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Oﬁce ;)fthe
Grand Exalted Ruler

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
) of the United States of America

Official Circular Number Five

February 10, 1932
Sterling, Colorado

. To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

My DEAR BROTHERS:

March brings to a close the fiscal year of Elkdom, yet the month is one of the most vital and important of the
annual period.

March witnesses the annual Lodge elections, the time of leadership selection.

Repeatedly during thy administration I have made the statement that the average subordinate Lodge prospers
in the measure that its leaders give of sacrificial service and enthusiastic effort.

I consider the Exalted Rulership of every Elks Lodge as a position of extreme dignity and importance. No
finer opportunity for service can come to any man. No greater chance for self-development.

May the membership at large in the exercise of its judgment bestow the privilege of leadership with deepest
consideration of the responsibility .involved, and may leadership be accepted with a sincerity of purpose that
will insure continued achievement. ’

One of the apparent weaknesses of our present plan of Lodge administration has been the pronounced lull
in fraternal activities during the summer season.

I urge upon all newly elected officers immediate planning of a well rounded program for April, May, June,
July, August and September.

Start your year with determined objectives.

Let there be in every Lodge in April and in May:

Reinstatement of lapsed members.

Initiation of new members.

Charity and welfare activities.

Entertainment that will engage and retain the interest of the individual Elk.

Do not permit June, July and August to be a time of siesta.

Promote inter-Lodge visitations and renewed relationships during this period. Remember always that the
successful Lodge brings its membership within the Lodge quarters.

Enter upon the duties of office with the firm resolve that 1932-33 shall and will be the greatest year in the
history of Elkdom. '

My heart thrills with pride as I examine the reports relative to the initiation of George Washington Prosperity
Classes, and of other activities incident thereto. There is no limit to the possible accomplishments of the sub-
ordinate Lodge. .

In the measure that the leaders give of sacrificial service so will the Lodges and our Order prosper.

Most sincerely

4

Grand Exalted Ruler.
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- Under Northern Stars. -

“I’m going after him myself with one of the
ranch boys.” he concluded. “Don’t know
when I'll get back. If you learn anything
important, call up Clint Prescott and tell him.
Good-by.”

Standing on the porch half an hour later,
Molly watched the sheriff swing to the saddle
of his Buck. She waved a hand in farewell.

CHAPTER VI

TAYLOR did not doubt that Clem Oakland
had come into Quartercircle X Y territory todo

harm to his enemy. In what way he could not .

guess. Presently he would find out.

Just now Oakland lay sprawled at ease on a
cot in the cabin at Seven Mile Camp. He did
not take the trouble to keep his muddy boots
from soiling the blankets. That was charac-
teristic of him, Taylor soon discovered. He was
clean neither in body nor mind.

To Flannigan he told a story of how he had
treated a woman and her young spineless
husband. The tale certified him for what he
was, a bully and a brute. The broken-toothed
man with the shifty eyes grinned appreciation.

“I’ll bet that held 'em,” he said.

His boss dismissed in a sentence the sub-
jects of his story. *The galoot had no guts
and the Jane no jingle.” .

Taylor gathered that they were in no hurry.
Someone was to meet them here, and he.w.ould
have a report that would probably precipitate
action of some sort. X

To miss the bitterness of Oakland’s feeling
toward Clinton Prescott was impossible. It
expressed itself in almost every reference made.
The two men had been enemies ever since the
owner of the Quartercircle X Y had thwarted
the ambition of the other to go to the State
Senate. That had been the first of many
clashes. R

Since Oakland had taken on the importance
that comes with power and large holdings, most
men of his acquaintance, aware of the man’s
ungovernable temper, trod softly in his presence
and took care not to oppose him openly. Clint
Prescott alone had treated him with scprn{ul
contempt. This had infuriated Clem without
intimidating him. He had his sly, ingratiating
side, as well.as his ruthless one. Somehqw, by
bribery Clint claimed, he had made himself
solid with the office of the forest suparvisor.
The owner of the Quartercirc]e XY braqd was
gradually being forced to the poor grazing of
the dry lands. .

He had spent a large sum building a dam to
irrigate alfalia lands, and though he had gone
through the necessary preliminary formalities
to get permission to do this Oakland was
challenging his legal right. It began to look as
though the challenge would be effective.

Most of this information Taylor picked up
from the boastful and rancorous talk of Oak-
land. He hated, and he let his hatred boil out
of him.

In one of his outbursts Clem told more than
he meant to tell. His present visit had to do
with the dam. They were waiting here for a
man they called Dean, who had been up to the
reservoir investigating it. From a jubilant
threat flung out by Oakland, the South-
erner gathered that he intended to ruin
Prescott without waiting for the slow process
of law. . ,

“T'll put him out of business so quick he’ll
think the whole Missouri has fléoded down on
his damned Quartercircle X Y,” the big man
bragged. . .

On one of his periodic trips to the door
Ilannigan flung information over his shoulder.
“Th]:'ee fellows heading this way along the
creek.”

The big man got up from the bed and walked
to the door. .

“Two men and a pack horse,” he cor-
rected.

(Continued from page 22)

He walked to his saddlebags and got a pair
of field glasses. i -

Taylor leaned back in his tilted chair. He
had not even glanced out of the window. “I
can tell you who one of ’em is,” he said coolly.
“Mr. Steve Walsh, sheriff, on the trail of an
escaped prisoner who wiped him on the bean
last night with a gun barrel.”

“Correct,” agreed Oakland, after a long look
through the glasses. I don’t know as I recog-
nize the second fellow. It’s not Prescott.”

The Texan brought the front legs of his chair
to the floor and rose. “Time I got out of
here,” he said briskly.

“I'm not so sure about that,” Oakland
demurred, his eyes nartowing. - “Hold your
horses, Mr. Taylor, it that's what you call
yourself. Plenty of time.”

“Walsh will be here in twenty minutes.”

“Maybe so. Maybe not.” The voice of the
big matirhad become almost a purr, his manner
foxily sly. ‘Looks like you get a break. Are
you a Fretty good shot with a rifle, fellow?”

Taylor looked at him, startled. He did not
need a diagram drawn of this man’s meaning.
At the Quartercircle X Y he had heard talk of
Oakland’s threats against the sheriff. Now
Clem intended to use him as the instrument of
his revenge.

That his captor was serving an ultimatum
Taylor knew, though he was not certain just
what the consequences of refusal might be.

‘“Not so good,” he answered.

““Then you’d better be lucky,” Oakland said,
with a cruel smile. “It T was to lay this rifle
down close to you, and if you grabbed it up
quick, I wouldn’t have time to prevent you
from shooting Walsh with it, would I? But if
you missed, naturally Ed and I would get
over our surprise right off and pump bullets
into you, the same as any good citizens would.
Understand?”

Taylor flung out a gesture of protest. He
looked frightened, the weak and impotent
drifter before the law who had not nerve enough
for murder.

“Listen, Mr. Oakland! T don’t want to
get into trouble gunning this fellow. He ain’t
done me any harm. Lemme jump a horse and
beat it. Istill got time,” he urged.

“Don’t make any mistake, fellow,” the big
man said ominously. “You'll do as I say. If
you don’t, Ed will bump off Walsh and I'll
give you the works soon as he has done it.
I'm boss here.”

Oakland drew his revolver and let the barrel
point toward the floor. He looked at the
prisoner, his jade eyes gleaming.

“One or the other, Mr. Taylor,” he went on
with suave menace. ‘“Which is it to be?”

The Texan played for time. *Seeing as I'm
druv to it, I'll have to do as you say. Gimme
the rifle. T hate to do it. I’m no killer.” His
voice was trembling. His hands shook.

“Listen,” Oakland told him harshly. “I'm
doing you a favor. You gun this bird that’s
after you and light out of the country. What
could be fairer?”

.“’I, c-can’t go around killing every officer 1

“Up to you,” Oakland answered cruelly.
“I’ve told you how it will be.”

‘“W-what about the other man?”

“He’ll pull his freight soon as you’ve got
Walsh. Don’t worry about him. Would a
drink steady your nerves?” )

“My nerves are all right,” Taylor boasted.
“If it’s neck meat or nothing I can get this
man for you.”

“Not for me. For yourself.” The big man
grinned wolfishly. .

The mind of the prisoner worked coolly and
actively to find a way out. The weak front
he had put up was a blind. They would keep
him covered every moment, but their vigilance
might relax if they thought of him as one with
no courage.

“I didn’t ask him to come here looking for
me,”” Taylor went on, plainly working himself
up to an edge for the crime. ““He knew mighty
well he ‘wasn’t going on any picnic. If I fight
back he’s got no legitimate kick.”

“I should say not,” Flannigan cajoled, at
the same time easing a revolver out of its
holster. .

Oakland stepped to the corner of the room
and picked up one-of the rifles leaning against
the wall. He made sure that it was ready.

“I’'ll certainly get him,” the Texan cried,
excitement riding in the words. ‘“He’s through,
that fellow is.”

At the same time he was ransacking his
brain for a plan. No use attempting to turn
his rifle on these men. Bullets from their re-
volvers would crash into him before he could
make a move.

With his left hand QOakland passed the rifle
to Taylor. A six-shooter was in the right. He
gave instructions coldly.

“Stand behind the door there.. Keep your
back to us. TI'll give the word when to let
him have it.”

Taylor peered through the partly open
doorway. The men with the pack horse were
not more than three hundred yards away.

“If I don’t get him first shot I’ll keep on
fannin’,” the man with the rifle promised.
“I’ll fix his clock. Don’t you worry.”

The three horses  were strung out on the
trail, about a hundred and fifty yards from
the house.

“Now, I reckon,” Taylor said in a high
excited falsetto.

“Wait.”

“Doggone it, they’re getting close.” -

Apparently the Texan’s nervousness over-
came him. He was squinting along the barfel
of the gun as he took aim. The rifle roared.

Buck’s feet went into the air. The crash of
the weapon sounded again.

“I've got him, by gum,” Taylor shouted,
and dashed out of the house to run down the
slope. “He can’t get away from me now.”

So it appeared. With the flash of the second
shot the body of the sheriff was lifted from the
saddle. It lay sprawled on the ground a mo-
ment before Walsh made any attempt to save
himself. Then the man rose and in an odd
lurching fashion stumbled to the bank of the
creek and plunged down. As he disappeared
a boom came from the house and a bullet
hissed through the bushes.

The pack horse was plunging wildly in the
snow. Peters had got a revolver into action
and was firing at Taylor. A moment later his
startled horse bolted and crashed through the
cherries on the rock-rim. The roan stumbled
and flung the big puncher over its head into
the creek.

The first shot from the house had missed
Taylor. The bullet from the second tore
through his forearm like a red hot knife. He
raced through the snow with the long reaching
stride which had carried him first to the tape
in high school days.

CHAPTER VIL

THE branches of the young cherry trees
whipped Taylor’s face as he jumped through
them from the rock-rim to the creek. His right
foot landed on a round stone and flung him
into a snowbank when the ankle turned.

An almost buoyant greeting startled him.
“Welcome to our city, Mr. Barnett.” .

A gay white-toothed smile flashed at him
from the brown face of Steve Walsh.

Taylor’s rifle lay on the edge of the stream
six feet beyond his reach. He glanced at it
and at the Colt’s .38 in the hand of the officer.
Strategically an armistice seemed indicated.

“You're not hurt,” he said. .

Walsh pretended to misunderstand his

(Continued on page 40)
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(Continued from page 39)
meaning. “Hurt! Because you hurried so to
join me? Not atall. I'm delighted.”

“When you took that fall from the saddle
I was afraid—"” i

“Touching solicitude. Let me reassure you.
That fall was sheer melodrama, though it
seemed called for under the circumstances.
By the way, if you’re through borrowing my
revolver I think I'll have to reclaim it. No,
don’t trouble yourself. I'll get it.”

“I haven’t it here.” ’

The sheriff assured himself that this was
true. He did not quite understand this, so he
asked a question.

“Are you a magician, Mr. Barnett? You had
a six-shooter and no rifle. I find you with a
rifle and without a revolver, Presto, change.
How come?”

A shout reached them. ‘“Hello, there!”

“Dug Peters,” the sheriff explained.

HE PICKED up the rifle and started to
climb the bank, still with an eye on the re-
captured prisoner.

“Keep cool in the snow bank, Mr. Taylor,”
he advised cheerfully *“I’'m not leaving you.
As your host, I—” :

. Taylor interrupted, to call a startled warn-
;sni”“Stop! For God’s sake! Clem Oakland

He was too late. A shot rang out. Walsh
staggered, swayed on the rim, and pitched
forward to the ground. :

Taylor clambered up through the brush and
stooped to pick up the fallen man. He heard
the crash of guns but paid no attention. With
Walsh in his arms he stumbled down to the
bed of the creek.

A second time he went up the short slope.
From just above his head a small limb dropped,

"snipped off by a bullet. As he picked up the

aylor

rifle which the sheriffi had dropﬁed g
e too (3

could see Oakland firing at him.
In one sliding jump.

Yet only to climb back cautiously through
the bushes. First of all Oakland must be
stopped. The big cowman was straddling down
the hill confidently.
th e warning Taylor gave Oakland was in
hie form of a shot. It brought the man up in

s stride. He turned and ran, parallel to the
ft:reek, for the cover of a small gully. Taylor

ook a swift aim at the speeding figure and

missed a second time.

A In another moment he was back in the creek.

thstone s throw farther up there was a bend in
€ stream that would offer a better defense

Position. .

crHli staggered along the rough bed of the

Afel > carrying both Walsh and the rifle.

o ast he reached the bend and under an

Sl‘l’::ilflfangmg ledge put the lax body of the

From the screen of a brush tan
gle he searched
the snow field for his enemies. Neither of
them was in slght.. Motionless he waited, with
te Patience life in the open had developed.
p Was several minutes before a black mass
ti§§§1 out of a snow furrow and moved cau-
Oaklasr,udl,n his direction. Taylor recognized
He took a careful aim before his finger pulled
drg trlﬁ;iger._ He saw the cowman stagger and
helpl s rifie. For a moment Clem stood
recgve:fédas tl;hough dazed, then he stooped,
toward the L ael_!:»'em)cwn, and went lurching

Presently he and Flannigan came out

third :mrsedtrotted after thgem. The
1€y rode toward a low line of hills rising

:g&lnst the horizon. Taylor saw them dis-

silfggar over a .cowbacked rise, appear again

e htl{etted against the sky, and drop out of

81t into a guich formed by two spurs abutting

[ rang&

Oaklea k&le\v he would see no more of them.
to ha.\:‘ Was too busy with trouble of his own
Ta f any pleasure in making it for others.
sherif)f’ Or turned his attention to the wounded

+ The wound in-his side was not bleeding

much externally, but it was impossible to tell
from a casual examination whether any vital
organs had been injured. Brought back to
consciousness by the ice-cold water from the
creek, the brown eyes of the officer rested
upon the other man.

“You got me,” Steve said faintly. -

“I'm not going to do you any harm,”
Taylor assured him. “Listen. I’'m-going down
the creek to find your friend. We’ve got to
get you to a doctor.”

The officer shut his eyes. He had not enough
energy to take much interest in what was being
done for him.

Rifle in hand, Taylor moved cautiously along
the stream. He had no desire to stop an un-
expected bullet. .

Rounding a clump of bushes, Taylor came
face to face with Dug Peters. ' The cowpuncher
hadekevidently been working his way up the
creek.

Dug threw up his arm swiftly. As Taylor
dropped back of the brush he heard the roar of
the other’s revolver.

“Don’t shoot,” the Texan cried. “We've
got to look after Walsh.,”

. As evidence of good faith he tossed the rifle
into the open. )

There was a moment of tense silence before
Peters ordered harshly, “Come outa there
with your hands up.” :

Taylor did as told.

““Whadja mean, fellow, about Steve?” the
lank bald-headed cowboy demanded.

“He’s been hurt. You'll have to go to the
ranch for help. He can’t travel on a horse.
Tell Prescott to send a sled for him—and to
get a doctor soon as he can.” :

“Where is Steve?”

“Come on. I'll show you.”

Peters followed at the heels of the other,

“The point is for you to catch a horse and
get back to the ranch soon as you can,” Taylor
;v;:t on. “I'll take care of Walsh while you're

y.

“Why would you take care of him after

shzotmg him?” the puncher asked suspiciously.

I didn't shoot him. Clem Oakland did.”
. e Quartercircle X Y man had seen noth-
ing of Oakland. Ie had pitched into the
creek o? his 1}ead and been knocked uncon-
sclous for a few minutes. This barefaced
fa.l‘s‘ehood made him angry.

What’s the use of lying, fellow? I saw you
kngck Steve off that Buck horse of his.”

All right. It doesn’t matter now. We've
got to do the best we can for him.”

They had reached the bend. Peters knelt on
one knee beside the sheriff, at the same time
keﬁpmg an eye on his prisoner.

How goes it— Steve?” he asked.
"l;he wounded man did not open his eyes.
He’s dead. You’ve killed him,” the cow-
puncher .

The eyelids of the officer flickered. “No,”
he denied faintly.

“Listen to me,” Taylor urged. “You've
got to catch a horse and ride hell-for-leather
to_the r’anch for help. Forget about who did
;}:s.” I'll stay with him. The rest is up to

Peters was full of suspicions, but he could not
think of a better plan. That the fugitive did

not intend any further harm to the sheriff he
was conv,mctid.
What's the matter with you going to the
ranch for help?’ he wanted t% kngsv. ¢

Taylor smiled, sardoniczlly. “1'm supposed
to be Webb Barnett, wanted for bank robbery
in Texas. I wouldn’t feel comfortable at
th?‘ ranch.”

All ngl}f All right.” Peters surrendered
abruptly. “T’ll see if I can catch a horse.”

From the bank Taylor watched Peters ap-
Iél;oadl and mount his roan. The buckskin of

e sheriff and the ka horse had joined it on
the edge of the creek a hundred yards below the
house.  After Peters struck the trail he took a
short cut down the bed of the stream and
reached thie trail in time to head off the buck-
skin and the péck horse:

He caught Buck, swung to’ the saddle, and
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drove the other animal back to the bend
where he had left his patient. Here he loosened
the lash rope and put into a sack of provisions, a
frying pan, and a coffece pot The sack he tied
to the back of the saddle on the buckskin.
This done, he fastened the sherifi's horse to a
sapling.

Taylor had been too busy to attend to his
own hurt until now. He stepped to a small
sand-bar and removed his coat. The shirt
sleeve he rolled up. The bullet had passed
through the flesh of the forearm.

He washed the wound and bound it with a
handkerchief. Barring the chance of blood
poisoning, healing ought to be only a matter of
time.

Certainly he took the prize for bad luck,
Taylor reflected somberly. He had risked his
life to save Walsh, yet both the sheriff and
Peters believed he had tried to kill him and
that he had fired the shot which struck down
the young officer. The cowpuncher evidently
did not know Oakland was within a hundred
miles of the scene. If Taylor was captured
there would be no way to clear himself of guilt.
The outlook was an ugly one. In case Walsh
died there would be another murder charged
to his account. The testimony of Peters, that
he had seen him come out of the cabin firing
at the sheriff, would be conclusive enough for
any jury. The truth as a defense would be so
unbelievable as to help convict him.

Well, they could not hang him twice, Taylor
told himself bitterly. Xither Montana or
Texas would have to bear up under a disap-
pointment. . .

The Southerner returned to his patient.
‘Walsh lay with his eyes shut, breathing heavily.
There was not much to be done for him.
Taylor did what he could.

CHAPTER VIIIL

A'S TAVLOR waited out the hours beside
the wounded sheriff, dark thoughts marched
raggedly through his mind. He bathgd the
face of his patient. He climbed occasionally
the little bluff above the creck, to make sure
that Oakland was not slipping back to com-
plete his vengeance and that the rescue party
was not in sight. He made and discarded
plans. But mostly it was Molly who filled his
mental vision.

It was like a knife thrust to him that she
would be done with him now finally and com-
pletely. She would think that he had stayed
at Seven Mile to kill her friend. What else
could she believe?

And he cursed the evil fate that had thrust
them apart forever. She would hate him
bitterly, implacably. That would be a neces-
sary solace to her self-esteem, since he had been
proven once more a villain. .

Early winter dusk was falling over the white
wilderness when he caught sight of a little
cavalcade moving toward Seven Mile Camp
from the Quartercircle X Y. It was time for
him to be gone. .

He swung to the saddle and rode away in the
growing darkness. To escape observation he
kept close to the creek for some distance. The
Wiﬁl cherry trees would conceal him from sight.

That a posse would pursue him at once
seemed to him unlikely. Prescott would be
concerned first with the safety of Walsh. If the
telephone was in order again the officers of
every.county within a hundred miles had q.l--
ready been notified. The hunt would close in
upon him before the next sunset.

Not twenty-four hours earlier Taylor hz}d
left Seven Mile with hope in his heart. A gxr]
had inspired it. She had freed him, given him
largess of her love, sent him on his way warm of
soul as he had not been for many days. All
that was changed. He had been wounded,
thrust deeper into trouble, convicted of gross
ingratitude. He had lost her sympathy. His
chance of escape had dwindled almost to zero.
He-would be captured or shot down, he did
not greatly care which.

He no lonFer had any expectation of escape,

Continued on page 42)
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“the bullet has done inside. I'll know better
in a day or two. But men like Steve take a
heap of killing.” .

“Save him, Doctor,” she begged.

He was by nature a gossip, interested in
the affairs of a hundred people. Now his round
eyes twinkled with curiosity. Was she in love
with - the sheriff? Nothing would be more
likely.

““Maybe you can do more than I can,” he
said slyly. “Make him want to live.”

She was looking at him through a film of
sudden tears. “If he doesn’t get well . . .
it will be terrible.”
© “We’ll do our best,” he said cheerfully.
“T’ll stay right here until the crisis is past.
There’s no sense in you worrying. I’ll save
him for you if I can.” .

Molly did not take the trouble to correc
any wrong imtgressions he might have. She
was not sure they were wrong. It seemed to
her now that nobody mattered but Steve.

She would have given up anything in the world
for him.

CHAPTER XXI

E‘ROM the Lost Dog ranch word came to
the Quartercircle X Y that Clint Prescott and
his son were bringing in the escaped outlaw
Barnett. They expected to reach home before
‘nightfall. '

The 'punchers at the Quartercircle X Y
were jubilant. '

“I done knew Clint would get the son of a
gun,” Buck Timmons cried with a whoop.
*“The old man is a top hand on a trail. A guy
sure has to keep faggin’ to make a getaway
from him.”

Her cousin Jim broke the news to Molly
that the outlaw had been captured by her
father. .She did not share the pleasure of the
ranch riders in the triumph of the Quarter-
circle X Y. Her dearest wish, as far as the
Texan was concerned, she told herself, was
never to see him again. He had been the
Inspiring motive of the most distressing and
humiliating episode of her life. Why did they
have to drag him back to the ranch?

During the past forty-eight hours Steve had
more than held his own. He was not yet
out of danger. Doctor Wagner would not
make her any definite promises, but she was
convinced he felt far more hopeful than he had
at first. Her interest was centered in the
wounded man. She told herself so with con-
vincing energy.

Yet she could not keep away from the win-
dow of the room as the day began to draw to
a close. She discovered that her interest was

::Have.you'an appointment?”
No, sir,”

“It will be impossible. What is the nature
of your businessp”

The country boy replied, “That is what I
came to discuss with him.”
. Out of the question,” snapped the other.
If you'll tell me your business perhaps some-
one else will see you.” ’

No,” said Lyman, turning abruptly away.

He went back to the bariking house of

orton Dexter & Company each noon. Once
a Junior partner endeavored to talk to him,
but he insisted on having an appointment with

T. Dexter. He was quite aware that he had
aroused notice.
«,y Sut my dear boy,” said the man kindly,

don’t you realize you can’t get an appoint-
n}ent with Mr. Dexter until he has some idea
of the nature of your business with him?”
I. Osgood the banker was the most im-

portant man in our town,” replied Lyman
ili"WlY: “and he was always glad to see me.

T. Dexter isn’t the most important man in

“shared by everyone at the ranch. Some of the °

punchers rode out to meet the returning trio.

The sun was setting when the group of
horsemen reached the ranch-house. At first
Molly could not make out which was the
]grisoner, but the mass opened and she saw

im. He was riding Steve Walsh’s buckskin,
his hands tied behind him, a rope fastening him
to the horn of her father’s saddle. When he
looked up at the window of her room, as
though expecting to see her there, Molly’s
heart was like a drum answering the call for
quicker time.

_In the long hours she had told herself many
times that he was a villain, and she had half
expected to see evil written on his face, since
now she would view him with eyes not blinded
by folly. He would be abashed and crestfallen,
a ruffian stripped of all pretense of decency.
So she had thought.

And he was not like that at all. One lifted
look had been enough to tell her his soul was
unshaken, that though they had dragged him
back at the end of a rope he carried himself as
only the undefeated can. The bitter, mocking
smile she remembered so well had flashed up at
her, and in an instant it had shaken all the well-
schooled precepts out of her mind. She felt
herself trembling and was unable to control
the weakness.

They took him from the horse, roughly. She
heard her father’s voice.

“Go easy, boys. This is no free-for-all.
Let £0, Slim. He's been wounded in that
arm.

Molly could almost feel the heat of the cow-
punchers’ hate beating up to her. Steve was
popular, and this man had shot him from
ambush. If her father had said the word they
would have strung the outlaw to a cottonwood.
She saw fists shaken in the saturnine face,
heard the sound of low, savage curses. The fury
appalled her.

*“Ought to hang him right here and be done
with it,” Slim cried. N

“Y’betcha!”” another voice assented, excited
anger vibrating in it. *

Prescott turned on them, swiftly. ‘That’ll
be enough from you buzzard heads,” he told
them harshly. ‘“When I need any advice from
you I'll ask it. There won’t be any hanging
unless it’s a legal one, This man is Steve’s
prisoner, and I’m going to see he gets to Tincup
safe.”

They took the captured man to the bunk-
house. Clint left Peters in charge and came
into the house. Molly met him as he entered.

‘“How’s Steve?” he asked.

‘“He’s doing very well, Doctor Wagner says.
I'm almost afraid to say so, but I believe he is
going to get well.”

Stairways
(Continued from page 17)

this town, and it’s dern funny I can’t get to
see him.”

The reply penetrated into clubs which were
deaf to the weightiest utterances of Henry
George. Dexter ordered the boy sent in to him.

“Well, young man, what do you want?”

- “I want your advice on making an invest-
ment,” was the unexpected answer.

Dexter regarded the boy, half angry, half
amused.

_“What have you got to make an investment
with?”

“I've got a job, the rights to a practical in-
vention, a house, lot, and money in the bank,”
was the still more surprising retort.

It seems to me,” the banker said, “you’ve
done quite well without me.”
s This investment is different,” said Lyman.
The day before T called here the first time I
got my first promotion. It seemed to me that
was the time to leave a job I didn’t expect to
spend my life in. I-want your advice on in-
vesting my life in a position I want to keep all
my life.”

The Elks Magazine

““Bully for Steve. We can’t afford to lose
that boy. He’s one in a thousand.”

“Yes, Dad. Are you and Bob worn out?”

“No. T reckon we’ll sleep round the clock
when we start in. Had to take turns riding
night herd on this fellow.”

“Did he make any fight beforc you took
him?”

“Not none. Gave up like a lamb.”

“You said he was wounded in the arm?”

13

THAT was done in the fight with Steve.”
Clint blurted out a confession. *‘I don’t under-
stand this fellow Barnett. He quits soon as
you throw down on him. Yet I've got a hunch
that he’s dead game. You saw him when the
boys got notions a minute ago. Or did you?
Anyhow, he never batted an eye. When they
were yelping to hang him he just turned that
impudent grin of his on them. How does he
get that way—soft as putty one time, hard as
hammered iron another?”

“I don’t know. What are you going to do
with him?” .

‘“Phone in to Tincup to Owen Martin to
come and get him. The sooner I'm shet of the
fellow the better pleased I'll be. How long till
supper? I want a bath.”

““About three-quarters of an hour, I think.
T'll find out.”

Prescott stopped on the landing before he
turned into his room. *Better ask Doc Wag-
ner to take a look at this fellow’s arm, ”” he said.

‘“Yes,” she promised.

Molly was glad. her father had suggested this.
She had meant to get the doctor to do it any-
how, but she preferred to bemerely a messenger.

“Didn’t know he was wounded, Wagner
told the girl, his beady eyes twinkling. He was
delighted to be brought professionally close to
this notorious outlaw.  ““Certainly I'll look
after him.”

The doctor departed with his bag. From the
window she watched him waddle across the
court to the bunk-house. Molly wished
fiercely she was a boy and not a girl. She
longed to walk into the bunk-house and to cee
the prisoner, to hear the drawling mockery
of his voice. Perhaps if she could listen again
to the sardonic irrision with which he flouted
honest folks she could whip her scorn of him to
a heat that would destroy the ridiculous fecling
in her heart.

She was one of those silly sentimental women
who send flowers to brutal murderers con-
demned to death. The hot blood of shame
poured into her cheeks, It seemed that even
yet sl}e was not cured of her infatuation for
this villain,

(To be continued)

. The banker looked at him long and search-
mg“ly. He rang a bell.

. I am going to give you a position,” he said
simply.

The greatest day in his life! He was to
know excitement aplenty, and most of the
emotions men are heir to, but never again
the pristine fervor of joy in life which coursed
through him and played about him like an
aura as he walked out of the magnificer.t hank-
ing house to return briefly and for the last time
to the malodorous establishment which he
had outgrown. He remembered this day to
the end of his life. And to the end it remained
associated with both victory and loss.

He returned to the warehouse to publish
his grand news and sever his connection with
it. . He walked on air, his feet on the treads of
a seven-league stairway. Bending consider-
ably in order to enter the warehouse’s mere
ten-foot portals, he found the place in an up-
foar. His first impression was that his tre-
mendous tidings had preceded him. But what
had preceded him was Dick Tradler’s de-





































































