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CHAPTER |

i ke

S_\I"I\'I': filled his eves and his
' throat, Heat, so intense that

it seemed to

them, The s nd [ the Epd

motor and the clatter of its wheels |
on the uneven rails was almost

drowned in the raging voice of the
fire; and Tod, an arm around him
holding him close as they rocke
and swaved
trembling.
But he wasn't going (o ery, even
if he was more scared than he ever
had been in his seven years of ex
perience. Not much, he wasn't!
He hugged the precious letter-file
with old Jack's pay-roll in it closer,

down the grade was

and tried to look ahead: and when | ,

he saw living flames from the burn
ing cars of chemical wood
across the track like a curtain, he

threw himself flat and squeezed his |

eyves shut and held his breath, and
did not complain with so much as
a grunt when Tod's big body,
sprawling suddenly over his small
one, made his ribs bend out of
shape. No, sir! This was no time
to act like a baby!

Headquarters wa
enough, but they were getting good
old Jack's money out to safety.
That was his job: to help save
good old Jack from going bust.
When you've got a job like that,
Tor a man like that, you can't let
on youre scared, can you? No:
not even at seven, you can't!

He had been outside the office,
standing In the camp
clearing, staring off up the road
which Jack and the crew had taken
before daylight, and where the
cook had just with dinner
for the fire-fighters, when the book-
keeper called to him.

“Listen, Kerry,” Tod had sald
*I want you to sit right here un-
til I call you or come back. Wind's
getting worse.”

His big, ordinarily good-natured
face was white, and fine beads of
moisture pricked out above his eye-
brows,

“Sure,” said Kerry
gwallowed, his heart
with Tod looking so scared.

“Now, listen, careful. I took the
payroll out of the cash drawer.
gee! It's In this letter-file — this
one, right here.” He laid his hand
on the brown box on top of the
safe. Another file was on the desk.
and more on a shelf above it; but
Tod put his hand right on that
special one. *“I'm goin’' out to scout
around. If anything happens, it
may happen fast. The speeder's
right on the track, now—right by
the water-tank, there. If I yell, you
bring the file and come a-runnin’.
Understand that?”

“Sure, Tod,” sald Kerry, and
swallowed again, even if his mouth
was drier than ever,

*Good hoy! Everybody's got to
do his part, time like this™

He went out, then, and Kerry
sat down on a chair with his
breath fluttery in his throat. le.
sponsibility sat heavily on his small
shoulders, but he'd do just what
Tod had told him to do. That pay-
roll was old Jack’'s money, and he'd
break his neck to help old Jack.
he would! Good old Jack, who
had found him in the house the
day before his mother died. and
got the doctor and did all that he
could do, and who, after it was al
over and he was
him to camp. That had been win-
ter before last, and it looked as if
he was going to stay with Jack
forever, He certainly hoped so.
Nobody In the world could be so
kind to a little boy who had ne-
body else to look out for him as
could old Jack, and breaking your
neck for a man like that would be
little enough to do.

Jack had been so worried since
the fire started, day before yester-
day! He had been in town when
it came up, and had come back,
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“Kid, Which File Did You Bring?”

half the crew in to get some rest:
he’d turn in himself and try to
catch a wink, because with all that
chopping afire,
ing to be hell itself,

And tomorrow was, with the tel
ephone ringing and help from tow:
coming through all day, and the
smoke thick and thicker,

[OMorrow was go

But at breakfast this n
eaten before the first crack of
dawn, Jack had said:

“We got an even break. now

We'd ought to hold her, but you
never can tell, Why, vesterday
some of them damn’ birch stubs
burnin’ clean to the top, '‘nd I'll
bet they was throwin' live brand

half a mile ahead of 'em.” I

“And they might go further thar
that,” Tod West commented |

They might, another said: n ‘
likely, but still they might and
then Jack [;'-1"‘--1 Tod to one side f
where nobody but Kerry could hear |
and sald:

“Since this thing broke J've
thought no more about pay-rol
than the boys have about pay day
Shows I'm gettin' ol You'll be

here, Tod, Somebady wit)

Il A ey
on 'em’s got to stay by the tele |
phone again. It ain't likely she'q! |

get away from us. If she does. |t |
ain’t likely she'll get clean to car
in a hurry. But if anything should
I ippen, you get that pay-roll into
town. Silver's all right, but jt's
IIJ"J.‘-\H_\' bills and bllls'd burn slre
ino that old safe of mine.” |

“They sure would,” agreed Tod. |

Then Jack had looked at Kerry

“Be good boy, son!” he gaid

cheerily, as If he were only going
out on the job and not to a fire
line. *“Be good boy,"—and tweaked

Kerry's ear playfully,

“And him,” he sald to Tod, sud J
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Begin it now

FLAME in the FOREST

A Big Woods Serial With Action
By Harold Titus

Start right here on one of

Begin today with Kerry
the swiltest,

smackin'est Young in his determined

adventures of your whaole
life. Never before has even

scarch for the man who

wronged him when he L
this noted writer of oul-

u:.l\ n ll‘l_\—-\lfll"l neser ui\f
door advent ure

“stories
reacacd the peak of two-
fisted he-man action of

FLAME IN THE FOREST,

up until you've finished the

last thrilling « hapter! Start

FLAME IN THE FOREST
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THIS IS THE

FIRST INSTALLMENT

Begin now and follow FLAME IN THE
FOREST every week in this newspaper
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