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CHAPTER X1
SYNOPSIS

Dave Bruce, out of a job. arrives at
Wilbur Ferris' Cross-Bar ranch. Curran,
the foreman, promises him a job if he
can break a horse called Black Dawn
When he succeeds, he discovers Curran
expected the horse to kill hime. A girk
named Lois rides up, angry with Dave
for breaking ‘“‘her” horse. She refuses
to speak to him even when he uses his
savings to pay off the mortgage on the
small ranch she shares with her foster
father. a man named Hooker. But when
Hooker is shot and Dave is charged with
murder., Lois saves him from being
lynched. Wounded, she guides him to a
mountain cave where she thinks they
will be safe from Curran and the sher-
iff's posse. A quarrel between Ferris
and Judge Lonergan reveals that Fer-
ris had killed his partner, Blane Row-
land, many years before. Thoroughly
scared, Ferris takes Curran into his con-
fidence. When Dave is away from the
cave Curran kidnaps Lois. Still unaware
of Lols’ danger, Dave has just discov-
ered what he believes o be a human
skeleton near the cave. He is sxamin-
ing the skull

There was a clean, round hole at

“Hold "em high, Sheriff, or I'll blow your head off!"™

Otherwise— nothing., And when at

last Dave entered Hooker's cabin, |
the back, such as a bullet would| . found it empty, with no sign|gravely

in turn and gave Dave his hand
“That goes with me,” he said
‘Yo're right, Bruce, I'm

have made, and the frontal bone | ;). anyone had been in it since| purty sure yuh didn't kill Hooker

was mostly missing, with jagged
edges about it

Lois and he had left it
Grimly Dave turned the stallion

I I been workin' on a line of my own

and I think I'm on the trail. I'm

“Yore horse didn’t slip, hombre,” | .4 rode back throu . ce - a ) }  wora
» gh the can-|acceptin’ them terms of yores
said Dave to the skull. “Yores is &| yong Again he found the hoof-| And in a few minutes I think 1'll

case of plain murder. Yore part-

| prints and again, in spite of cast-|have some evidence

It's in that

ner shot yuh from behind, the ing about in a wide circle, he was | cabin. Nope, not Miss Lois. I jus:

dirty murdering hound!"

Dave put on his socks and shoes | j,,ges had gone.

again and began to reascend the |

side of the ravine. Arrived at the
top, he looked at the sun and con-
cluded that it was already well
past noon. He had told Lois that
he would be back to see her about
midday.

But when Dave reached the cave
he found it empty. “Lois!" he call-
ed. “Lois, girl, where are yuh?"

The echoes of his voice floated
back mockingly from the cliffs
acroas the ravine, and that was
all, Then Dave's pupils contracted
sharply as he saw the footprints
of a man’s boots on the other side
of the cave, faint, but unmistak-
able in the ground softened by the
rains,

Here, too, were the prints of
Lois’ little boots, and where they
ceased there was a furrow in the
soil as if she had been draggtd.
Beyond, the prints of the man's
boots were deeper, as if he had
been carrying a burden.

It was all perfectly clear and
unmistakable, and told its story

only too well, Coggswell must have |

got upon the trail and taken Lois
away.

The waddy's face was trans-
formed into a grim mask of ven-
geance. Dave ran back to where
Black Dawn was standing and
sprang into the saddle. He adjust-
ed his belt, bringing the holster
close to his right hand. When he
met Coggswell, it would be just
too bad for Coggswell,

Softly Dave edged the stallion |

The sun was well down in the
west when Dave rode back to-
ward Hooker's cabin, reckless now
He was almost through the scrub
when he reined in abruptly

in front of it
Listening, Dave could hear foot-

| steps in the cabin. Someone was

walking to and fro inside it.
Dave didn't dismount this time
He edged the black horse forward
its hoofs making no noise on the
soft mesa, Now he was immedi-
ately behind the house. He could
hear the footsteps inside distinct-

ly. Now he got out of his saddle |
and went quietly around the shack. |
As he reached the front angle he
out
| of the door and move toward hlﬂl“’id!‘“'“]dt_‘r

saw Sheriff Coggswell come

horse.

Dave leaped forward. His at-

| titude was the crouch of a beast
| of prey, his vaice a rumbling snarl:

“Hold ‘em high, sheriff or I'll
blow yore head off!"

Taken utterly by surprise,
Coggswell put up his hands.

“Well, you got the drop on me
all right, Bruce,” admitted Coggs-
well. “But killin’ me won't do you
no good.”

Dave stepped forward and re-
lieved Coggswell of his gun. “You
can put yore hands down now,” he
said. “"But yo're goin' to talk
quick and straight, if yuh want to
get back to Mescal without a
asty mess on yore shoulders

along the trail peering right and|what have yuh done with Lois?"

left for any hidden ambuscade. But

the bootprints had changed to the| ain't set eyes on Miss Lois since |
If | she rode into town the mornin’ of |
Coggswell had set an ambuscade . Hooker's murder,
along the route, he had certainly | knocked cold tryin 'to purtect you.' |
| The declining sun shone straight |

Dave trailed the hoofprints “hntn Dave’s eyes, showing the hag- |

| away, who was it7?"

prints of two horses’ hoofs.

not joined it himself,

far as the canyon and then lost
them, It was impossible to discov-
er any signs of them on the flinty
ground. But Dave was pretty sure
Coggswell had taken Lois to Hook-
er's cabin, perhaps to leave her

there and come back in search of |

him.

It was an hour after the discov-
ery that Lois had been kidnaned
before he suddenly saw Hooker's
cabin before him,

No horse was visible, but Dave
dismounted and crept softly for-
ward, peering through the under-
growth. Foot by foot he edged s
way forward. The plaintive lowine
of the unmilked cow came to his

“Bruce,” answered Coggswell, “1

seein’ 1 was

gard lines of his face. He stared

into Coggswell's trying to read thef
| Dave met the keen scrutiny of his

Dave |

truth.

«“You swear that's true?”
cried suddenly.

“I'm talkin' straight,” answered
the sheriff, “I rode up here with
the idea of campin’ out and startin’
on a hunt for yore trail in the
mornin’, If someone took Miss Lois
away when you was gone, it was
not me. Why, I don't know where
you two been hidin' up. She ain't
hurt bad, is she;”

“She was gettin’ well. We was
goin 'to start out tomorrow.” And
suddenly the mask of hate van-

ears from somewhere on the mesa. | ished from Dave's face. “I'm be-

He |
| could see the cabin again and this
| time a horse was standing saddled

| unable to discover which way the | trussed up and gagged a hombre

who after

havin

was actin' suspicious,
‘to kill his horse.”
He led the way into the cabin
Trussed and gagged very effect-
ively upon the floor was the Mex-
ican, Pedro, whom Curran had
sent back to the Cross-Bar
“Aln't had time to question him
yet,"” the sheriff explained, “He
wias sorter stunned when his horse

dropped under him Now we'll
see.”
He pulled the gag out of tht

mouth of the helpless man
who recognized Dave, glared in
mixed fear and fury at him and
at Coggswell

“Yore jJig's up, Pedro,” said the
sheriff, “Yo're goin' to come across
and come quick, or yors life ain't
worth a nickel. I'd just as soon
shoot yuh there as I'd shoot a
Where's Curran 7"

“I do not know, Senor Coggs-
well,” protested the Mexican *“I
ride jus 'mow, back to the range,
after lookin' for strays, and you
shoot my horse and tie me up.”

“Now listen, Pedro, it ain't a bit
of use lyin ‘to me,” replied the
sheriff, “because 1 got the goods
on yuh. I been doin' some watch-
in' myself the last few days and 1

seen you and Curran prowlin’
around these parts lookin' for
someone

“l watched you this mornin’
ride out into the hills, and I watch-
ed you ride back. When 1 called
yuh, yuh tried to git away. Now
I'm putting it up to yuh. Curran
ain't at the Cross-Bar, Where is
he?"

“] see him last night. I do not
know today, Me and him we look
for this man.” Pedro jerked his
head in Dave's direction, “Today
I look for strays
lievin’ yuh, sheriff,” he said. “"But
if it wasn't you who took her

Sheriff Coggswell was silent.
eyes, then suddenly handed him
back his gun and thrust his own
into its holster

“You got the drop on me now,
Coggswell,” he said. “I'm trustin’
you, You can take me into Mescal
if yuh want to. But 1 always feit
yuh knew I didn't kill old Hooker.

Pedro, |

“Workin"'on the R. R.)

Pictured at her post in the lower
that controls the gates at a busy
rallroad crossing In Nashua, N. H,,
is Mrs. Andrea L. Hogan, first
woman te fill such a post on the
Boston & Maine rallroad. The
mother of three boys, Mrs, Hogan
used to work In the rallroad ac-
counting department, When she
heard the crossing job was open
she applied and got It

“I'm putting the gquestion in an
other way,” saild the sheriff pa

tiently.” Where's Curran got Mis:

] Lols T

“Senor, I no have seen her sineg
that night she ride away with this
man from Mescal

Coggswell drew his six-gun fron
his holster and spun the cylinder

He turned to Dave

“May as well take this feller
where we aim to bury him.,” h
sald. “No sense in muasin' up thi

floor. There's a place at the edge
of the mesa where the ground's
soft.”

He picked up the end of the
rope that bound the Mexican and
began dragging the man toward
the door

4Senor,” chattered Pedro, “you

cannot murder me, I did not take
the girl away.”

‘You've had your chance, Pedro
Come on, Bruce, let's git him over
the sill and finish him.” he added

The six-gun jerked upward. A
scream broke from the Mexican's
lips.

“Sanor, I tell—don't shoot-—I
tell,” chattered Pedro Curran
bring the girl this mornin’ to the |
cabin that the gold prospector
built many year ago in the blind
canyon.”

“1 know where it i8" answered
Coggswell. “All right, Pedro, yuh
saved yore life, I'm goin’ to leave
yuh tied up here, for which I reck-
on yuh'll be gratéful to me after-

ward, I'll get yuh a drink of
water."”

Coggswell filled a pitcher and
held it to Pedro's lps, setting it
down beside him when he was
through. He tumed to Dave.
“Reckon we better ride,” he sald

“l got my four men waltin' down
below the mesa, but I don’t alm to
waste no more time with Miss Lols
in the hands of that feller.”

Dave only spoke once during the
ride. “Sheriff,” he said, “you lived
in this district quite some
ain’'t yuh? Ever hear of a waddy
disappearin’ mysteriously 7 Course
he didn't have to be a waddy. May
have been a prospector.”

He described his discovery of
the skeleton in the ravine. “Shot
through the back of the head.,” he
said. “Feller had fractured his leg
at some time, up near the thigh.
It was all healed up rough.”

“Yuh found him?" shouted
Coggswell, turning round in the
saddle, “Well, that clears up con-
sid'rable more along the lnes 1
was workin'."

“It's al right, judge,” called Cur-
ran, as Lonergan drew rein suspi-

| cliously in the way Ferris had
| And I'm askin’ vuh to trust my | done. “Here's Mr. Ferris, and just
word same as I trusted yores, and | me, and we're

waltin’ to talk

ride with me to find the skunk things over pleasant-like.”

that took her away. After that,

I'll be ready to place myself in | title”
| yore hands.”

Coggswell holstered his own gun

.

——

JELLY, BUT I' GOING
70 FIND OUT.. .,

WE DONT KNOW
A THING ABour iT!

HUBBY -1 HAVENT BEEN ABLE Nl
7O DETERMINE WHICH ONE OF OUR
BROOD 15 BREAKING INTO MY JELLY JAR-

SOME DAY THE GUILTY ONE WILLN
LEAVE A SMEAR OF JELLY ON
THEIR FACE --AND WHEN
THAT HAPLEN-S

“You don't need to shout my

grumbled Lonergan, dis-
mounting and stalking into the
shack. He nodded curtly to the

ranchman and seated himself upon
one of the tree stumps, waving
away Curran's offer of a drink.
Lonergan's manner was still that
of a judge, a man condescending

| to meet those socially beneath him.
‘ “What's that noise in there?”

demanded Lonergan suspiciously,
as Lois, hearing the volce of the
new arrival, made a desperate at-
tempt to free herself,

“Yuh can go in and look if yuh
want to, Mr, Lonergan,” grinned
the foreman, “But that's strictly
| a private matter.”

Lonergan strode to the entrance
of the smaller room. He could just
make out Lois fastened on the bed

| and her eyes turned imploringly

|upon his. He hesitated, then
| swung back angadly.
|  “What's that mean, Curran?”

| he demanded.

| "Got on Bruce's trail this morn-
| in',” answered Curran, “"He made
| his getaway, but ] nabbed the girl.
| Was waltin’ for yuh to examine
her, aAfter this other business is
settled.”

(To Be Continued)
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time, |

“If 1 wear makeup and talk
about the boys and stop riding
my bike to school do you think
:I can be popular?” Is a wyplea!l
| adolescent query

It is difficult to persuade

| daughler who looks shy and child

like in the company af glittering

girvis her own age, ziris who have
matuied early, that some day he
as-yel-undeveloped beauty will fu
excewd the mere prettiness of
those she envies, What does she
care about the future  she wunts
Lo be pretly and popular right
now!

Parents of sons have this m
lem too, for there are bove who
Rrow up slowly and slthough 10
yoears later thev may be win 20
of the smooth fellows the Cnvy
that, too, Is something you can't
make them take comfort in, o
even beliove

Parents can help these slowly
maturing youngsters through the
unhappy years when their school
bul you can't spare them all hurt
This youthful heartbreak is lke
an illness, vou can nurse a chid
tenderly through mumps but you
can't prevent his suffering some
pain. Nor do you want to shie
a young person from learning to

Itu'm- the normal disappointments
of life

Sometimes parents make ma.

ters worse by sharing the child's
fear of belng unpopular, Certalr

nothing could be worse for an al
ready battered ego than to sensd
that Mother Is disappointed be
cause you don't look Hke a mo
vie star. As a matter of fact

parents should be grateful if thel:
children take a few extra years
in maturing, Those who come L
full flower early and are sure of
themselves too soon miss the slow
absorption of knowledge and the
deepened understanding which
make for a better, richer adult
personality

S0 first make sure In your own
mind that you are giving your
boy and girl a big parental O. K
then try to open their eyes to the
fact that there are far ahy

young peopit like themselves than

War
Damage
Insurance

This will protect against
direet loss or damage
property (fire and bombard-
ment) due to enemy attack.
It supplements your regular
Insurance,

If interested In this protec-
tion, apply now as the for-
mer covernge expired June
30.

Billings Agency

REAL ESTATE and
KEAL INSURANCE
Phone 8781 41 East Main ]

]
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By MAS. CATHERINE CONRAD EDWARDS
Assoclate Edltor. Parents’ Magaalae

Kk L hie gLy et ..-l'-ll‘fh':lh'il
crowd they mre being left out of
whenn they Lunm Lhelr Dhiacks on
other wallllowers themselves
Lhey are bein us selfish as the
Lang lead ho wre making them
milserable

I know, it seems to be asding
insuke o Injury W expect a n
Elected givl to be nice to & stam
mering voy who she knows wouud
rather be dancing with someond
vise anywayv. But it vertheless
true that relleving anciher's long
lness s | sSUre way winning
friendliness for onesel! 'he pe
onality grows by what il exerts
self o do, and If It makeyg Lthe
effort to be friendly to those
who need Irendliiness (not  Just
to the glamourous [ew) 1L will
acquire warmth and self-forgets
firiness

To encourage your son or dau
khter to mdke this txertion, ddo
everything vou can to improve
thelr appearance, Don't tell your
sell that clothes don't matter be-
cause everything just hangs on
Sue's bony frame, or Bill's big
hands and feet make hitn ook
awkwanrd whatever he wears, It is
now that they need the bolstering
effect of the nlcest clothes vyou

can afford to buy them. Encour

nge them to be the best groomed
youngsters (n their class clean
smooth hair spotless clothes, well
manicured hands If they are

troubled with acne take them Lo a
doctor for treatmint, Watch thelh
et and see that they get plenty
of sleep and exercise and provide

them with a lotlon
tially e«

which will par
facinl blemishes

Athough you can't force young
people to entertain, by Inviting one
friend of thelrs at a time to din
ner and making the youngsters
the center of attention you o
gradually make your home a place
they like to come to. And this is
the best bid for popularity that
parents can give thelr children
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CHEAY printing Is
Have your work done

expensive
RIGHT nt

the Home of Better Printing—
Miner offlee,

ALWAYS...

You can depend on  our
service, The best materials,
properly prepared, served in
& courteous manner — nt
prices always within your
means, That's what you get

f Pete’s Lunch

your meeting place

Southern Oregon Credit Bureau

- ——

Ashland

Phone 3751
240 East Main, Ashland

e T

Reporting Office General Office

YOUR CREDIT RECORD
—You make it, We Record it!

—

Medford

Medford Center Bullding
Phone 2261

i

[LEANING

Permanent PRICES!
SUITS
PLAIN DRESSES

COATS

25c U. 8, BAVINGS STAMP WITH EVERY
$1.50 Cleaning Order, Plain garments—30 cents

PLAIN

FREE

cash and carry,

WITH MODERN
EQUIPMENT

90c

PICKUP AND DELIVERY #6bc

COLLEGE CLEANERS

528 Siskiyou Bivd

Phone 63360




