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Howdy.  PoAineAs :  " '  Most  hards  around  here  are  sort-  of  plumb  tucfeered  ou\% 
+his  week.  We  spent  a  good  part  of  last  weeh  fighting  a 
forest  fire.'  Unless  you've  ever  seen  a  forest  fire  vou 
really  have  no  idea  whet  it's  like.  The  flames  sweep  in like  a  tornado,  consuming  the  finest  and  strongest  trees 
like  ftindting  wood.'  Vou  fight  the  flames  with  sand  and water,  and  by  digging  deep  trenches  wide  enough  to  stop the  fire  from  leaping  across  to  other  trees. 

Yes,  friends,  a  forest  fire  is  one  of  the  most  destructive 
things  known  to  man,  and  the  strange  thing  is  that  man 
usually  starts  one.'  Careless  men,  that  is.'  Every  cowhand who  knows  what  a  spur  is  knows  to  take  care  with  his 
campfire  and  not  to  throw  lighted  matches  or  cigarettes 
in  even  the  greenest  of  woods .  Even  a  lawbreaker  wlio 
leaves  his  campfire  to  run  from  a  posse  will  take  time 
to  put  out  his  fire  because  he  knows  that  to  do  otherwise 
would  be  like  kicking  himself  around  the  corral.'  That's right,  partners...  a  forest  fire  is  a  loss  fo  every  one  of  us, 
foritdestroys  much  needed  trees,  burns  outtheground 
itself  and  upsets  the  balance  of  nature. 

All  this  of  course,  is  even  more  likely  too  happen  in  the 
late  fall  when  the  leaves  and  trees  are  dry.  "That's  when every  hand  is  more  careful  than  ever  when  he's  in  the woods.  So  you  do  the  same,  friends,  whenever  you're  out 
in  the  woods.  Prevent  forest  fires  and  you'll  be  doing  a real  service  for  America. 

I'll  be  seeing  you  all  again  nejci  month,  partners. 
Till  then,  we  are 
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DOCTOR  OF  LAW| 

^  By  Daniel  Sheldon  ̂  

THE  SOUND  of  approiichiiig  hoofbeais sent  the  dozen  men  squauing  around  the 
fire  scampering  for  cover.  Each  of  them 
grasped  his  gun  as  the  sound  came  even 
nearer.  A  lone  rider  appeared.  He  looked  at  the 
smouldering  fire  and  yelled,  "Blue  and  green." That  was  the  password.  The  men  who  had 
taken  cover  slapped  their  guns  back  into  theit 
holsters  and  stepped  out  into  the  open. 

"That  you,  Andy?"  one  of  them  called  out. 
"Yeah,"  the  rider  replied  as  he  dismounted. "What's  the  idea  of  the  ambush?" 
"You  fool,"  shouted  a  tall  man  with  a  black 

mustache  and  narrow,  slit-like  eyes.  "You were  supposed  to  be  back  here  two  hours  ago. 
I  ought  to  blast  your  brains  out  for  staying 
away  this  long.  Where  have  you  been ?" 
The  rider  cowered  before  the  tall  man's 

words.  "I  was  in  town  scouting  the  bank  like 
you  told  me  to  do,  Blackie,"  he  replied. 
"What  did  you  find  out?" 
"Everything  looks  okay.  But  there  are  plenty of  wanted  signs  around  for  you  and  the  gang. 

They've  got  your  picture  on  all  of  'em.  Also I  heard  that  a  new  marshal  has  been  ap- 
pointed. They  say  he's  a  crack  shot  and  aims 

to  have  his  way  around  here." 
"I've  met  rough  law  officers  before,"  Blackie 

said  with  a  sneer,  "and  every  one  of  them  is 
six  feet  under  with  a  lump  of  lead  in  him." There  was  a  murmur  of  acknowledgment 
from  the  gang. 

"Okay,  boys."  Blackie  said,  "rest  up  and  get 
soAe  chow.  We're  riding  into  town  this  after- noon for  a  little  bank  transaction !" 

Later  that  day,  Blackie  and  his  men  sepa- 
rated and  slipped  into  town  from  different 

directions.  Except  for  the  tinkle  of  a  piano 
and  occasional  shouts  and  laughs  from  the 
Junction  Saloon,  the  town  was  quiet.  It  was 
the  d inner  hour.  Riding  down  the  empty 
streets,  the  gang  converged  on  the  bank. 

"Take  cover  on  both  sides  of  the  street," 
Blackie  commanded,  "We've  got  to  set  off  a 
blast  and  that's  sure  to  bring  someone  run- 
ning." His  men  obeyed  silently.  In  a  few  minutes, 
they  had    disappeared    into  the   shadows  of 

buildings  around  the  bank.  Blackie  and  two 
men  huddled  around  the  entrance.  "Al!  set?" he  asked  the  man  who  handled  the  explosives. 

"Yeah.  boss.  Duck  around  the  corner  after 
I  light  the  fuse." There  waa  a  shower  of  sparks  and  the  three 
dashed  for  cover.  A  small  blast  blew  open  the 
door,  scattering  debris  around  the  street. 

"C'mon,"  Blackie  shouted,  "let's  go."  They dashed  inside  the  bank  and  quickly  set  a 
package  of  dynamite  around  the  vault's  mas- sive door.  A  tremendous  explosion  ripped  off 
its  hinges  and  in  a  moment  Blackie  and  the 
two  men  were  busily  stuiSng  bundles  of  bank notes  into  sacks. 

"Hurry."  Blackre  urged,  "that  blast  prob- 
ably woke  up  the  whole  town."  An  exchange 

of  shots  was  heard  outside.  "We'll  have  to 
fight."  Blackie  snarled.  "Let's  not  take  it  all. 
It'll  weigh  us  down." They  dashed  outside  the  building  to  find 
a  hot  gun  battle  in  progress.  A  gang  of  men 
from  the  saloon  had  been  attracted  by  the 
first  blast  and  was  blasting  away  at  Blackie's men. 

"Let's  clear  oiit."  Blackie  shouted  above  the din.  Clouds  of  gun  smoke,  shouts,  and  groans 
from  wounded  men  filled  the  air.  "Clear  out," he  shouted  again.  His  men  began  to  emerge 
from  the  shadows,  firing  as  they  mounted  their 

Blackie  jammed  his  spurs  into  his  horse. 
"Let's  go,"  he  commanded. 
The  remnants  of  the  gang  dashed  after  him 

with  a  hail  of  bullets  pursuing  them  down 
the  dusty  road.  Blackie  glanced  back  to  see 
a  lone  horseman  thundering  after  the  gang. 
"Make  for  the  hide-out,"  he  yelled.  The  single pursuer  raced  after  them,  oblivious  of  the 
shots  that  were  showered  at  him.  "Forget him."  Blackie  shouted.  "We  can't  waste  a 
second."  Suddenly,  a  hot  sting  tore  through his  back.  "I'm  hit,"  he  yelled,  feebly. 

Two  of  his  men  drew  their  horses  alongside 
and  supported  him  in  the  saddle.  The  lone 
horseman  had  dropped  out  of  sight,  "Let's 
head  for  the  hide-out,  boys,"  one  of  them 
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called.  With  Blackie  propped  up  by  riders 
on  each  side,  the  gang  rode  into  the  hills  and 
took  refuge  in  their  well-stocked  rocky  hide- out. 

Blackie  came  to  and  looked  up  at  the  men 
who  were  standing  around  him.  "Get  me  a 
doctor."  lie  groaned. 
"We  can'!,  Blackie."  one  of  th«m  said.  "It's 

too  hot  to  go  into  town." 
"I'll  die  if  you  don't  get  nie  a  doc."  he 

gasped  Blood  was  seeping  through  the  fajn- 
dage  on  his  back.  "Go  to  the  county  hospital. 
They've  got  a  doc  there  at  night.  Make  him 
come,"  Sweat  covered  his  brow,  but  his  mind 
still  functioned  perfectly.  "Bring  the  doc  here by  a  roundabout  way.  Send  men  to  watch  that 
you  ain't  followed.  Hurry." The  men  wenl  into  a  huddle. 
"What  should  we  do?"  a  short,  unshavcd man  asked. 
"Better  get  the  doc,"  another  replied.  "We  ll send  three  men  to  snatch  him  from  the  hospital 

and  the  rest  of  us  will  cover  the  way  to  make 
sure  no  one  follows  him  here." 

"You  think  it's  safe?" 
"If  we  don't  get  a  doc  and  he  pulls^through, 

he'll  make  it  hotter  for  us  than  all  the  posses 
in  (he  West  Let's  go." Three  riders  were  dispatched  to  the  county 
hospital  with  instructions  to  force  a  doctor  to 
come  to  tend  Blackie's  wound.  The  rest  oi  the 
gang  secured  themselves  around  the  hide-out 
to  fight  off  a  possible  pursuit  of  the  kidnapped 
doctor.  Several  hours  after  the  three  men  left 
lor  the  hospital,  a  lookout  announced  riders, 

li  was  the  group  returning  from  its  mission 
with  obvious  success.  A  fourth  man.  carrying 
a  sniall.  black  satchel  and  showing  a  look  of 
fright  on  his  face,  was  riding  with  them,  A 
rifle  was  leveled  at  his  back. 

"You  the  doctor?"  he  was  asked. 
■'That's  right,"  he  replied  in  a  worried  voice. 

"What  do  you  gunmen  want  with  me?  This  is 
an  outrage!" 

"Shut  up,"  he  was  told.  "We've  got  a  patient 
for  you.  Fix  him  up  fast  or  we'll  blow  your 
head  open !"' 
The  doctor  was  told  to  dismount  and  was 

led  into  the  room  where  Blackie  lay  groaning. 

"That's  the  patient.  Take  good  care  of  him." 
The  entire  gang  crowded  into  the  chamber. 
"He's  badly  shot  up."  the  doctor  said  gravely. 

"I'll  have  to  do  something  for  him  fast."  He leaned  over  and  opened  his  satchel.  The,  gang 
carefully  followed  every  move  he  made.  "It's 
a  bad  wound,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head  as  he fumbled  in  his  satchel.  Suddenly,  he  wheeled 
around,  a  gleaming  six-shooter  cocked  in  his hand  for  ipstant  action. 
"Hands  up,"  he  shouted.  A  man  reached  for 

his  gun  and  the  doctor  lired,  sending  his  would- 
be  assailant  slumping  to  the  ground.  "Hands 
up,  I  told  you,"  he  shouted.  Reluctantly  they put  their  hands  up  and  backed  against  the  wall. 
"Now  drop  your  guns  on  the  ground  one  at  a 
time."  They  obeyed  under  his  menacing  gun, 

"I'm  the  new  marshal  in  this  area,"  he 
shouted,  "and  you're  all  under  arrest." 

"Impossible."  one  of  the  ijien  muttered.  "You 
were  on  duty  at  the  hospital  as  a  doctor." "So  I  was,"  the  marshal  said.  "But  it  was 
just  part  of  a  plan  to  trap  this  gang." 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
"I'm  a  pretty  good  shot,^'  he  replied.  "In  fact, 

I'm  so  good  that  I  hold  an  Army  marksman record.  1  can  hit  a  man  anywhere  I  want  to 
from  a  galloping  horse  at  two  hundred  yard,s." 

Blackie  groaned  and  uttered  feebly.  "Did 
you  shoot  me?" "That's  right,"  the  marshal  said.  "I  pur- 

posely winged  you  to  let  you  escape.  But  I 
knew  you'd  need  a  doctor  sooner  or  later,  and 1  knew  that  the  only  place  to  get  a  doctor 
around  here'  was  the  county  hospiial.  I  per- 

suaded them  to  let  me  pretend  to  be  a  doctor 
and  when  1  saw  your  three  gunmen  show  upf  I 
knew  1  had  followed  the  right  hunch." 

??  I  WANTED  to  clean  up  this  whole  gang ^  in  one  blow  and  I've  done  it.  Too  bad 
for  you.  you  staged  a  holdup  when  I  happened 
to  be  visiting  in  town!" The  men  marched  out  of  the  room  and  lined 
up  awaiting  the  marshal's  commands.  "Fine 
doctor  you  got,"  one  of  them  muttered. 

The  marshal  overheard.  "Well.  I  am  a  doctor 
in  a  sense,"  he  laughed,  "a  doctor  of  the  law!" 

THE  END 
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FAWCEH  COMICS  ARE  THE  FINEST! 
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