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Guarantee

We guarantee that you
cannot buy this sensa.
tional 3 in 1 offer for
this low price any-
where in the country
today. Your money
back if you can dupli-
cate it at this low
price.

HERE'S A USEFUL BEAUTIFUL GIFT THAT WILL
GLADDEN THE HEART OF THAT BOY IN SERVICE!

Ask any service man what gifts are most
appreciated and you’ll find that a Billfold,
Cigarette Case and a Lighter are high on the
list of most wanted and most useful articles.
Imagine how pleased any boy would be to
receive all three at one time in a matching
set such as this. A gift to last for years and
one he’ll remember always,

}

$2.00 Value Smart Alligator Grain
CALFSKIN BILLFOLD and Pass Case

Here without & doubt is the greatest Billfold and Pass Case
Bargain that is being offered today. This smari Alligator Grain
Calfskin Billfold is a masterpiece of Billfold tesign and work-
manship. There’s a place for everything, The Pass Case, with
Its 4 celluloid protected pockets, has ample ‘oom for cards,
passes, lodge and all identification cards. Tl Wallet has a
generous currency compartment in the back aid windows for
snapshots and identification cards,

$1.50 Value Smart Alligator Grain
Matching Calfskin Cigareite Case

The handsome Cigarette Case is a fitting comprnion piece to
the Billfold described above. It's made from tke same smart
Allizgator Grain Calfskin and Is mude to hold a full package
of TWENTY CIGARETTES. Each Cigarette Cas¢ is reinforced
with & hidden metal reinforcement that holds the case in shape
and prevents your cigarettes from bending or beaking. The
gasl"i"w neatly into your vest pocket or breast pocket without
ulging.

30c Value Famous CIGAR LIGHTER

Clgarette Lighters have been plenty scarce. Virtualls
been manufactured for several years now and we feel fortunate
in offering you the famous-prewar type, all metal FLAME-
MASTER lighter in a beautiful matched two-tone finish, Meas-
uring only 2% inches in length, this “‘fool-proof”* lighter works
unfailingly. Just a few drops of fluid and your lghler Is ready
for months of carefree, unfailing service,

_ FOR
ONLY s

tione have

YOU GET 4% WORTH OF QUALITY MERCHANDISE
FOR THE AMAZING LOW PRICE OF ONLY g .98

Men evervwhere ask us how we can make this SEnst-

tional 2 in 1 offer for such a low pricel Tremendous

buying power is the answer. More than 1,000,000 satisfied
customers have bought and are using our Bilifolds. Don’t he
misled by the low price! We guarantee this to he $L00 value
or we want you to return the Billfold, Cigarctte Case wnd Cig-
arette Lizhter and get your money back in full. You are to be
the sole judge. If this sounds to vou like & fair, lionest-to-
goodness, man to man offer—and we're sure you'll agree it
does—then fill out the coupon below and rush it to us. We'll
ship your smart Alligator Grain Calfskin Billfold, the match-
Ing Cigarette Case, and the FLAMEMASTER Tighter, ail for
$1.9% plus a few cents COD Charges.

SEND NO MONEY—RUSH THIS COUPON!
1]

§ ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 3202
§ 500 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 10, I

[ Gentlemen: Please rush me the complete set of smart Al.
gator Grain Calfskin Billfold, the matehing Clgaretts Case

I and the FLAMEMASTER Lighter COD for only $1.9% plus 1

I 15¢ Federal Tax on Billfold only and few cents postsge. [ ]
must be more than pleased or T will return in 10 days for

1 fuil refund, 1
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inping charges, Ship the 3 articles to me all postage i
gos prepaid.

1 I enciose $1.98 plus 15¢ tax with my order to save all 1
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ELECTRICITY {s one of the most Important
factors in our war effort, Thousands of trained
Electriclans are needed NOW. And after the
war, Electricity will continue to be u'emendou_slg
{mportant! Why be satisfied with a no-future jo
when I make it SO EASY to grepgre for & good
wF-ixJ:-time and _peace-time jo _with_a

,-

ELECTRICITY

T J2 WEEKS TRAINING

Get Into the fascinating, fast-growing, well
paid field of Electricity—a field that offers
you op ties and a future—in good
times or bad times—a field that {s a per
manent necessity in war or peace, Here s
mur chance to prepare yourself for_a
ting permanent future, ~

LEARN BY DOING

Here at Coyne—in 12 weeks, you can traln
for your Big Op;

rtunity. ‘‘Learn-by-doing”®

-—train on

IT LATER !

Vorpiysicattydin:
orphys Yy Gis=
abled men. If you
have a physical
disability of any
kind, write me
whenyousendthe
COUpOn.

electrical machinery, Not a |

CET YOUR TRAINING
NOW «.. PAY FOR

Coyne Training fs EASY, PRACTICAL!
You LEARN BY DOING on real, actual
machinery and apparatus. Don't let
lack of money stop you. You can get
training first—then pay for it in easy
monthly payments after you graduate.
If you need part-time work to help out
with living expenses, I'll help you get it.

correspondence course, Here you get all
around training fn the many branches of
Electricity so you are equipped for the better
jobs in this field.

SPECIAL OFFER!

INDUSTRIAL Jiid

Coyne training {3 easily mastered. Many of

ELECTRONICS our students have never had previous F} -
Tralning trical experience—many others have had
Included experience in one or two branches but realize
atno to advance they must have all-around Elec-

Extra

trical training, So whether you have had
Cost. i

electrical experience of not—you need Coyne
training,

INSURE YOUR FUTURE! Send for Book!

Coyne {8 45 years old and has seen War and Peace—times of
prosperity and times of national depression. During all these
times Coyne has men for pay jobs, Coyne train-
ing is tested and proven. Mail coupon and let me send you
the big free Coyne book and my complete story about how
X he}lp you get the tralning you need for a good Electrical
job. Thisdoes not obligate you. Act at once. Just mail coupon,

H.c.Lewis: COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
500S.Paulina$t.  Dept. 94.84 Chicago 12, lilinols

O N N N A R N A R D D N A B e

H. C. LEWIS, President

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 94.84,

500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, Iik.
Send me your Free Book and tell me about your

plans to help me—including Pay-Tultlon-after-Gradu-

ation offer and Radio-El icsa Training at no

extra cost, °

NAME L o renassnsnsbes b annsset e siauesen v Toivas il
ADDRESS: ivercacvasoyesvasais
CITY susconasiraisevississyZONE s ave STATE.....







J, E. SMITH
President

National Radio Institute
Our 30th Year of Training
Men for Success In Radio

| Trained
These Men:

$200 a Month In

Own Business
‘“For seversl
years I have been
in business for
myself making
around_ $200 a
month. Business
has steadily In-
I have N.R.I. to
thank for my start in this
fleld.’”” ARLIE J. FROEH-
NER, 300 W. Texas Ave,,
Goose Creek, Texas.

$5 to $10 Week F
In Spare Time
“I am engaged
In spare time
Radio work. I

creased.

I had enrolled
sooner, All this
EXTRA money sure does
come in handy.’”” THEODORE
K. DuBREE, Horsham, Pa.

Chief Operator
Broadcasting
Station

“‘Before I com-
pleted your les-
sons, I obtained
my Radio Broad-
cast Operator's

el B license and im-
mediately Jjoined Station
WMPC where I am now
Chief Operator,”” HOLLIS F.
HAYES, 327 Madison St.,
Lapeer, Mich.

Television
Electronics
Frequency

Modulation

My up-to-date Course
includes tralning in
these new develop-
ments,

You May Never See a Better Time to
Get Started In Radi.

I will send you FREE my Lesson, “‘Getting Ac-
quainted with Recelver Servicing,”” to show you
how practical it is to learn Radio at home in spare
time. It’s a valuable Lesson. Study it—keep it—
use it—without obligation! And with this Lesson
I'll send my 64-page, illustrated book, ““Win Rich
Rewards in Radio”” FREE. 1t describes mauny fas-
olnating jobs Radio offers, tells how N.R.L gives
you Lladio experiznce by practicing with SIX BIG
KITS OF RADIO PARTS 1 sendl
Malg Opportunities Ahead for Tralned

adio Techniclans and Cperators

The future looks bright for well-trained Radlo
Techniclans, Operators. Keeping old Radios work-
ing Is booming the Radio Repair business. Profits
aro large—and peacetime prospects are bright, too,
Think of the new boom in Radio Sales and Servic-
ing that's coming—when new Radios are agaln
available—when Frequency Modulation and Elec-
tronics can be promoted—when Television moves
into its new era of expansion.
Broadcasting Stations, Aviation Radio, Police
Radio, Loudspeaker Systems, Radio Manufactur-
ing all employ qualified Radio Men at good pay—
and most of these fields have a blg backlog of
business built up during the war, plus oppor-
tunities to expand into new fields opened by
wartime developments. You may never again see
% t(inm? when it will be so easy to get a start in

adlio

Mnn‘l&glnnors Soon Make $5, $10
a Week EXTRA In Spare Time

The day you enroll for my Course I start send-
ing you EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS that
help show how to make EXTRA money fixing
Radios in spare time while still learning. I
send you SIX big kits of Radlo parts as part of
my Cours¢, You LEARN o fundamentals
fllustrated, easy-to-grasp lessons—
what you learn by bullding real
Radio Circuits—and USE your knowledge to make
EXTRA moneyl
Mall Coupon for FREE Lesson and Book

These are fast-moving times. The opportunities
beginners now have to get started in Radio
may never be repeated. So_ take the flrst step
at once, Get my Sample Lesson and 64-page
illustrated book FREE. No _obligation—no
salesman will call. Just mall Coupon in an
envelope or pasted on a penny postal.—J. E.
SMITH, President, Dept. 5A09, National Radlo
Institute, Washington 8, D, C.

[}
1 ). E. SMITH, President, Dept. 5A09

: National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C,
: Mall me FREE, without obligation, Sample Lesson and

64-page book, '‘Win Rich Rewards in Radio.”
man will call, Write plainly.)
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MEASURING
INSTRUMENT
(above) you build
early in Course.
Vacuum tube mul-
timeter, measures

., D.C., R.F!
voits, D.C. cure
rents, resistance,
receiver output,,

Goop For Borw itk FREE

(No sales-

ABOivenris

You Build These and Many Other
Radio Circuits with Kits I Supply

‘SUPER.
HETERODYNE
CIRCUIT
(above) Preselec-

tor, oscillator =
mixer-first detece
tor, i.f. stage,

diode - detector -
&.v.c. stage, audio
stage. Brings in
local and distant
stations.

A. M. SIGNAL
GENERATOR

(left) build it
yourself. Provides
amplitude - mod-
ulated signals for
test and experi-
mental purposes.







“I have done so well with my home music lessons

| CAN NOW PLAY MANY POPULAR SONGS"

writes Mrs. H. T. McNairy
of Detroit, Michigan

“T have doune so well with my home muslo les-
sons that I can now play songs on sight. In
fact, when I told my boss I learned to play
without a teacher he wouldn't believe me.

“You see, I have a defense job. One night
Y got there early. To pass the time I asked
the man in charge of the recreation room if
I might practice on the piano, When he heard
me play he offered me a job playing four hours
each evening for the employees.

“T sald to him, ‘I'm not a musician, I'm
Just taking & home-study course on the piano.’
‘You can’t fool me,’ he said. ‘You be here
each evening and I'll pay you what I think
your music is worth.”

“T’ve played there ever since and I am get-

ting well paid. So you see I am getling along

retty good, considering that I've only finished
than half my course.

(Signed)
Mrs. H, T. McNairy”

Easy as A-B-C to learn your favorite instrument=costs only 7c a day

UNDREDS of unsolicited letters in our ‘*‘trlck number” or “play-by-ear’” methods, thing is right before you In black and
files tell the same story as the one above.  You léarn fo play by playing . , . and you White. Tou simply can’t go wrong.
The story of how many people, from all enjoy every minute of it, It you've always wanted to learn musio
walks of life—doctors, lawyers, teachers, You start in with simple melodles, Grad- .- - to be able to entertain yourself and
office workers, farmers and laborers—with ually you take up mors sdvanced pieces. others . . . If you want to be invited every-

1o previous musical training, have learned  Anq moom, almost before you realize it, you oes yyi.c,Sead for our
g +» YOU  FREE Illustrated Booklet
to play thelr favorite instrument this amaz-  fing that you can pick up most any popular and “Print and Picture” NOTICE

ing home-study way. How they have pymber and play it dy note, Sample. Then you'll see|Please don’t eon-
learned music quickly, easily . . . without . how easy it is to learn gé;eoo ,th‘n,‘ l{iuxé
& private teacher . . . for only 70 G day. And it's just as essy 88 It sounds . . . muslc this money-saving, | ;ii%0a with any

thanks to our remarkable “Print and Ple- time-saving way. Check|gystem of teach-|
Yes, over 750,000 people all over the ¢yre" method. When you take up a nmew O your favorite instru-|ing ~music *
world have studied music this convenient, tyne, the easy-to-understand printed in- llniez;lt. But don’t delay, | ear or by trick
simple U, §. School way. The reason Our gtructions foll you just what to do snd how . the coupon now!
method of instruction is so suceessful is be- o do it. Next, the big crystal-clear plo- U. S. School of Music, |28, Yo¢ by any|
cause It makes learning & pleasant pastime. tures and diagrams show you how. Then 2941 Brunswick Bldg., |trick or number|
No tiresome scales and exercises . . . no  yop play it and hear how it sounds, Every- New York 10, N. Y, |5ystem.

SIMPLE AS A-B-C

Yet it's from the famous ‘‘Merry Widow'' Waltz

o

I am interested in music study, particularly In the instrument

checked below. Please send me your free illustrated Looklet,

é‘]ﬁ:;eto Learn Music at Home,”" and Free Print and Picture
1 0

3 -
oy

I Piano Plain Accordion Ukulele  Modern Eiementary
Guitar, Saxophone Clarinet Harmony
Hawalian Guitar Tr Cornet T i
Violin Reed Organ Flute Practical Finger
Piano Accordion Tenor Banjo Piccolo Control
l owe you I
Name...oveuon.. Veseseracesennuses mmeﬂ"u-n---u-
| (PLEASE PRINT) I
= | MAdress cicvevicisiinssinississavaetsaassarsaesisisscsreses I
From the above dlagram you can see for yourself how “’f' it CitYuovsesvivaasissssnsnsavenanssnsasscins S8 vivasioe
is to learn by this Print and Plcture method, You simply look NOTE! If you are under 16 years of age parent must sign coupon,
at the music and diagram and see which notes to strike. In a
few minutes you find yourself playing the famous ‘‘Merry — — E—— — — — — — — — —

Widow Waltz.”
*Picture posed by professional model. SAVE 20—STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD






Learn by Doing!
Use real Radio
Equipment Furnished

with your Course
: rience
¥ 18 the best
teacher. You
learn by ex-
perience with

the exclusive
National
Shop - Method

of Home
Training—actually
build many circuits and do experi-
ments with the big kits of standard
radio parts included in your tratn-
I'l;g equipment at no extra cost to

U,

Bulld a superhetero.
dyne receiver. Mako
tests and conduct ex-
periments that show j
you the why and how
of electronics. Bulld
an audio osciliator,
s/ 1 generators and
other {nstruments with
the parts and supplies
included in your course.

“F. M.’ Means Future Money

Frequency uod\datlc;'n G‘t'oM') is

ere A
Thousands of
F.M. licenses
have been
granted by the
government
F.C.C. all over
the country.
Learn what
this means to
you.

SHOP MET

Get ready for TELEVISION.
Get your share of the RADIO
SERVICE Business. Here {8 a
sensationally improved way for
{ou to get the right training—a
horoughly proved system where-
by you study in spare time—
odd~ hours, even minutes—and
have the advantage of
shop experienco behind you.

This exclusive shop method of
home tralning comes to you right
from one of the world's greatest
vocational educational centers—
the resldent training shops and
experimental laboratories of Na-
tional Schools. It {s the sound,

)
]

e
g
g
g
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radio industry.

It is up-to-gnta—rg:ltche;. tga
progress constantly ng made
in modern radio, television and
electronics. It Is time tested.
National Schools has been train-
ing men for higher pay and great-
er opportunity for more than a
third of a century. Fill out and
mail the coupon below for detalls,

Shop Methed Training Wiss Good Jobs

59 latest offer
was $5,800.00 as
Radlo Photo Engi-
neer , . . but I'm
doing well where I
am now engaged.
am deeply Indebte

X to National,'—
Joseph Grumich, Lake Hiawatha,
New Jersey.

‘‘Due to my train-
ing at National I
was sels d to In-
struct in the labora-
tory work of Navy
and Marines,”’—R.
R. Wright, Black-
foot, Idaho.

X ““I belleve Na-
tional offers the hest
course to bhe had.
+ « « Keep up the
good work.'’—0. K.
Ivey, Washington,
b. C.

Read what hundreds of other
enthusiastic students have writ«
ten about National Training.
Bend in your coupon today.

Send for FREE Lesson
and Prove to Yourself How
¢ Quick and Easy You Get
%) Ahead in Radio by the NEW

OD HOME TRAININ

Be Sure in Post-War
mg«ow, rlg':t now, is
for SUCCESgnm
SECURITY

wide open. Trained
men will get the pref.

men

der U. S. Government sponsore
ship.

See for Yourself

Now, right now, is the time
to grasp the great opportunity of
today—-a successful carcer for to-
morrow. Get into the big money,
rapld advancement, a position of

rosperous

ng; But to win it you must
. Well-trained men ONLY

wanted,

National Schools, Dept. 1-TGR

on me,

ADDRESS

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

LOS ANGELES 37, CALIFORNIA EST.1905
MAIL OPPORTUNITY COUPON FOR QUICK ACTION

ine the National Shop Method
g carefully, Be con-
lesson we will send

iou FREE. Ko obligation of any sort.
il out il |

the coupon and mail It today.

3 ; ot e
816 Books FREE!
Learn for yourself just how easy
this SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING gives
you the practical, down to-e

rience you can never get

trom liit‘-‘?(‘,’ olone

4000 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 37, California
(Mail In envelope or paste on peany card)

Mall mo FREE the three books mentioned in your ad including a

sample lesson of your courgo., I understand

1
]
n
no salesman will call §
1

NAME ..ccecvccacsrscsaansacsscsoccsnscses AGB.ciiscre )
R R R R LR |

CITY coosseenssssrasasesonssncseas BTATEBsseocanccescss
number

Include your zone

!‘------------------.------------..






A gun bilasted, but the slug whined high as Morgan hit leather

RAIDERS OF

(CHAPTER V)

RIFLE ROCK

By LEE E. WELLS

Below the Pecos Ridge, a Fair Valley Becomes a Shambles When
Two Outfits Wage a Desperate Feud—Until Wayne Morgan
Rides into Action to Make Peace with Grim Gun Logic!

CHAPTER I
War at Rifle Rock

UST outside of town, two riders
pulled up. After a brief con-
sultation, one of them, an
Indian, nodded and rode off,
headed for the distant peaks,
leading the extra horses. The

other, a cowboy, waited a few

moments, then urged his roan
forward with a soft, drawled
word. He rode easily, supple
body swaying to the movement of the horse,
mild blue eyes looking ahead to the town.

Apparently there was only a single street,
with a few houses straggling out to either
side. The street was dusty and rutted and
strangely empty. The cowboy saw two
groups of horses hitched before two saloons
which were far apart. A single buckboard
waited in front of the general store. He saw
no other signs of life.

His mild eyes narrowed a trifle, and a
steely glint came into them. Something was
about to explode in Rifle Rock, that was sure.

He passed the little white church, his swiit
glance missing nothing. There he had a
glimpse of a tall young cowboy talking to a
girl. She was beautiful, dark-haired, dark-
eyed. The two stood so that they could not

A Complete Full-Length Masked Rider Novel
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18 MASKED RIDER WESTERN

The rest of the men worked out of the
brush, circling in closer until they ringed
Buck Henry with menacing Colts. The rifle-
man, a big man with broad, hurling shoul-
ders, and masked like the rest, stepped clear.

“What yuh want with me?” Henry de-
manded in a level voice.

“We're payin’ a debt, hombre,” the rifle-
man answered in a chilling tone. “Yuh shot
Zack, so I reckon we’ll stretch yore neck
at the end of a rope.” He snapped an order
to his men. “Bring the hosses.”

Henry felt a cold chill finger his spine
but allowed none of his fear to show. His
eyes sparked and his mouth set grimly.

Some of the men disappeared back in the
brush. Fresh cracklings told of horses be-
ing led to the road. Buck Henry watched
as the men swung into saddle. At no time
did less than three Colts cover him. He
noted the coil of rope on the saddle of the
big masked man.

“Up the road a piece, hombre,” the man
ordered Buck. “We got a big old cottonwood
already picked out. I don’t reckon there’ll
be any more drygulchin’ after we've left
you as a warnin’.”

The rancher slowly lowered his hands. The
masked riders closed in around him and
in silence they rode up the cut and came
out on the plain.

There Buck Henry saw the grove of trees
and the big cottonwood standing out from
the rest. Despite all he could do, he felt his
throat constrict as though the burning,
choking rope was already around it.

CHAPTER II1
Trouble Trail

ILENTLY the masked band sur-
rounding the Diamond H own-
er rode up to the big cotton-
wood and halted. Buck Henry,
face pale, but set in firm, un-
compromising lines, waited,
hoping for the smallest chance
to make his bid for freedom.
But the men around him did
not give him any loop-hole.

The big, hulking leader led the rancher’s
horse to a position under a stout limb. He
picked up the coiled rope and swiftly started
forming a hangman’s loop. -The rest waited
in a deadly silence. The man finally fin-
ished, turned the rope over as though ex-
amining his handiwork. He looked up.

“I reckon yuh know why we're doin’
this?” he demanded.

“I don’t,” Buck Henry snapped.

“Yuh tried to kill Zack McCloud or or-
dered the shootin’ done. Ain’t no decent
citizen goin’ to sit around on his hunkers
and let yuh get away with it.”

“Decent citizens!” Buck Henry sneered.

“Yuh’re a bunch of mangy polecats. I had
nothin’ to do with the shootin’ of Zack.”

There was a moment of silence. Then the
big man leaned out of the saddle and with
a quick flip of the wrist settled the noose
over Henry's neck. The rancher reached
for it, but instantly two of the others grabbed
his arms and forced them behind his back.
He felt the rope lash across and around his
wrists. It was done quickly.

The big man adjusted the noose, placin
the knot under Henry's left ear, then movecgl
back, sitting his horse, silent and grim.

“I reckon yuh can say yore piece,” he said
grudgingly. “But make it fast and short.
We don’t aim to waste much time.”

Buck Henry’s eyes blazed at him, but he
said no word. He made no struggle to free
his hands. He sat straight and stiff like a
courageous man.

The masked man waited a moment, then
shrugged. He lifted his eyes to the big limb
and had flipped the rope over it when ‘a
rifle slammed with startling suddenness. The
big man’s horse bucked with violence, throw-
ing the man over its head. The animal fled.

Instant confusion struck the masked band.
Sixes were jerked from leather and blasted
in the direction of the shot. Then two six-
guns came into action from another direc-
tion. A masked man screamed, swayed,
then grabbed the saddle-horn. The big rene-
gade came to his feet and his guns, too,
were going.

The rifle cracked again and a man dropped
to the ground like a poled ox. The men
fired wildly. Buck Henry held his skittish
horse with pressure of his knees, a wild
light of hope in his eyes.

“Grab tﬁat hurt man up!” the big man
yelled hoarsely. “Get out of here. It's the
Diamond H!”

The would-be hangman vaulted up behind
another rider, sending a blasting fire into
the trees. Under its cover, the fallen man
was picked up and slung over a horse. The
band wheeled, and set spurs, racing off to-
ward the deep cut in the roadway. Hidden
six-guns and a rifle sent them on their way.
A few twisted around to return the fire,
but most of them leaned low over their
horses and spurred them on faster.

The pounding drum of hoofs faded away.
Buck Henry sat quietly, the rope still around
his neck, his arms pinioned tightly behind
his back. He looked eagerly toward the trees,
but could see nothing in the dense brush.
Twilight was falling and the shadows clus-
tered thick beneath the trees. Then out of
their depths came the eerie call of the moun-
tain lion, a sound Buck Henry had not heard
in years. He felt the few hairs above his
ears prickle and rise.

Abruptly a man on a magnificent black
stallion rode around a heavy clump of bush-
es. The rancher stared at him, mouth agape.















RAIDERS OF RIFLE ROCK

Snake’s lips form what he was sure was a
curse. Gardner smiled, said something, and
jerked his thumb toward the Winchester.
All three men disappeared inside.

The wandering cowboy remained leaning
against the wall of the saddle shop. He
thoughtfully rolled a cigarette, his narrowed
eyes watching the Winchester, now blank
and silent,

“They was mighty thick down there,”
he told himself: “Now what would the se-
gundo of a big spread be planning with a
saloonkeeper and his gunslammer ramrod?”

He lit his cigarette and continued his walk.
With no sign of hesitation he mounted the
steps of the Winchester and pushed through
the batwings. The mournful barkeep was at
his station. Snake, King and Limp Denton
were seated at a table in the rear. The three
men watched Morgan silently as he walked
to the bar and ordered.

In the mirror he could see Limp Denton
plainly, and he studied the man more close-
ly. Denton might have been handsome had
it not been for the deep frown that gave
his tanned face a lowering look. His brown
eyes were morose and brooding, those of a
man who has been sorry for himself too
often.

His Stetson was on the table before him
and Morgan noted the thick shock of coal
black hair. Limp’s mouth was well-formed,
the nose straight and long. The chin at first
glance locked firm, but a slight cleft some-
how weakened it. Denton appeared to be of
about the same height and weight as Mor-
gan, and the cartridge belt he wore was
pulled down at one hip from the weight
of the heavy Colt and holster.

“Upstairs to the office,” Morgan heard
King, Gardner say in a low voice. “He’s just
a wanderin’ waddy, but yuh can’t take
chances.”

Their chairs scraped back and the three
men left by a door at the back that opened
on to a steep stairs. Morgan could hear the
booted feet ascend, thump along overhead

. and then stop. He finished his drink and
_ asked where he could find the sheriff.

]
4

“Mort’s at his office this time of morn-
in"” the barkeep answered. “Fact is, he
seldom stirs his stumps out of there. Across

: the street and down a bit.”” The barkeep

swished his cloth across the mahogany.
“Ain’t needin’ a lawman, are yuh?”

“No,” Morgan answered cryptically. “He’s
need’in' me though, but he don’t know it
yet.

He pushed his hat forward over his eyes
and left the saloon again. That conference
going on upstairs interested him, but there
was no chance of overhearing it. Hanging
around the Winchester would only arouse
deeper suspicion, and right now Morgan
didn’t want trouble. But he did know where

Gardner’s office was.

|
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As the sheriff rolled Morgan over, the waddy raised his gun
barrel toward the lawman’s head (CHAPTER Vi)
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he's after as bein’ ‘in these hills." Keep look-
in’ for sign.”

“I will, Senor.”

“Somethin’ else—I think there’s to be a
road built through here.”

“Road, Senor?” Blue Hawk said in quick
surprise. “But there is already one.”

“Shore, but Gardner mentioned another
one to come. This trouble in Rifle Valley is
beginnin’ to make a little sense, but I still
want to know what part Denton’s playin’.
I think I’ll be at the M Bar C at dawn.”

“T'll look for you there, Senor, if I have
need of it.”

“Right, Blue Hawk. Yuh might watch
Rifle Rock for a while in the mornin’ to see
if them renegades try to pick up our cold
trail. If they don't, then head for the hills.”

BLUE HAWK dismounted with the
Masked Rider. From the bed-roll behind
the cantle of the stallion, the Masked Rider
pulled a battered Stetson. The mask, cloak
and black hat disappeared and Wayne Mor-
gan took the gray mount Blue Hawk had
been riding. He swung into saddle, waved
his hand in brief goodby and rode away in
the darkness.

Circling Rifle Rock, he struck the road be-
yond the town and settled to the long ride
to the M Bar C. Far after midnight he came
to the trail that branched off to the ranch.
Morgan rode along it for a while, then pulled
off. After a glance at the stars he rolled up
in a blanket and took a few hours’ sleep and
rest.

The first rays of the sun awakened him.
He stretched the cramps out of his muscles,
rolled his blanket and again swung into sad-
dle. Before long he topped a small hummock
and saw the sprawling buildings of the M
Bar C just ahead.

Morgan deliberately gambled when he
rode into the yard. He gambled that Limp
Denton as yet did not know about him, and
that none of the men he had tangled with in
Rifle Rock would visit the ranch during the
short time he planned to stay. Give him a
day and a night here, and Morgan was con-
fident that he would be able to know at least
a little more about Limp Denton.

The ranchhouse was silent and no one was
in the yard when Wayne Morgan rode up.
He heard sounds of life in the bunkhouse
and the cook’s cheery whistle from the cook-
shack. There was a small two-room building
to one side of the ranchhouse that obviously
was the quarters of the segundo.

Wayne Morgan dismounted, turned, and
hitched up his gun-belt. He started toward
the small shack but a sudden challenge from
the bunkhouse swung him around. A young
gc;wboy stood in the doorway, a Colt in his

t.

“Where yuh aimin’ to ramble, stranger?”
he demanded.
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Morgan’s lazy smile softened his lips. He
jerked a thumb toward the cottage.

“I figgered to talk to the boss. Yuh can
put that six up, amigo. I'm peaceful.”

“You might be, but we ain’t,” the cowboy
snapped. “We got a bad wounded man here
now. Just elevate yore hands and I'll call
Limp out.”

The cowboy came forward as Morgan
raised his arms. The fellow was about twen-
ty-five, with a lean, tanned clear look to his
angular face and jaw. His eyes were a clear
brown, open and direct, though now his lips
were set and he obviously regarded Morgan
with suspicion. He kept his Colt steady, cir-
cled Morgan and knocked on the door of the
shack.

“Limp!” he called. “Hey, Limp! There’s
a strange rider out here wants to see yuh.”

In a moment the door was jerked open and
Limp Denton stepped out. His dark, morose
eyes cut to Wayne Morgan and glittered in
instant suspicion. His hand dropped to the
gun he wore and he advanced, his left shoul-
der dropping as he limped. His weighing
glance dropped to the crossed gun-belts,
then lifted again.

“What's in yore craw?” he demanded.
“We don’t take kindly to strangers.”

“Now what’s wrong with this valley?”
Morgan drawled, in an aggrieved tone. “I
ain’t aimin’ to harm anybody. Me, I'm just
tryin,” to find a job and drifted down this
way.

“Pilgrim, huh?” Limp spoke sharply. His
eyes narrowed. “Where from?”

“I started in Montana but I've covered a
heap of miles since then. Say, could I drop
these arms? They’re gettin’ plumb heavy
stickin’ up there in the sky.”

Limp hesitated a moment, then briefly
nodded. He spoke to the young cowboy.

“Yuh can put up that cutter, Bart. I reck-
on I can handle the jasper if he gets proddy.”

Morgan lowered his arms, rubbed them.
Bart hefted his six in his hand a moment as
if undecided whether to follow orders or not.
Then he gave a slight shrug and dropped the
Colt in leather. Slowly he returned to the
bunkhouse door, said something to the men
inside and then leaned against the frame, a
silent warning to the stranger.

“This is a bad country for work, pilgrim,”
Limp said.

“I'm shore findin' that out,” Morgan said
wryly. “I make a good cowhand, mister, and
I hope yuh could use one.”

Limp scratched his jaw and his glance
dropped again to the crossed gun-belts.

“We ain’t exactly looking for cowhands,”
he said carefully, “but yuh look like yuh
could do somethin’ else.”

“Huh? Oh, these guns. I've handled ’em
in my time.” Morgan grinned.

“Good with ’em?”
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and the cook fixed a meal for Morgan. When
the waddy had finished eating he came out
of the cookshack door, leaned against the
building and looked toward the barn. He
caught a slight flicker of movement at one
corner and Blue Hawk gave him a quick
signal. Morgan casually straightened and
strolled toward the barn. Blue Hawk waited
behind it. '

“Two strangers have come to Rifle Rock,”
the Yaqui reported, “and King Gardner is
much excited.”

“Do yuh know who they were?”

“Yes, Senor.” Blue Hawk nodded. “One
is a mining man. The other is from a rail-
road and he argues with Senor Hatcher. The
sheriff will not let him leave town.”

“Minin’ and railroad!” Morgan exclaimed.
“Blue Hawk, Gardner’s bein’ pushed faster
than he planned to go. They’re callin’ his
hand on the sale of Rifle Valley and Gard-
ner has to produce. Things'll break wide
open, Blue Hawk.”

“It- is time, Senor.”

“Yes, it’s time,” Morgan answered gravely.
He touched his holstered Colts. “Time for
gunsmoke and a heap of killin’.”

Morgan told Blue Hawk to meet him out
on the range, then he returned to the bunk-
house, gathered up his bed-roll and then
went to the corral. In a short time he had
his horse roped and saddled. The cook
watched him mount.

“Yuh shore didn’t work here long,” he
exclaimed.

“Yuh’d be surprised how long 1 been
workin’ for Buck Henry,” Morgan said, and
grinned. He waved his hand. “Adios, ami-
go, I'll be ridin’ this way again.”

He rode out of the yard, cut a little to the
right and headed for a distant grove of trees.
Blue Hawk met him there and the Yaqui
fell in beside him. Morgan set off in a direct
line for the hide-out which they reached
with all speed.

In the canyon pocket he dismounted and
changed his saddle to Midnight. The stallion
was all eagerness to be racing down the
dangerous trails the Masked Rider always
took. Morgan grinned at the horse and
glanced up at the western sky. There was
still plenty of daylight, but the sun had dis-
appeared behind the peaks.

“Just keep yore patience, Midaight,” he
muttered. “Yuh’ll have plenty of runnin’ to
do before this Rifle Valley trouble is over.”

Blue Hawk had the coffee on when Morgan
returned to the fire. The Yaqui silently
prepared the meal and Morgan sat down
beside the glowing embers. He stared into
the fire, his quick brain trying to foresee
the moves Gardner would make. He would
work fast now to gain control of the Valley,
driving out the Henrys and the McClouds.
Those gunslammers who worked under
Snake Bannon would earn their pay from

ﬂowd. on. Morgan’s face became grim and
ar

After the meal, he returned to Midnight
and opened the saddle roll. Shortly, it was
the Masked Rider who mounted Midnight
and headed for the mouth of the canyon.
Blue Hawk followed on the pinto, checking
the rifle and shoving it back in the boot
under his right leg.

Free of the canyon, they turned toward
Rifle Rock. Before they had ridden many
miles night settled on the range and the
Masked Rider increased his speed. At the
edge of the town he drew rein and Blue
Hawk rode up close beside him,

“Where are these strangers yuh told me
about, stayin’?” the man in black asked.

“Both in the hotel,” said the Indian, “but
the railroad man spends most of his time
arguing at the sheriff’s office.”

“I'm taking a look at both these gents,”
the Masked Rider said softly. “You'll have
to act as look-out, Blue Hawk.”

“You can depend on it, Senor,” the Indian
said simply.

The Masked Rider worked in a wide loop
around the town, drifting up into the dark
back yard of the jail. He dismounted and,
silent as a shadow, moved along the side of
the building. The cells were empty but a
light glowed from the office, The Masked
Rider eased forward, close to the window
and peered in.

A young man was pacing back and forth
before the battered desk. He was tall and
tanned and obviously angry. Hatcher was
leaning back in his chair, whittling, his face
set in stubborn lines.

TH'E steady thump of heels came clearly
to the Masked Rider. Then the young
man stopped beside the desk and leaned over
it.

“But Hatcher,” the masked man outside
heard him say, “this survey was scheduled
long ago. My company has hbeen corre-
sponding with Gardner about it.”

“Can’t help that,” Hatcher grunted. “Seems
like yuh’d be glad of a chance to loaf around
the hotel a few days.”

“My job’s surveying railroads,” the young
man snapped, “not loafing. This spur line
to the Pecos Mines is needed. It’ll cut wagon
hauling completely out and save a hundred
miles if trains can go down through Rifle
Valley and over the Pecos Ridge.”

“That’s the mine’s trouble, not mine,”
Hatcher growled. He looked up, muddy eyes
glinting with anger. “Now you listen here!
I'm doin’ this to protect yuh. There’s a
wanted killer loose in the Valley. I can’t let
yore surveyin’ crew out of my sight. The
lobo might kill all of yuh.”

“Hatcher,” the young man snapped, “I've
told you we can take care of ourselves.”

“Listen, Edwards,” Hatcher barked, his
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ing with anger, and then turned to Bannon,
his fist pounding on the bar.

“We could make the arrest now if Hatcher
was here! Everything’s gone wrong. What'’s
more, Edwards and his surveyin’ crew could
slip out easy and tell everybody the whole
story about the road if they were a-mind to.
Powell gave me some weak excuse this
mornin’ for not talkin’ about what he’s
doin’.”

“Say!” Bannon exclaimed. “What’s Henry
stoppin’ here for?”

Gardner jerked around to the window
again. The Diamond H had pulled in to the
Winchester hitch-rack and the men had
dismounted. Gardner realized suddenly that
not a man of them wore a gun. He looked at
Bannon, puzzled.

“Get out the back way,” he snapped ab-
ruptly. “Round up the boys and bring ’em
here. I don’t like this.”

Bannon nodded and ran toward the back.
He disappeared just before Buck Henry
pushed open the batwings and his crew
streamed in behind him. Gardner managed
a welcoming smile,

“I'm surprised to see you gents in here,
Yuh generally go to the Gunsight.”

“We got plumb curious about the Win-
chester, King,” Buck Henry replied affably.
“Set the boys up to a drink.”

Gardner busied himself pouring drinks,
but worry rode him with spurs. Something
was in the wind, something threatening his
plans. Diamond H had come to the Win-
chester for a definite purpose and he could
sense a hidden tension in these men who
leaned against his bar. The two Henrys
showed nothing by word or look what was
in their mind.

He began to feel a little better when the
first of his gunhawks drifted in the door.
Now he could have more control of the
situation.

Buck Henry noticed the gunslammers
trickle in and take seats here and there
about the room at the tables. He smiled
slightly but paid them no more attention.
Snake came drifting in, looked surprised to
see the Diamond H.

“Lookin’ for trouble?” he demanded di-
rectly of old Henry, who chuckled.

“Not a bit. Yuh notice not a -one of us
has a gun. Plumb peaceful, and a proddy
gent would get hauled up for murder was
one of my boys salivated.”

Snake sent a quick look at King Gardner
who bit his lip. Buck Henry was right.
Despite all his gunhawks, Gardner couldn’t
start any trouble. Even if Hatcher was here,
there would be no resistance to arrest, and
that was what Gardner wanted—a chance
to kill the rancher and his son legally. This
whole thing was getting more puzzling and
more a ing.

A quarter of an hour passed. The silence

became deeper, more tense. Snake stood at
one end of the bar and betrayed his nerv-
ousness by the quick tattoo of his fingers on
the wood. King Gardner slopped whisky
over a glass when he poured for Buck
Henry. The gunhawks stirred restlessly at
their tables, puzzled and uneasy.

“Here comes M Bar C,” old Henry said
quietly. “I see Miss Rita is with 'em.”

Gardner looked out the window again.
Snake swore softly under his breath.

The M Bar C pulled up to the hitch-
rack, Limp Denton was with them, but
there was something drawn and haggard in
his face. His eyes shifted from Rita McCloud
to the men. All of them dismounted and
Snake’s surprised exclamatlon sounded loud
in the room.

“The girl’s comin’ in, too! Is this whole
Valley gone loco?”

CHAPTER XIII
Roundup In Rifle Rock

» ITA McCLOUD calmly mounted

A the steps of the saloon with
her men and followed them in-
side. Limp Denton avoided
Gardner’s stare and the sa-
loonkeeper saw the hard-
checked panic in the segundo’s
. eyes. Snake had swung around,
9. staring. Rita flashed a look at
2 Jed Henry, long and searching.

The young man took an impulsive step
toward her, but the girl turned away. Gard-
ner caught himself, firmly pushed down the
terrifying thoughts in his mind, and hurried
around the bar. He pulled out a chair from
one of the tables and Rita coldly thanked
him as she sat down. M Bar C hands, nar-
rowly watching the Diamond H, bunched
close around the girl.

Gardner realized that Limp was trying
to send some desperate signal to him, but
Gardner couldn’t understand what it was.
He choked down the tightness in his throat.
Something was definitely up and it had to
do with the Rifle Valley troubles. He as-
sured himself that he was in the clear,
completely, unless Limp lost his nerve.

It was almost noon when the back door
was quietly opened. Gardner swung around
at the gasp of surprise that echoed around
the room. His eyes widened when he saw
the tall, cloaked, masked figure. The eyes
behind the domino were cold and ghtterlng,
but the wide lips smiled.

“Well,” a deep voice said, “this is a regu-
lar roundup! Everyone’s on time.”

Snake Bannon made a strangling noise.
He pushed away from the bar and made
a fast play for his gun. The heavy Colt
had cleared leather before the Masked Rider
seemed to move. Then his hands dropped
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down and up with the speed of light. Ban-
non’s shot and the roar of the Masked
Rider’s Colt blended as one.

The door casing by the Masked Rider’s
head splintered as Bannon’s slug smashed
into it. Snake himself stood stock-still, his
face slack with stunned surprise. His eyes
widened and his mouth opened as though
he wanted to speak. Then his short front
stained red. His gun hand slowly lowered
and, almost in slow motion, his fingers
opened and the Colt spun around and clat-
tered to the floor. Bannon swayed slightly.
Life left him with a rush and he collapsed
to the floor.

The Masked Rider looked over the room,
both Colts covering the gunhawks. Limp
Denton and Gardner remained frozen, star-
ing down at Snake Bannon’s slack form.
They looked up at the stern, dark figure in
the doorway.

“Bannon at least was a fighter,” the cold
deep voice of the masked man said. “That’s
more than can be said for the rest of the
sneakin’ snakes in this Rifle Valley trouble.
Gardner, I'd welcome gunplay from you or
Limp. Both of yuh deserve killin’, and I'm
goin’ to tell Buck Henry and Rita McCloud
why.”

Gardner licked his lips nervously and kept
his hands in clear sight on the bar. Denton’s
dark face grew a little pale and cold sweat
stood out on his forehead. He looked trapped,
ready to break, but he made no move for his
guns. The Masked Rider waited a brief mo-
ment,; then continued talking.

“Rifle Valley has been on the edge of a
range war. Diamond H and M Bar C have
come to hate and distrust one another. There
have been cows stolen from both spreads.
Zack McCloud was shot, then knifed. The
blame was to be placed in the Diamond H,
but a wanderin’ waddy named Wayne Mor-
gan had seen the man who shot McCloud,
and he had to be shut up. He was accused of
the shootin’ hisself, and arrested, but it
wasn’t meant for him to be brought to trial
or leave the jail alive.”

“Who shot my father?” Rita asked, and
she could not control the tremble in her
voice,

“Tll come to that,” the Masked Rider told
her gently. “First, I want to make clear
who’s been behind this whole deal. He's
a man who at one time was a mining man.
He found a heavy copper deposit that prob-
ably extends over most of the Valley. The
few outcroppin’s and indications of it was
missed years ago when men from the mines
beyond the Pecos prospected Rifle Valley.
This man I'm talkin’ about made inquiries
of a minin’ company who told him right
away that they’d be interested. Henry and
McCloud had the right to these minerals
and their sale or development. The plotter
wanted this for hisself.

'

“Then he heard rumors that the old
freightin’ road from the Pecos Mines wasn’t
satisfactory. A railroad planned to send a
spur to them mines, and the best route was
through Rifle Valley, across land owned by
Diamond H and M Bar C. The man who
owned them lands could get a good price
from the railroad company for right-of-way.
So our plotter had to get rid of Henry and
McCloud so’s he could profit hisself.

“He found a man who was close to Zack
McCloud, a man whose warped brain would
stop at nothin’ to gain his own ends. This
man was used by our plotter.”

“But who was the plotter?” Rita asked
tensely. -

“Yore genial barkeep, King Gardner,” the
Masked Rider answered. .

GARDNER’S face became paper-white. He
looked around at the grim cowboys who
faced him. ;

“That’s a lie,” he said in a quavering
voice. “He can’t prove nothing!”

“But I can,” the Masked Rider interrupt-
ed. He didn’t turn his head but spoke more
loudly. “Mr. Graydon Powell, representative
of the Continental Mine Development Cor-
poration.”

Powell appeared behind him. He was a
large, powerful man who seemed to fill the
door. He stepped around the Masked Rider,
taking care not to come between Gardner
and the Colts that held the room.

“Did you get an inquiry from Gardner
here?” the Masked Rider asked. “Did he
lead yuh to believe he owned the land where
the copper could be found?”

“He did.” Powell spoke clearly. “He
claimed he controlled most of the Valley,
and said he was in process of getting clear
title to the rest. We assumed his statement
to be true and agreed to hold off until he
could acquire full title—from a purchase,
we believed. Time passed and we were eager
to chart this deposit and come to some
arrangement about its development. I came
here to wind things up, and Gardner was
much upset. He asked for a few more days
in which to finish his deal.”

“Did yuh believe this-deal to be illegal?”
the Masked Rider demanded sharply.

“Not at all. I felt that Gardner might
not be telling all he knew about the copper
lode, but that was between him and the
man from whom I assumed he was buying
the land. I had no idea he was resorting to
murder and range war.”

“Thanks, Mr. Powell,” the Masked Rider
said quietly. He raised his voice again.
“Curt Edwards, surveyor for the Pecos Ridge
and Apache Railroad.”

The young surveyor appeared and Gard-
ner’'s hands gripped the edge of the bar
until the knuckles showed white. Limp Den-
ton edged carefully away from the bar, eyes
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held in an almost hypnotic gaze on the
Masked Rider. The cloaked figure spoke
briefly to Edwards.

“Has the sheriff of Rifle Rock kept you
and yore crew from leavin’ town?”

“He has,” Edwards answered firmly. “He
said there was trouble in the Valley. He
didn’t want my men or myself involved. I
tried to argue him out of it, but Hatcher
was stubborn. Then I suggested that I con-
tact Diamond H and M Bar C separately.
Hatcher then threatened to jail me and all
my crew unless we stayed quietly in Rifle
Rock until he gave permission for us to
leave.”

“Hatcher is now bein’ held by the Diamond
H,” the Masked Rider said. “Buck Henry
has his signed statement. Hatcher named
the man he took orders from and told why
Powell and Edwards were kept from seein’
the ranchers. Now we come to the shootin’
and later murder of Zack McCloud.”

Limp Denton had come close to the door.
The Masked Rider’s gun swung slightly
and lined on his chest.

“Don’t go, Denton. This concerns you.”

Denton halted, looking trapped and dan-
gerous. At that moment the red-haired rene-
gade with the scar came in. Blue Hawk
was just behind him, The Masked Rider’s
voice sounded stern and hard as he spoke
to Scar.

“You shot Zack McCloud from the roof
of }t!he buildin’ next to the Gunsight, didn’t
yu 29

The man gulped, looked frightened, then
found his voice.

“Yes. Gardner give me orders to. An-
other gent was to start a fight between the
spreads at that time.”

“He did start the fight,” the Masked Rider
said softly. “It was through this gent that
- Gardner was to gain control of the M Bar C.
I don’t believe Gardner meant to let the
man live long after the job was done. He
knew too much about the plot. But Zack
McCloud had to be got rid of first, so’s the
ranch would pass to his daughter. Scar here
missed and the job was finished silently with
a knife by a man nobody around the M Bar
C would suspect. Limp Denton, you stabbed
Zack McCloud to death!”

Rita gasped in horror. Jed Henry swore
under his breath. Limp Denton jerked as
though the Masked Rider’s fist had smashed
into his face. Only his eyes seemed alive
and they had the look of a trapped animal,
darting from man to man. The Masked
Rider inexorably pressed his point.

“Yuh're in love with Rita McCloud, and
have been since yuh first came to the M
Bar C. Yuh're insanely jealous of Jed Henry
and wouldn't hesitate to kill if it would get
him out of yore way. Yuh was a tool ready-
made for King Gardner. He promised to
rid yuh of the Henrys, father and son. All

you had to do was kill Zack, secretly, marry
Rita, and have her sell out at a sacrifice
to Gardner.

“By that time, if things had gone as
planned, Diamond H and M Bar C would
have been at one another’s throats, each
ranch ruined by the range war Gardner was
encouragin’. But things went wrong. The
minin’ and railroad companies called Gard-
ner’s hand. He had to act fast and you,
Limp, had to run the risk of murderin’ Mc-
Cloud yoreself. Well, it caught up with you.”

ED HENRY saw Rita’s crushed and-agon-

ized look. Killing anger surged up in
him and he jumped toward Limp Denton.
For a moment he stood between the Masked
Rider and the renegade segundo. Limp acted
instantly. His hand slashed down to his gun.
It blurred up and flamed.

He whirled and ran for the batwings
even as Jed fell back, grabbing his shoul-
der. Gardner had dropped beneath the bar
and Buck Henry rushed around one end to
block the man’s escape. The saloonman’s
gunhawks clutched at their holsters but the
M Bar C hands were instantly ready for
trouble.

Limp reached the batwings and for an
instant was clear of the milling crowd. Then
the Masked Rider’s gun spoke, like thunder
in the narrow confines of the room. Limp
came up on his toes. He grabbed at the
batwings but they gave way. He fell through
them onto the porch outside.

Rita ran to Jed, who leaned against the
bar. Neither of them saw Buck Henry as
the rancher stopped Gardner with a blow
that cracked off the man’s jaw. The plotter
against Rifle Valley dropped in his tracks
as though he had been pole-axed.

Old Henry swung around and joined the
Masked Rider as‘'he strode to the batwings.
They knelt over Limp Denton. The rene-
gade’s eyes fluttered open and he glared up
into the masked face.

“If it wasn’t for you,” he gritted, and a
spasm of pain crossed his face, “I could
have had—" His voice failed and his head
lolled to one side. He was dead.

The Masked Rider straightened and Buck
Henry shrugged eloquently.

“I reckon that winds everything up,” the
old man said.

“Everything,” the Masked Rider replied.
“You and Rita McCloud are free to deal with
the minin’ company, and the railroad will
give yuh a fair price for right-of-way. Rifle
Valley will be a busy and peaceful place.
That’s what it should have been all along,
but greedy and twisted men sometimes try
to change things.”

“I reckon Jed and Rita will be gettin’
married soon,” Buck Henry said, turning to
face the batwings. “We shore owe a heap
of thanks to you, for the new wealth that’s






“Yuh'll do nothin’,” a hard voice grated, '‘till yuh've unbuckled yore gun-belts and crawled out of there"

 MAN-HUNTING MUSTANG

By JACK STERRETT

Half of Jay Hicken's Troubles on the Trail of a Sheriff’s Killer Are
Over When He Selects a Pard with Good Hoss Sense!

Indian-faced Jay Hicken rode into Cay-
use. The main street of the cowtown was
quiet.

There was a smile of anticipation on Jay’s
dark and bony face. Long time since he
had been to town. He would call on Sheriff
“Dad” Ringle and say “howdy” to his old
friend.

He halted in front of the stone jail, noted
that there were two horses already hitched
to the rack, one a wall-eyed dun. A wild
horse, that one, and not local stock—plenty
of mustang in that black-legged. buckskin

lT WAS almost dark when long-legged,

color, But a smart horse, too. You could see
that, even though he rolled his eyes and blew
like a half-broke bronc.

Jay’s booted feet were practically sound-
less on the bricks as his long legs carried him
to the office. He wanted to surprise the
sheriff, so didn’t knock on the door, but just
turned the knob and flipped the panel open.
The scene he revealed stunned him with a
moment’s ‘paralysis.

Silver-mustached Sheriff Ringle was
backed against a wall, hands high. In front
of him stood a beefy masked bandit with
poised six-gun, To one side. mouth open in


















As the bandit sat
as motlonless as
the stone beneath
him, Brennan
sprang on him from
behind

STAR ON HIS DESK

By HAPSBURG LIEBE

Alone and Unarmed, Young Sheriff Kirk Brennan Dares to
Pit Himself Against Five Dangerous Lobos of the Owlhoot!

LD Doc Holly stepped out of the bank,
0 counting money, and walked into a
Mexican who stood gawping toward
the top of the line of bluffs, red now in the
morning sunlight, that reared high close back
of town. Holly jerked his gaze upward. He
swore, then ran to the sheriff’s office.
“Kirk,” he said breathlessly to the man at
the desk, “you’d never guess who's sittin’ his
horse in plain sight up there on the rock,
so I'll tell you, It’s Catclaw Girtman!”
He was young, that sheriff, under twenty-
three. His father and his grandfather had
held the job before him, and their records

RQ

had elected him though there had been a
good deal of spirited opposition. He felt
now that he was in a tough spot, and he
was, with the “Catclaw” Girtman gang of
holdups back in its old home county once
more.

“He’s got a white cloth tied to the muzzle
of his rifle, Kirk,” Doc Holly added.

“Catclaw used to brag that anything was
fair if only yuh got by with it, and always
was plumb full of tricks,” the tall and wolf-
lean Kirk Brennan said.

He loosened his six-shooter in its holster
as he hurried out to the street.
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“Nobody. Yuh can take my word for that.”
Brennan eased his right hand down to his
saddle-front.

The Girtman leader considered himself
smart, and was smart. In point of cold fact
he was too smart.

“No gun and no badge,” he commented.
“Them two cards reads me the rest of the
deck. Young sheriff elected on his pa’s rec-
ord. Kicked out because he let a gang make
a plumb monkey out of him, Made him so
cussed mad he wants to flop over and be a
owlhoot hisself. I’'m right, Kirk, ain’t I?”

BRENNAN grinned narrowly. Catclaw

was playing squarely into his hand. His
best chance of rounding up the gang lay in
joining in, or pretending to do so, and Cat-
claw had made this easy. He was not going
to lie outright, so he merely kept grinning.
The cocksure Girtman went on airing his
smartness.

“If the authorities didn’t take yore gun
from yuh when they kicked yuh out, yuh just
didn’t wear none on account yuh was afraid
of bein’ drilled on sight. Have much trouble
locatin’ us?”

“It shore was slow work,” Kirk answered.

“If anybody does foller yuh,” Girtman said,
“yuh’ll be the one to shoot him. Buck agin
that, and we'll shoot you. Savvy?”

Brennan savvied—with a jolt. Idaho
Snow might disobey orders and come sneak-
ing out here!

“Put yore hoss into the rope corral behind
the cabin, Kirk,” Catclaw went on, “then
come back and show us how good yuh can
cook. Hustle.”

“And tomorrer, Kirk,” Nep Girtman said,
fingering his beard and winking at his cousin,
“yuh can wash up all our clothes.” r

This was the payoff. The young sheriff
was being permitted to join the band—as a
slavey! But it didn’t rankle much. The big
thing was that they were not suspicious,
which meant that he could grab the first
chance he saw, They’d been nowhere to
spend the money they had stolen from the
bank. And Brennan wanted to nail them
while the money was intact in their posses-
sion,

Each of the five had a heavy six-shooter
that was never out of his reach. Their one
additional weapon was the .44 Winchester
that Catclaw had been carrying when he had
shown up on the bluffs back of town. The
rifle now stood against the outside cabin
wall near the door, with a belt of cartridges
hanging on its muzzle,

Night caught them finishing supper, night
that would be quite dark until moonrise.
Brennan followed Nep Girtman and a wiry
man in the cabin. Girtman lighted a match,
which showed Kirk a pair of built-in bunks,
and into one of these crawled Nep. Kirk
picked his way between saddles and blankets

and piled down on the floor in the blackness,
The wiry man did likewise. Soon Catclaw
Girtman and another wiry man came in.

“Aw, Nep, nothin’ to do but sleep,” Cat-
claw growled as he found his bunk. “To-
morrer we ride.”

“To San Carlos and throw us a main ben-
der,” said Nep.

“Right,” said Catclaw,

Brennan stiffened. San Carlos was not
only out of his county, but was across the
Border in Mexico. )

“So whatever I do,” he told himself, “I’ll
have to do before another sun comes up.”

If he could lay hands on that .44 Winches-
ter, and get the drop on them at daybreak
when they were woozy with sleep, at least
he would have a fighting chance. His sheriff
father, he remembered, had never asked for
more than that,

Four men had come into the cabin, The
fifth would be off somewhere doing sentry
duty. One by one the four began snoring,
The sounds seemed genuine. But Kirk Bren-
nan lay there staring into the dark for two
hours before he dared lift a finger. Then he
crept outside, moving an inch or so at a time,
making no sound.

The rifle was gone!

Of course, the sentinel had taken the long-
reacher. This told Kirk that the sentinel
occupied some high point that would give
his eyes far coverage after the moon rose.

Kirk waited for moonlight, then found his
man on a rock pinnacle. Except that he
nodded a little now and then, the bandit sat
as motionless as the stone beneath him,
Brennan sprang upon him from behind,
snatched the man’s six-shooter from its scab-
bard and with the barrel of the outlaw’s own
weapon knocked him senseless. Using his
own and the bandit’s neckerchiefs tightly
twisted, he tied the fellow’s wrists behind
him, and tied his ankles to his wrists,

It was the work of only another minute
to tear a sleeve from the outlaw’s shirt and
gag the unconscious sentinel. Kirk then
put on both cartridge-belts, holstered the six-
shooter, caught up the rifle and made his way
cautiously toward the cabin.

Half the night was past, the wait for day-
break would be long. The moon had grown
bright. Every boulder and clump of scrub
stood out almost sharply enough to be pho-
tographed. Brennan wondered whether he
hadn’t as well tackle it now.

The matter was decided for him. On the
pinnacle the sentinel came to, slipped his
shirtsleeve gag and started yelling,

“Cat! Hey, Cat, Cat!”

Inside the cabin a sleepy voice mumbled a
guttural oath. Instantly Brennan tossed to
the still glowing embers of the supper fire a
small handful of cartridges that he had
snatched from the six-shooter belt. They
began exploding in a fine imitation of a
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close-up pitched gun battle.

Outlaws came piling through the narrow
doorway and into the smoky moonlight. Kirk,
in the cabin shadow beside the door, swung
the barrel of the Winchester as a steel club—
and three of the outlaws dropped like dead
men.

But the fourth ducked the rifle-barrel.

“What the tarnation?” he barked.

lT was Catclaw Girtman, and instantly his
six-shooter blasted. Kirk Brennan felt
bullet-wind in his hair. He had dropped al-
- most too late. He threw himself quickly side-
ward and out of the acrid powdersmoke,
jerked the Winchester up and fired.
Silence closed down. Kirk Brennan had
had his fighting ct;anie. 5

A shout from old Doc Holly woke the busi-
ness section of the town that lazy afternoon.
Men hurried from saloons and stores to wit-
ness the spectacle that had brought the
shout. The young sheriff was riding in,
herding the Girtman five tied on their horses
with the ropes that had made the little corral
at outlaw headquarters. A Winchester rifle
lay across five six-shooters in front of Bren-
nan. Bellows of mixed amazement and ad-
miration greeted him,

“How’d yuh ever do it, Kirk?” demanded
the man who had made sport of Brennan
the day before.

“Caught ’em in mouse-traps, of course, like
you said,” Brennan answered, with a twinkle
in his eye.

He halted the cavalcade at the squat jail
building, called to wizened little Deputy Ida-
ho Snow:

“Take this twenty thousand dollars to the
bank for me, Ide, and hurry back.”

Doc Holly came running up.

“Here’s some damaged heads for yuh to
look after, Doc,” Kirk told him, “when we’ve
got ’em safe behind bars. Catclaw Girtman
there—I had to shoot him to save myself.
Might be he’ll have use for the box he had
shipped here with rocks in it.”

“Yuh call that fair?” Nep Girtman blatted.
“Joinin’ up with us just to catch us?”

“I shore do, because I didn’t lie to yuh,”
promptly answered Brennan. “Anyhow, who
was it always claimed anything was fair if
only yuh got by with it?”

The gang was locked up. Soon Doc Holly
went looking for Kirk Brennan to tell him
that the bandit leader had passed. Kirk sat
down at his desk, and, pinned like a target
and a dare over his heart, was a battered
old silver star,
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Perhaps I'm one war
older than you are!

Believe me, after the last
war | saw what happened.
Will you let me give you
some advice?

If you've got a job today—for your
own sake, fellow, be smart! Think
twice before you fight for a wage in-
crease that might force prices up and
land youn behind the eight-ball in the
end.

Salt away as much as you can out
of your present wages. Put money in
the bank, pay up your debts, buy more
life insurance. Above all, put every
extra penny you can lay your hands on
into Uncle Sam’s War Bonds.

Nobody knows what’s coming when
the Germans and the Japs are licked.
Perhaps we’ll have good times. Okay.
You'll be sitting pretty. Perhaps we'll
have bad times. Then they're sure to
hit hardest on the guy with nothing
saved.

The best thing you can do for your
country right now is not to buy a thing
you can get along without. That helps
keep prices down, heads off inflation,
helps to insure good times after the
war.

"And the best thing you can do for
your own sake, brother, if there should
be a depression ahead, is to get your
finances organized on a sound basis of
paid-up debts—and have a little money
laid by to see you through!

A United States War message prepared
by the War Advertising Council; ap-
proved by the Office of War Informa-
tion ; and contributed by this magazine
in cooperation with the Magazine Pub-
lishers of America.
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yor any foolishness. You try any tricks and
yuh’ll get the same medicine I gave that old
goat down there in the Sentinel Bank. He
reached into a drawer, like mebbe he had a
gun there, and I let him have it. It was kind
of funny, the way his toes curled up.”

Adam grew very still.

“Not a fat, bald little gent with longhorn
mustaches?” he whispered.

“That’s right. You know him?”

“Old Sam Giles,” Adam said, a dazed look
in his pale eyes. “Me and Sam used to be
pardners. For thirty years we roamed the des-
erts and mountains, lookin’ for gold. Sam was
the best pard any man ever had. But finally
Sam met a girl, and married, and he took to
bankin’. I been alone since then, but I allus
visited Sam once a year, and we'd talk over
old times. I—you shore Sam’s dead?”

“Yep, I'm shore,” Sonora said callously.
“He ought to have had better sense than to
reach into that drawer. He just made me
shoot him, and that stirred up a wasp nest, and
I had to run without a dollar of the bank’s
money. I was lucky to get away alive.”

“It ain’t right” Adam muttered. “Sam
wouldn’t harm a fly. Somethin’ ought to hap-
pen to anyone that’d kill him like that.”

“Yuh better get such ideas out of yore
head. You got a gun, old man?”

The oldster nodded toward a long-barreled
old rifle on the wall. “Only that. Hardly ever
need a gun. Everything around here is my
friend.”

Sonora Drake got up and took the rifle.
Then he closed and latched the door. “Just
in case that blasted bear takes a notion to
come in here and jump me,” he grinned.

“You aim to do me like you did pore Sam?”

“T'll be decidin’ about that, while yuh cook
up some grub, Get busy now. And remember
T'll be settin’ right here in this chair with a
gun in my hand!” ?

Adam Boone offered no further protest. He
went silently about kindling a fire in the
stove. He seemed stunned and bewildered
by the news that his old pard Sam Giles was
dead. He must have known Sonora Drake
meant to Kill him, but he still showed no fear.

ROM a window Sonora could see the

huge bear as it overturned a log and
pawed under it for grubs. He noticed the
red deer had returned to the clearing edge and
stood there motionless, eyeing the cabin. A
couple of squirrels capered across the clear-
ing. “Friends, bosh!” he sneered. “What good
will they do you now, old man?”

Adam’s manner was dejected. “They’re all
I'll have, now that Sam is gone. I guess I
won’t even need that little gold I—"

He stopped talking abruptly. Sonora Drake’s
eyes had narrow. “Gold? You pannin’ gold
in that creek out yonder?”

“Never heard of any gold bein’ found up
here, did you?” Adam muttered.

[Turn page]

71

The Powers of the Ancients
Are Here—Ready to Work For You

In the fascinating pages of De Laurence’s
giant 500-page Occult Catalog you will
find the books that describe them —the
how-to-do-it books that make the mysteri-
ouswaysofthemastersclearasday. Every
Occult subject is covered by the best and
most useful volumes obtainable. You have only to
seek and you will find. In addition there is a large
selection of the finest equipment for the actual execu.
tion of every Occult operation, and everywhere in
this large book you will find articles and essays uses
ful to the old master and to the new student of the
Occult, Mystical, and Cabalistic Arts and Sciences.)
CATALOGUE. Designed by Prof. De Laurence,
the “TRIANGLE” has seven neg_mjer;,t; in Seven
honestly and faithfully since 1892, and the Catalog offered here ia
the final authority and the most useful reference volume in the
179 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. 12,, Chicago 1, lliinols
e e =]

“’Development Triangle’’— FREE
Begin your 8piritual Development Immediata
with this‘'DEVELOPMENT TRIANGLE" whic!

‘ we gend FREE of extra cost with De Laurence’s
__\ Orlental Colors and is
instructions.

Send $1.00 For Your Copy
De Laurence has served the wide-spread fraternity of the Occult
field. Your copy will be mailed to you postpaid on receipt of $1.
You will also receive without extra charge, a copy of our

new 74-page, printed-in-color, Bible A :
THE de LAURENCE COMPANY, Inc.







TRAIL TALK

(Continued from page 8)

no chance of winning he simply mysteriously

withdrew from the battle, and the smoothest

Indians could not follow him, but soon he

;)vould just bob up again ready for another
attle.

The Chisholm Trail

When we started this trail jaunt however,
we intended to start meandering southward
from Dodge City, Kansas, that rough, tough,
famous, first Western cattle market, the
town that figured greatly in the early days
of the cattle industry and to which ran the
famous old Chisholm Trail.

The Chisholm Trail was the trail over
which thousands and thousands of long-
horn cattle were driven from Texas and the
Southwest to market at the then Western
terminus of the railroad. It came out of
Texas, then a wild and sparsely settled state,
through the Indian Territory which was if
anything still wilder.

Hundreds of stories of tragedy, of adven-
ture, of courage and of romance have been
told about this trail, and while the old trail
has given way to paved highways, the trail
itself having passed out of existence, the
stories will live on and en.

Sometimes, coming north along the Chis-
holm Trail, the trail drivers would meet
men who lived, not by earning, but by
taking from those who were weaker or not
so well armed.

Loyal Cowboys

No greater loyalty has ever been shown,
for the boss or the firm, than that shown
by the cowboy trail drivers who worked for
a much smaller salary per month than is
now usually paid per week, and yet with
that small salary never shirked when riding
into the face of danger. They risked their
lives almost every day, and would stand pat
in the face of odds and fight to the death if
necessary to protect the cattle of the man
from whom they drew their wages.

It is natural then, that those men along
the trail with cattle, while they were always
glad to meet other human beings, were cau-
tious whenever strangers came around and
looked upon each stranger with suspicion
until they had measured him by their own
scale.

The majority of those old trail drivers
were great character readers. They had to
be for their own safety.

Were we following the old Chisholm Trail
south from Dodge City, we would pass a
little east of Coffeyville, Kansas, where the
Dalton Gang of outlaws made things lively
for quite a while. They added many pages
to Oklahoma’s outlaw history. The prin-
cipals of the gang were Grat and Bob Dal-
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If they were herded, a thief could slip
in among them and drift a few out; if they
were hobbled, a thief could catch what he
wanted, cut the hobbles, and drive or lead
them away. A night wrangler meant an ex-
tra man on the payroll, and a lot of the out-
fits that went up the trail were short on
cash and used as few hands as possible.

Uncle Dan Stewart, who went up the trail
several times, told me of a time when two
young men rode into his camp just as the
men were hobbling their horses before eat-
ing supper. They were invited to ’light, un-
saddle, and eat.

They were very accommodating and
helped the men hobble the horses, but they
did not unsaddle, stating that they had a
long way to go and would have to be making
tracks as soon as they had a bite to eat.
A little after dark they pulled out and Uncle
Dan said that they were nice looking young
fellows and so never aroused any suspicion
during their short stay in the camp.

When the remuda was rounded up the
next morning, six horses were missing; and
by a strange coincidence all the horses miss-
ing belonged to the boss or owner of the
herd, the two thieves, having helped with
the hobbling of the horses, had spotted those
that belonged to individual trail drivers, and
perhaps had just a little fraternal feeling
toward the men who drove cattle on their
own horses.

Indians on the Trail

In crossing the Indian Territory and driv-
ing herds up the Chisholm Trail, the drivers
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Frontier Asthma Co. 437-N Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara Street Buffalo 1, New York

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
and LARGER EARNINGS. 35 yeara expert in«
struction—over 108,000 students earolled. LL.B.
awarded. All texts furnished, Easy pays
ments, Send for FREE BOOK—'Law snd
Executive Guidance’’ NOWI
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 49-T, 646 N. Michlgan Ave., Chioago I 1,11k

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8 x 10 Inches
on DOUBLE-WEICHT PAPER
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DRAW for MONEY
Be An ARTIST!

PREPARE TODAY FOR THE

FUTURE THAT LIES AHEAD

Tralned Artists Are Capable of

Eaming $30-550-$75 A WEEK
Use your spare time to prepars for a profit.
able Art Carserlstart training at home, now!
It's plemnt and luteresting to study Art the
W. S. A. way. COMMERCIAL AHT. DISIBN-
ING, CARTOONING—all in ONE complete
course. No previous Art experience necessary
——wa teach you step-by-siep by our practical
home study method well-known since 1914,
Write today for Information in FREE BOOK,
““ART FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT’'—t{ells
all about our eourse, material lummud in-
struction—service—and commercial opportue
nities for you in Art. State age.

B WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
Studio 661P, 1115-15th St., N. W,,
Washington 5, D. C.

POEMS WANTED

Collaborate with the nationally famous hit composer of
“I'm Forever Blowing Bubbles,” “When the Bloom Is on
- the Sage,” and over 800 others, Send your poems today
for free examination and liberal offer.
SCREENLAND RECORDERS
Dept. C Hollywood 28, Calif.

As HM and special money back
I offer.

W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio

Symptoms Relieved, Write
today for free information

WHAT WILL YOU DO AFTER THE WAR?

®Don't gamble your future by
waiting until too late. Send 25
cents today for helpful booklet

by experienced joh counsellor,
and obtain with It your Oppor-
tunity Rating Chart FREE.

" Dept, T, P.O. Box 55, Harper Station, Detroit, Mich.

ANY BOOK IN PRINT!

Delivered at your door. We pay postage. Standard
authors, new books, popular editions, fiction, ref-
erence, medical, mechanlical, children’s books, ete,
—all at guarantesd savings, Send card now for
Clarkson’s 1944 Catalog.
FREE Write for our great illustrated book
catalog. A short course in literature.
The buying séulde of 300.000 book lovers, FREE if
you write NOW—T Y1

CLARKSON PUBLISHING COMPANY
Dept. T-4, 1253 S, Wabash Ave., Chicago, I

do you WORRY'

Why worry and suffer any
longer if we can help you?
Try a Brooks Patented Air
Cushion. This marvelous
appliance for mast forms of
reducible rupture helps hold
nearly every rupture securely
and gently—day and night—
at work and at play, Thou-
sands made happy. Light,
neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs to chafe
or gouge. Made for men, women and children.
Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove it, Never
sold in stores. Beware of imitations., Write for
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and
proof of results. All Correspondence Confldential.

Brooks Company, 182-T State St., Marshall, Mich.

RN

all the honest men in the valley. He rides
with the first trail herd that attempts to get
through the pass—and is there when gun
trouble starts between the members of the
trail drive crew and Rocking M gunslicks!

The Masked Rider finally learns why Slade
Corrigan has taken over Mallory’s ranch,
and exposes the sinister forces behind the
treachery in the valley. How he does so
makes GHOST GUNS a novel that is packed
with suspense and excitement from start to
finish. There will also be a number of swift-
moving shorter Western yarns in the next
issue of MASKED RIDER WESTERN, and
Foghorn Clancy will be on hand with an-
other entertaining TRAIL TALK depart-
ment. Plenty of good reading for all!

OUR LETTER BOX

WE ARE eager to know the opinions of
all of our readers, and for that reason
your letters and postcards are importagt to
us. Do write us and tell us which stories
you found the most enjoyable in the maga-
zine, and about those which may not have
appealed to you for some reason or another.
Here are a few excerpts from the many
letters we have been receiving recently:

I have been a reader of MASKED RIDER WEST-
ERN for about 3 years. I like it better than any other
magazine. 1 like the novels very much. liked
GUNPOWDER STRIP, LOST VALLEY, DEVIL'S
RANGE, DEAD MAN'S RANCH and GUNS
THE MALPAIS. Keeg up the good work.

ommy Bell, El Dorado, Ark.

I have been reading MASKED RIDER WESTERN
for some time and if there is any better magazine
I have not yet seen it. I especially like La A,
Harris" novels. Give us some more like LOST -
LEY and DEAD MAN’'S RANCH

—Herman King, Wol;f Creek, W. Va.

I have been a reader of MASKED RIDER WEST-
ERN for sometime and I think it really is an inter~
esting magazine. Naturally there are some stories I
like better than others, but I like most of them.

—Jewell Robison, Crab Orchard, Tenn.

Maybe it is because I like short stories better than
long novels—but there are iimes when the Masked
Rider just doesn’t aipeal to me. It seems like he is
able to do too much for just one man. Maybe I'm
wrong—but you wanted my opinion—so here it is.

—David Blake, Philadelphia, Pa.

I enf'oy your magazine very much. The stories
certalnly are action packed. I like Wayne Morgan
best of all. He certainly is a real hero. But like most
heroes I would like to see him have a little romance
along with all his excxtx% adventures. I find that I
like MASKED RIDER STERN better than most
any western magazine I have read.

—Mary L. Elmore, Hope, Michigan.

Thanks for all of your letters—and let’s
hear from more of our readers. That’s all for
now. Please remember to address all letters
and postcards to The Editor,, MASKED
RIDER WESTERN, 10 East 40th Street, New
York 16, N. Y. See you all next issue!

—THE EDITOR.

IMPORTANT NOTICE
Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible to print
enough copies of this magazine to meet the demand.
To be sure of getting YOUR copy, place & standing
order with your regular newsdealer.









HOSPITAL and DOCTOR

35 @Z&H

COVERS SICKNESS or ACCIDENT
® Do you know that an average of one person out of every
ten becomes a hospital patient each year? More than
35,000 patients enter hospitals daily. You, or one g

- your family might be next! Don't go into debt or bankrupt
your savings when Sickness or Accident strikes. Be
prepared — protect yourself NOW!

PAYS BENEFITS FROM FIRST DAY
This dependable Hospitalization Plan PAYS YOUR
BILLS FROM THE VERY FIRST DAY of Hospitaliza-
tion, exactly as provided. Do not confuse this policy with
the others that skip paying benefits for the first 7 or 14 days.

PAYS FOR LOSS OF INCOME!
In addition to Hospital and Doctor Benefits cash payment will be
made for LOSS of TIME from work, due to accident disability,
at the rate of $25 a week up to a total of $300.00, as stated in the
liberal Loss of Time provision of the contract.

ISSUED TO INDIVIDUALS or FAMILIES

You or members of your family may be protected against Hospital-
ization resulting from Sickness or Accident. Everyone, in good
health, from 6 months to 70 years of age can apply for policy.

CHOOSE YOUR OWN HOSPITAL and DOCTOR

Any recognized Hospital and any Doctor in the United States or.
Canada may be selected by you. You are not required to enter
any particular Hospital under this liberal Hospitalization plan.

No Medical Examination—No Red Tape—No Agents

No medical examination is required. If you are in good health

we take your word for it. Red rape as well as agents eliminated!
FREE INFORMATION—NO OBLIGATION

Send no money — just mail the coupon. We will send you com-
plete derails and 10 day FREE Iaspection offer. DON'T DELAY!

GEORGE ROGERS CLARK CASUALTY COMPANY

Dept. 4064 e Rockford, lllinois

"POLICY PAYS
Hospital and Doctor Bills up to

%6° %y HOSPITAL $1080°

Uumsrzell: Lo; Room‘. a;:?ta General Nln'in( for each
insur u cludes up to ys per year for Accident
and up to 90 days per year for Sickness.

525 &% L 0SS of TIME 300

From work, by Accident up to 12 weeks,

DOCTOR EXPENSES $135°%

Maximum benelit for additional Medical or Surgical care while
in Hospital due to injuries,

1000.00

ACCIDENTAL LOSS of LIFE, LIMBS or ENTIRE SIGHT
Many other liberal benefits. All as plainly stated in Policy.

MAIL COUPON NOW

George Rogers Clark Casualty Company, Dept. 4064
Rockford, lllinois

Please rush FREE information about Hospital and
Doctor's Expense Policy.

NAME......... DL P TS PP RN
ADDRESS.ceicasssassassnsavsnsssseabosssssssssesnse

CITY & STATE...... sesecsasasncs sesesesnsercanine .

Fill in conpon. Clip and paste to
Postal Card or mail in envelope.
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This is the “"business snd"” of Sheafier's ‘G
revolutionary "TRIUMPH" Lifelime *
pen! See its hand-finished beauty and
precision—accomplished through 72 |
manufacturing operations! Yel, more vital
—everything you see is enginsered for
functional value! The whole mechanism
works to give you lasting wriling sofis-
faction,

s

Sheaffer uses more gold for its fune-
tional valve! The cylindrical 14 Karot
Sheath is the strongest stroctural shape
known to engineering, providing room
for Sheaffer's large diometer 17-fin
fiuid feeding mechanism—the scientific
flow control for all writing speeds! Dis-
cover for yourself the pleasure of writ-
ing with the functionally designed
"TRIUMPH." W. A. Sheoffer Pen Co,,
Yas o e Fort Mgodison, lowa; Toronto, Ontario,
= ‘Q‘\."‘,_,_f__xf Cancda.
DTRIUMPHY Léfelime® pen, with clip, $12.50,
p.v\(nl §5, "TRIUMPH TUCKAWAY'" model,

| elip, for men or women. carries sofely £33
sitiont in purve or pockel—pen, $12.50; >

ﬂMFFH{T
All Lifelime pens, identifind by the White Dot, are
unconditionally guaronteed for the life of the fire vier
excent against loss and willfyl domage —when serviced, if
complete pan ls returned, subject only to insurance nmvuqu

handling charge—35¢ if you sand il 1o the focrary yours )
solf, alightly more if you requast the dealer to da it for you.

llystroted almost
four times attval
sre,

Ask for Sheaffer's when you ask for Leads /|

Look lor complete SheaRer lead department con-
laining ollsizes, colors and grades—strong, :‘, ;
smooth-writing, grit-free — Fineline leads ware

developed for Sheaffer by Jos. Dixon chlblni

Co, Economy package, 25¢; regular package 15¢
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succanor 1o ink,
r Regular size, 25¢—
School size, 15¢c

Listen 1o SHEAFFER'S WORLD :
PARADE with UPTON CLOSE P
NBC Complate Nelwork—Sunday
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