ‘had ' appeared frightened, excited,
nervoue. As for Ol4 Jim, his lips were
his features haggard, while in
his eyes was the look of a hamnted
man about fo gaze upon a ghost he
had feared for years. What It all
meant, other than what he had heard
a week before In the hallway outside
Franniston's office, Bart could not tell

ing In the footsteps of a girl and a
prematurely aged man.

Franniston hMmeelf¥ Bart had seen
him often; making his* way from one
dance. hall to another, from the soft-
Aftnk emporiums and along: the snack
stands. He seemed to be known ev-
erywhere-it was a8 though an army
had gathered- and. then walted for the
appearance of its general. That army,
Bart knew, he must fight, now that he
had takenoffice, More, he felt sure
that the moment he began his battle,
he also would be forced. into active
campaign with the man who possessed
powar wsuffident to mmike him the
isader of tham all=*Bull” Franniston.

But Bart Rogers‘had given himse!f
p sof, timhe im which, to, think It

aad now that the time had come, be

aud prove I'm all right,

Whereupon. he burried down the
streef, while Bart Rogers, with a new
confidence, went om towurd his =elf-
appointed duty. Soen he was om the
maln nrwt. and at the firet “em-
porium™ he turned. in.

“I wamt the proprietor,” he an-
oounced to the be-aproned person be-
hind the bar

“I'm him. What'll you have?"

“What are you selllng here? Hard
stuff? Bart bad hidden his badge.

The bartender grinned and neodded.

“Sorry, old man” Bar{ aoswered,
“but the town closes up tomorrow
nigiit—and closes tight. That gives

you 24 hours to get out.”

Bart departed At a dance hall next
door he made the same agnountemett,
received In sturing silence. THen he
went on, finally to stop In front of a

small tent; in which a lean, check-
suited man bent over a somall coun-
ter, manipulating as he did so three

plaster-filled halves
nute.

Money was being plled on the coun-
ter. Bart swept it aside

“Nix on that butt-in staff ™™ ecane
sharply. “Whe let you in here?™

“The same person who's going to let
youn out,” came: with equal asperity
from the: marsha). ‘“Rogers. I my
name. I'm marshal here. Now' close
up this jolnt and get out of town In
24 bours, Understand ™

“Nit!" the gambler had become sud-
denly serious. “You're on the wrong
guy, homest. I'n fixed, see? Every-

of English wal-
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guy, I've.put i my ante. Dun't erad
the party om me here. I'm—"
“Fizedl Oh,. are youl . Well,
fixed with the wrong
stuff doesn't go! Step!fast or—"

key and was leoklng, through the bars
ut his priseners Them he wefit to the
front. entranee, te await the arrival
of the ememy. Nor was the walt a
long one.

Five . minutes. pessed, Them the
sound. of steps frem. around the cors
ner. Bart squared his sheulders for
the conflict, and pulled his holster lnto
a position in which it could be reached
with.ease.. A moment mores

“Bull” Fraoniston  faced. him, =«
slight’ appearance of surprise on his
countenance..

“Oh, It's you, huh?" he announced.

lete line of

and
armshes

L &E

nl sey
regon

e

Dr.

“PLATES

Growns, bridge work and fillings,
pay you to get my prices on your dental work,
Cusick bank building, Albany

C. FICQ; Dentist
THAT FIT”

It whil

was ready to see it through. A, mo-
ment of hesitation, and then, dellb-
erately he sturted up the street to the
fulfillment of the first duty he had set
for himself, the throwing down of the
gage of battle. Bt at the cormer he
stopped, as Bud Tarko approached.

Tarko wanted to know where Bart
got thee macrshals badge. Then the
Iatter told hMm of his new joh.

“Well, that's fine/' sald Bud: “But
say, now, do you need an assistant?”

“Listen ! Bart caught him by the
shoulders and drew him down to
speaking distance, “are you joking or
are yon serious?”

“Never more serfous in my Hfs, but
will there be excitement? 1 crave ac-
tion, you know."”

“You'll get plenty of actlon, but the
pay ls only $75 a month."

“That's 0. K. with me,” answered
Bud, genially. “Well, 1 guess I'll
breeze and get my discharge papers

*T'd heéard there wos a new marshal

down lere.” Then sidling closer, he
adopted’ a patermal’ alr of almost
friendehdp. “You've got one of my

boys In there”

“So1" Bart Rogérs expresspd nelther
Interest nor the Inck of 1t.  “I think
you're mistaken. The only person I've
got lw there (& a tin-horn three-shell
worker. He's not the boy you wmean,
Is he?’

“Bull" Frannistan's fate blackened
and his heavy arms swung slowly, He
started. to meve a step closer—then
stopped. Bart's hand had gone quietly
to his lislster,

“You' den't, eli?™ The black, thick
eyebrows ralsed in question. “Golng
to get real rough, ch?"

“I'm grang to-cléan up this town,”

“You—and who elne?"

“Oh, a deputy or two, Now, listen,
Mr. Fraomniston™—and: Bart lpst his
bantering manner—“I've heard your
name mentioned a good deal In conpec-
tion with: the gmmbling and bootleg:
ging that's golng on here.  They szem
to look on you as a sort of & boss. If
that's sey n litle talk between nus may
save a little trouble: I'm giving the
rough-neck element just 24 hours to
get out of town, and the same thing
goes for that tented camp of women,
that's sprung up just east of the town.”
If rou'ye taken any money on the pre-
tense that yom cam protect these per-
sons—I'd advise you to give It buck.”

“All right, bey,” came the answer,
“Go to it——amd see how fatr you get!”

Then whirling swiftly, “Bull” Fran-
niston turned aghin toward towmr, while
Bart watched him wonderingly. Tlie
man had threatened, yet he practically
had acknowledged defeat: He had
cotve to the jail dullding deterinined,
apparently;, to' release the man he
sooght, yet departed almost after Lis
first unsnccessful effort. Usthh he
was lost In the surging mob of the
main street Md Rogers follow him with
his eyes, half expecting him to return

with a fresh demand or a new
threat. But an hour passed-—without
sight of him,

What 4l the absence and the si-
letice meam? Could It mean that he

“Get Out of Town In Twenty-Four |

Hours.” |
“Pete!” The man's voloe had a new |
note In It, one of sundden excitement,|

and a hanger-on hurried to his side

“There's something wrong here, This |
guy needs showin' where to get off at.

Go get Frannlston—qulck !" |
“Franniston s 1t?" A thin smile|
appeared on the lips of Bart Rogers. |
“Well, In the meanwhlle, you'll come |
along with me.” |
A lurching push and shoving the |
gamifer a step or twe ahead of him,|
he started toward the jafl. Ten min- |
utes later he had turned the heavy

|

| fee of Leon Barrows—with the

| It did! not yleld

wan closeted up there [n the cold of-
danm
appearing man whom Old Jim had ac
cused of traveling under an assumned
pame-=perhaps arranging some Intrl
cate legal method for the defeating of
Bart's' pnrposes?’ Rogers' kmew only
one iine of actiom, the stralglnforward
attack| and with a sudden resolve, he
swung down the steps and headed to
ward the«office of the attorney.

But no one way there, In vain Fart
knocked on the door and tried the knob
Listentng bronght
no sound of volces from within. It was
more than evident that Laeen Narrows
still was dallpifig with his new hohify,
the swuperintending  of the *work of

thing¥ all right with me—I'in & right

you
person-—that

0000
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erecting rigs and machinery out at the

Ha‘-e land which Bart Rogers once had
called his own—and that the law busl-
- ness was suffering as a result
YBUR EYm He turned’'down the steps u‘nlll and
. inte the maim street. Then, shifting
Exantined his belt in preparation for a resump- |

tion of his task, he started again upon
his Interrupted mission. A yelping,
squawking “cootch” show was his first

objective. At the ticket stand a col-
larless man, talking In a lew, yet pen-
etrating velce, was telling in confiden-
tial manner of the lecherous perform-
ance to be seen. heyond the canvas
sidewslling. Bart approached him, in-
terrupting: “Youll have te close this
show and get out of Here In 24 houre
savey?”

“Just as you pleasze,” the man an
swered quickly. Bart, still surprised
at the quiet manner in which his ultl-
matum had been recelved, walked on

Everywhere it was the same. Po-
Iiteness greeted his announcement,
Perfect harmony was accorded his or-
der that the town must be rid' of Its
bootleggzers, Ity dance halls, its wom-
en . and. its gambling hy the next night.

What could it mean? What could it
portend? “Bull” Franniston had threat-
ened him, in.a quiet, determined  man-
ner, then strode away as te the carry-
Ing out of a purpose. Yet nowhere
that Bart turned had he met oppos!-
tion,

At last he went back to the clty
hall and' found Bud Tarko walting for
him with his honorable discharge pa-
pers and other references in his hania.

“It's & good thing you're hers”
Bart sald with a grim smble., “Your
first night on duty's liable to be any-
thing but a bed of roses.”

“Gosh! Eplil the news, Cap'n. Spil
the mews ™

Bart' talked—of the experiences of
the afternoon—and of the gueerness
4 of the events that had followed.
Tarko cocked his head and nodded
with evident glee.. “What de you sup-
pose is In the wind?' he questioned

“1 dom't' kmow, But I belléve we'l
bpttpr work In double harness until
midoight, anyway. “Ball” Franaiston
threatened me this afternoon-1'm
4 sure, too, that he passed the word
dnot to start any trouble If I came
around again. But why-—"

“Don't know. Certalnly looks funny !
Eleven ¢'clock came and went, Then |
midnight, The crowd had begun to thin |
—an hour or so more and the street
would be deserted by all save a few.
Bart turned.to his deputy.

“It looks like we wera wrong,” came |
his conclusien.
handle things all right now,
in"

g

Il turn

“Sure Bud Tarke squinted down
the street. “Nothing dolng around here |
a-tall. I'll trot dewn to the coop and
see how our chicken 18" ’
“Sure.” They parted, Tdrko to stroll |
once more down the gireet before go-
ing to the Iittle jall, Bart to turn
toward his hotel. In his reom, tired
after his long first day In his new job,
wondering a bit as to what the next
24 hours would bring, Bart drew a
chalr to the window and sat there for |
a half-hour or so, merely resting be- |
fore golng te bed. Then suddemy he
stralghtened.

From the dlstance had come the
faint sound of volces—calsed In anger.
Higher, more strident the¢ became. |
Then——a shot! with two more follow-
ing In quick succession! It was
enough. for Bart Rogers. A leap and
he had made the door, to race down
the narrow hallway to the stairs, and
with a few bounds galn the staps. |
Thers was no need to stop for a sense
of direction—he had recognized the
lpeation immediately. Tha jafl!
Bart suddenly saw Bud Tarko.

. “Tarko|[” he called “Tarkeo—what's
happensd 1"

“They got me!” came through thick,
bruised lips. “Get me from behind.
Just as I was turning into the jail.
I—-1 fought the best I kuew but I
couldn't keep going. Then some one
hit me from bshind apd 1 went out.
They must have carried me away from
the jall—when I got my senses back,
one of ‘em was standing aver me down
by the station. Then somebody yelled
to him and he ran. After that—look!"
The reeling form of Bad Tarko
hroke from the grasp of his supporter,
anl drunkenly, an unsteady hand
poloting toward the little clty hall and
Jall. But Bart had little need of the
gesture. The hitherto dark little Clty
hall suddenly had become light, with
® mebdacing brightness, The windows
were gleaming. Smoke had beguon to
swirl ahont the bullding; from withia
there glowed. the swift licking flames
whith Bart Rogers knew only. too well
spelled but one’ thing—Incendlarism !

“If you think you can |

=

'1f yon enjoy a goed meal,
and kaow a good meal when you get it,
You'll be back, tor yon'll not forget it:

Our aim is to please you,
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J decent, respectable show people tos
night, that you had this deputy of
yours open up the Jail and let out n
prisoner, and then. deliberately shot
an inpocent man, to make it appear
that—"

“Whers 40 you get that staff?” The
Accusation bad given Bud Tarke sod
den strength. “While youwre lyin',
you're tellln’ a good one, aln't youl?
Yoo—"

“Harel" A man ross lo. the aotes
moblle, and in the glare of the flames, .
Bart saw the narrow-featured gambler
he had arrested thet afternoon. “Bull*
waved a hand

“How about this? Who turned pow
loose 7 .

“That fellow there® — “ENRT

“You méan, this: degmty?”

“Yeh. Then, just as:1 was, m
out, he happened to see Rocky Jamisom
here, passing the jail on the way howme,
and he deliberately pulled out hid gum
and shot himv [-jumped on hlm abeut
that time, and.then you fellows crine:
along. He set the place on fire, tow”

Gasplng, gpggle-eyed; the, elongated.
Bud Tarko reeled forward, his bloody
fista clenched, his arms churning bel-
ligerently,

“I can whip the dirty pup that start-
ed that Uei”

“TarkoI” Bad.lLad cauglit. him by
the arm. “Stap. back' here!” He
drigged his  depuiy to safety,. them:
turned agaln to “Bull” Franniston,
“If wo &id all this, why do you stand
here telling us swbowt: it?’ he demamds.
ed. “Why don't-you—"

But “Bull” Frannlston had lnuM
“I Just wanted you to kunow that you
| needn’t think you're.guing touget away.
| with muything. That'sall. Newityew
think: you can; just start out and try

it

He re-entered the antomoblle them.
A moment later lie was gone, leaving:
| the two men starifig almost: vacuously’
, after him. Bart then assisted thiedn-
| Jured man to. a passing’ sutocoblle
nnd had him taken to, his room. There!
Ilw gave the  dllapldated - Tarko - inte.
the keeping of the landlord and called
A physiclan. Follewing this he rz
turned to the fire, and sought t

- Bart .

mayor,
| The ecity hallk was doonied.

| wormad ‘his way untif.heireathod il
mayor's side, there te. tell: his-story,
|ud to recelve, the envouraglng Dews.
for which he had hoped.

“Lles!™ came tersely from the old
cattléman, serfous and grinrfentured”
for once In his-life. “Di-w lids—every
word of It. Go get the sheslff on the!
wire ahd tell him that I(said lo send.
you help, No, better.than that, get s
horse or an autemoblle snd. go ses
him. Lay the whole thing before hiny
and tell him that I want action! Un-
derstand

Bart nodded . and turned swiftly
awny, Five minutes later, he was at
4 garage, demanding a car—only te
learn that such. a thing was unavall--
able. He turned toward the: liveryg
stable, and hurrledly assigted In the
saddling of a horse. Then; out over
the prairie he started, the glﬁw of the
flames lighting his way, on the begine
ning: of the 20-mile ride to Manning-
ton.

Ten miles and he Arew aside; as the:
blazing headlights of a hurrylug ma-
chine dazzled bim for a moment, them:
swept past on the road to Beéllalne.
An hour more and he swung from his
horse before the sheriff’s ofice |n Man-
nington.

But this tims' the offoa m.m
ly lighted. No mams dezediin a chalr.
[ostend, as he turned on to the walk

(Cf:ntinued on page 6)
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CHAPTER VII censed Embalmer
r - Efficient Service. Motor Hearse.
Sheriff Graham. Lady Attendant.
Thete was no neéd for questfons. | Brownsville......... ... P T T
“Buoll” Franniston and his henchmen .

simply had walted until the right and
proper moment for the carrying out of
their schemes—thén forced them
through to a eomclusion. Frasaiston
suddenly drove up,

“Nice Uttle frame-up you've pulled,
ain’t 187" he maeered. “But it doesno't
go! Understand that? Tt doesn't go!

-

W L. WRIGHT
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flcall D. Tavion, Maleey, or ,

| Halsey and Hatrisburg
| W, L. WrienT, Hartisburg

“Think we're not. wise teo you, eh?

Well, whenever yo@ eah shoot Innocent
men and think you ean get away with
It—you're mistaken. Look here, gherift,
or marshal, or whatever your nanis ls,
it you want to find the men who beat
up your deputy, hers we are right
Liere. See ifayon'ver got the gameness
to come out'in the open and admit that
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