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SYNOPSIS. 
Part I. 

CHATTER I.—Adventurous ut reek- 
leas, rather than criminal, and excited by 
liquor. Curly Flandrau and hie chum. 
Mac, both practically mere boys, become 
Involved in a horse-stealing adventure. 
Disposing of the stolen stock In the town 
of Saguache, Ariz., the band separates. 
Curly and his partner staying in town. 
They are awakened and told a posse is 
In town in pursuit of them. They elude 
thotr pursuers. Overtaken next day, Mac 
Is killed by the posse and Curly made 
captive, after he has shot one and him- 
self been wounded. The man shot Is 
TillgV Dai 11 (■*« 

CHAPTER Il.-Cullison’s friends, all 
cattlemen, determine to lynch Curly as 
an example to cattle thieves. With the 
rope around his neck he is saved by the 
Intervention of Kate Cullison, Luck's 
daughter. 

CHAPTER in.—His wound dressed, 
and further violence not apprehended, 
Cuily is sent for by Culllson. He ques- 
tions the boy concerning a notorious out- 
law, Soapy Stons, real leader of the rus- 
tlers who had been Curly’s undoing. 
Flandrau learns that Soapy Stone is CuT- 
llson’s bitter enemy and exerglsea a bale- 
ful Influence over the ex-shertft's son 
Bam, who has quarreled with his father. 
Culllson goes ball for Curly. 

CHAPTER IV.—Curly rescues Soapy 
Stone from a bear trap Into which he has 
stumbled, and discovers that the outlaw 
Is younr Sam’s rival for the hand of Lau- 
ra London She gives Curly a note to 
deliver to Sam. and Flandrau and Stone 
set out for the latter's ranch 

CHAPTER V.-There Curly meets his 
companions of the rustling expedition and 
delivers Laura’s note to Sam. Young 
Cullison believes Stone is his friend ana 
says he will stick by him. Flandrau sees 
some move Is being planned and becomes 
convinced It is train robbery. Sam leaves 
the ranch to go to Saguache. Curly ac- 
companies him. 

CHAPTER VI. — Eavesdropping at a 

meeting place. Curly hears Stone and his 
lieutenant. Lute Blackwell, arrange to 
hold up the train at a crossing known as 
Tin Cup. and after the robbery shoot 
young Cullison and leave his body on tile 
scene, St >ne thus glutting his revenge on 
the ex-sheriff through his son’s death and 
disgrace. Curly is accused by Stone of 
being a spy of Luck Cullison’s. They are 
separated, but part with the understand- 
ing that their next meeting will mean a 

fight to the death. Curly makes a con- 
fidant of Dick Maloney, cattleman, and 
they inform Luck Cullison ef Stone’s plot 
Beninat bis con 

Part II. 
CHAPTER I.—After an all-night ses- 

sion at tile Roundup club, in which Cullt- 
eon has lost heavily there is an exchange 
of sharp words between Luck and a 

sheepman, Cass Fendrick. with whom 
Cullison has a fend 

CHAPTER II.—Saguache Is electrified 
by the news of the holdup of express 
messengers, the bandits securing $20,000. 
Cullison psvs his poker debts, and shortly 
afterward Mackenzie and Alex Flandrau, 
his closest friends, learn he is suspected 
of the express robbery, his hat having 
been found on the scene and he being 
missing. 

CHAPTER III.—Kate goes to Saguache 
for a consultation with Mackenzie. Alex 
Flandrau and Curly. All are convinced 
of Luck's innocence. The sheriff reveals 
that besides the finding of Cullison’s hat. 
and his payment of his debts, Cass Fen- 
drick had seen the robber and is almost 
certain it was Lurk. Cullison is about to 
enter a homestead claim which will prac- 
tically put Fendrick out of business 

CHAPTER IV, 

Two Hats on a Rack. 
One casual remark of Mackenzie 

had given Kate a clew. Even before 
she had explained it, Curly caught the 

point and began to dig for the truth. 
For though he was almost 11 hoy. the 

others leaned on him with the ex- 

pectation that in the absence of Ma- 

loney he would take the lead. 
In the morning he and Kate had a 

talk with his uncle on the subject. 
Not content with this, he made the 

whole party adjourn to the club 
rooms so that he might see exactly 
where Luck had sat and the different 

places the sheepman had stood from 
the time he entered until the poker 
players left. 

Together Billie Mackenzie and Alec 
Flandrau dramatized the scene for the 

young people. Mac personated the 

sheepman, came into the room, hung 
tip his hat, lounged over to the poker 
table, said his little piece as well as 

he could remember it, and passed into 

the next room. Flandrau, Senior, tak- 

ing the role of Cullison, presently got 
up, lifted his hat from the rack, and 

went to tiie door. 
With excitement trembling in her 

voice, the girl asked an eager ques- 
tion. “Were their hats side by side 

like that on adjoining pegs?” 
“That’s how I remember it.” 

“Both gray hats?” Curly cut in. 

“Can’t be sure of that. Luck’s was 

gray all right.” 
Curly looked at Kate and nodded. 

“I reckon wo know how Crss got Mr. 
('unison’s hat. It was left on the 

rack.” 
■ ■’low do you mean?” his uncle 

asked. 
“Don’t you see?” the girl explained, 

her eves shining with excitement. 

“Father took the wrong hat. You 

know how absent-minded he is soni” 

litnes.” 
Mackenzie slapped his knee. “I’ll 

bet a stack of blues you’ve guessed it." 

“There’s a way to make sure," Curly 
said. “Kendrick couldn’t wear Mr. 

('ullison’s hat around without the risk 

of someone remembering It later. 

What would he do then?” 

Kate beamed. “Buy another at the 

nearest store” 
“That would be my guess. And the 

nearest store is the New York em- 

porium. We’ve got to find out whether 

lie did buy one there on Tuesday some 

time after nine o’clock in the morn- 

ing.’’ 
The girl’s e.vev were sparkling. She 

bustled wliblimsinessiike energy. “I’ll : 

LiUWfl Lj “I 

go and ask right away." 
“Don’t you think we’d better let 

Uncle Alec find out? He’s not so 

likely to stir up curiosity,” Curly sug- 
gested. 

Within a quarter of an hour Alec 
Flandrau joined the others at the 
hotel. “You kids are right at the head 
of the class in the detective game. 
Cass bought a brown hat, about !) ::t0 
in the mo’ning. Paid five dollars for 

it. Wouldn’t let them deliver the old 
one hut took it with him In a paper 
sack.” 

With her lieutenants flanking her 
Kate went straight to the office of the 
sheriff. Bolt heard the story out and 
considered it thoughtfully. 

“You win, Miss Culllson. You 
haven’t proved Kendrick caused your 
father’s disappearance by foul play. 

• 

and you haven’t proved he committed 
the robbery. Point of fact I don’t 
think he did either one. But it cer- 

tainly looks like he may possibly have 
manufactured evidence.” 

Curly snorted scornfully. “You’re 
letting your friend down easy, Mr. 
Bolt. By his own story he was ou 

the ground a minute after the robbery 
took place. How do we know he 
wasn’t there a minute before? For 
If he didn’t know the holdup was go- 
ing to occur why did he bring Mr. 
Culllson’s hat with him punctured so 

neatly with bullet holes?” 
“Hold your hawses a while, Flan- 

drau, and look at this thing reason- 

able. You’re all prejudiced for Cul- 
llson and against Fendrick. Talk 
about evidence! There’s ten times as 

much against your friend as there Is 
against Cass." 

“Then you’ll not arrest Fendrick?” 
"When you give me good reason to 

do It,” Bolt returned (joggedly. 
The four adjourned ti meet at the 

Del Mar for a discussion of ways and 
means. 

“We’ll keep a watch on Fendrick— 
see where he goes, who he talks to, 
what he does. Maybe he'll make a 

break and give himself away.” Curly 
said hopefully. 

“But my father—we must rescue 
him first.” 

“As soon as we find where he is. 
Killing him wouldn’t help Cass any, 
because you and Sam would prove up 
on (he claim. But if he could hold 
your father a prisoner and get him to 
sign a relinquishment to him tie w'ould 
be in a fine position.” 

“If we could only have Fendrick ar- 

rested—” 
“What good would that do? If he's 

guilty he wouldn’t talk. And if he 
is holding your father somewhere in 
the hills it would only be serving no- 

tice that we were getting warm. No, 
I’m for a still hunt. Let Cass ride 
around and meet his partners in this 
deal. We’ll keep an eye on him, all 
right.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Kate admitted 
with a sigh. 
******* 

Shert.Y Bolt, though a politician, 
was an honest man. It troubled him 
that Cullison’s friends believed him to 
be a partisan in a matter of this sort. 
For which reason he met more than 
half way Curly’s overtures. You/v” 
Flandrau was *n the ottite of the sher- 
iff a good deal, because he wanted to 

keep inforn-ad ol v new develop- 
ments in the W. ■* S. »bcry case. 

It was >n one of u.ose occasions 
that Bole tossed across to him a le 
tor he had just opened. 

“I’ve been getting letters from the 
village cutup or from some crank. I 

don't know which. Here’s a sample.” 
The envelope, addressed evidently in 

a disguised hand, contained one sheet 
of paper. Upon this was lettered 
roughly, 
“PLAY THE JACK OF HEARTS.” 
Flandrau looked up with a sugges- 

tion of eagerness in his eyes. 
“What do you reckon it means?” he 

asked. 
“Search me. Like as not it don’t 

mean a thing. The others had just 
as much sense as that one. I chucked 
them into tlie waste-paper basket. One 

came bj the morning mail yesterday 
and one by the afternoon. I’m no 

mind reader, and I’ve got no time to 
guess fool puzzles." 

Curly emptied the basket on the 
floor and went over Its contents care- 

fully. He found three communications 
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Went Over Its Contents Carefully. 

from tlie unknown writer. Each of 
them was printed by hand on a sheet 
of cheap lined paper torn from a 

scratch pad. He smoothed them out 
and put them side by side on the table. 
This was what hp read: 

“HEARTS ARE TRDAH'S.” 

“WHEN IN DOUBT PLAY TRUMPS.” | 
“PLAY TRUMPS NOW.” 

There was only the one line to each 1 

message, and ail of them were plainly 1 

in the same hand. He could make out i 
only one thing, that someone was try- ! 
ing to give the sheriff information in 1 

a guarded way. I 
He was still puzzling over the thing 

when a boy came with a special deliv- 
ery letter for the sheriff. Bolt glanced 
at it and handed the note to Curly. 

“Another billy doo from my anxious 
friend.” 

This time the sender had been in 
too much of a hurry to print the 
words. They were written in a stiff 
hand by some uneducated person. 
“THE JACK OF TRUMPS, TODAY.” j 

"Mind if I keep these?” Owly ! 
asked. 

"Take 'em along.” 
Flandran strolled back to town along ! 

El Molino Street and down Main. He 
had just crossed the old Spanish plaza 
when his absorbed gaze fell on a sign j 
that brought him up short. In front of j 
a cigar store stretched across the side- j 
walk a painted picture of a jack of 
hearts. The same name was on the j 
window. 1 

Fifty yards behind him was the Sil- 
ver Dollar saloon, wliere Luck Cullison 
had last been seen on his way to the 
Del Alar one hundred and fifty yards 
in front of him. Somewhere within 
that distance of two hundred yards 
the owner of the Circle C had van- 

ished from the sight of men. The 
evidence showed he had not reached 
the hotel, for a cattle buyer had been 
waiting there to talk with him. His 
testimony, as well as that of the hotel 
clerk, was positive. 

Could tHis little store, the Jack of 
Hearts, be the central point of the 
mystery? In his search for informa- 
tion Curly had already been in it, had 
bought a cigar, and had stopped to 
talk with Airs. Wylie, the proprietor. 
She was a washed-out little woman 
who had cace been pretty. She had 
protested with absurd earnestness 
that she had seen pothing of Air. Cul- 
lison. A single glance had been enougli 
to dismiss her from any possible sus- 

picion. 
Now Curly stepped in a second time. 

The frightened gaze of Airs. Wylie 
fastened niton him instantly. He ob- 
served that iter hand moved instinc- 
tively to her heart. Beyond question 
site was in fear. A flash of light clari- 
fied his mind. Site was u conspirator, 
hut an unwilling one. Possibly site 
might he tlie author of the anonymous 
warnings sent Bolt. 

The young vaquero subscribed for a 

magazine and paid her the money. 

Tremblingly site filled out the receipt. ! 
■He glanced at the slip and handed it j 
back. | 

“Just write Jielow the signature ‘of j 

the .Tack of Hearts,’ so that I’ll re- 

member where I paid the money if 
the magazine doesn't come,” lie sug- 

gested. 
She did so, and Curly put the re- 

ceipt in his pocket carelessly. He 
sauntered leisurely to the hotel, but 
as soon as he could get into a tele- 
phone booth his listlessness vanished. 
Maloney bad returned to town and he 
telephoned him to get Mackenzie at 

once and watch the Jack of Hearts 
in front and rear. Before he left the. 
booth Curly had compared the writ- 
ing of Mrs. Wylie with that on the 
sheet that had come by special de- 
livery. Beyond question the same 

person had written both. 
Certainly Mrs. Wylie was not "ara- 

ing the sheriff against herself. Then 
against whom? He must know her 
antecedents, and at once. Calling up 
a local detective agency, he asked the 
manager to let him know within an 

hour or two all that could be found 
out about the woman without alarm- 
ing her. 

Walt a moment. I think we have 
her on lile. Hold the ’phone.” The 
detective presently returned. “Yes. 
We can give you the facts. Will you 
come to the office for them?" 

Fifteen minutes later Curly knew 
that Mrs. Wylie was r.he divorced wife 
of Lute Blackwell. 

He relumed to the Del Mar and 
sent his name up to Miss Cullison. 
With Kate and Boh there was also in 

file room Alec Flandrau. 
The girl came forward lightly to 

meet him. “Have you heard some- 

thing?” she asked quickly. 
“Yes. Tell me. when did your fa- 

ther last meet Lute Blackwell so far 
as you know?” 

The owner of the Map of Texas an- 

swered the question of his nephew. 
“He met him the other day. Let’s 
see. It was right after the big poker 
game. We met him downstairs here. 
Luck had to straighten out some no- 

tions he had got.” 
“How?” 
Flandrau, Senior, told the story of 

what had Occurred in the hotel lobby. 
“And you say he swore to get even V" 
“That’s what he said. And he 

looked like he meant it, too.” 
“What is it? What have you found 

out?" Kate implored. 
The young man told about the let- 

ters and Mrs. Wylie. 
“We’ve got to get a move on us,” 

lie concluded. “For if Lute Blackwell 
did this thing to your father it's 

lighty serious for him.” 
Kate was white to the lips, hut ill 

no danger of breaking down. “Yes, if 
this man is in it lie would not stop 
at less than murder. But 1 don’t lie- 
live it. 1 know father is alive. Cass 
Kendrick is the man we want. I'm 
sure of it.” 

“First thing is to search the Jack 
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of Hearts Olid see what's there. Are 

.you with me. Unt ie Alee?” 
“1 sure am, Curly,” and he reached 

for his hat. 
Curly turned at the door with his 

warm smile. “By the way, I’ve cot 

some news 1 forgot. 1 know when 
your father got the money to pay his 
poker debts. Mr. Jordan of the Cat- 
tlemen's National made him n per- 
sonal loan. He figured it would not 

hurt the hank because the three men 

Luck paid it to would deposit it with 
the bank again.” 

“By George, that's what we did, too 

every last one of us,” his uncle ad 
niitted. 

“Kvory little helps.” Kate said, am 

her little double nod thanked Curly. 
Maloney met them in front of t! 1 

Jack of Hearts. 

(To be continued) 
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