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THE FIGHT FOR OUTER SPACE

from the entire Baltic region, through Germany, across the
western half of Russia and, more recently, the Severnaya
Zemlya archipelago in the Arctic Ocean has become the
scene of extensive missile development.

What we know of Russian work has caused high-ranking
American military personnel to report in secret testimony
to Scnate groups that the Russians are making “‘sensational
progress” in missilc work. Exactly what is going on in the
vast regions of the Gobi Desert or the Kirghiz Steppcs, idcal
10cket range facilities. is a matter for educated guesswork.

Sciemiﬁc ““guesstimates,” however, are producing alarm-
ing conclusions. In a conversation | held with Dr. Wernher
von Braun, wartime technical director of the V-2 rocket.
and today probably the world's leading rocket authority,
von Braun told me that the Russians are following a de-
velopment policy differing from that of the United States.
that they arc aiming for the immediate construction of
rockets considerably superior to the V-2. Furthermore, von
Braun stated, their energies have becn directed to this goal
for many years.

Recently, it was learned that the Russian c¢flort toward
this end is paying handsome dividends. They have in-
creased by more than fifty percent the motor thrust of the
wartime V-2, and have doubled its wartime range of 200
miles. They have rushed to successful completion a series of
anti-bomber rockets, developed tactical and long-range
strategic bombardment rockets, and have stressed con-
tinually the development of a rocket motor which would
permit a range of scveral thousand miles.

That last program was part of a scries of events which
provided the tipoff to Russian activity in uninanned space-
ships. The ncw Russian rocket motor. which is creating a
scnsation among rocket enginecrs, is described as the “103.”
Burning liquid oxygen and keroscne, the *103” motor dc-
livers the amazing thrust of 264,000 pounds! It is more than
thirtcen times as powerful as the motor which powers the
1ecord-breaking LF S. Navy Viking rocket!

With the “103" motor as a firststage booster, the im-
proved V-2 (77,000 Ibs. thrust) as the sccond stage booster.
and a smaller third-stage rocket, the Russians can place—
or may already have done so—an instrument-carrying satel-
lite into space!

The 103" motor represents a tremendous advance in
10cket science. It is as great an achievement over the V-2
rocket as was that infamous weapon over the crude affairs
of prewar days. It may have given the Russians the key to
the conquest of space.

For the last two years Russian newspapers and science
magazines have devoted unusual attention to the matter of
space flight. Russian scientists and writers have reported to
their people that Russia leads the world in rocket activity
and space travel research. Early this year the magazine
Komsomolshaya Pravda carried a feature article hy Profes-
sor V. V. Dobronrabov, who discussed not only space travel
in general, but Russian space satellites in particular.

That this matter receives consideration in the highest
quarters of Soviet science was indicated recently by Pro-
fessor A. N. Nesmeyanov, president of the Soviet Academy
of Sciences, who publicly discussed Russian potentialities
in the matter of launching small spaceships off the earth.

What all this means is that the Russians may have a
tremendous lead over the rest of the world in the constantly-
expanding science of space travel. Many leading rocket
authorities believe that a Russian instrument station may
even now be circling the earth at 17,000 miles per hour,
sending back from its many instruments vital data to radio
and television receiving stations.

And if the Russian rocket is not yet in space, it is only a
matter of time—of very little time—before the sun reflects
off the steel sides of the first unpiloted Soviet spaceship, two
or three hundred miles above the earth.

There is no great secret involved in building the un-
manned satellite. More than five years ago. using an ob.
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solete V-2 and an ill-mated WAC-Corporal rocket, Ameri-
can engineers reached speeds of more than 5,000 miles per
hour, and established their mark more than 250 miles above
the earth’s surface. We know how to construct and launch
into space an instrument-filled rocket. We do not, however.
at this time possess the rocket motor powerful enough to
transform the blueprints into reality.

The Russians do. The “103"” motor, or a group of such
motors, is powerful enough to do the job.

The Soviet spaceship would be nothing more than the
long-antitipated extension of present knowledge and
cquipment, horne off the earth on the flaming power of
their sensational “103” motor. We can prophesy, and with
a high degree of accuracy, what the giant Russian rocket
may be like, and what its performance will be.

The three-stage missile will stand about 160 feet tall,
with a diameter at the base of about twenty-five to thirty
feet. The first, or initial booster stage, will be powered by
three “108" motors, gencrating a combined thrust of nearly
400 tons. Depending upon the performance desired, the
second, or intermediate booster stage, will he powered by a
single “103"* motor, or by an improved V-2 rocket with a
motor of 77,000 pounds thrust.

The final stage, which will remain in space, will derive
its thrust from either the V-2 motor, or a smaller unit
adapted especially for this task. Crammed with instruments,
this last stage would become the first scientific outpost in the
incredible environment which is the vacuum between the
worlds.

The third stage may be placed into any orbit above the
carth which the Russian engineers may desire. At 200 miles
beyond the planet, it will whip about this world at 17,200
miles per hour, completing a revolution once every ninety-
one minutes, making nearly sixtcen round trips each full
day. There is a problem with the 200-mile orbit, however,
in that even at this tremendous height therc arc present
tenuous traces of the earth’s atmosphere. After two or threc
months of its tremendous speed, even the wisps of atmos-
phere would serve to reduce the velocity of the satellite.
Its speed would then fall, the missile would descend in a
stecpening curve, finally disappearing in a blinding flash of
mcteor-like light as friction with the denser air closer to the
earth caused flaming disintegration.

Any orbit is possible. At 346 miles beyond the earth, the
satellitc would revolve at slightly less than 17,000 miles per
hour, and would swing once about the planet every ninety-
six minutes. This may be the optimum distance from the
planet of the Russian space vehicle.

The entire trip from takeoff to orbit would require only
ahout one hour. At takeoft, sirens and bursting flares would
clear the area of all personnel. Technicians and electronic
probers will triple-check the rocket's connections, for even
the failure of a single part can wreck the project. Sixty
seconds hefore launching, the wheels, turbines and fueling
equipment within the rocket come to life. Fuel spills from
the tanks toward the waiting motors, then races under high
pressure as the pumps whine. .

At its moment of firing, with flame splashing in a crimson
cataract beneath the rocket, the monster hardly moves. It
vibrates and quivers from the tremendous thrust of its
screaming motors. Thunder so loud as to make the entire
body groan in needled agony booms into the air and, before
the crashing echo returns, the rocket begins to lift. Ever so
slowly, 160 feet of steel and fuel rises majestically, its gyros
spinning furiously to [Continued on page 53)

Sixty seconds before launching the wheels and turbines
within the rocket come to life. The monster vibrates
from the thrust of the motors as the take-off begins.
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Girty's gory record of murder and mayhem during the next
40 years. The shots fired at Lexington and Concord, almost
two years before, may have been “heard 'round the world,”
but they were indistinguishable in the Western wilderness,
where fighting was a part of the normal course of living.
The American Revolution was slow in coming to the Ohio
frontier, and the settlers, who had long been fighting along-
side the British against the French and Indians, were slower
still in taking sides. Girty himself had once won a lieuten-
ancy (and had been promised captaincy) in the British
Army, and thus had sworn allegiance to the English King.

But with the formal declaration of war with Britain,
scores of colonists, including Girty, lost their commissions.
It could be, as some say, that bitterness over the loss of his
hard-won commission turned him into a professional hell-
raiser. But the plain and simple truth is that Simon, in all
due despects, was a 14-carat bastard—a drunkard, a mur-
derer, a torturer, and a traitor, and seldom. if ever, pre-
tended to be anything else.

Indicative of his reputation, he did not, as was said of
him, invent the torture of heaping hot coals onto the scalp-
less skull of a dying victim. But the business of shoving
a Aaming faggot into the rectum of a screaming captive
is almost typically Girtian.

Snnn after the beginning of the War, he was convicted
in absentia, of treason, and spent the last three decadcs of
his long life with an $800 price on his head, which, ironi-
cally enough, was also the amount offered by the govern-
ment at the same time to the Cherokee Indians for the
whole state of North Carolinal And he died a blind alco-
holic and was buried, of nccessity, on foreign soil. Although,
truthfully, he was accorded the full military rites of a re-
spected British pensioncr.

Simon Girty was born—if such hellions are so delivered
—in 1741, a few miles up the Susquehanna from Harris-
burg. Pennsylvania. He reccived his baptism of violence
at the agc of nine. It happened on a dismal, rainy afternoon
when his father. a no-good drunk, got into a drinking bout
with a “tame” Indian bearing the improbable name ol
““T'he Fish.”, As darkness approached, nocturnally and alco-
holicly. The Fish became “peeved about something™ and
with a stone tomahawk bashed out the elder Girty's %rains.
Little Simon cringed in a corner and saw all.

It was no happcnstance that there also was present at
this bloodspill an ill-fated man by the name of Mr. Turner,
who was openly carrying on an affair with Mrs. Girty. Being
one for heroics, Mr. Turner grabbed a rifle from somewhere
and killed The Fish. For this act, “above and beyond the
call of duty,” he became, in an indecently short time, young
Simon'’s stepfather, and a marked man among the neighbor-
ing “wild” Indians.

Things were comparatively peaceful until 1755. ‘The
French, closely allied with the Indians, were in charge
of Fort Duquesne (Pittsburgh), but they were held in check
by the threat of a strong British and colonial army which
was being formed in Virginia under General Edward Brad-
dock. But in July of that ycar. when Braddock stupidly
marched his army into an ambuscade, on the banks of the
Monongahela, things went to hell in a hurry.

‘The Turners and the Girty boys were captured during
a bloody raid and taken to the Scneca village of Kittanning,
where Mr. Turner was promptly sentenced to burn. Simon,
with his brothers James and Gceorge, sat on a log beside
their mother—who was holding in her lap their half-brother.
John—and got their first real lesson in the technique of
torture.

The proceedings began carly in the morning. It wurned
out to he a slow-roasting affair. lasting until late in the
afternoon. The Indians finally heated rifle barrels and
applied them to the tortured, conscious man. until at last
he was dead. .

A few days later, a partially successful attempt by thc
whites to rescue the prisoners so riled up the redmen that
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an English woman, who had attempted to escape during
the skirmish, also was sentenced to burn to death. This
time Simon and his two brothers sat, trusted and un-
fettered prisoners, and watched the whole proceedings.

The woman was staked to the ground and burning sticks
were laid across her naked body. When finally she lost con-
sciousness. she was cut in half and tossed to the dogs. Simon
watched, fascinated, while a French soldier drew his scalp
knife, cut off a slab of the human flesh, and stood thought-
fully munching it. The French, he ever-afterward con-
tended, were the only white people on earth who
understood Indian thinking.

And the next day, Simon’'s initiation was comnpleted. An-
other white man was burned at the stake. After the tortur-
ing had been going on for about three hours, the sky
became overcast with heavy, black clouds. The Indians, not
to be cheated by rain, forced a ladle of hot lead down the
man’s throat.

Shortly afterwards, the Senecas. who formed the majority
of the Indians present, adopted Simon. He was turned
over to the squaws. who stripped him naked and scrubbed
him thoroughly with sand and rough bark—to get rid of
the white blood—and for three years he lived with them,
first as captive, then as a bosom friend. Eagerly, and with
evidence of positive genius, he learned the Seneca lan-
guage, in all six dialects—just as his brother Jim, who was
taken by the Shawnee, and George, who was claimed by
the Delawares, quickly learned the languages of their
tribes.

In 1759, after General Forbes had retaken Fort Duquesne
and renamed it Fort Pitt, a peace treaty was arranged which
caused the Girty family, along with scores of other white
prisoners, to be brought to the Fort and sct free. For most
it was an occasion for rejoicing, backslap{:ing, and the
frantic exchanging of news. But not for the Girty boys.
They threw a drunk, the likes of which probably was not
seen again in Pittsburgh Town until the Pirates took a
pennant.

Mother Girty, herself no stranger to the |ugk was proud
of her brood. For, along with their brawling, knifings and
shootings—made more terrifying by their bloodcurdling
Indian jabberwocky—they also won considerable disrepute
for their participation in a locally popular sport known
as "long-shot.” "Fhis highly competitive game was played
in the crooked streets of the town, and consisted simply of
two men, or two teams, all presumably “likkered-up”
and armed with loaded flintlocks, taking potshots at one
another. The idea was not to kill—simply to cripple. or
more hilarious still, to emasculate.

Thosq were the days of big land grabs, and social stand-
ings were often rated in acreages. So Girty, being the best
Indian linguist on the border., and bcing on friendly terms
with most of the tribes, was a good man to know. He soon
found himself being lionized by the aristocracy. They even
invited him into their homes—if he was sober. He was
utterly amazed to find that the old patriarchs themselves
suddenly began considering him a wonderful conversation-
alist. They were forever getting him off somewhere in a
corner and having him igentify landmarks on wilderness
maps, and egging ﬁim into putting in a good word for them
to one chief or another.

In this mad social whirl Simon soon discovered certain
embarrassing deficiencies in himself. First of all, brandy
had a way of turning him into a sure-enough Indian, and
in such a statc he had a tendencr to want ta-maim people.
For this, he spent considerable time doing short jail
hitches. charged with “misdemeanors”—which meant simply
that the victims had lived. And, secondly, in spite of his
linguistic genius, the intricacies of reading and writing,
even his own name, completely eluded him. This shortcom-
ing was comparable at tge time with not knowing canasta
today, and caused him to become very sensitive.

But by far Girty's biggest handicap. particularly with



the punch bowl set, was his arpearance. He looked like
hell. His face was round, broad and flat, and his forchead
was about the same width as the margin of this page. He
wore his coarse black hair in a manner that can be de-
scribed only as “shaggy” (he cut it himself with a scal
knife), and when he was scowling, which was usually, his
hair and eyelashes met, obliterating his forehead almost
completely. But he did have brilliantly white and even
tceth, and a ready, if overly boisterous, laugh. And he stood
five-nine, barefoot, and had a massive chest and a tre-
mendous bull neck.

Popularity is heady stuft, particularly for a man like
Girty. He was overly conscious of the fact that in all the
generations of Girtys he had ever heard of, none had ever
risen to the dizzy heights of social acceptance he now
seemed’ to have achieved. How far, he wondered. could
he go if he were really to apply himsell.

First of all, he wanted a commission. He wasn’t cntirely
dumb to the fact that he was being used as a sort of walk-
ing encylopedia. But he didn't care. So for ten years he
devoted his well-nigh inexhaustible energies to the well-
nigh impossible task of breaking through the military crust
of Fort Pitt. His efforts were downright pitiful. He chose
as his favorite device the classically bonehead tactic of vol-
unteering for nasty details, which. as any soldier knows.
is a fatal procedure.

Nothing was too menial, nor too dangerous, for him to
volunteer for. He would spend weeks alone on some par-
ticularly suicidal scouting trip—or in nursemaiding some
son of a gouty old squire through the savage-infested wilder-
ness—and return to find that his labors were classified
merely as routine. And, always, a fantastic sort of luck
seemed to keep pace with him: while other scouts occasion-
ally failed to return, or staggered in without their hair,
nothing seemed ever to happen to Girty. This, in time,
caused considerable head-wagging, and probably as much
as anything else held up his long-promised lieutenancy.

At last, in 1774, his big break came.

Although the Mingoes were officially at peace, a group
of hardy pioneers, in the company of a whiskey-sellin
Indian trader, one fine evening set upon and murdere
to the last baby the family of Chief John Logan. The great
logan was away from home at the tiine, but when he
returned he went into a blood-spill that would have done
credit to the later Geronimo. In one night raid he took
thirteen scalps singlehanded.

Chief Cornstalk, the great sachem of the Shawnees, sided
in with Logan, and pleaded with his warriors to murder
their squaws and children and come with him to fight to
the last man. But General Lewis defeated Cornstalk at
Point Pleasant, and Lord Dunmore, Governor of Virginia,

ersonally called a peace council on the upper Muskingum.
l;‘here was but one little wrinkle to be ironed out; peace
" was wonderful, but Chief Logan wasn't having any. In
fact, due to pressing personal business—some of the pioneer
soldiers had come off to war leaving their cabins unpro-
tected—Logan wasn't even coming to the party.

Dunmore called for the best scout on the border. And
that, in a word, was Girty. Simon only recently had dis-
tinguished himself by crawling through the big middle of
Cornstalk’s army to deliver a message to General Lewis.
Already there were rumors that he would be commissioned.
He was a proud scout when he reported to the governor's
tent.

Dunmore glowered at him. Girty shifted uneasily. To
impress the savages, Dunmore had diked himself out ih his
most resplendent dress uniform. Girty was worn to a fraz
zle, and his buckskins hung in dirty, shaggy ribbons from
his chest and waist. He knew that he looiged more Indian
than white. Did the governor even know his race?

But Dunmore neither knew nor cared. “Do you know
where the Mingoes arel” he hellowed.

Girty nodded.

"1 want you to go get Chief Logan and bring him lrere.”

It was a little ??ke Eisenhower ordering a sergeant to
bring in Malenkov.

Girty's heart sank. A reasonably dangerous assignment
he would have welcomed, if just to bring himself morc
(avorablwo the governor's attention. But to bring in John
Logan! What had he done to deserve such a suicidal as-
signment? What did they have against him? His acutc
sensitivity, born of his crude upbringing, his frightening
appearance, and his hated illiteracy, sprang up. He stiff-
ened with indignation. But the lieutenant touched his
shoulder. and he took the hint and stepped back. Lowly
scouts didn’t even saluie. He turned after a couple ol
steﬁs and walked away.

alf a hundred idle soldiers watched in awe as he pre-
Karcd for his suicidal junket. He changed the priming in
is rifle, slid into new moccasins, and tied a scarlet scarl
arouknd his shaggy hair. ‘The scarf was to become his trade
mark.

Only Simon Kenton, a fellow scout, and a regular Gal
lahad of a woodsman, dared approach him. Kenton was
presently going under the name of Butler, because he
thought he was wanted for murder in Virginia for stomp
ing out a man’s brains. He was a tall horse-of-a-man, with
a thick mop of auburn hair, and so physically powerful
that he couldn’t imagine anyone being foolish enough to
cross him when he was angry.

“Wouldn't mind a-tall trailin’ along with yuh, Girty.”
Kenton said softly.

But there was the faintest trace of pity in young Kenton's
;;oicdc, and Girty, catching it, glance«f at him and shook his

ead.

“Logan might be a lettle touchy on the subject o' comin’
here,” the Virginian drawled persistently.

Gil:ty ‘grinned. That damned Kenton could make a dog
laugh.

He set out across the clearing, and stopped at the edge
of the forest, where the last sentinel was posted, and stood
murmuring to himself. He turned and looked back at
Dunmore’s camp. It looked so insecure. For a moment he
planned how he would attack it if he were leading—say.
a pack of howling Indians. In his mind he easily took the
camp. As he turned he wondered again if they were really
trying to get rid of him. If he could only be sure!

Deep in the forest, he became as primitive as any war-
rior on the border. Knowing his need for strength, he
secreted his rifle in a hollow tree, and lit out at an easy,
trail-eating jog. He was not the fastest runner about. but
for the thing called “trail-guts” he had no equal.

Early next morning, he skirted the first of the Mingo
villages, and caming to Logan's Town, he did not hesitate
to walk straight into view. A squaw arose from her morning
toilet and screamed the alarm, but he waved her disdain-
fully aside and strode on. Two braves stepped in front of
him, brandishing tomahawks; he paused. then aloofly told
them that he had come to see Logan.

Logan came from his cabin and stood, majestically, with
fqlded arms. He was the most brilliant of the border In-
dians. Girty spoke in Mingo, impassively explaining his
mission. And when Logan replied, Ke in turn spoke proudly
in the white man’s English. After the palaver was finished,
Girty turned and walked back the way he had come. Inside
the forest, he pondered for a moment his decision not to
attempt to take Logan, but merely to talk with him. He
knew that, subconsciously, he had chosen the redman’s way.

It was noon the next day when he stood, swaying, before
Dunmore’s tent. With half-closed eyes, he repeated word-
for-word the answer of Chief Logan. Dunmore was stunned
by the speech. He called for Captain John Gibson to bring
Eaget and ink. They went inside the tent, and, while

ibson wrote, Girty once more repeated the words that
were to go down in history as Logan's speech. For two
whole days he had held trapped [Continued on page 59]
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THE TRUTH ABOUT HALF-MEN
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unflattered by this tribute to his virility, stood proudly at
attention before his monarch, denied the charges, and said:

“If your Majesty will look into the hollow of the saddle
upon which you rode away, you will find evidence that 1
speak the truth.” The saddle was brought before Emperor
Yung and its contents examined. Whereupon for extraordi-
nary loyalty, Kang, though now unfitted to remain a gen-
eral, was instantly made Chief Eunuch of the Palace. He
died at a venerable age laden with honors, was deified
and became the patron saint of eunuchs throughout the
Oricnt.

Kang was a shining beacon in the fog obscuring semi-
men. For it is not generally known that in every respect,
save the sexual, eunuchs have been mightily potent men.
History demonstrates that they have often been superior
to the hormone-laden male in at least three fields—statcs-
manship, thecology, and music. And their reputation for
dark savagery may bc understood in light of a defense
against the animosity which has met the eunuch at every
turn.

The word “cunuch,” Greek in origin, means “guard.”
0ddly enough the practice of emasculating men began with
a woman, Semiramis by name; builder of Babylon, Queen
of Assyria, and one of the most notorious nymphomaniacs
in history. This sex-ridden beauty was furiously jealous of
every man commanded to the royal couch, and being un-
able to bear the thought of discarded lovers bringing
cestasy to other women, kept a surgeon standing by at all
hours to render them incapable of doing so. Since her
appetite was enormous, there soon was an army of wan
young men cligible for positions as harem guards. The
Persians, on the alert for new ideas, adopted the system
and thus world-Eunarchy was born.

Although most closely associated with the Orient the
semi-men were by no means confined to it. They agpear, in
fact, at every turning of the historical page. Even the begin-
nings of Christianity are interwoven with the story of a
famous eunuch, Origin, a theologian who wrote over 6,000
works on the subject. Origin brooded over the problem of
instructing women in Christian tenets without temptation
—then, as a solution, castrated himself in his monastic cell
in Alexandria. As far as the record is concerned he never
regretted the act. What he did live to regret was that it
gave rise to an entire sect of religious fanatics, the Valen-
ans, who, taking example from their beloved leader, not
only embraced self-castration as a religious duty, but also
proselytized all who came within their reach, using fair
means or foul. Thus many an innocent traveler falling in
with a Valerian precaching-party found not only his reli-
gious outlook but also his physical being altered. The
Valerians have lineal descendents in the Skopzi, of Russia.
a group whose name. translated, describes its practice.
Before the Iron Curtain fell there was evidence that the
Skopzi had carried on with unabated enthusiasm to that
very day, allowing practicality to overcome practice only
long enough to beget more candidates for the knife.

Among other non-subscribing members was the famous
Pierre Abelard, whose mutilation was inflicted by enemies
to the dismay of his damscl, Heloise. Egypt boasted a long
line of eunuch-statesmen who ruled from slightly behind
and to the left of the throne. The name of Pothinus, who,
in 50 B. C. dominated Pharoah Ptolemy completely, is
prominent among them. And Christianity owes much to
the formidable eunuch, Narses, general of the Byzantine
armies undcer Justinian. Narses not only saved the empire
from overthrow, but single-handedly, and after all mascu-
line men bad fled, went afield and drove the Goths from
Italy, dying a natural death thereafter at a powerful 95
years of age. The latter days of Rome, incidentally, saw
the practice of castration become popular, its victims being
known as “spados.” The operation used actually did little
more than sterilize: hence. these “eunuchs” bhecame ex-
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tremely popular among Roman matrons. And the Lydians,
already celebrated for their efteminacy, added a page to
medical history by developing an operation for castration
of women which produced an effect opposite to men; voices
deepened, beards sprouted, breasts disappeared. The end-
products of this fascinating experiment were used to guard
valuable wives and daughters, as with male eunuchs.

What, the reader may ask, could have induced men to
offer up their virility upon so horrible an altar? The
astounding truth is that the great majority did so volun-
tarily and not by force or coercion. True, there was persua-
sion, but not of a sort which might not be resisted. The
simple fact was that eunuchhood offered a life of security
and high office: privilege, power, money.

The record in China substantiates this. Castration, be-
ginning about 1200 B. C. as a punishment for criminals
swiftly bccame so popular that supply exceeded demand.
Boys were sold or donated in large numbers by ambitious
families to the rich or royal. They became ministers and
generals; many were to control dynasties. Men of all ages,
seduced. by prospects of high living, came voluntarily to
the palace gates begging to be deflowered. They were ac-
cepted at almost any age, although boys castrated before the
age of ten were considered especially pure, and were
fondled in the beds of the court ladies like Pekingese dogs.

For centuries the Chinese procedure for creating neuters
was formal as a church ceremony. Outside an inner gate of
the palace stood the castration shed. Here reigned the ter-
rible “Knifers” whose calling was hereditary and who de-
pended upon the manufacture of eunuchs for their
livelihood. Here applicants were examined, paid their fee,
and were given an appointment. When the candidate
reported for induction he was seated in the darkened shed.
all others withdrew and. before the irrevocable, he was
given an hour in which to meditate and withdraw his ap-
plication if he so desired. At the end of the hour the
“Knifer” would fling open the door, brandish his weapon
before him and ask the ritual question: “Are you, miserable
one, prepared to renounce your manhood for all your days
upon this earth?” If the answer was still affirmative (and it
usualy was) the “Knifer” would proceed without further
adc to the business at hand. Calling powerfully muscled
assistants to hold the agonized patient, he operated swiftly
and without hesitation—without benefit. either. of anes.
thetic or disinfectant. )

The mortality rate was high. How high is difficult to
determine, for the “Knifers” concealed vital statistics. The
recuperation period was one hundred days for an adult.
After this came inspection by an older palace eunuch, and
if found satisfactory, further inspection and choosing for
service by the ladies of the harem who frequently quar-
reled over new candidates. From that point on life became
a sinecure. But each castrate kept in some secret place a
box containing the products of his mutilation so that they
might be restored to his body when he died, the Chinese
having a horror of entering Heaven incomplete. The sad
fact, too, is that many repented of their action; for eunuchs
do not necessarily lose all desire, and the nature of their
employment in the harem sometimes meant agonies of
frustration.

An incident in the reign of Ch’ien Lung in the eight-
eenth century dramatized this deplorable situation. Presi-
dent Liu, as cunning a minister as ever presided, became
furious at the growing arrogance of the palace eunuchs
and whispered to his sovereign certain rumors that both
astounde(s) and enraged His Highness. Emperor Ch'ien
ordered an immediate inspection of all his eunuchs. The
test was severe; a dozen .Save girls, adept in the arts of
titillation, were the examiners. After the results had been
tabulated. thirty-one eunuchs were summarily beheaded. It
has heen represented (though upon doubtful authority)
that several of the detached crania continued to wear
blissful smiles. In any event. from this time on complete


















‘The snake’s small beady, lidless eyes
stared coldly at me, and suddenly the flat
Kit-vi er head opened its mouth and

issed malevolently. Smith chuckled and
tossed his surly pet back among its
massed fellows.

Smith explains his life-long feud with
the death-dealing rattlers as due simply
to a desire to rid the countryside of a pest
which constitutes a danger for humans
and livestock.

He dates the beginning of his vendetta
with the rattlesnakes to his boyhood on
his father’s small “ridge” farm on nearby
Gardner Hill, when he and his brother
waged incessant war against the reptiles
that bit and occasionally killed the fam-
ily's livestock, ate its poultry and terror-
ized its womenfolk. “We two boys
sometimes killed 100 rattlers in a day,”
Smith recalls, with satisfaction. “But they
were a heck of a lot more plentiful then
than nowadays. And I hope they’ll be a
lot less plentiful before I'm through!”

Nonethclcss. after a lengthy talk with
the short, stocky, grizzled Smith, I'm
convinced that his assumption of a pest-
ridding “duty” is not his chief reason for
hunting rattlesnakes. The real explana-
tion for “Rattlesnake Bill” Smith, as 1
see it, is that he hunts rattlesnakes simply
because he revels in the danger involved!

Born 200 years too late, he would have
been happiest as a frontiersman match-
ing his wits and muazzle-loading flintlock
against the claws and teeth of b’ar and
panther, like Dan’l Boone. This was ob-
vious when he told me, with deep respect,
of long-dead Pete Smith, who'd been a
noted hunter. “Uncle Pete killed the last
panther in this section, in 1890, he ex-
plained proudly. “Shot it after it'd torn
up both his two dogs.”

But since there are no more big preda-
tors in his neck of the woods, Smith found
a way to get an equal “charge” in hunting
rattlesnakes.

Although capturing alive, or merely
killing, rattlers by even the safest of tech-
niques involves enough unavoidable risk
to more than satisfy the average thrill-
seeker, Smith purposely gives the reptiles
a more than sporting chance to win and,
correspondingly, increases the danger for
himsclf: Instcad of wearing high boots to
protect his legs from death-dealing fangs.
while tramping through the snake-in-
fested brush Smith wears only low canvas
sneakers (with sponge-rubber soles, to
enable him to approach his quarry noise-
lessly) and no socks at all. (Fantastic
though this sounds, socks actually afford
some protection: if a snake strikes
through cloth, the fabric may absorb up
to 75 gmcrcem of the venom.) Further-
more, Smith adamantly refuses to carry a
“snake-bite kit"—which, with its anti-
toxin, is standard equipment for summer
vacationers in snake territory. (When
Smith discovered that his married daugh-
ter, worried over his vulnerability, had
bought such a kit and surreptitiously
sliprcd it into his car one day, he furi-
ously hurled it ipto the river.) In addi-
tion, Smith conducts his operations
under what some men might consider
almost prohibitive physical handicaps
for such hazardous “sport”: During the
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last tew years he has suffered increasingly
from arthritis, with the result that, as he
puts it, he no longer “gets around as
spry” as formerly. And he’s become par-
tially deaf and so cannot be sure of hear-
ing the reptiles’ warning rattles.

Despite all this, the 67-year-old ser-
I)em-s ayer—who, incidentally, always
wunts alone—Jast summer safely “bagged"
and brought home a total of 637 rattle-
snakes, 242 of which he captured alivel

Throughout the summer, tourists, and
local residents as well, seldom miss a
chance to look at Smith’s caged live rat-
tlesnakes when they stop at his filling
station, and Smith is obviously very
pleased whenever a small crowd congre-
gates alfout his snakes—though he
charges no admission to his exhibit. In
fact, he is as likely as not to leave a cus-
tomer impatiently waiting at the gasoline
pumps—while he ambles over to the
cages and hauls out specimens. And he is
very proud of receiving letters inquiring
on controversial aspects of rattlesnakes,
from some of these same tourists after-
ward, addressed simply to “Rattlesnake
Rill, Weedville, Pa.”

However, every fall around November
15, Smith empties his cages by killing all
his rattlers because he doesn’t want to
bother caring for them indoors. (In their
natural state, they hibernate in holes,
rock crevices and caves during the win-
ter) Once or twice, the temperature
dropped to below freezing before he got
around to disposing of the snakes.

“They froze so solid,” Smith says, "I
could break them in two like icicles!™

Smith, who is divorced, lives in a
sparsely furnished bachelor apartment
in his garage. He is a soft-spoken man,
extremely economical of words and re-
luctant to talk about his exploits. Per-
sistent prying, however, resulted in my
getting from him some rather remarkable
anecdotes of ‘“close shaves” which
matched the one at the beginning of this
article.

For instance, there was the time last
summer when “Rattlesnake Bill”
squinted down a three-foot-deep crevice
in a rock and spotted a big rattler at the
bottom. But before he could get his
forked stick into action, the snake glided
out of reach under an overhanging rock
shelf.

Smith meandered about the hillside
for a few minutes, then pussyfooted it
back to the rock to see if the rattler had
reappeared. Leaning on his stick, he
peered jnto the crevice, but failed to
sight his quarry. Then he happened to
glance behind him. There, on top of the
rock, coiled and obviously preparing at
that very moment to strike, with its head
just six inches from his bare ankle—was
the missing rattlesnake!

“The only thing I had time to do was
make a fast swipe at the critter with my
stick,” Smith said. “But that was enough
to make him strike at the stick, instead
of my ankle.”

He smiled slowly.

“It gave me a chance to jump back out
of his way, and, why then, I just pinned
him down to the rock with my stick.”
He spat and raised a lighted match to

the soggy cigar butt clamped between
his teeth. “After that, I took a good look
at the venom he'd sprayed when he
struck. It lay in a puddle on the rock—a
big tablespoonful of greenish-yellow
stuff—three times as much as a snake
usually ‘shoots.’”

He grinned. “I'd 'a been a goner for
sure if he'd sent all that poison into my
ankle!”

Smith tilted his chair back and ex-
plained that the amount of venom a rat-
tler discharges depends upon how re-
cently he's struck before. And three
strikes in rapid succession will virtually
empty the snake’s poison sacs—and make
the fourth bite relatively harmless.

]t's possible, Smith elaborated, to train
a few unusually smart, quick and fearless
dogs to kill poisonous snakes by teaching
them to take advantage of this fact. He
said he and his brother had had such a
dog, and he told of one unforgettable
battle it had had with a big rattler in a
canebrake. The dog. by recklessly charg-
ing in, time after time, in feinted attacks
and then dodging back, had provoked
the rattler into furiously striking, and ex-

ending its venom harmlessly, on the
intervening canes. And, though the dog
had been bitten a total of seven times
toward the end of the battle when he'd
become careless, by then the rattler’s
poison-sacs had been almost completely
emptied. The scrappy dog finally had
ended the battle by grabbing the rattler
and shakiniit so violently that:

“. .. Its belly ripped open and snake
guts flew thirty feet in all directions!*

Smith added that, immediately after
its victory, the dog had disappeared for
several days into a swamp. It had reap-
peared cured of its bites and as good as
new. He said it had followed age-old in-
stinct in seeking out black swamp muck
in which to lie—"knowing” that such
muck had the power to “draw out”
poison.

(Incidentally, the only enemies rattle-
snakes have, besides the few trained
“snake-killer” dogs and humans, are
hawks and owls, which will pounce on
and fly away with them, and hogs. Hogs
are ideal for clearing land of rattlesnakes,
for the snakes’ fangs can’t effectually
Eicrce their thick, tough hides, and the

ogs themselves savor snake meat and
will hunt down and eat the reptiles with
relish.)

Smith has had many “close shaves”
while bagging rattlers, needless to say.
But one a couple of years ago was par-
ticularly nightmarish—or, at least, would
have been so for most people.

He saw a big old snake sunning itself
under a limestone ledge and, since it
was a particularly brilliant yellow and
brown specimen, he decided he wanted it
alive and crawled beneath the low-hang-
ing ledge on hands and knees—until he
got close enough to use his five-foot snake
fork. He *“stabbed” at the rattler and
managed to pin it down at the ideal spot
just behind 1ts head. But in so doing he
bumped the ledge overhead and dis-
lodged a stone, which fell in a cloud of
dust that momentarily blinded him and
covered the end of his stick and the






had not one snake to show for their
efforts, and they disgustedly looked up
“Rattlesnake Bill” for advice.

“I advised them to buy some of mine,”
he told me, drily. “And that's what they
did.” :

Rattlers are hard to catch, Smith says,
becausc their hearing is so acute and they
wc[er to avoid humans if they can.

hen they hear one aprroaching. they
simply glide away—which is why many
people who live in rattlesnake territory
seldom, if ever, sce one.

A rattler feeds by taking an animal or
bird into its mouth, head-first, and then,
by a steady sucking action, slowly engulfs
it. This may take hours. The snake’s jaws
unhinge, so it can swallow whole prey
with a diameter twice that ol its “nor-
mal” jaws. Such prey in the process be-
comes elongated to twice its normal
length—slitting open a snake which has
just fed, Smith o}tcn has found a rabbit
or squirrel shaped like a dachshund!
After a rattler starts swallowing its prey,
he says, it's virtually impossible to pull
it out of the snake's mouth, for it be-
comes impaled on the tiny, needle-like
tceth which all slant inward.

Rattlers will eat only live prey which
they themselves kill, so Smith provides
his captive snakes with quantities of live
rats he catches in box traps set on the
grounds of the nearby public school (to
which the rodents are attracted by the
dropped scraps from the children’s box
lunches) . However, long ago Smith dis-
covered that when he tossed live rats into
his two tightly-screened snake cages
(each of which usually contains during
the summers more than 50 live rattlers),
the snakes. astonishingly, completely ig-
nored these “dinners-on-the-hoof.” The
rats, however, understandably became so
terrorized they immediately started
wildly racing around and around in the
cages—climbing up and down the sides
and actually running back and forth
across the snakes lying coiled and en-
tangled in a solid mass on the floor—
and they continued their panicstricken
insane running, without stopping, for
three days and three nights—until they
dropped dead of exhaustion. And during
all that time, the rattlesnakes never made
a threatening move toward the rats!

Smith was desperate to get his listless
scaly captives to eat and finally he put
some live rats in a small wooden box,
in one side of which he'd drilled a single
snake-size hole. That afternoon, he set
the box containing the rats on the floor
of one of the snakes’ cages, after first
plugging the hole with a wadded-up rag
to which he'd tied a strong cord leading
outside the cage. At midnight, he
sneaked up and, grasping the end of the
cord, jerked out the rag plug. Within
minutes, Smith told me, he saw by the
moonlight first one rattlesnake and then
another glide over and poke its head
into the hole in the box. And the next
morning, when he opened it, the rats all
had vanished—while many of the snakes
had developed “bay windows.”

“Once they're caged up, rattlers seem
to give up and just don't give a damn
for anything,” Smith told me. “They
gotta be 'tcmpted' or they’ll starve to
death. They just weren’t interested in
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the rats unless they could ‘steal’ them.”

A ratdesnake eats nothing but poi-
soned food. For, before it can catch and
swallow a feathered or furry victim, it
must sink its fangs into it and expel its
deadly venom into the wound. “'I've seen
one of these big Timber rattlers lash out
and ‘bite’ a squirrel as it ran past,” Smith
said. “And before the squirrel could get
ten fect farcher, it keeled over!”

A rattlesnake’s poison is contained in
two sacs at the roots of its long, curved
needle-like fangs, and it is expelled when-
cver these sacs are squeezed by the snake’s
action of closing its jaws in the "bite.”
Nature has guaranteed that the thick,
mucus-like venom reaches the two tiny
punctures made by the rattler’s fangs, for
the spurting poison follows a tiny, open
groove on the under side of each fang.
(Fangs often are broken off in striking,
and with each growing-in of a new pair
of fangs, this open furrow becomes more
nearly closed—until in an old snake, it
is cnmplclt:lz'l closed and the fangs are
like hollow hypodermic needles.) Obvi-
ously, the rattlesnake is itself immune
to its poison, a dose of which it swallows
with each victim; in fact, the poison thus
absorbed may help it digest its meal.

Poisonous snakes fall into two cate-
gories, on the basis of their venom: The
poison of the pit vipers, represented in
the U.S. by rattlesnakes, copperheads and
water moccasins, has a hemolytic effect—
it breaks down the victim's capillaries
and causes internal blceding. Except
with small animals and birds. in which
the factor of shock is involved, such a
poison " fortunately doesn’t cause im-
mediatce death. The other tﬁpc of poison,
represented in the U.S. by the Coral
snake, has a neurotoxic effect—it par-
alyzes the nervous system, including the
nerves which control breathing and the
heart muscles. And it, therefore, can
cause almost instantancous death.

Smith says he himself never has been
bitten by a rattlesnake—which certainly
is remarkable, in view of the enormous
number he’s handled. The closest thing
to a “snake-bite remedy” he ever carries
is a penknife, and he advises that any-
one unlucky enouEh to be bitten simply
tie a tourniquet above the bite, and cut
a single slit in his flesh just long enough
to join the snake's two fang punctures.

“Then squeeze the flesh around the
cut,” he adds, “so the blood spurts out.”

He claims that if this is done fast
cnough the squeezing will expel most of
the snake's venom, before it's had time
to be carried throughout the circulatory
system. And the next step, of course, is to
rush the victim to a hospital. Smith
criticizes the usual first-aid advice to
slash a cross over the bitten area, on the
grounds that such extensive cutting
merely lessens the force with which the
venom-loaded blood spurts out of the
puncture site. And he urgently warns
against sucking a snake-bite if one has
unhealthy gums, for this draws the venom
into the “sucker's” bloodstream at a

oint particularly dangerous because of
its nearness to the brain.

Smith corrected several less-melo-
dramatic but equally erroneous ideas I
myself had had about rattlesnakes, such
as that each rattle denotes a year of

age. ‘Though this roughly holds true in
desert regions where rattlesnakes usually
shed their skins, and add a rattle (each
rattle actually is what the snake retains
of an otherwise completely discarded old
skin), no more than once a year—it
certainly is not true in northwestern
Pennsylvania.

“Rattlers hereabouts shed their skins
and add a rattle three times a year,”
Smith explained. “And though they live
to about seven or eight years, 1've seen
only a few with as many as twenty rattlers.
A sinake often loses a couple rattlers
when they catch between rocks.”

A rattlesnake shedding its skin, Smith
told me, really is “quite a show!” He
said the snake Krsl secks out a damp spot,
usually under a rock—{or it must keep its
skin moist so it will be pliable. The
snake will “yawn" repeatedly, and rub
its “nosc” against a rock, to loosen the
old skin around its mouth and start it
pecling back. Then, lying stretched out
in a straight line, it will peel its old
skin off by a fantastic muscular “shimmy-
ing” which starts just behind its head
and moves progressively toward its tail.

“If the skin is damp and soft, this may
take only 15 minutes,” Smith said.
“Otherwise it’'ll maybe take days.”

“Rattlesnake Bill” also told me that
the idea that a rattlesnake always hisses
when angered, and always shakes its
rattles in a shrill warning before striking,
is “a lot of bunk.”

“No more than six out of ten rattle
before they strike,” he said. “And only
one in a hundred will hiss.”

Smith scoffed, too, at the notion that
a rattler must be tightly coiled before it
can strike. He said it can strike a distance
equal to two-thirds of its length, as long
as the final third of its length is flat
on the ground, in any position. And if
you tread on a rattler’s tail, it can whip
around and hurl its full length at you.
Furthermore, he's seen a rattlesnake on
a hill fling itsell down-slope in a strike
cqual to twice its length.

Smith also told me he'd disproved to
his own satisfaction the common belief
that rattlesnakes with yellow or brown
skins were females and those with black
skins were males.

“Hell,” he snorted, "I've cut open more
than 2,000. And I've found young snakes
inside every color rattler.”” He chuckled.
“To me, at least, that proved those snakes
were females!”

Rattlesnakes, incidentally, bring forth
their young—from 7 to 21 in a litter—
alive, as do copperheads and water
snakes. Blacksnakes, spotted adders and
ground snakes, on the other hand, lay
squarish-looking white eggs.

Rattlesnakes breed once a year, mostly
in May though occasionally in June, and
give birth to their young in late July
or early August. Smith, who's witnessed
rattlers mating many times, said that they
do so exactly like mammals. (A 4-foot
male rattler has a penis four inches long
and as thick as a lead pencil, which ex-
cept during mating is retracted com-
pletely within its body.) Smith comments
that rattlesnakes remain “fast” for hours.
Which inspires the thought that the pop-
ular wisecrack based on the mating of
minks might better refer to snakes. ®
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distance to the nearest oldgrowth and
macheted a big “E"—his trademark—at

- shoulder height. Like cattle brands, no
two cruisers’ marks are identical.

Ahead lay 200 stoically silent, unbe-
lievably wild acres deep-grown in ancient
firs. Perhaps there were 10,000 trees and
since his assignment required a 100 per-
cent cruise, he’'d inspect, measure and
record every merchantable tree.

The timberland lay in a massively
faulted region, where a combination of
ancient earthquakes and young, swift
streams had gormed deeply cut canyons.
While Eastman liked the looks of the
timber, he felt vaguely uneasy about the
terrain. But he'd learned to accept ter-
rain as he found it. Before this cruise was
over, however, this particular terrain was
to be indelibly and painfully stamped
upon his memory.

With the forest’s intense stillness press-
ing heavily upon him, Eastman paced to
the first tree. The staccato of splintering
wood underfoot resounded through the
somnolent forest like pistol reports. As
he clocked off each pace with a “tally
whacker” counter that hung around his
neck, the echo of his own caulked tread
was eerie and unreal. When he came up
1o the first tree, he macheted a blaze, and
laid bare the unmistakable giraffe-col-
ored underbark of Douglas fir. He un-
folded his Biltmore diameter stick, held
it at arm’s length against the trunk, chest
high, and recorded the diameter on his
waterproof tally card, “80-inches DBH"
(diameter breast high) .

He folded the Biltmore rule, stepped
back, and surveyed the forest giant.
There were no signs of bores or oozing
sap, which indicate wood rot. The tree
looked sound. He searched for an indi-
cation of wind shake—where storms have
ruptured the growth rings—but didn’t
find any. “No conks,” Eastman said
aloud. Conks, the Achilles heel of tall
timber, are festering bark sores which
are alive with tree-killing spores. Spores
from one wound float dust-like in the
still forest air, and eventually infect
other trees.

Eastman made a quick, calculated esti-
mate: 13,000 board feet of merchantable
timber. Knock off 3,000 feet for defect
and breakage. That left 10,000 board
feet. At $40 a 1,000, the fir was worth $400
just as it stood, unlogged. By the time an
outfit put it into water at a sawmill’s
booming grounds, the wood would be
worth $600 to $800. Sawed and finished,
the lumber might fetch $1,500 retail.

Methodically, Eastman pushed on,
spotting fir, hemlock and spruce on his
cruise map, and recording their diameters
and board feet totals on his waterproof
tally card.

It was near dusk when suddenly, as
Eastman approached a heavily-timbered
knoll, he heard twigs snap in a brackish
hollow a hundred feet to his left. He
halted, both repulsed by the stench
wretching up from the place, and curi-
ous as to what was causing the noise. The
dank undergrowth moved and parted. A
black bear, which had been gluttonizing
skunk cabbage, grunted in disgust and
shuttled off through the brush. Nearby

stood a young fir, its bark stripped bare
at the base. The tree was dying, girthed
and left bleeding by constipated bears
who'd sought springtime laxatives after
hibernation.

Eastman chuckled to himself, “Bears
can’t be very smart if they pass up all
these young Cascara trees and head for
fir instead.”

That night he made camp in a spruce
thicket. The next, he bedded down in
the lee of a huge fir. On the 6th day he
was up before sunrise, and at work by
the first faintness of dawn.

He’d worked his way into a canyon and
uF its eroded shale side. Below, a series
ol ledges stairstepped to the stream.
There were short, steep rock faces be-
tween the more level shelves. Some of
the ledges were scveral yards wide and
rotten downlogs cluttered them.

Eastman was working from ledge to
ledge, goat fashion. He came to a par-
ticularly narrow place and surveyed the
weathered rock face. If he could get
across to the ledge on his left, he'd have
smooth going to the top. He let go a
netting of salal he'd grasped, crouched
cautiously, and leaped across to the
neighboring shelf. But in the split-second
that his boots touched down on the ledge,
its eroded and weathered shale crumbled
away into nothingness and avalanched
down the slope.

Eastman rolled with the avalanche, but
though he’s agile as a tumbler, he wasn't
quite quick enough to break the fall. In-
stead, he landed hard on a downlog, his
left side taking the full impact.

Eastman was knocked breathless.

" What's more, a stabbing pain over his

lower ribs told him that he was hurt. But
he didn’t know how badly. Controlling
his breathing, because every deep gasp
brought excruciating pain, he pressed a
hand over his chest. The minute he did,
the pain eased slightly, and he knew the
worst. He'd only broken a couple of ribs.

If it hadn’t hurt so badly, Eastman -

would have laughed with relief. A little
thing like a couple of busted ribs was
getting oft easy. Delioerately, and with
one hand still pressed against his shat-
tered ribs, he got slowly to his feet,
sucked in his breath, and continued the
job. He finished the cruise that day.
Grimacing and feeling his way gingerly,
he stumbled back to the car—a feat that
required a good five hours.

When the Doc finished taping him, he
advised, “Now damn it, stay out of the
woods at least a month.”

Eastman just smiled (he would have
laughed, but that hurt too much). “Want
to make a bet, Doc, that I'll be back in
there early tomorrow?"”

The Doc didn’t want to bet. He knew
timber cruisers. “You cruisers are nuts,”
he diagnosed with a shrug.

Eastman could have told the Doc about
plenty of other occasions when it had
taken more than a broken rib to keep
him out of the woods. There was that
time in Costa Rica that a foot-thick boa
constrictor uncoiled from an overhang-
ing limb; had it not been for a half
dozen natives who fell savagely upon
the big snake, Eastman might never have
gotten out of the equatorial rainforests.
Then again, he'd eluded a pack of sav-
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“I'all?" he said without looking around.

“Yes, sir.”

“You better get that .44 pistol out of the
bureau drawer.”

1 said, “Yes, sir,” and turned and fclt my
way into the downstairs bedroom that Pa and
Ma used. Ma was sitting up in bed, her night-
gown a white blob in the darkness and her
nightcap a smaller blob above it.

“Talbert,” Ma said anxiously, “what is it.
son?"

“Just a rider, Ma. Nothing to worry
about.”

“What are you looking for there in the
burcau?”’

“Pa’s pistol,” I said. “Just in case.”

She didn’t say anything for a moment. But
she was worried. She had been worried ever
since I'd got into that scrape with the State
Police down at Garner's store. But that had
been a long time ago, almost six months.
Anyway, 1 hadn’t killed anybody; I'd just
beaten hell out of a carpetbagger with the
butt end of a Winchester. Therc had been a
big stir about it for a while, but Pa had fixed
it up with the bluebelly police for fifty head
of three-ycar-old cattle. So I wasn't worried
about that.

I said, “Rest casy, Ma. It’s prohahl{ one of
the neighbors. Maybe somebody’s sick.”

She still didn’t say anything, so I went back
into the parlor where Pa was. We heard the
horse pull up and scamper nervously, and
we knew the rider was swinging open the
rail gate about two hundred yards south of
the house.

Pa said, “Tall?" That's the way Pa would
do when he was worrying something in his
mind. He'd call your name and wait for you
to answer before he'd come out and say what
he was thinking.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Tall, you haven't heen up to anything,
have you?”

“No, sir,” I said.

I could feel Pa relax. Then he reached over
and roughed up my hair, the way he used to
o when I was just a kid, when he was feeling
good. Pa could stand just about anything but
a liar, and he knew I'd tell him the truth.

The rider was coming on now, and we
could hear the horse blowing and grunting.
The rider swung down at the hitching rack
by our front porch and called out:

“Mr. Cameron! Talll”

It was Ray Novak's voice. I would have
known it anywhere. He was two or three
years older than me, and his pa used to be
town marshal in John's City, before the
scalawags and turncoats came in and elected
their own man. Ray was old enough to have
fought a year for the Confederacy, and that
set him apart from the rest of us who had
been too young. Ordinarily, he was an casy-
going, likable man, and the only thing I had
against him was that he had bcen seeing a
little too much of Laurin Bannerman. But
that wasn't important. I knew how Laurin
felt, and 1 knew I didn’t have anything to be
afraid of on that score.

Pa pushed the swecn door open and
stepped out on the front porch. “Ray?” he
said. “Ray Novak?"

“Yes, sir,” Ray said.

“Well, come on in,” Pa said. “Tall, light
the table lamp, will you? And sce if the
kitchen stove's still warm. Pull the coffee pot
up on the front lid if it is.”

I lit the lamp and went back to the kitchen.
The fire had gone out in the stove. When I
came back to the parlor, Ray was saying,
“I'm afraid I can’t stay, Mr. Cameron. The
truth is I just stopped by to see if I could
change my horse for a fresh mount. That
animal of mine is about played out.” He saw
me then and we nodded to each other.

Ray Novak didn’t look scared exactly, but
he look worried. He took off his hat and ran
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his fingers through thick, straw-colored hair.
“I played the fool down in John's City this
afternoon,” he said. “1 let myself get suckered
into a scrape with the police. I guess I'll have
to get out of the country for a while, until
things cool off a little.”

Pa looked at him sharply. “You . . . didn't
kill anybody, did you, Ray?"

Killing a state policeman in Texas, in 1869,
was the same as buying a one-way ticket to a
hanging. The bluebellies from the north had
their own judges and juries, and their ver-
dict was always the same.

But Ray shook his head. "It was just a fist
fight,” he said. “But they're pretty riled up.
I was in the harness shop getting a splice
made in a stirrup strap and this pnivate
cavalryman came in and started passing re-
marks about all the families around John's
City—all the families that amounted to any-
thing before the war. When he started on
‘that damn Novak white trash that used to
be town marshal,’ I hit him. I busted a couple
of teeth, I think. I expect a detachment of
cavalry will be along pretty soon, looking for
me.”

Pa nodded soberly. “It was a damn fool
thing to do all right,” he said. “And you
won't be able to fix it with the police this
time. First Tall, and now you. The Yankees'll
feel bound to do something about it this
time.”

Ray looked down at his feet and shifted
uncomfortably. “Yes, sir,” he said. “That’s
about the way I figured it. That's one reason
I camc by your pfacc. If they don’t find me
they might get to remembering Tall and
start on him again.” Then he looked up at
me, his big bland face as serious as a preach-
er’s. “I'm sorry, Tall, I didn't figure to get
you mixed up in it.”

What the hell,” I said. “The only thing
I'm sorry about is that you didn't put a
bullet in the bluebelly’s gut.”

“Tall?" Pa said.

“Yes, sir.”

“Now just hold your head. Ray’s right.
This could be scrious for both of you. We
better take a'little time and figure something
out. Ray, have you figured on anything?"

“I thought maybe I'd go up to the pan-
handle for a while, sir. I've got an older
brother up there that has a little spread. 1
could work with him through the spring
gathering season and come back in the sum-
mer. That ought to be time enough to let it
blow over.”

Pa thought about it, standing there in his
nightshirt, still holding that shotgun in the
crook of his arm. “Maybe,” he said. “But the
panhandle isn‘t far enough. Tall’s got an
uncle down on the Brazos. You bhoys could
stay there. I could write you a letter when it
looks all right to come back.”

Maybe I was still half asleep. Anyway it
was coming to me what they were talking
about. I said, “Just a minute, Pa. I don’t aim
to run. This isn’t my scrape, it’s Ray's.”

“Tall?”

“Yes, sir,” 1 said from force of habit.

“Now listen to me,” Pa said soberly.
“Pretty soon they'll be coming. When they
don't find Ray they're going to be mad, and
it won't take them long to remember that
carpetbagger you clubbed with a rifle stock.
You know what kind of a chance you'll have
if the scalawags decide to bring it to court.”

For a minute I didn't say anything. I knew
Pa was right. If they didn’t find Ray, they
would be coming for me. The smart thing
to do would be to get out of the country for
a while. But knowing it didn’t make me like
it.

I liked things just the way they were. I
liked it here on the ranch—being able to ride
over to the Bannerman spread every day or
so to see Laurin, going into John's City once
a month when they held the dances in Com-

munity Hall. 1 liked it just tine right where
I was, and I hated the idea of being chased
away by a bunch of damned Yankee blue-
bellies and blacks who had been slaves only
a few years ago. And pretty soon some of that
hate began to direct itself at Ray Novak.

I looked at Ray and he knew how 1 was
beginning to feel about it. He was sorry. But
a hell of a lot of goud that was going to do.
He stood there shifting from one foot to the
other, uncomfortably. ?lc was a big man, and
he couldn’t have been more than twenty-one
years old. But that didn’t make him young.
In this country a boy started being a man as
soon as he could strap on a gun. And about
the first thing a boy did, after he learned to
walk, and ride, was to strap on a gun.

Beforc I could say what I was thinking,
before Ray Novak could put his discomfort
into words, Ma came out of the bedroom and
stood looking at us with worried eyes. Ma was
a thin, work-weary woman, not really old,
but looking old. There were dcep lines
around her pale eyes that came from worry
and trying to gouge a living from this wild
land. Ma had been pretty as a girl. There
were faded pictures of her in an old album
that gave you an idea how she must have
looked when she married Pa. The pictures
showed a young girl dressed in the rather
daring fashion of the day—those low-cut
dresses that all the great ladies of the Con-
federacy used to wear with such a casual air,
as they sat queenlike, smiling and pouring
tea from silver pots into delicate china cups.
It was hard to believe that Ma had been one
of those great ladies once. Her father had
been a rich tobacco buyer in Virginia, but he
lost everything in the war and died soon
nf(crwarJ.

I never saw Virginia myself. And those pic-
tures in the album were just pictures to me,
but I guess Pa still saw her as she had looked
then, because something happened to him
every time he looked at her. His wind-red-
dened face softened and his stern eyes became
gentle—even as they did now as he saw her
standing in the doorway.

She stood there, holding her cotton wrap-
around together, smiling quickly at Ray.

“Good evening, Ray,” she said.

“Good evening, Mrs. Cameron,” Ray said
uneasily.

“Mother,” Pa said, “why don’t you go back
to bed? I'll be along in a few minutes.”

But she shook her head. “I want to know
what it’s about. Tell me, Rodger, because
I'll find out sooner or later.”

“It’s nothing serious,” Pa said gently. “Ray
just had some trouble in John’s City with
the state police. It's nothing to worry about.”

“I don’t understand,” Ma said vaguely.
*“What has that to do with Talbert?”

“I just think it's best if they both go away
for a while, until it blows over. There’s becn
no killing. Just a fist fight. But there’s no
telling what the Yankec troopers will do
while they're riled up. I'll send Ray and
Tall down to my brother's placc on the
Brazos. You know how the police shift from
one place to another. In a few months there
won't be anybody around John's City to re-
member or hold a grudge, and then they can
come back.”

She considered it carefully, but I knew she
wouldn't question Pa’s word. That's the way
it always had been.

“All right, Rodger,” she said at law.
“Whatever you say.”

Her voice was heavy and edged with hope-
lessness. She had had great plans for me.
Even before I was born she had started mak-
ing plans to send me to the University of
Virginia and make a lawyer out of me, or
maybe a prcacher. But the war had put an
end to that. There wasn't anybody in Texas,
except the scalawags and bureau agents, that
had money enough to send their children off









was still in her wighctothes. And probably
that was just whai Joc was expecting. He
moved around to ile corner of the house,
still talking to Ray Novak, but careful not
to let me out of his sight.

She lowcred her voice, but the worry and
urgency was still there. “Tull, are you sure.
. .. Are you sure that you hiven't . . . done
anything?”

That would have made me mad if it had
been anybody else. Nobody secmed to be-
lieve me when I told them that Ray Novak
was the one that started all the trouble. They
seemed to think that Ray Novak was incap-
able of getting into any trouble, especially
on the wrong side of the law. With Tall
Cameron, that was the thing they seemed
to expect.

But I couldn’t get wmad at Laurin. I said,
“Don’t worry about me. We'll put in a spell
on the Brazos, until things settle down, and
then ['ll be coming buck. Don't forget that.
I'll be back.”

At last she seemed to believe me. She
smiled faintly und started to come down the
steps, but a sullen grunt from her brother
stopped her.

Damn Joe Bannerman, anyway. And Ray
Novak. This was a hell of a way for a man
to say good-by to his best girl. His only girl.
I heard a rustling around inside the house,
and then a match flared and lighted a lamp-
wick. That would be old man Bannermun
coming out to see what the fuss was about,
and I didn’t feel like I wanted to go through
the whole rigamaurole again, explaining that
we were in trouble and it was Ray who
started it und not me.

Ray Novak called, “We'd better be riding,
Tall.”

I knew he was right. There was no sense
in staying here and letting the bluebellies
finally stumble on us.

I was standing there, feeling helpless. One
moment Laurin’s face was quiet and com-
pused, and the next moment it began to
break up around her eyes. Then, somehow,
she was in my arms.

“Laurin!” Joe Bannerman roared, “for.
God's, sake, haven’t you got any decency?"”

The moment was over almost before I
knew she was there. But I felt better. I
had held her in my arms for that short
moment, and that was something they
couldn’t take away from me. It was some-
thing I could remember for the month, or
six_months, or whatevcr length of time we
had to be apart.

She had jumped back, startled at her
brother's bellowing. ‘Then the back door
opened again and the old man came out, and
the lamplight splashed around until it
seemed to me that the cavalry couldn’t miss
seeing it, no matter where they were. I knew
it was time to start riding.

Igot Red and led him around to the corner
of the house. Ray Novak was already in the
saddle, waiting for me. So I swung up, too.

Laurin’s face was cameo-soft and pale in
the lamplight, and that was the way I re-
membered it.

“Take care of vyourself, Tall. Don’t . . .
let anything happen.”

“Don’t worry. ‘There’s nothing to worry
about.”

“Will I hear from you?"

“Sure. Anyway, I'll be back before you
know it.”

Ray Novak was sitting his horse im-
passively. Nothing showed on his face, but
I could guess at what was happening inside
him. All the time we had been here. Laurin
hadn't even looked at him. Only when we
reined our horses around to leave did she

say:
“Good-by, Ray.”
And he said, “Good-by, Laurin.” And we
rode out of the yard. I looked back once

and she was still standing there by the steps,
pale and beautiful in the flickering light from
the oil lamp, and I realized what a lucky guy
I really was. I could even atford to feel sorry
for Ray Novak.

We rode east for what must have been two
hours. I figurcd the Yankees would be so
lost by now that they would be lucky to find
their way home. And, as we put distance be-
tween us and John's City, I did some think-
ing ahout Ray Novak, trying to figure out
what had got into him back there at Daggert’s
Road.

I added together all the things I knew
about him and was a little surprised when
it didn’t comc to much. The Novak ranch
had been next to ours for as long as I could
remember, and 1 had known him all that
time, or thought I had known him. We had
gonc to Professor Bigloe's Academy together
—a hell of a fancy name, I thought, for a
school that held classes three times a week
in the smelly parlor of Ma Simpson’s board-
ing house, but it was the only school any-
where near John's City, and it was considered
quite the thing. They said old mnan Bigloe
had been a professor at the University of
Virginia before they kicked him out for
drunkenness. He always kept a bottle in the
inside breast pocket of his frock coat, and
he couldn’t get through a spelling lesson
without stepping back to Ma Simpson’s
kitchen three or four times to take a nip.
Maybe he had had a good brain once, but
it was fuzzy and booze-soaked by the time
he opened the Bigloe Academy.

Anyway, he managed to get most of us
through four steps of arithmetic and some
spelling and history. The history and geog-
raphy came together in the same class and
it was the only class that old man Bigloe
really liked. He would get to talking about
Italy, and then Rome, and finally he'd get
down to Caesar and he wouldn’t give a
damn if you threw spit balls or not. He
was a thin man with a perpetual stoop to
his shoulders, and sometimes he would go
for two weeks without shaving. He always
got a funny look in his eyes when he got to
talking ahbout Rome and those places, and
it was generally agreed that he was crazy.
During classes, Ma Simpson would always sit
fat and watchful in one corner of the parlor,
peeling potatoes, or paring apples. She always
arranged
butcher knife in her hands, just in case old
man Rigloe had a “spell” and tried to kill
somchody. But he never did.

So that was Professor Bigloe's Academy.
Professor Bigloe's Academy for Learning and
Culture, if you want the whole name. We
came there three times a week, Mondays,
Wednesdays, and Fridays, the boys riding in
on horseback. There was a lot of hell raised,
and a lot of fights; but now that I came to
think of it, Ray Novak hadn’t figured in
any of them.

Maybe it was because of his size. He was
a year or two older than most of us, and big
for his age anyway, but then Criss Bagley
had been bigger than any of us, and that
hadn’t kept him out of fights. I thought
about that and finally had to admit that
there was something about Ray Novak—but
I didn’t know what—that made you think
twice before starting anything with him. He
always had that quiet, sober look, even as a
kid, and he didn’t go in much for horseplay,
as most of us did. He came to old man
Bigloe's Academy for a curious reason, it
seemed to the rest of us. To learn.

And, too, Ray’s pa was the town marshal,
and that made him something a little
different. His pa had taught him everything
there was to know ahout guns and shooting,
and he was the only boy around John's City
who could throw a tin can in the air and put
two .44 bullets through it wefore it hit the

to have a murderous-looking

_ After you hit that cavalryman why

ground. I only saw him do it once, but he
did it so easy and perfectly that I knew it
was no accident.

1 don’t think I ever liked Ray Novak much
after that, although I had never thought
about it until now. I remember practicing
with Pa’s old .41, the one I was wearing
now, until mz thumb was raw from pulling
the hammer back, but one bullet in the can
was the best I could do. I think that hit me
harder than anything. I didn’t mind it much
when Ray would make one of his occasional
rides over to the Bannerman ranch—trying
to act as if he was just out looking for strays,
and just happened to be on that part of the
range. I knew that Laurin Bannerman was
the real reason for his drifting off the home
range. But I also knew that he was too bash-
ful to do anything about it, except gawk.
And, anyway, Laurin was mine.

Which was fine, but it didn’t tell me the
reason for that scared look on Ray Novak's
face back there at the arroyo, while the
cavalry was pounding by.

Thc sky in the east began to pale and we
pulled our horses up to let them blow. Ray
dropped down from his saddle and stretched,
and I did the same. The morning was cool,
and sharp with the earlyspring smell of
green things. I began to think of bacon, and
coffee, and fresh-cooked cornbread.

. "I figure we've got about another hour of
riding time,” Ray said. “We’'ll have to start
}ooking for a place to bed down before
ong.”

lgsaid. “We'll ride until we find a place.”

But Ray shook his head in that sober,
solemn way of his. “I don’t want to run
into any more cavalry, or police. Not in the
daylight. We're in enough trouble as it is.”

I asked a question then, one I had been
remembering about: “Are you afraid of
trouble?”

He looked at me and answered in one word:
“Yes.”

Then, after thinking a moment, he went
on, “I don’t like this running. If we run
into the state police and they recognize us
there'll be a fight, and almost always when
there’s a fight, somebody doesn’t walk away
from it. That's the kind of trouble I'm
afraid of. We're on the wrong side of the
law.”

“What law?” I said. “The Davis police?
The Yankee soldiers, and the carpetbaggers.
and scalawags, and bureau agents? If that's
the law, I'm just as glad to he on the other
side.”

But he kept shaking his head. “There has
to be law.”

He was a nut on the subject. The law was
all he knew, I guess. He had lived it, talked
it, breathed it. ever since he was old enough
to know what a sheriff's star was. And he
couldn’t remember the time when his Pa
hadn’t worn a star. Which was all right, as
far as I was concerned—I'd never heard any-
thing against Marshal Martin Novak. But
all this talk of Reconstruction Law. as the
turncoats called it, was beginning to disgust
me.

I said, “Look, if you're so damned set
on law and order, what are you running for?

idn't
you go right on down to the jail and give
yourself up? You seem to be forgetting one
thing: right now I'd be back on the ranch
in my own bed if it hadn’t been for you. If
you hadn’t come running like a wall-eyed
coot and got me mixed up in it. Why did
you run in the first place, that's what I want
to know, if you're so damned set on the
law being enforced?”

The more I talked the madder I got, and
I said things that I wouldn’t have said if I
hadn’t been so hot. It was as much my fault
as his, if I hadn’t clubbed that carpetbagger
the Yankees wouldn't have been so worked
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up. Ray would have got off with a few days
in jail and that would huve bheen the end
ot it. But now it meant six months on the
work gang, if thcy caught him. And me too.
And I didn’t intend to spend six months on
the work gang, no matter whose fault it was.

For a long minute Ray Novak said nothing.
In the first pale light of dawn, I could see
his facc getting hot and red, and I knew the
smart thing to do would be to let him
alone. But I was wound up and my mouth
was running ahead of my thinking.

“Well,” I said, “what are you going to
do about it?”

He just stood there, getting hotter, and
doing nothing. I guess Ray Novak wasn’t used
to being talked to like that. He was a lot
like his Pa—the quiet, scrious kind, com-
manding respect hut not making a show of
it. He didn’t know what to do now, with an
cighteen-year-old standing up and the same
as calling him yellow. For a minute I thought
he might go for his gun, and at that point
I didn’t care one way or another.

He took a deep brcath and let it out
slowly, and T could almost see him taking
hold of himself. He said softly, “I guess we
hoth need some sleep. We'd better be riding
on.”

“Just a2 minute,” I said. “I want to know
what yon're going to do. You'd better know
now that if we run into any law I'm not giv-
ing myself up for a spell on the work gang.
If you don't fcel the same way about it, we'd
better split up hcre and now.”

He gave it careful thought bcfore an-
swering. “Tall,” he said finally, “I told you
once I was sorry for dragging you into this.
That's all I can do. If I had been smart, I
would have given myself up in John's City.
But I wasn’t smart. Now it looks like we’ll
have to hide out for a little while. I'll hide
out but I don't intend to fight the law, if it
comes to that. If you don’t want to ride with
me, we'll split up, and no hard feelings.”

He was a hard guy to hate for a long
stretch of time. He was so dead scrious about
everything. “Oh, hell,” I said. “Let’s go.”

So we rode on, ncither of us saying any-
thing. For a while I amused myself by think-
ing of the cavalry, and how foolish they must
look pounding up and down the arroyo and
wondering what had happened to us. I en-
joyed that. It was the same as a military
victory, for the war was not over in Texas.
1t would never he over as long as Sheridan
sent men like Throckmorton and his blue-
belly generals to rule Texas with soldiers. Or
men like Peasc, who threw out all the judges
and sheriffs and mayors who might have been
able to kcep some semblance of law and
order and put in his own scalawags who
didn’t give a damn for anything except to
bleed the ranchers and farmers and cotton
growers, and fatten their own bank accounts
back in New York or Ohio or Pennsylvania
or whercver they came from. And even worse,
men like E. . Davis.

E. J. Davis, the “reconstruction governor.”
Colonel Davis, Commanding Officer of the
First Texas Cavalry, U. S. Volunteers. But
I'd heard him called other things, standing
under the wooden awning of Garner's Store,
listening to old men talk. Old men with
angry faces and outraged eyes, some of them
with minie balls of the war still lodged in
their lank, hungry bodies. “That bastard,
Davis,” was the way they usually put it.
“Commanding Officer of the First Texas
Traitors, Cowards, and Sonsofbitches.”
Around the time war broke out, Davis
rounded up all the scum in Texas—or that's
the way 1 always heard it, anyway—called
them the First Texas Cavalry, and offered its
services to the north. And, as rceward for this
thoughtfulness and foresight, Sheridan, in
his fine office in New Orleans, from behind
a blue cloud of fifty-cent-cigar smoke, had
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decided that E. ]. Davis was just the man for
the governor’s office in Texas.

Oh, there was an election. General Philip
Sheridan was a man to do things right. When
the people of Texas began to get restless and
complained that their livestock was all dying
and the children weren't getting enough to
eat because the Northern army was taking
everything, the General began to give it some
thought. By God, if the people of Texas
didn’t like the army, then he would give
them a governor. There would be an election
and they could choose anybody they wanted.

The only trouble was, if you wanted to
vote, you had to take the “Ironclad Oath,”
and that weeded everybody out except the
newly freed slaves, and some white trash, and
maybe the veterans of the First Texas Cav-
alry, U. S. Voluntcers. Davis won in a walk.
“The people’s choice!” the scalawag news-
papers said.

While the war was going on, I wasn't old
enough to understand everything about it.
But I understood the bitterness as the
ranchers’ big herds dwindled down to a few
mangy-looking old mossyhorns, and I re-
membered trying to cat meat without salt
because ships couldn’t get through the
Northern blockade. And, somehow, I knew
it was all the Yankecs' fault.

Hating came as natural as breathing, in
those days, in Texas. I remember overhear-
ing a conversation in front of the hardware
store in John's City, where some men were
laughing over the old joke of, “You know
what I just heard. A feller back there claims
‘damn yankee' is two words instead of one?”
1 laughed, but it wasn’t until a couple of
years later that I found out what it was
about. Even Professor Bigloe said ‘‘damn-
yankee” and I figured he ought to know.

That was Texas, after the war. Broke and
hungry, and if it tried to lift itself to its
knees it got a kick in the gut for its trouble.
Pa got off easier than most ranchers, because
he had been too old to go to war and was
able to stay on the ranch and look after his
herd. Most of the ranchers weren’t so lucky.
After they got back, they found that their
cattle had scattered from hell to Georgia—
what was left of them after the Union sol-
diers took what they wanted. And the Con-
federate soldiers too, for that matter. And
the calves were unbranded and wild and be-
longed legally to anybody who could catch
them and burn them with their own iron.
Most of the cattlemen had to start all over
again, and if they got their beef back it was
usually with a gun. The best guarantce of
ownership was a fast draw and a sure aim.

After Davis came the Davis police, or state
police, and the governor was burned in cfligy
so often that the smell of smoke would auto-
matically bring out a squad of soldiers with
bayoneted rifles. The police were supposed
to take the place of the soldiers who were
being gradually drawn out of the South. But
they weren't any better. They were worse, if
anything, because they were made up of the
freed blacks, and some turncoat whites.

Thinking of the Davis police brought me
back to Ray Novak. Old Martin Novak was
hit hardest of all by the police, because he
had to sit back and watch white trash and
hired gunmen take over his marshal’s job
and run it to suit themselves. There was no
law in John's City, if you wanted to side in
with the turncoats. And if you didn't, there
was a law against everything. A rancher could
be fined a hundred dollars for elbowing his
way to a saloon bar, and, if he didn’t have the
money to pay, it would be taken out in beef
cattle, with a dozen or so of the police going
along to see that the collection was made.
And all Martin Novak could do was watch.
And wait. And hope that some day things
would change and he could bring another
kind of law back to John's City.

And Ray ... Maybe that was what he was
afraid of—of hurting his pa's chances of get-
ting back into office. Maybe that was the
reason he was so anxious to avoid any kind
of brush with the law.

I was tired thinking about it. Maybe he
was just plain yellow and had a streak up his
back that you couldn’t cover with both
hands. I decided that when we started riding
the next night Ray could go his way and
I'd go mine. To hell with him.

It was just beginning to get light when
we came to the creek, so we didn’t have to
argue about whether or not we were going
to ride in the daylight. It was just a little
stream, with the banks pretty well grown up
in brush and salt cedars, and here and there
a big green cottonwood. We rode along the
bank for a while, looking for a place to
stop. It looked like a good place for snakes.
but not much of a spot for pitching camp.
Finally we saw what we were looking for, a
wide bend in the creck wherc the bank sloped
down to the water, and the ground was
brilliant green with new shoots of grass that
was just beginning to come up. I didn't
notice the horse until it was too late. 1t was
a big black, with a white diamond
in the middle of his forehead, grazing a
big circle in the new green grass from the
end of a picket rope. As we nosed around
the bend, the horse was the first thing we
saw. But it didn’t hold our attention long.
The next thing we saw was the black muzzle
of a carbine.

I don’t know how long I sat there look-
ing at that gun before I realized that some-
body had to be holding the thing. I don't
suppose it was more than a small part of
a second, but it seemed like a long time. By
the time I was through looking at it, I knew
everything about it.

It was a Ball magazine carbine, with the
magazine under the barrel holding eight .50
caliber cartridges, loading from the rear. I
had seen one or two of them hefore in cavalry
officers’ saddle boots. But guns like that
didn’t come easy, not even to cavalry officers.
It was a beautiful piece of killing equipment.
You could almost imagine that a man would
be glad to get shot with a gun like that,
if he cared anything for firearms. It had a
tricky ramrod that pulled out the magazine
spring to make loading fast and easy. Rim
fire. It was a Yankee gun, but they hadn't
brought it out in time to use it in the war,
and I was glad of that. If they had, there
would have been a lot more graves and a
lot more boys slecping under faded red flags
with blue St. Andrew’s crosses on them. I
could almost tell, by looking at that carbine.
what kind of man would be holding it.

Thc gun looked deadly, but quictly so. 1
figured the man would be the same. The
gun didn’t have an angry look or a belligerent
look, but at the same timme you knew it
wouldn’t stund for any foolishness. I won-
dered where the hell the owner had managed
to get it, because I knew he wasn’t a soldier.
even before I looked at him. .

And I was right. He was a long, hungry-
looking man with faded gray eyes and a
curious twist to his mouth that at first seemed
like a smile, but after a second look you knew
it wasn’t. He had a face as long as a night-
mare. His long, sharp nose drifted off to one
side of his face, and there was a scar across
the bridge, and a dent that you could lay
the barrel of a .44 into. A week’s growth
of dirty gray beard didn’t help his appear-
ance any.

For clothes, he wore a hickory shirt with
two buttons missing, a dirty bandana around
his scrawny ncck, and a pair of serge pants
slick from saddle wear. His hat had been
black once, a long time ago, but it wasn't
much of any color now. His boots were
about what you would expect.



I knew, before lovking, that he would be
wearing two side guns. I was right again.
Two Colt’s .44's, the regular “Army” per-
cussion model, but they had been altered to
use metallic cartridges and looked like
different guns. The ramrods and lever were
gone, and new blued ejectors were molded
to the sides of the barrels, and the new
cylinders had loading gates. They were clean
and cold and deadly-looking, and the gun-
smith who had done the altering had been
a man who loved his work.

I saw all this while maybe a tick of a
second went by, while Red was rearing up
just a little because of the jerk I had given
on the rcins. And by the timc Red’s fore-
feet hit the ground again I had the feeling
that the stranger and 1 were old friends—or
rather, old acquaintances, because he didn't
look like the kind of man who would have
many friends. I didn’t know what Ray Novak
was thinking, but I noticed that he didn't
do anything foolish, like going for his own
.44 or trying to ride the man down. There
was something about the strangcr that told
you instinctively that a trick like that would
only get you a sudden burial.

ll crossed 1y mind quickly that maybe the
stranger was a bounty hunter. ‘The Yankees
had plenty of such men working for them,
free-lance killers who hunted fugitives from
carpetbag law at so much a head. But I
discarded that thought before it had time
to form. This man wasn’t working for the
carpetbag law, or any other kind of law, for
that matter. I don’t know how I was so
sure of that. He just wasn't the type.

“Ain't it kind of early in the morning,”
the man said softly, “to be taking a rider”

“Or late at night,” I said.

The stranger’s mouth twitched slightly in
what was almost a nervous tic, and he made
an almost silent grunting sound that came all
the way up from his belly. It was like no
sound I had ever heard before. but I was
to find out later that it was laughter—or
the closest thing to laughter that he ever
came to. He hadn’t asked us to raise our
hands or drop our guns, so I figured that he
didn’t have anything against us in particular,
except for the fact that we were strangers
riding at an unusual hour.

I said, “We figured to make camp hcre
on the bend, but I guess we can move on to
another spot. . . ."

He made a ncgligent little motion with
his shoulders. He had sized us uf quickly
as men not too friendly with the law. Why
else would we be riding by night and sleep-
ing by day? But he studied us for a while
longer with that gray gaze of his. He re-
garded Red appreciatively, and the grub sack
thoughtfully. I think it was the grub sack
that made up his mind.

“I don’t mind a bit of company . .
in a while.”

That, I knew was all the invitation we were
going to get. He lowered his carbine, hold-
ing it in the crook of his arm, and I started
10 swing down from the saddle.

Then Ray Novak spoke for the first time.
“We'll just move on,” he said. “I reckon there
are other places.”

Ray hadn’t taken to the stranger. Dis-
approval was stamped all over his face as he
sat slouched in his saddle, his forehead
screwed up in thought. Ray Novak had lived
on law for so long that he recognized and
hated outlaws instinctively. He was a special
breed of man. Breeding, and blood lines,
and training made his hackles rise at the
sight of an outlaw, just as naturally as a long-
eared Kentucky hound gets his back up at the
sight of a badger. The fact that he was now
an outlaw himself had nothing to do with it.
He was still the son of Martin Novak.

I could see Ray thumbing back in his
memory, going through all the dodgers on
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outlaws that had come through his pa‘s office,
trying to place the stranger. He hadn't placed
him yet. But sooner or later that plodding
mind of his would come across the right
dodger, and the right photograph or draw-
ing, and the stranger would be pcgged.

In the meantime, I didn’t give a damn.
I'd rather bed down with an outlaw than pull
a stretch on the work gang. Anyway, I was
tired of riding, and I was tired of Ray Novak.
I dropped down from the saddle.

“If you want to ride on,” I said, “you can
ride. I'm stopping.”

He didn't like that much. But he thought
it over for a minute and didn’t argue. Maybe
he wanted to study the stranger some more.
Or maybe he figured that all this was his
fault in the first place and that made him
bound to stay with me. I didn’t know or care.

The stranger watched us carelessly as we
unsaddled our horses and staked them
around the bend near his big black. When
we came back, he had a small fire going
down near the water. He worked easily, al-
most lazily, selecting just the right kind of
dry twigs. It was an expert fire, big enough
to cook on but practically no smoke came
from it. He looked up and smiled that half
smile of his as I got the skillet out of the
blanket roll and brought it and a bacon slab
down to the firc. We were all friends, it
seemed. But I noticed that he never let him-
self he maneuvered into a position that
would show his back.

Before long, the sharp air of early morn-
ing was heavy with the rich smell of frying
bacon. We propped the skillet over the fire
on two rocks and once in a while I would
turn the meaty slabs with a pocketknife.
There is nothing like the smell of bacon in
the early morning, but I was the only one
that seemed to be intercsted. The stranger, 1
knew, was half starved, but he regarded the
food only passively, hunkering down on his
heels, with his back against the solid trunk
of acottonwood. Ray Novak hadn't said
anything since we had unsaddled the horses,
but I could see that he was still poking at
the back of his mind, trying to get the man
placed. I think the stranger saw it too. But
he didn’t scem to carc.

Wc ate the bacon with Ma's cornbread.
spearing the dripping slices with our pocket-
knives, chewing and swallowing without a
word. The stranger helped himself only after
Ray and I had what we wanted. After we
had finished, I went down to the creck and
rinsed the skillet and filled it with fresh
water. When I got back, the two of them
were still sitting there on the ground, with-
out saying a thing, staring thoughtfully at
each other.

We boiled coffee in the skillet and I found
two tin cups that Ma had packed in the
blanket roll. I poured for Ray and myself.
and still not a sound from anybody. I began
to wonder what Ray Novak would do after he
finally dug the stranger out of his mcmory.
The stranger must have been wondering the
same thing. And I had a crazy kind of feel-
ing that the stranger was feeling sorry for
Ray.

The coffee was black and strong and coated
with a thin film of bacon grease. Like the
bacon, the stranger had his coffee after Ray
and I had finished. The silence was begin-
ning to work on me. It magnified far away
sounds and brought my nerves out on top
of my skin and rubbed them raw.

At last the stranger got slowly to his feet.
“I'm much obliged for the grub,” he said. “I
guess I'll stretch out for a while. It’s been a
long night.”

1 said, “Sure.” Ray Novak said nothing.
The stranger walked up the slope a way,
still not showing us his back, and stretched
out under a rattling big cottonwood where
his saddle was. He seemed to go to sleep, but

there was no way of hcing sure about that.
He pulled his hat partly over his face and lay
down with his head on his saddle, but I had
an uneasy feeling that he was just waiting.

I rinsed out the skillet and cups and put
them back in the blanket roll. Ray had
moved over to another cottonwood, still
studying the stranger. Without looking at
me, he said, “You'd better get some sleep.
Tall.”

“How about your”

“I can stay awake for a whilec. I've got a
teeling that one of us had better keep his
eyes open.”

The way hc said it made mc burn. It
was in that ofihand sort of way—the way
you'd tell a kid to go on to bed. you had
important things to do. Maybe he thought
my eightecn years made mc a kid. Maybe, I
thought, Ray Novak could go to hell.

But I didn’t try to make anything of it.
Beginning tonight, I didn’t intend to ride
with him anymorc. I sprcad my saddle
blanket and sat leaning back against my
saddle. I wasn't particularly sleepy, and,
anyway, I wanted to sec what Ray would
do when he finally figured out who the
stranger was.

Maybe fiftecn minutes went by without
either of us making a sound. ‘Then, suddenly,
Ray Novak made a little grunting noise and
started to shove himself away from the cotton-
wood.

“All right.,” I said.

“All right what?"

“Who is our gun-loving fricnd? You've
heen working on it ever since hc first stuck
that carbine in our faces.”

That took the wind out of him. “How did
you know that?”

I shrugged. What difference did it maker

“Well, you were right,” Ray said softly. “I
should have figured it out a long time ago,
but the beard and broken nose were things
the government dodger on him didn’t show.
But I pegged him finally. He's Garrct. Pappy
Garret.”

I didn't believe it at first. Pappy Garret
was one of those men that you hear about
all your life, but never see. The stories they
told about him were almost as wild as the
ones about Pecos Bill, or if you live in the
north country, Paul Bunyan. lHe was wanted
by both North and South during the war
for leading plundering guerilla bands into
the Kansas Free State. There wasn’t a statc
in the Southwest that hadn't put a price
on his head. Pappy Garret had the distinc-
tion of being probably the only thing in
the world that the North and South saw
alike on. They werc out to get him.

Twenty notches was Pappy's record, as well
as records of men like that could be kept.
Some put the number of men who had gone
down under Pappy's guns as high as thirty.
But most claimed it was twenty, more or less,
with some few claiming that he was over-
rated as a bad man and had never killed
more than fiftecn men in his life. No one.
but Pappy Garret, would know for sure about
that. And maybe Pappy didn't even know.
The story was that he had a hideout up in
the Indian Territory where he lived like a
king by robbing the westbound wagon trains.
Some people said that he lived with an
Indian princess, the youngest daughter of the
head chief of the Cheyennes. Others had it
that he had been killed during the war fight-
ing for the Confederacy—or the Union, dc-
pending on who was telling the story—and
the real killer was Pappy Garret's son. a
child of his by the Indian princess.

But most people didn’t put much stock
in that story. They figured that such a child
couldn’t be more than five or six years old.
and a boy that age wasn't apt to be doing
much killing. Not even a son of Pappy
Garret's.
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some of the dust from his battered hat.
“That’s one thing no man ever does—shoot
well cnough. Sooner or later, if you keep
looking, you’ll find some bird that can slap
leather faster.”

“How about you?” 1 asked. .

Pappy grinned slightly. “Maybe I haven't
looked long enough,” he said. “But I don't
expect to live forever.”

He began getting his stuff together, a
ragged gray blanket that still had CS.A.
stenciled on it in faded black letters, a change
of clothing, and that was about all. He did
have some tobacco, though. He took the sack
out of his shirt pocket and poured some of
the powdery stuff into a little square of corn
shuck, Mexican style, and tossed the makings

up to me.

“You figure to ride west tonight?" he asked
casually.

“That’s what 1 had in mind.”

“Alone?”

He was holding a match up to his cigarette
and I couldn’t see his face. “I guess that's up
to you,” I said.

He got that surprised look again. “How do
you mean, son.”

He came up the slope and held a match
while I got my cigarette to going “Isn’t that
what you had in mind all along?” I said.
“You look like 2 man that's just about played
out. I don’t know what you’re running from,
or how long you've been at it, but I know a
man can't stay on the alert twenty-four hours
a day, the way you must have been doing. I'm
on my way to the Brazos country. If you want
to ride along ‘and keep clear of the blue-
bellies, that's all right with me. We’'ll take
turns sleeping and watching, and split up
when we get to the river.”

He tried to look all innocence, but he
didn’t have the face for it. “Do you think I'd
let a mere boy tie up with a wanted man like
me?”

“I think that’s what you've been figuring
on all along,” I said.

[ thought for a minute that he was going
to break down and have a real laugh. But he
didn't. He only said, “I guess we'd better get
ready to ride. The sun will be down bcfore
long.”

\%’e made about twenty-five miles that
night, and I knew before we had covered a
hundred yards that I had picked the right
man to get me through hostile country.
Pappy knew every trick therc was to leamn
about covering a trail. When a hard shale
outcropping appeared, we followed it. When
we crossed a stream we never came out near
the place we went in. We even picked up the
tracks of some wild cattle and followed them
for two or three miles, mingling our own
horses’ hoofmarks with the dozens of others.

Pappy didn’t ask me, but I told him about
myself as we rode. I even told him about
Laurin, and Ray Novak, and how we came to
be on the run, but there was no way of know-
ing what he thought about it. He would
grunt once in a while, and that was all.

The next day, when we started to ride
again, Pappy found a holster for me in one
of those saddle bags of his. “Some people
will tell you that a good shot doesn’t need
but one gun,” he said, “but that’s a lot of
foolishness. Two of anything is better than
one.”

I felt foolish at first. It seemed like a lot
of hardware—a lot more than an ordinary
man needed to pack. But, then, Pappy Garret
wasn't an erdinary man, and when you were
with Pappy you did as he did.

The day after that he said we didn’t have
to ride at night any more. He knew the coun-
try and there was nothing to worry about be-
tween us and the Brazos. Pappy, I gathered,
was heading west to tie up with a trail herd
and head for Kansas, but he never said so.
He never said anything much after we got to
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riding, except for things like: “Loosen your
cartridge belt, son. Let your pistols hang
where your palis can brush the butts. Boot-
hills are full of men that had to reach that
extra inch to get their guns.” Or, at the end
of a day maybe, when we were sitting around
doing nothing: “Clean your pistols, son.
Guns are like women; if you don't treat them
right, and they turn against you, you've got
nobody to blame but yourself.”

It was almost sundown of the fourth day
when we raised the wooded high ground with
a sagging little log shack partly dug into the
side of a hill. A thin little whisper of smoke
was curling up from a rock chimncy.

“It looks like they're expecting us,” Pappy
said, squinting across the distance.

I looked at him, and he saw the gucstion
before 1 could ask it. “They,” he said, “could
be almost anybody. Anybody but the law,
that is. The shack was built a long timc ago
by a sheep herder, but the cattlemen chased
him out of Texas before he had time to get
settled good. Some of the boys I know use it
once in a while. I use it myself when I'm in
this part of the country.”

Well, I figured Pappy ought to know. We
rode up toward thc shack, and before long a
man camec out of it and stood there by the
front door—the only door the cabin had—
nursing what looked like a short-barreled
buffalo gun. A Sharps maybe, about a .30
caliber, I guesscd, when we got closer. :

The man himsclf wasn’t mnuch to look at.
About twenty-three or so, with a blunted.
bulldog face, and long hair that hung down
almost to his shoulders. His clothes were in
about the same shape as Pappy’s, and that
wasn't saying much.

Pappy grunted as we pulled up near the
crest of the hill. “It looks like one of the
Creyton-boys,” he said.

I had a closer look at the man. The Creyton
boys had hard names in Texas. They were
supposed to have been in on a bank robbery
or two down on the border. There were thrce
of them: Buck, and Ralph, and a younger
one called Paul. I figured the one at the shack
was Paul Creyton, becausc he looked too
young to have done the things that Buck and
Ralph had to their credit.

The man recognized Pappy as we drew up
into the thicket that passed for a front yard.
I saw there was a Ican-to shed on the side of
the shack~a place for keeping horses, I sup-
poscd—but thcre was no horse stable there.
‘The man lowered his gun and came forward.

“Pappy Garret,” he said flatly, “I had an
idea you was up in Kansas.”

Pappy grinned slightly and lcaned across
his big black’s neck to shake hands. “A Texan
likes to see the old home place once in a
while. How are you, Paul?”

The man glanced sideways atL me, and
Pappy said quickly, “This is Tall Cameron,
a triend of mine. He’s riding as far as the
Brazos with me.”

We nodded at each other. Paul Creyton
said, “You haven't seen Buck, have you?"

“’Not for about two years,” Pappy said.

“We split up down on the Black River,”
Creyton went on flatly, as if he had gone over
the story a hundred times in his mind. “A
Morgan County sheriff’s posse jumped us just
south of the river. Ralph’s dead. A sonofa-
bitch gave him a double load of buckshot.
My horse played out about four miles off,
down in the flats, and I had to leave him in
a gully.”

I watched Pappy stiffen, just a little, then
relax. “That’s too bad about Ralph,” he said
softly.

“A double load of buckshot the sonofabitch
gave him,” Paul Creyton said again. “Right
in the face. I wouldn’t of known him, my own
brother, if I hadn’t been standing right next
to him and seen him get it.” His little eyes
were dark with anger. but I couldn’t see any

particular grict on his face. He jerked his
head toward the shack. “It ain’t much, Pappy,
but you and your fricnd are welcome to stay
with me. 1 was just going out to see if I
couldn’t shoot mysclf some grub.”

Pappy looked at me. We hud been riding a
long way and our horses needed a rest, but he
was leaving the decision up to me.

“I've got ‘some side bacon and corn meal,”
I said. “I guess that will see us through sup-
per.”

We cooked the bacon at a small rock fire-
place in one corner of the shack, then we
fried some hoecake bread in the grease, and
finally made some cotfee. Pappy and Paul
Creyton talked a little, but not much. Some-
how I gathered that Pappy wisn’t such a
great fricnd of the Creytons as I had thought
at first.

After supper, it was alinost dark, and the
only light in the shack came from the little
jumping flames in the fireplace. Talk finally
slacked off to nothing, and Paul Creyton sat
staring into the fire, anger written into every
line of his face. Whatever his plans were, he
wasn't letting us in on them. Whatever was
in his mind, he was keeping it to himself.

Pappy got up silently and went outside to
look at his horse. I followed him.

“What do you think about that posse?”’ 1
said. “Do you think they’ll follow Creyton up
to this placer”

Pappy shook his head, lifting his horse’s
hoofs and inspecting them. “Not tonight.
This place is hard to find if you don’t know
where to look, and Paul can cover a trail as
well as the next one.”

I rubbed Red down and gave him some
water out of a rain barrel at the edge of the
shack. His ribs were beginning to show
through his glossy hide, and there were sev-
eral briar scratches across his chest. But there
wasn’t anything wrong with him that a sack
of oats or corn wouldn't fix.

I heard Pappy grunt, and I looked up. He
had his horse's left forefoot between his
knees, gouging around the shoe with a pock-
etknife.

“A stone bruise,” he said. “He's been walk-
ing off center since noon, but I figured it was
because he was tired.” He got the rock that
was caught under the rim of the shoe and
flipped it out. “Well, there won't be any rid-
ing for a day or so, until that hoof is sound

in.”

“That means staying here tomorrow?"

“It means me staying here. You don’t have
to. Another day’s ride will put you on the
Brazos.”

For a minute | didn't say anything. |
hadn't figured that it would be any problem
to pack up and leave Pappy any time I felt
like it. But there was something about that
ugly face that a man could get to like. He
didn’t have many fricnds. Maybe I was the
closest thing to a fricnd that he had ever
had. I made up my mind.

“I'll wait,” I said. “We'll ride in together.”

1 imagined that I saw Pappy smile, but it
was too dark now really to see his face. Then,
without looking up, he said, “In that case.
you'd better keep an eye on that red horse of
yours.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“If you were on foot,” Pappy said, “and in
no position to get yourself a horse, what
would you do?”

“Like Paul Creyton.”

“We'll say like Paul Creyton.”

I began to get mad just thinking about it.
“If he lays a2 hand on Red,” I said, “I'll kill
him.” 3

Pappy turned, and stretched, and yawned,
as if it were no concern of his. “Maybe I'm
wrong,” he said, “but I doubt it. He’s got to
have a horse, and that animal of yours is the
closest one around.”

He started back toward the shack, toward









police. They came herc yesterday morning
wanting to know where you were. When we
didn’t tell them, they ran off all the livestock
—that’s where the hands are, looking for the
cattle. They threatened to burn the place if
we didn’t tell them. ‘They're mad. Crazy mad.
That bluebelly that Ray gave the beating to
was the governor's nephew, or cousin, or
something, and all hell’s broke loose in
John's City. They're out to get every man
that ever said a word against the carpetbag
rule. They want you especially bad, I guess.”

“Why do they want me so bad? Hell, I
wasn’t the one that hit the governor's kin
folks.”

Because you're the only one that got away
from them.” Joe Bannerman said. “Ray
Novak came back and gave himself up. But
they're not satisfied. They got to thinking
about that fight you had a while back. They
won’t be satisfied until they've got you on
the work gang, right alongside of Ray.”

So Ray Novak had come back. Gave Kuim-
self up to Carpetbag law. It didn't surprise
me the way it should have. Maybe 1 knew
all along that sooner or later all of that law-
and-order his old man had pounded into him
would come to the top. Well, that was all
right with me. He could put in his time on
the work gang if he wanted to, but not me.
Not while I had two guns to fight with.

Joe Bannerman was studying me quietly,
through those purple slits of eyes. Some-
thing was going on in that mind of his, but
I couldn’t make it out at first. There was
something about it that made me uneasy.

“The police,” 1 said, “they came back
today to have another go at finding out
where I'd gone. Is that how you got that
face?”

He nodded and looked away. It hit me
then, and I knew what it was about his eyes
that worried me. For some crazy reason, Joe
Bannerman was feeling sorry for me. That
wasn't like him. Refusing to give informa-
tion to the bluebellies was different—any
honest rancher would have done the same
thing—but that look of sympathy—1 hadn’t
been ready for that. Not from Joe.

He said, “Tall, have you been home yet?"

“Not yet,” I said. “I wanted to make sure
that Laurin was all right.”

“I thought maybe you knew,” he said. “I
figured maybe that was the reason you came
back.”

I looked at him. “You thought 1 knew
what?"

“About your pa.”

“Damnit, Joe, can’t you come out and tell
something straight, without breaking it into
a hundred pieces? What about Pa?"

Then he lifted his head and he must have
looked at me for a full minute before he
finally answered.

“Tall, your pa’'s dead.”

1 don’t know how long I stood there staring
at him, wanting to curse him for a lousy liar,
and all the time knowing that he was telling
the truth. That was the answer to the feeling
I'd had. It all made sense now. Pa, a part of
me, had died.

Somehow 1 got out of the house. I remem-
ber Joe Bannerman saying, “Tall, be care-
ful. There’s cavalry and police everywhere.”

I punished Red unmercifully going across
the open range to the east toward our place.
I rode like a crazy man. The sensible part
of my brain told me that there was no use
taking it out on Red. It wasn’t his fault. If
it was anybody’'s fault, it was my own, but
the burning part of my brain wanted to hit
back and hurt something, as Pa had been
hurt, and Red was the only thing close at
hand.

But all the wildness went away the min-
ute our ranch house came into sight, and
there was nothing left but emptiness and
ache. There were several buggies and hacks

of one kind or another sitting in front of the
house, and solemn, silent men stood around
in little clusters near the front porch. I swung
Red around to come in the back way, and
the men didn’t see me.

I didn’t see any police. All the men were
ranchers, friends of Pa's. The womenfolk, I
knew, would be inside with ma. As I pulled
Red into the ranch yard, Bucky Stow, one
of our hands, came out of the bunkhouse.
When he saw who it was, he hurried toward
me in that rolling, awkward gait that horse-
men always have when they're on the
ground.

“Tall, damn it,” he said, “you oughtn’t to
come here. The damn bluebellies are riled
up enough as it is.”

I dropped heavily from the saddle and put
the reins in his hands. I noticed then that I
had brought blood along Red's glossy ribs
where I had raked him hard with my spur
rowels, and for some crazy rcason that made
me almost as sick as finding out about Pa. Pa
had loved that horse.

But I slapped him gently on the rump and
he seemed to understand. I said, “Give him
some grain, Bucky. All he wants.”

“Tall, you're not going to stay here, are
you?”’

I left him standing there and headed
toward the house. I went into the kitchen
where two ranch wives were rattling pots and
pans on the kitchen stove. They looked up
startled, as I came in. I didn’t notice who
they were. I went straight on through the
room and into the parlor.

The minute I stepped into the room every-
thing got dead quiet. Ma was sitting dry-eyed
in a rocker, staring at nothing in particular.
Laurin was standing beside her with a coffee
pot in one hand, holding it out from her as
if she was about to pour, but there was no
cup. She stared at me for a moment. Then,
without a word, she began getting the other
women out of the room.

In a minute the room was empty, except
for just me and Ma. I don't think that it was
until then that she realized that 1 was there.
I walked over to her, not knowing what to do
or say. When at last she looked up and saw
me, I dropped down and put my head in her
lap the way I used to do when I was a small
boy. And I think I cried.

One of us must have said something after
that, but 1 don't remember. After a while
one of the ranch wives, well meaning, came
in from the kitchen and said timidly:

“Tall, hadn’t you better eat something?”

It was so typical of ranch wives. If there’s
nothing that can possibly be done, they want
to feed you. Ma would have done the same
thing if she had heen in the woman's place.

I got to my feet and said, “Later, not now,
thank you.” The words sounded ridiculous,
like somebody turning down a second piece
of cake at a tea party. And out there some-
where Pa was dead.

The woman disappeared again, and I
touched Ma's head, her thin, gray hair. “Ma
...” But I didn’t know how to go on. I wasn't
any good at comforting people. And besides
she was still too numb with shock to under-
stand anything I could say to her.

As I stood there looking at her, the ache
and emptiness in my belly began to turn to
quiet anger. Slowly, I began to put things
together that I had been too numb to think
about before. Instinctively, I knew that Pa
hadn't died in any of the thousand and one
ways a man could die around a ranch. He
had been killed. I didn’t know by whom, but
I would find out. And when 1 did ...

Ma must have sensed what I was thinking.
She looked up at me with those wide, dry
eyes of hers. She noticed the two .44's that I
had buckled on, and I saw a sudden stark fear
looking out at me.

“Tall . .. no! There's nothing you can do

now. There's nothing you can do to bring
him back.”

But that anger that had started so quietly
was now a hot, blazing thing. I heard myself
saying:

“He won't get away with it, Ma. Whoever
it was, I'll find him. Texas isn't big enough
for him to hidc where I can't find him. And
when I do find him .. .”

‘That helplessness and terror in her eyes
stopped me. She looked at me, and kept look-
ing at me, as if she had never scen me before.
1 should have kept my thoughts to myself,
but it was too late to change that now.

“Ma,” I said, “don’t worry about me.”

But she didn’t say anything.

I went back to the kitchen and motioned to
one of the ranch wives. “Would you mind
looking after Ma for a while?” I asked. “I
want to go outside where the men are.”

“Of course, Tall.” She was a tremendous,
big-bosomed woman, holding a steaming cof-
fee pot in her hand. She had that same look
of sympathy in her eyes that I had noticed
with Joe Bannerman, and I hated it.

1 went out the back way instead of the
front, where 1 would have to pass through
the parlor again and face that look of Ma's.
Jed Horner was the first man I saw, a small
rancher to the south, down below the arroyo.
He and Cy Clanton were talking quietly near
the end of the front porch. Neither of them
scemed especially surprised to see me. They
came forward solemnly to shake hands, some-
thing they never would have bothered about
if Pa had been alive.

“We guessed that you'd be comin’ back,
Tall,” Jed Horner said soberly, “as soon as
you got the word."™

“1 §uess you know all about it, don't you?"
Cy Clanton asked.

“I don't know anything,” I said, the words
coming out tight. “But I'd like to know.”

The two men nodded together, both of
them glancing curiously at my two pistols.
Then I noticed something strange for a gath-
ering like this. All the men were armed, not
only with the usual side guns, but some of
them with shotguns and rifles.

“It was the police,” Horner said. “Some
damned white trash from down below
Hooker's Bend somewhere. It seems like all.
the Davis police in Texas have congregated
here at John’s City. They claim they're
goin’ to teach us ranchers to be Christians if
they have to kill half of us doin’ it.” Then
he patted the old long-barreled Sharps that
he held in the crook of his arm. “But we've
got some idea about that ourselves.”

“About Pa,” I said. “1 want to know how
it happened.”

“The police, like I said,” Horner shrugged.
“There must have been about a dozen of
them, according to your ma. They started
pushin’ your pa around, tryin’ to make him
tell where you'd gone, and one of them hit
him with the barrel of his pistol. That, I
guess, was the way it happencd.”

“The funeral was yesterday,” Cv Clanton
said. “We buried him in the family plot in
the churchyard at John's City. There wasn't
a better man than your pa, Tall. If the police
want a war, that’s what they're goin’ to get.”

The anger was like a knife in my chest.
The other men drifted over one and two at
a time until I was completely surrounded
now. Their eyes regarded me soberly.

I said, “Does anybody know the one that
did it? The one that swung the pistol?”

Pat Roark, a thin, sharp-eyed man about
my own age, said, “I heard it was the captain
of the Hooker outfit. It seemed like he was
a friend of that carpetbagger you gun
whipped a while back. Name of Thornton, I
think."”

I knew what to do then. I turned to Bucky
Stow who bad sidled in with the group of
men. “Bucky, cut out a fresh horse for me,
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police customers and came down to the end
of the bar where I was.

“What'll you have, Tall?"" he asked easily.
Maybe a little too casily.

“Information,” I said. “I'm looking for a
man. A man by the name of Thornton.”

He thought it oyer carefully. “You ought
to try the marshal’s office,” he said finally.
“That’s his headquarters, not here.”

He started to reach under the bar for
something. A bar rag maybe, or somc fresh
glasses. But it could have becn a shotgun.

I said, “Just keep your hands where I can
see them.” The two policemen were watch-
ing us, but so far they hadn’t made any move
toward their guns. Onc was short and big
around the belly and hips. The other was
big all over, maybe six feet tall and weighing
around two hundred pounds. I called down
the bar.

“You down there, where's your captain?”

The big onc sct his glass down. He looked
at the short, fat one, and they both grinned
quietly, as if they were enjoying a secret little
joke just between the two of them.

“Down at the marshal’s office, I reckon,”
the big one said.

He was lying. I was sure of that without
knowing how I was sure. I could have killed
him right there, both of them, with no
regrets, no feeling at all. It could just as
easily have been one of thein, I thought. I'd
never be able to look at a policeman again
without thinking that, without feeling that
sick anger blaze up and burn again.

And the two of them stood there grinning.
The bartender and the others didn't do any-
thing.

I heard myself saying. “Do you know who
I am?”

The big man shrugged. The short onc
had another go at his drink.

“The name is Camcron,” I said. “Tall
Cameron. I hear you Davis police are look-
ing for me.”

They didn't even blink. I was hoping that
they would make a move for their guns. but
they didn't move at all.

The big man spoke mildly. “You must of
heard wrong, kid. We don’t want you.”

“You're a damned liar.” I said.

That jarred them for a minute. I watched
the grins flicker and fade. They looked like
they might go for their guns after all, and I
was hoping they would. I was praying that
they would give me an excuse to put a bullet
... But that was as far as the thought went.
Pat Roark stopped all thinking, all action
that might have taken place, with:

“Tall, look out!”

I whecled instinctively. I vaguely noticed
that the bartender’s hands hadedarted under
the bar again and I caught the glint of a
brutish sawed-off shotgun. And I was aware
of the two police clawing for their own
side guns—but all that was in the back of
my mind. It was the gallery that held my
attention.

The man up there had a rifle pointed at
my chest. I didn’t know how he got up therc.
Probably he had been up there all the time.
waiting for me to turn my back. I knew, with
the same instinct that told me the big police-
man was lying, that the rileman was Thorn-
ton. Before I had half whirled about I heard
Pat Roark’s .41 crash and saw the bartender
sliding down bchind the bar, the shotgun
dropping from his limp fingers. Somehow my
own gun was in my hand.

At a time like that you don't stop to think.
Your mind seizes all the facts in a gunch and
there is no time to separate them and decide
where to act first. The two policemen were
still clawing for their pistols, awkwardly. But
the man on the gallery didn’t have to draw.
The rifie was ready, aimed, and I imagined
that I could see the hammer falling. I for-

got about the two policemen. The .44 bucked
twice in my hand and the room jarred with
the roaring. Two shots, 1 knew, would have
to do it. I couldn’t wait to see if the man
would fall. The two policemen were awkward
with pistols, but they weren't that awkward.

By the time I swung on them again, the
big man’s gun was just clearing his holster.
I'shot him in the belly and he slammed back
against the bar, clawing at the neat black
hole just above his belt buckle. The fat one
didn’t have a chance. He shouldn’t have been
allowed to carry a gun. He didn’t know what
to do with onc. He was still fumbling with
the hammer as my bullet buried itself in the
flabby folds of fat under his chin. He reeled
back and blood began to come out of his
mouth.

Pat Roark shouted, “The door, Tall. I'll
keep them covered while you back out.”

But it wasn't over yct. Thornton, the man
on the gallery, was still alive. He was on
his knees clutching his middlc, and bright
red blood oozed between his fingers. I counted
my shots in my mind. Two at Thornton, one
at the big man, and one at the fat one. That
was four. I had one bullet left. A six-shooter
is actually a six-shooter only for fools and
dime novels. There's always an cmpty
chamber to rest the hammer on when the
pistol is in the holster. 1 leveled the pistol
at Thornton and fired my last bullet. 1
thought, this one's for you, Pa. It's too late
to do you any good, but it's the only thing
I know to do.

Thornton came crashing down from the
gallery, falling across a poker table like a rag
doll, then dumping into a shapeless hcap on
the floor.

I stood there breathing hard, the empty
pistol still in my hand.

Pat said, “Tall, for God's sake, come on!"

But I waited a few more seconds, almost
hoping that Thornton would move again so
I could go over and beat the life out of him,
the way he had done with Pa. But he didn’t
move. His eves had that fixed glassy stare that
always means the same thing. I had done all
I could do.

The spectators—the carpetbaggers, and
white trash, and scalawags—still hadn’t
moved. Their faces were pale with shock as
they stared at the lifeless figures on the floor.
That wasn’t the way they had expected it to
work out. They had becn confident that their
man could kill me easily from his place on
the gallery, but now that it hadn’t worked
out that way, they weren't sure what they
ought to do.

My pistol was empty, but they didn’t
realize that, so I kept it traincd on thcm.

I said tightly, “'Take a good look at the
man that killed my father. Being a member
of the Davis police didn’t save his dirty hide:
that’s somcthing the rest of you might re-
member."”

“Tall,” Pat Roark said again. I started
backing out; keeping them covered with my
empty pistol.

Outsi(lc. we hit the saddles and our horses
lit out for the far end of the street in
onc startled jumtp. ‘The other ranchers fell
in behind us, fogging it out of jJohn's
City.

We traveled north toward Garner’s Store
for maybe two miles, and then the ranchers
started splitting up, cutting out from the
main body and heading toward their own
outfits. They were nervous men for the most
part, and I could see by their faces that they
thought they had been suckcred into some-
thing that they hadn’t bargained for. Well,
I thought, to hell with them. If they were
afraid to fight for their own kind, there was
nothing I could do for them.

By the time we reached the store, Pat
Roark was the only one still with me. As we
let our horses drink at the trough, Pat stood

up in his stirrups, looking back along the
road.

“The police don't seem so damned anxious
to follow us,” he said, still with that thin
grin of his.

I wasn't worrying about the police. It was
the cavalry that was going to give us trouble
when they heard about it. We hitched our
horses and went inside thé store.

Old man Gamer wasn't glad to see us.
Things had a way of happening to people
who helped fugitives. A man's store could
burn down, or he could get robbed blind.
All kinds of thinge could happen.

He came slowly out of the dark interior of
the store. He could smcll trouble and he
didn't like it.

*“Tall, you get out of here,” he said gruffly.
“I know the police are aftcr you; so don't
tell me different.”

“I'm not going to tell you different, Mr.
Garner. But they won't be along for awhile.
Is my credit still good?”

He grunted. “I reckon. If it'll get you ou
of here.”

We got a dozen boxes of .44 cartidges, some
meal, salt, and a slab of bacon. “If you don't
see me for a while.” I said, “you can get the
money from Ma.”

Money won't do me no good,” he said
peevishly, “if the police catch me helpin’ you
out this way. Now scat, both of you.” Then
on impulse, he went behind the counter and
came out with a small tin skillet and a bag
of ground coffee. “You might as wcll take
these too, as long as you're gettin’ everything
else you want.”

I took the things and wrapped them up
in newspapers. Old man Gamer didn't like
turncoats any better than most feoplc, and
he wasn’t as put out about helping us as
he tried to make us believe. As we started
back for our horses, I said, “When the blue-
bellies come along you might just mention
that you saw us heading east, toward Indian
Ridge.”

At last his curiosity got the best of him.
“Did you . . . kind of get things settled up.
Tall?*

“As well as it can be settled,” 1 said. “Re-
member, east, toward Indian Ridge.”

“1 won't forget. Now go on, get out of
here.”

We headed northwest along the road to the
Bannerman ranch for a mile or more, and
then cut due west on some hard shale that
would be difficult to trail us on. We moved
on up to some low rolling hills and finally
reached the arroyo. I looked at Pat Roark.

He was a funny guy. And, as we headex
toward Daggert's Road, 1 began to wonder
just why he was sticking his neck out this
way. The Roarks had a small onc-horse out-
fit over cast of John's City—that is the old
man had the outfit. Pat. I remembered, was
the youngest of five sons, and the others
had drifted off to other parts of Texas be-
fore the war and hadn’t been heard from
since. Pat’s old man had ncver amounted to
much. What little money he made by brush
popping went mostly for whiskey. Pat had
never had the money to attend old Professor
Bigloe’s academy like the rest of us.

So maybe he was just looking for a chance
to get away from John's City, and he figured
this was it. Whatever the reason, I was glad
to have him along.

We rode down the arroyo until we came to
the cutaway that Ray Novak and I had,
ducked into before. Pat had never seen the
place. I held some of the vines and scrub
trees back and motioned him to go on in, and
he said, “Well, I'll be damned.” He looked
around appreciatively as I covered the en-
trance again. “So this is Daggert’s Road,” he
said. “Well, it'll be ncarly hell for anybodv
to find us in a place like this.”
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my shoulder and the clcan smcll of her hair
worked on me like fever. “I'll come back,”
I said. “It won't always be like this.” Then I
asked the question that I was half afraid to
ask. “Laurin, will you wait for me? Will you
trust me to straighten things out in my own
way?"”’

For a moment she didn’t say anything. Her
body was rigid against me and I knew that
she was crying.

“You know [I'll wait,” she said at last.
“Forever, I suppose, if I have to. It's just that
I'm afraid . . . something awful and wrong
is happening to us.”

I knew she was thinking about thase three
men. . . . She didn’t know about the fourth.
“Can’t you see, I had to do it?" I said. “I
couldn’t just stand by and let them get away
with it—doing what they did. You see that,
don’t you?”

“I don’t know,” she breathed “I just don't
know."”

“I'm not going to get into any more trou-
ble,” I said. “Don’t be afraid of that. I'll join
a trail herd and go up to Kansas until the
bluebellies are out of Texas courts. Then I'll
come back and stand trial.”

She raised her head and looked at me for
a long time. And at last she began to believe
it.

“I'll wait,” she said quietly. “If you’ll do
that, I'll wait as long as I need to. It won’t be
too long.”

That was the way I remembered her, the
way she looked as she said, “I'll wait.” And
then her facc softened, and for a moment
it seemed that she was almost happy. “I'll
get you some bacon,” she said, “and some
fresh bread. You'll need something to eat
while you're traveling.”

“We'll get supplies,” I said. I didn’t want
to go, but the time had come and I couldn’t
put if off any longer. Then I kissed her—
hard enough to last as long as it had to last.
“Don’t you worry,” I said. “I'll come back.”
It scemed that I was saying that more often
than was necessary to convince her. Maybe
I was trying to convince myself.

I looked back once as I rode away, and she
was still standing there with the lamplight
streaming out thc door and falling over
her like a veil of fine silk. She half lifted her
hand. as if to wave, and then let it drop.
After a while, she went back into the house
and that was the last I saw of her.

It was a quiet trip riding back to the shack.
There was no sign of soldiers or police any-
where, and I made up my mind to get out
of this part of Texas as soon as I got back
to where Pat Roark was. I was afraid that we
had stretched our luck about as far as it
would go.

I judged that it was about midnight by the
time we reached the hills. I nudged Red
down into the gully that was Daggert's Road
and stopped for a moment to listen, but
therc was still no sound except the faint
night wind and the faraway bark of a coyote.
We had almost reached the cabin when Red
started shying away from something in the
darkness.

I pulled up again and listened. There still
wasn’t anything that I could see or hear, but
that didn’t mean that there was nothing out
there in the darkness. I felt of Red’s ears.
They were pricked up, stiff, his head cocked
to one side. I reached far over and felt of his
muzle. It was hot and dry.

That worried me. Normally a horse's nose
is cool and moist, it’s only when he senses
danger that it gets that hot, dry feel. Then
I felt little ripples of nervousness in the long
muscles of his neck. I knew something was
wrong. But before I could do anything about
it, a voice shouted:

“Throw up your hands, Cameron. We've
got you surrounded!”

Instinctively, I drove the steel in Red’s ribs
and he jumped forward with a startled snort.
I didn’t know who was doing the shouting,
but I could guess. I dumped out of the saddle
as we neared the cabin, and Red spurted on
like a scared ghost, heading for higher
ground. I hit the ground hard, rolled, and
scrambled for the door of the shack. If I had
stayed on Red, they would have cut me down
before he could have taken a dozen jumps,
and besides that gully of a road led to a dcad
end about a hundred rods up in the hills.

A rifle bellowed in the darkness, another
one answered it, and then the whole night
seemed to explode to life. Carbines, I thought
as I scrawled the last few yards to the door-
way on my hands and knees. Cavalry car-
bines. Why the hell doesn't Pat shoot
back?

Then my foot hit something soft and wet
and sticky, and I had my answer. Pat Roark
was dead. I didn’t have to make an inspection
to know that, I tried hurriedly to roll him
over and it was like rolling a limp sack of wet
grain. I let him stay where he was, got the
door closed, and fumbled in the darkness for
the window.

The shooting had stopped now. They saw
that they had missed me on the first try, and
now they were ready to think up something
else. I wondered why they hadn’t placed a
man in the shack to shoot me as I came in—
but I got my answer to that, too, as I was
fumbling around looking for an extra box of
cartridges. There was a man in here.

But he was dead, the same as Pat. The
hard-visored forage cap on the floor told me
that he was a soldier, probably a cavalryman.
1 felt for his head and jerked my hand back
as I touched the clammy sticky mess that had
leaked out of the hole in his skull. Well,
they had done-a good job on each other, T
thought grimly.

I went back to the window and tried to
see something. They hadn’t started to move
in yet. Probably, they were in positions on
high ground overlooking the cabin, but I
hadn’t bad time to notice that much when
the shooting was going on. There was a little
clearing all around the shack and I could
watch three sides from the windows and door.
But the rear was blind.

I took another look to make sure that they
hadn’t decided to rush me, then I went to
the rear wall and began to knock out the
‘dobe plaster between the logs. In a minute
I had a porthole cleaned out big enough to
shoot through and see through, But I wasn’t
sure how much good that was going to do
me. I couldn’t be in four places at once.

“Come out with your hands up, Cameron,”
the same voice shouted, “and we’ll see you
get a fair trial in court!”

I could imagine what kind of a trial I'd get
in a carpetbag court, after killing three state
policemen. I went back to the west window
and looked out carefully. The voice, I judged,
was coming from behind a rock up above the
gully. An officer, probably.

“This is your last chance, Cameron!”

*Go to hell,” I shouted. “If you want me,
come and get me.”

Nothing happened, and I began to wonder
what they were waiting on. They had me
surrounded. I wasn’t questioning their
word about that. Then why didn’t they close
in and begin shooting me to pieces? That's
what I would have done if I had been in their
place. Or maybe burn the cabin down. That
would make a clean job of it.

But they were still waiting on something.
I felt my way acress the shack again and got
my other pistol out of Pat Roark’s dead hand.
1 rolled the soldier over against the wall to
get him out of the way, and, as [ was giving
him the last nudge with my boot, the answer
came to me.

The reason they were reluctant to start any

wild shooting or burning was that they
thought their man was still alive. I went back
and inspected Pat Roark a little closer this
time. Sure enough, he was still warm, lying
there in the doorway with a bullet in his gut.
It all began to make sense now. I could al-
most see it, the way it must have worked.

Pat had been out of the cabin for some
reason when the ambush had been set, and
when he came back, there was the soldier
waiting to take him. I could imagine the
way Pat Roark’s face must have looked. He
probably never even lost his grin as he jerked
that .41 and shot the trooper’s brains out.
But not before he got a carbine slug in the
gut for his trouble.

The others must have been wondering
where I was and had set themselves to catch
me when I came back—if I came back. Any-
way, there was the dead cavalryman, and
Pat, who must have lived two or three hours
with a hot lead slug in his belly, waiting for
me to come back and save him. But I hadn't
got back in time. And I couldn’t have saved
him anyway. I couldn’t even save myself now.

The best I could do was to try to keep
things going the way Pat had started it, by
making the cavalry believe that their man
was still alive.

“All right,” the voice behind the rock
called. “We gave you your chance, Cameron.
Now, we're coming after you.”

I'shouted, “Try it and this trooper of yours
gets a bullet in his brain.”

I had guessed right. That had them
worried.

“How do we know he’s not already dcad:"
the voicc wanted to know.

“Why don’t you come in and see for your-
selfe"

But they didn't accept the invitation. They
were going to thiak it over a while longer.
and in the meantime I had some time for
thinking myself. I wondered how they found
this shack so quick. Probably some turn-
coat had told them about it. I kept forget-
ting that Texas was full of traitors. I re-
membered Pappy Garret saying once, “One
mistake is all 2 man is allowed when he's on
the run.” It looked like I had made mine
early.

I kept moving from window to window.
from the door to the rear of the shack, but
I still couldn’t see anything to shoot at. The
waiting began to get on my nerves. I couldn’t
very well make a deal with them, I couldn’t
get away without a horse, and from the wuy
Red was going the last time I saw him I
guessed he must be close to Kansas by now.

So we waited some more. From time to
time the voice would yell for me to come out
or they were coming after me. But they kept
holding off. Then, as the first pale light be-
gan to show in the east, I knew they had
finally made up their minds. I could hear
them moving around out there, and the
officer giving orders in a low, hushed voice.
They had decided their man was dead. There
was no use for them to wait any longer.,

[ could hear them spreading out, circling
the cabin. It was light enough to see by now,
but they were behind rocks or brush, waiting
for the signal to rush. I waited by the west
window, thinking, so this is the way it’s go-
ing to end—when the shooting and yelling
started at the rear of the cabin. I jumpedl
over to the rear wall and got a pistol through
the crack. I shot twice before I saw that there
was nothing to shoot at.

It was a trick. They had planted two or
three men back there to draw my attention
while the others started rushing from the
front and two sides. I wheeled and headed
back for one of the windows, but I could
already see that it was too late. They were
almost on me before I could get a shot oft.
I remember thinking coolly all the time, I'll
have time to get one of them, maybe two.

LI )|



They'll have to pay for e if they get me.
And | fired point blank into a cavalryman’s
facc. The man running beside him fell away
to one side, hit the ground and scrambled
for the cabin. Bchind me, I heard the others
closing in on my blind sides.

Iwhecled away from the window and took
a shot out of the door, Then I saw a crazy
thing. One of them stumbled, grabbed his
helly and fcll—not the one I was shooting at,
but another one. Then I saw another one
fall, and another one.

l didn’t try to understand what was hap-
pening. For a moment 1 stood there dumb
with surprise, and, by that time, panic had
1aken hold of the cavalry and they scrambled
again for cover, what was left of them. I
circled the inside of the cabin, counting the
soldiers that hadn’t made it back to cover.
There were six of them. That stunned me.
I had accounted for only one of them. I was
sure of that. Then who had killed the other
five?

Probably the cavalry was wondering the
same thing. I could hear the officcr shouting
angrily, trying to get his men grouped for
another rush. And after a minute they came
again. Their force was cut to half this time,
but they came running and yelling from all
sides. Before I could raisc my pistols, one
went down. Then another one.

1 didn't even bother to shoot again. The
cavalty had had enough. They turned and
scattered like scared rabbits, and there wasn't
any officer to pull them together this time.
The officer, a lieutenant, lay outside my win-
dow with a rifle bullet in his brain.

It had happened too fast to try to under-
stand it. 1 only knew that there were ci7ht
dead men outside the shack, and I had killed
only one of thein. I heard the cavalry detail
—what was left of it--scrambling down in
the gully, and pretty soon therc was the
clatter oz' hoofs and the rattle of chain and
mctal as they lit out for the south. By this
time they probably figured that the cabin
was haunted, that there was a devil in there
instcad of an eightecn-ycar-old kid. And I
wasn’t so surc that they werc so far wrong.

I should have known, I suppose, with that
kind of shooting—but Pappy Garrct never
entered my mind until I saw him coming
down from the high ground, astride that big
black horse with the white diamond in the
center of its forchead. He was riding slouched
in the saddle, looking more like a circuit-
riding prcacher than anything else, except
for that dcadly ncw rifle, still cradled in the
crook of his arm. In one hand he held a pair
of reins, and that big red horsc of mine was
coming along behind. ‘

Pappy rode up in the clcaring in front of
the cabin, looking at me mildly, with that
half grin of his. Then he snapped the leaf
sight down on his rifle, and sighed. Like a
woodsman putting away his ax after a good
day’s work.

“Son,” he said soberly, “you sure as hell
have got a lot to learn.”

“Where did you come from?” I blurted.
“How did you know 1 was herc?”

“Now don't start asking a lot of damnfool
questions,” he said. “You'd better just climb
on this horsc, because we've got ourselves
some hard riding to do.”

It was incredible that Pappy would stick
his neck out.like this to help a kid like me.
But there he was. And if I wanted to be
smart, I'd just be thankful and let it go at
that.

1 managed to say, “Thanks, Pappy. If you
ever need a favor . . . wcll, I owe you one.”

1 went in the cabin and gathered up the
extra cartridges and grub and rolled it all up
in a blanket. In a few minutes I had it all
tied behind the saddle and was ready to go.

Pappy looked at me, and then at Red. He
said, “We’ll sce now if that red horsc was
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worth killing for.” Then he added, “He'd
better be.”

For the next four days, I learned what
hard riding really was. Pappy had it worked
out to a science. Walk, canter, gallop. Walk,
canter, gallop. Rest your horse five minutes
every hour. Water him every chance you got,
but be careful not to let him have too much
at once. Steal grain for him. Raid comficlds
ar homestead barns. Take wild chances—
chances that a man wouldn’t dare take for
money—just to get a few ears of corn for your
horse,

We didn’t have timc to eat, ourselves. The
horses were the important things. I wanted
to stop and cook some bacon, but Pappy said
no. He had some jerky that he saved for
times like this, so we chewed that while we
rode. We traveled cross country, never touch-
ing the stage roads cxcept to cross them. Skirt-
ing all towns and settlements. Avoiding com-
munities where we saw telegraph wires
strung up.

Then, on the fourth day, we turned north
and Pappy said we were coming into Red
River Station.

But, long before we got there, we could see
the red dust boiling up like low-hanging
clouds. And as we got closer we could hcar
the bawling of the cattle and the hoarse curs.
ing of the trail hands. At last we pulled up
on a small rise and looked down on the con-
stant stream of animals and men. It didn't
look like an easy way to get to Kansas, but it
was the best way for us. The law didn't
bother trail herds. The big ranchers and cat-
tle buyers saw to that. ‘Their job was to get
cattle to the railheads in Kansas, and they
weren't particular about the men they hired.
as long as they got the Job done.

“Well, Pappy?” I said.

Pappy shook his head. “This is still dan-
gerous country. Probably those cattle were
gathered around Uvalde. They’ll travel along
the eastern line of army posts—Terrel, Mc-
Kavett, Concho—until they get to Red River
Station. We'll push on cast and catch a herd
coming up the Brazos.”

So we headed east and north, skirting the
main trails until we got to Red River Station.
The Station was a wild, restless place, mill-
ing with bawling cattle, and wild-cyed trail
bosses trying to keep their herds in check
until their time came to make the crossing.
Herds from all over Texas gathcred here to
make their push through Indian Territory
—shaggy, brush cattle from along the Nueces,
as wild and murderous as grizzlics; scrawny,
hungry-looking steers all the way from
Christi; fat, well-fed ones from the Brazos.
Wild cattle and the ncar-wild men that drove
them, all took advantage of the Station’s
limited facilities to break the monotonous,
fatiguing routine of trail life.

‘The only building there was a long, cigar-
box-shaped log hut along the river bank,
and Pappy and I made for it. There was no
sign of police or cavalry, and, when I men-
tioned it to Pappy, he laughed drily.

“They wouldn’t do any good here. In the
first place, it would take a regiment of cav-
alry and the whole damn state police force
to make an impression on a bunch of drovers.
Anyway, all a man has to do is jump across
the river and he’s in Indian Territory where
the police couldn’t follow him.”

There was a long bar inside the Station's
one building, where men stood two deep
waiting for their wildcat whiskey at two bits
a drink. There was gambling in the back of
the place, and half-breed saloon girls moving
among the customers, promoting one kind of
deal or another. Pappy and I waited at the
bar until the bartender got around to us.

“Well, son, what do you think of it?"

“I'm not sure,” I said. “I never saw any-
thing like it before.”

Pappy grinnced slightly. “Wait until you

see Abilene.” He picked up a bottle and we
went to a table in the back of the place. It
felt good to sit down in a chair for a change,
instead of a saddle. 1 didn't fcel sleepy. You
got the idea that nobody ever slept in a place
Ii}r; this. There was too much excitement for
that.

I said,
here?”

*“As safe as we'd be anywhere,” Pappy said.
“As long as we don't overdo it. I'll look
around and pick out a herd to hook up with
before long. Abilene beats this place. Besidcs,
the marshal there is a friend of mine.”

For the past four days, I hadn't had time
to think. And now I was too tired to think.
The fight with the cavalry seemed a long way
in the past. It was hard to belicve that it had
happened.

We stayed at Red River Station that night,
sprcading our blanket rolls on the ground,
the way the drovers did, and the next day
Pappy went to see about a job for us.

That was the day I met Bat Steuber, a
wiry little remuda man from an outfit down
on the Brazos. A remuda man, I figurcd,
might be able to rustle up some grain for
Red and that big black of Pappy's, if he was
handled right,

‘The way to handle him, it turned out, was
with whiskey. I bought him three drinks of
wildcat with Pappy’s money and he couldn't
do enough for me. He took me down to where
the outfit was camped and got some shelled
corn out of the forage wagon. Or rather, he
was about to get the corn, when a man came
up behind the wagon and cut it short.

“The boss says look after the horses,” the
man said.

He was a big man, his shoulders and chest
bulging his faded blue shirt. His eyes were
red-rimmed from riding long days in the
drag, and his mouth was tight, looking as if
he hadn’t smiled for a long time.

Bat Steuber said, “Hell, Buck, I finished
my shift. It's your . . ."

The man cut him off again. “I said see
about the horses.”

The voice cracked and Steuber jumped to
his feet. “Sure, Buck, if you say so.”

The man watched vacantly as Steuber
went back to the rear where the remuda was
ringed in; then he turned to me. I had a crazy
idea that I had seen the man before, but at
the same time I knew I hadn’t. Therc was
something about him that was familiar. His
eyes maybe. I had seen eyes like those some-
where, clear, and blue, and deadly. He wore
matched .44's converted, the same as mine,
and I didn't have to be told that he knew
how to use them. There are some things you
know without having it proved to you.

“What's your name, kid?" he asked flatly.

“Cameron,” I said. “Talbert Cameron. I
don’t think I caught yours.”

He looked as if he hadn't heard me.
“You're the kid that rode in with Pappy
Garret ycsterday, ain’t you?"

He was asking a lot of questions, in a coun-
try where it wasn’t polite to ask a stranger
too many questions.

But I said, “That’s right.”

“Do you think we'll be safe

[ thought something happened to those

eyes of his. He said flatly, “When you see

}ll‘gppy, tell him I'm looking for him to kill
im.”

For a moment, I just stood there with my
back against the wagon wheel. He said it so
quietly and matter-of-factly that you won-
dered afterward if he had spoken at all.

I tried to keep my voice as level as his.
“Don’t you think that’ll be kind of a job.
Men have tried it before, I hear.”

His voice took an edge. “You just tell him
what I said, kid. That way maybe you'll live
to be a man some day.” lze turned abruptly
and started to walk away. Then he turned
again. “Just tell him Buck Creyton is ready






I got the wrong idea at first. I thought
Pappy was running because he was afraid of
a shoot-out with Buck Creyton. But then |
realized that he wouldn’t admit it that way
if he was. At least he would make up some
kind of excuse for pulling out.

But he didn't say anything, and then I
began to get it. He was moving our on my
account. He was ready to cross the Territory
without the protection of a trail herd because
he knew that Buck Creyton would get the
straight story on his brother before long. He
was protecting me, not himself.

I didn’t sce the sense in it. It seemed like
it was just putting off a fight that was bound
to come sooner or later, and why not get it
over with now? But I didn’t want to argue. I
didn’t want another flare-up with Pappy like
I'd just had. So I went after Red.

We crossed the river about a mile above
the station, keeping well east of the main
trail, and pushed into Indian Territory. We
rode without saying anything much. I didn't
know how Pappy felt about it, but I didn‘t
like the idea of running away from a fight
that was bound to come sometime anyway. I
figured he must have his reasons, so I let him
have his way.

By daybreak, Pappy said we were almost
to the Washita, and it was as good a place as
amy to pitch camp. The next day we pushed
on across the Canadian, into some low, roll-
ing hills, and that was where I began to sec
Pappy's reason for running.

First, we picked a place to camp near a dry
creek bed; then Pappy insisted on scouting
the surrounding country before telling me
what he had in mind. Fort Gibson was on our
right, Pappy said, over on the Arkansas line,
but he didn't think it was close enough to
bother us. The Fort Sill Indian Reservation
was on our left, on the other side of the cattle
trail, but the soldiers there werc busy with
the Indians and wouldn't be looking for us.
The thing we had to worry about now, he
went on, was government marshals making
raids out of the Arkansas country. But
we would have to take our chances with
them.

“I've told you before,” Pappy said, “that
you've got a lot to lcarn.” He led the way
down to the dry creek bed and pointed to a
log about forty yards down from us. “Pull as
fast as you can and see how many bullets you
can put in it."

It sounded foolish to me. And dangerous.
What if soldiers heard the shooting? But I
looked at Pappy, and his facc was set and
dead serious. I'shrugged. “All right, if you
say so."”

I jerked at my righthand gun, hut before
1 could clear leather the inorning came to life
with one explosion crowding on top of an-
other. Pappy had emptied his own pistols
into the log before I had started to shoot.

Pappy looked at me mildly and bégan
punching the empties out of his two .44's. I
didn’t even bother to draw my own guns. My
insides turned over and got cold as I thought
of what Pappy could have done to me the
other night, if he had wanted to. I breathed
deeply a few times before I tried to speak.

At last 1 said, “All right, Pappy. Where do
1 start to learn?”

He grinned faintly. “With the holsters
first,” he said. “If you don't get your pistols
out of your holsters, it doesn’t make a damn
how good a shot you are.” He made me un-
buckle my cartridge belts and he examined
the leather carefully. “See here?” he said,
working one of the .44's gently in and out of
the holster. “It binds near the top where it's
looped on the belt.”

We went up to where the blanket rolls
were, and Pappy got some saddle soap out of
his bags. “You don’t develop a fast draw ail
at once,” he said, rubbing the saddle soap
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into the leather with his hands. “You cut
away a piece of a second here, a piece of a
second there, until you've got rid of every bit
of motion and friction that's not absolutely
necessary. All men aren’t made to draw alike.
Some like a cross-arm draw, or a waistband
draw. Or a shoulder holster under the arm is
the best for some men. You've got to find out
what comes easicst and then work on it until
it's perfect.” i

He stood back for 2 moment, looking at me
as if I was a horse that he had just bought
and he wasn’t sure vet what kind of a deal
he'd got.

Finally he shook his head. “Your arms are
too long for the cross-arm or border draw.
That goes the same for the waistband. At the
side is the best place, low on your thighs,
where your hands cup ncar the butts when
you stand natural. You can’t work out any
certain way to stand, you've got to be able
to shoot from any position.”

Then he handed the belts and holsters
back to me and I buckled them on again like
he’d showed me. He looked me over critically.

“("nload your pistols and try drawing.”

1 punched the live rounds out and shoved
the guns back in my holsters. Then I grabbed
for them and snapped a few times at a spot
in front of me.

“Again,” Pappy said.

I did it all over again, but Pappy wasn't
satisfied. He went over to where his saddle
rig was and cut a pair of narrow leather
thongs from his own bridle reins. Then he
made me stand still, with my legs apart,
while he put the thongs through the bottom
of my holsters and tied them down to my
thighs. “Arms too Jong, that makes the hol-
sters too low,” he said briefly. “They'd flap
when you walk if you don't tie them down.
Now try it again.”

I pulled two more times and snapped on
empty chambers so Pappy could get the right
perspective.

“I guess they’ll do.” he said reluctantly.
“Now we’ll get to the shooting. 'The draw-
ing can come later.”

The dozen boxes of cartridges that 1'd got
from old man Garner went that afternoon.
And most of Pappy's extra ammunition went
the next day.

“Hell no!” Pappy would shout when I
tried to shoot from the hip. “Aim. That's the
rcason they put front and rear sights on a
pistol, to aim with.”

Then I would try it again, holding the
pistol straight in front of me, like a girl, aim-
ing and shooting at whatever target Pappy
happcned to pick. Once in a while Pappy
would nod. Once in a great while he would
grunt his approval.

“Now aim without drawing your gun,”
Pappy said finally. “Imagine that you've got
vour pistol out in front of you, aiming care-
fully over the sights!” He threw an empty
cartridge box about thirty yards down the
draw. “Aim at that,” he said.

I stood with my anns at my sides, trying
to imagine that I was aiming at the box.

“Now draw your pistol and fire. One time.
Slow.

I drew and fired, surprised to see the box
jump crazily as the bullet slammed into it.

“Now with the other hand,” Pappy said.

I tried it again with the left hand and the
box jumped again.

I turned around and Pappy was looking at
me strangely. “That'll do for today,” he said.
He rubbed the ragged beard on his chin,
glaring down the draw at the cartridge box.
“You've still got a lot to learn,” he said
gruffly, “but I guess you'll do. It took me two
years to learn to shoot like that.”

I thought I had been doing something big
when, as a kid, I had managed to put a bullet
in a tossed-up tin can. But I knew that hadn’t
been shooting. Not shooting as an exact,

science, the way Pappy had worked it out.

The next day we worked on my draw, start-
ing with empty pistols, drawing in carefully
studied movements. It was agonizingly slow
at first. Arms, and hands, and position of the
body, had to be correct to the hundredth of
an inch. Only after cvervthing was as perfect
as it could possibly be did Pappy let me try
for speed.

I watched Pappy do it slowly and it seemed
so easy. His hands cupping around the butts,
starting the upward pull. Thumbs bringing
the hammers back as the pistols began to slide
out of the holsters, forcfingens slipping into
the trigger guard. Then firing both pistols,
not at the same time, as it seemed, but work-
ing in rhythm, taking the kick on onc side
and then on the other,

“All right, try ir,” Pappy said.

He pitched out another cartridge box, and
I drcw slowly, carcfully, for the first few
times to get the feel of it. Then, as I hol-
stered the pistols again, Pappy shouted:

“Hit it!”

I wheeled instinctively, catching a glimpse
of the small cardboard box that Pappy had
tossed in the air. The pistols seemed to jump
in my hands. The right one roared. Then the
left onc crowded on top of it. The cartridge
box jerked crazily in the air, then fluttered
in pieces to the ground.

I stood panting as the last piece of ragged
cardboard hit the earth. I could feel myself
grinning. I thought, Ray Novak and his two
bullets in a tin can! I wondered what Ray
Novak would say to shooting like this. I was
pleased with myself, and I expected Pappy
to be pleased with the job of teaching he had
donc. But when 1 turned, he was frowning.

“Take that silly grin off your face,” he
said roughly. “Sure you can shoot, but there’s
nothing so damned wonderful about that. 1
could teach the dumbest state policcinan in
Texas to shoot the same way, if T had the
ti]rlm'. You just learn faster than others, that’s
all.”

I didn’t know what was wrong with him.
He had worked from sunup to sundown
for two days teaching me to shoot, and now
that I had finally caught the knack of it, it
made him mad.

Then his face softened a little and he
looked at me soberly. “Now don’t get your
back up, son. I'm just trying to tell you that
knowing how to shoot and draw isn't enough.
Boothills are full of men who could outdraw
and outshoot both of us. Shooting a man
who's as good as you are, and shooting a
pasteboard box, are two ditferent things.
Look. . . ."”

He drew his pistols and held them out to
me butts first.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Is this the way you'd disarim a man? Make
him hand over his pistols butts first?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Then take them.”

I rcached for them. The pistols whirled
almost too fast to see, with no warning, no
twist of the hand. With his fingers in the
trigger guartls, Pappy had flipped the pistols
over, forward, cocking the hammers as they
went around. In a split second—as long as it
takes a man to die—he had whirled the .44's
all the way around, cocked them, and
snapped, with both muzzles against my chest.

The pistols were ecmpty. Pappy had scen
to that beforchand. If they had been loaded
1 would have died without ever knowing
how. My mouth had suddenly gone dry. I
swallowed to get my stomach out of my
throat.

Pappy holstered one pistol and casually
began to load the other. “I said it once
before,” he said. “When it comes to guns, a
man is never good enough. Now get your
blanket roll together. We've stayed in one
Place too long alreadv.”






We stood there watching the rain, listening
Lo the crooning of the night watch, and the
nervous bawling of the cattle. After a while,
1 got a rag from the cook, wiped my guns
dry, and put in fresh cartridges. After that
there was nothing to do but wait.

Pappy didn’t try to change my mind again.
1 guess he knew what it was like to be hunted,
not only by the law, but by other killers like
himself. And he knew it was better to get it
over with now before the slow rot of time
ate your guts away.

There was no way of knowing how long it
would take the word to get to Creyton, but
it would get to him. All I had to do was
stand here, and before long he would be
coming after me. I couldn’t tell if 1 was
scared or not. I wasn’t very curious about it.
‘There was an emptiness in my belly, and a
dull athe . . . and maybe 1 was scared, after
all. But not so much of Buck Creyton. My
mind kept going back to better days and
better lands, and, no matter how I tought it,
I couldn’t keep my thoughts away from
Laurin.

That was what I was afraid of, not of get-
ting killed, but of leaving Laurin.

In the darkness, we heard the hurried suck-
ing sound of soggy boots coming toward the
chuck wagon. I turned quickly. Beside me,
Pappy jerked out of the weary slouch that
he had fallen into.

“Watch it son,” he said quietly. “Don’t
frame yourself against the firelight.”

The boots came on. A blurred figure began
to take shape in the rain, walking quickly
and making sloshing sounds in the gummy
mud. But it wasn't Buck Creyton. It was a
man I had never seen before, in dripping,
rattling, oilskins. He ducked under the
shelter and stood glaring angrily at us.

“Get the hcll out of here,” he said ab-
ruptly. “I don't know who you are, but
you're not goin' to start a shootin’ scrape
and stampede a thousand head of steers.
Not if I can help it.”

Pappy said softly, “Now wait a minute.
We're not starting anything. We just
dropped in for a hot cup of coffec.”

‘The man spat. “Like hell,” he said. “You
ride up and in ten minutes the whole camp's
in an uproar.” He looked at Pappy. “You
ever hear of Buck Creyton?”

“I heard of him,” Pappy said.

“He's comin’ after you,” the man said,
grinning suddenly. He looked as if he ex-
pected Pappy to turn pale and start running
at the mention of Buck Creyton. When
Pappy didn't move, his eyes were suddenly
angry again.

Pappy began rolling anothcr cigarette.
“It's not me he's after,” he said. Then he
nodded at me. “It’s him.”

The man stared. He was a short, round,
hard little Irishman, with a baby-pink face
and a bluered nose. The herd’s trail boss, 1
gucssed. He didn’t believe that an eighteen-
year-old kid would stand still when he knew
that a man like Creyton was gunning for
him. He wheeled back on Pappy, about to
call him a liar, when there was the sound of
boots again, coming out of the darkness.

The firelight, son,” Pappy said softly.
“Don't frame yourself.”

I moved away, to the edge of the canvas
shelter.

“Further,” Pappy said.

I moved eut into the rain. The rain hit my
face like slender silver spikes driving out of
a black nothingness. I fclt empty and all
alone out there, away from the fire’s warmth,
the canvas's shelter, Pappy's friendliness.
There was just me and the night and the
rain, and the sound of boots coming toward
me. I thought: This is the way it had to be,
Laurin. You understand that, don't you?

There was little comfort in the night’s
answer. The boots were getting closer. From
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the corner of my eye 1 could see Pappy stand-
ing there under the shelter, looking into the
darkness. And the pink-faced little trail boss,
with his mouth working angrily, but no
sound coming out. The sound of the boots
stopPed. A voice came out of the night.

“Pappy, I want to see that killing little
bastard you ride with.”

I thought I could see Pappy smile. A sad,
forlorn smile. “I reckon you'll see him, Buck,
if you just keep walking.”

“Where is he? Hid out to shoot me in the
back, the way he did Paul?”

I heard myself saying, “I'm not kid out.
I'm here in the rain, just like you are. And
I didn’t shoot your brother in the back. But
I shot him.”

I heard his swearing. “You won't shoot
anybody else, punk. Not after tonight.”

He started walking forward again, slowly
now, carefully. I suppose I should have
stayed where I was, stood still, with my pis-
tols out. That way I could have followed
the sound, and that would have cut down
Creyton's advantages. But suddenly 1 didn't
want any advantage. Pappy never asked for
one. All he ever asked for was an even break,
and I could get that here in the darkness. I
started walking toward the sound.

I heard Pa}?y give a grunt of dismay. The
trail boss said hoarscly, “My God, stop it!
This is crazy!”

But we didn’t stop. It couldn’t be stopped
now. With every step we got closer together
and I expected to see him. My eyes began to
jump from peering so hard into the dark-
ness. I didn't dare close them for an instant,
even to blink away the water that was caught
on my lashes. An instant was all it took with
a man like Buck Creyton.

Pappy, and the trail boss, and the flicker-
ing firelight seemed to fade off into the dis-
tance and disappear completely. There was
just me and a sound out there in the night.
I wondered if Creyton had drawn yet. I
wondered if that sighting-before-shooting
technique of Pappy’s worked in the rain.
Would anything work in the rain? This was
a hell of a phkce for a gunfight, in the rain
and darkness where you couldn’t see any-
thing. I thought: If you don’t stop thinking
about it, Buck Creyton’s going to spill your
guts in the mud. And then I saw him loom-
ing out of the darkness.

He looked as big as a mountain. He had
his slicker pulled back behind the butts of
his pistols and water was pouring in a sheer
veil off the brim of his hat. His face shone
faintly over the shapeless bulk of his body,
as cold and distant as the moon. I imagined
that I could see those icy eyes of his. But
that was only imagination. Everything hap-
pened too fast, and it was too dark, to make
out details like that.

His hands were just a blur going after his
pistols, and I thought: He's fast. He's fast all
right. Pappy himself, on the best day he ever
saw, was never any faster than that. Then
everything in my mind became crystal clear
and painfully sharp. It was that instant in a
lifetime that a few pcople expcrience once,
and most not at all—that instant of walking
the razor-sharp ed%e of time and space, know-
ing that if you fall there is nothing but
disaster all around you. Even my hearing
was tuned sharper than the best bred hunt-
ing dog's. I imagined that I could hear every
rain drop hit. I could hear the double clicks
as the hammers of Creyton's pistols were
jerked back. And I thought: So this is the
way it is. It's almost worth getting killed just
to be a part of the excitement of dying. And
then the night exploded into sound and
fire.

I was vaguely aware of the pistols in my
hands, and the roaring in my ears drowning
all other sound. It was almost like being
drunk, but no man had ever been drunk the

way I was for that instant. Not on anything
that came out of a bottle. For that moment
I wasu’t afraid of Buck Creyton, nor of any
man on earth. I just held my guns and they
did the rest, one crash crowding another
until the night was crazy with sound. And
after a time there were hollow, empty clicks
as hammers fell on empty chambers, and I
looked up ahead and there was only a shape-
less hulk on the ground where Buck Creyton
had becn standing. I stood there gasping for
breath, as if I had been running hard until
my lungs couldn't take it any longer. And
over the monotonous beat of the rain, I could
hear the trail boss saying, “My God! My
God!” Over and over, as if he had to say
something and those were the only two words
he knew.

From far away, it seemed, 1 heard the
sound of alarm and the crazy bawling and
the pound of hoofs. And a voice in the dark-
ness shouted, “Stampede!” and the running
boots headed for the chuck wagon suddenly
stopped, wheeled, and ran toward the re-
muda pen for the horses. Over it all, the
trail boss was bellowing wildly, but it all
seemed far away and no concern of mine.

Pappy came out from under the shelter,
looking at me strangcly. Then he went over
to what was left of Buck Creyton.

“Dammit, son,” Pappy said, “did you have
to shoot him all to pieces?”

“I couldn’t stop,” I said. “I started shoot-
ing and something got ahold of me, and 1
couldn’t stop.”

Pappy looked at me again in that strange
way. I couldn’t tell what was bchind those
gray expressionless eyes of his. I couldn’t tell
if he was glad or sorry that it had worked
out the way it had. For a moment, as he
looked at me, I thought there was fear in
those eyes. But I must have been mistaken
about that.

. “Do you feel like riding?” Pappy said at
ast.

“Sure,” I said. “But why should we ride
anywhere?”’

Hc jerked his head toward the bedground
where all the noise and commotion was going
on. All hell was breaking loose, but I was
just beginning to become conscious of it.
It was almost like returning suddenly from a
long visit in a strange place, and it took a
while to get used to things as you used to
know them. The cattle had broken toward
the north, running blind and wild with fear.
The riders, some of them just in the under-
wear they had been sleeping in, were riding
hard on the flanks, trying to turn them.

“After starting this ruckus,” Pappy said,
“the least we can do is help them turn the
herd.”

Pappy started in an awkward half-lope
toward his horse beside the chuck wagon.
In a moment I came out of it. I ran toward
Red, and on the way I passed the bloody,
shapeless form that had been Buck Creyton
a few minutes before. He lay twisted, in the
mud, looking straight up, with the rain in
his face. There were bright, shimmering
puddles forming all around him.

I hit the saddle hard, and Red switched his
head in angry protest. He didn't want to
move. He had lulled himsclf into a kind of
stupor there in the rain, and he just wanted
to be let alone. I drove the iron to him and
he reared sharply. Finally 1 pulled him
around and he fell into a quick, ground-
eating run to the north.

We caught Pappy on the herd’s flank just
as the break began to scttle down to a real
stampede. There wasn't time to be scared,
the way they say you always are after a fight.
There was just the blind race along the flanks
of the herd, and once in a while I could
feel Red slide and fight for his footing again
in the mud, and I tried not to think what
would happen if he put a hoof down on a



loose rock or into a prairie dog hole. Red
and Pappy's big black spurted ahead of most
of the other riders. Up ahead, I could hear
the trail boss yelling and cursing.

He was trying to turn them by himself as
Pappy and I came up alongside him. He
drove his rugged little paint into the van of
the stampede. Leaning far over his pony he
shoved the muzzle of his pistol behind the
shoulders of the lead steer and fired.

Thc big animal thundered down, rolling
and churning the mud, slowing the herd’s
rush. Without looking back to see who we
wecre, he roared, “Turn ‘em damnit!”

I thought I could make out that faint grin
of Pappy’s as he drove his big black into the
point of the herd. I shoved Red in after
him, and the trail boss came in on our heels.
‘T'he startled cattle began to slow down their
crazy rush for nowhere. The point hegan to
give, began to edge to the left as Pappy and

. the trail hoss pushed in, yelling and firing
their pistols over the animals’ heads.

There wasn't much to it after the point
began to give. We cut them over and headed
them back until we had two columns of
cattle going in opposite directions; then the
riders came up and milled them in a wide
circle.

After the riders got the mill going, there
was nothing for me and Pappy to do. We
pulled up the slope a way to Yet our horscs
blow after the hard run. I noticed then, for
the first time, that it had stopped raining.

“One steer lost.” I said. “It could have
been worse.”

Pappy looked at me. “One stcer and one
rider,” he said drily. He nodded toward the
bottom of the slope to where a rider was
coming toward us. It was the trail boss.

Surprisingly, he didn’t seem mad this time.
He just looked relieved to get his herd under
control with the loss of only one stcer. He
pulled up in front of us, mopping his face
with a rain-soaked bandanna.

“By God,” he said wearily, “I ought to
turn the two of you over to the bluebellies.”

Pappy straightened in the saddle. “What
makes you think the bluebellies want us*"

The little Irishman laughed roughly.
“You’re Pappy Garret, the boys tell me. And
this kid's name’s Cameron, ain’t it?" With-
out waiting for an answer, he took a folded.
soggy square of paper from his hip pocket.
It was too dark to read, but a sinking feeling
in my stomach toJd me what it was.

“Reward,” the trail boss said pleasantly.
“For killin' off some bluebelly cavalry down
in the Texas panhandle. Ten thousand for
Garret, five for the kid. Here, read it for
yourself.”

Pappy made no move to take the paper.
“Are you aiming to make a try for that re-
ward money?" he asked softly.

The trail boss laughed abruptly. “Heil,
no.” Then his voice got serious. “It’s no con-
cern of mine if the army wants to take you
in. I'm short of hands and good horses. From
the way you two jumped in and turned that
herd, it looks my problem is taken care of.
‘That is, if you want a job.”

Pappy looked at me. He was thinking the
same thing I was. “I kind of figured,” he
said, “that you'd be sore because the boy
killed off one of your riders.”

The trail boss snorted. “It was small loss.
Creyton was trouble from the first day I
signed him on. He thought he was Goda-
mighty with them two pistols of his . . . and
1 guess he had everybody else thinking it
until tonight.” He looked at me with much
the same expression that I had seen in Pap-
pY's eyes. “I'll tell you the truth,” he said. “I
never expected you to beat Buck Creyton,
son. I was expecting we'd be burying a kid
of a boy in the morning.” He shrugged. “But
I guess you never know.”

He pulled his paint around and studied

the herd for a minute. “Think it over,” he
sald. “If you want to sign up, I'll see you at
the chuck wagon for breakfast.”

He rode down the slope again and into
the darkness. I looked at Pappy and he was
shaking his hoad slowly from side to side.
“I guess it's like the man says,” he said
soberly. “You never know.”

It was too good a thing to pass up. With
fifteen thousand dollars on our heads, every
soldier in the Territory was a potential
hounty hunter. The next morning we were
at the chuck wagon and Bass Hagan, the
hard pink-faced little trail boss, signed us
on. Somebody must have buried Buck Crey-
ton, but there was no mention of it at brcak-
fast. ‘There was no talk of any kind, for that
matter. The riders rcgarded Pappy with a
kind of dumb awe, and me . .. I couldn’t be
surc just what they were thinking about me.
I could fcel their eyes on me when they
didn’t think I was looking. Curious eyes,
mixed with a kind of fear, I thought. They
ate their breakfast quickly and silently as a
cold sun began to come up in the east. Then,
with clahorate casualness, they sauntered
down to the remuda pen to get their horses.

It took a while to get used to that kind of
treatment, but I finally did, as one long,
weary, dust-filled day dragged into another.
The men let me and Pappy strictly alone.
And I began to appreciate how Pappy had
lived all these years with that reputation of
his. It was like being by yourself on the
moon. You couldn’t have been more alone.
In every man you looked at, you saw that
same mixture of curiosity and fear—like men
partially hypnotized by a caged and es-
pecially deadly breed of snake. They couldn’t
take their cyes off it. But they knew better
than to get into the cage with it.

That was the way it was after getting a
reputation by killing a man like Buck Crey-
ton.

Bass Hagan, the trail boss, was the only
man who didn’t seem to be afraid of us, but
he spent most of his time up in the van,
and Pappy and I ate dust back in the drag.
And it wasn't long before I learned to hate
the nights, when time came for sleeping. 1
learned to sleep the way Pappy did, always
keeping a corner of my mind open, never
letting myself slip into complete uncon-
sciousness. I learned to sleep—if you could
call it sleeping—on my back, with a cocked
pistol in my hand. I kept thinking of that
reward money. I wondered how long it
would be hefore somebody tried to collect.

I learned a lot of things in those days as
we pushed from the Canadian up to North
Cottonwood in Kansas. Pappy was my
teacher. A little at a time, cvery day, he
showed me the little tricks that men like us
had to know to stay alive. The first rule, the
most important rule of all, was to trust no
one. Accept it as truth that every man you
met was scheming to kill you, that every
footstep hehind you was a man ready to
shoot you in the back. Never get caught off
guard. Never relax. Never take more than
two or three drinks, and let women alone.
Never let anyone do you a favor without
paying for it, ncever be obligated to anybody.

And that was only the heginning. He
coached me on how to enter a door, any
door. First you listened; if it sounded all
right, then you stepped inside fast, with a
quick step to the side so as to get your back
against a wall and not frame yourself against
the light. There was a certain toc-hecl way
to walk when you didn’t want to be heard.
and a way to block your spur rowels to kecp
them from jangling. Little things, all of
them. Things that ordinary men would pay
no attention to, but with Pappy they were
matters of life and death.

I learned to value my pistols above all

other possessions, and to take care of them
before seeing to anything else. My hors¢
came next, almost as important as the pis-
tols. I learned that my own comfort was
almost of no importance at all, A thousan
things came ahead of that, if I wanted to
keep living.

What Pappy had to teach me, I learned
fast, the way I learned to shoot. Already.
among the trail hands, there was talk of
Davis being removed from the governor's
chair in Austin, and that meant that military
rule and the Davis police would go with
him. It was important that I learn everything
that Pappy could teach me, because I had
to stay alive, to go back to Texas.

North Cottonwood was the settling-up
rlace for the catdemen before going the
ast thirty-five miles to Abilene. It was there
that the riders were paid off and discharged.
unless they happened to belong to the drov-
er’s own outfit, and then they went on to the
railhead with the herd. It was there that all
the scrawny and sickly cattle were cut out of
the herd and left to fatten before going to
market. It was a crazy patchwork of wag-
ons, and dust, and bawling cattle, and cow
camps. Punchers who hadn't had a drop to
drink and hadn’t seen a woman for more
two months, began peeling off their filthy
trail clothing, bathing, shaving, and putting
on their one clean pair of serge pants that
they had brought in their saddle bags all
the way from the Rio Grande, maybe.

I could sce Pappy's eyes take on new life
after we finally got the herd rounded up on
a hedground that suited Bass Hagan.

“This is the place, son,” he said. “You
haven't seen a towa until you've seen Abi-
lene.”

He even found a clean pair of pants and
a shirt with all the buttons on it, and put
them on to celebrate the occasion. But Pappy
got a jolt that afternoon as the riders were
being paid off. Bass Hagan called us over to
one of the supply wagons where they had set
up headquarters.

“Now, what the hell?” Pappy said.

I said, “Maybe we're so good he wants to
hire us for another trail drive.”

Pappy grunted. Trail driving was work.
and he had had enough of that to last him
for a while. What money Pappy needed, he
could usually get over a poker table.

But we went over anyway. Hagan was
slicked and duded up in a fancy outfit that
he had been saving for the end of the trail.
He was just cinching up a big bay, the best
horse in the remuda, when Pappy and I got
there.

I want you boys to stay with the herd,”
Hagan said without looking around. “It'll
nean extra pay for a couple of days. I've
got to ride into town on business.”

Pappy said, “We don’t need the extra pay.
We just signed up as far as North Cotton-
wood.”

The trail boss turned slowly, frowning. “I
figured 1 done you boys a favor by hiring you
on and getting you through Indian Terri-
tory. But if you figurc it's too damn myuch to
ask, staying over a couple of days . . .”

Pappy glanced at me. Sure, Hagan had
done us a favor, but we had earned our
money on that trail drive. I could see Pappy’s
face grow longer. “Never let anyone do you
a favor without paying for it,” he had said.
“Never become obligated to anyone.”

Pappy shrugged. “All right, Bass. I guess
we can stay here a couple of days. What do
you want us to do?”

Hagan brightened. “Nothing special, just
help my other riders take cara of the herd
till I get back.” He swung up on the bay,
grinning quietly. As we watched him put his
spurs to the bay and lope off to the north,
an idea got stuck in my mind and I couldn’t
get it out.
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Maybe we would make it to John's City and
everything would work out after all. But he
only said it with his voice, and not with his
eyes.

Nineteen years old. I could just as well
have been ninety. Or nine hundred. I didn’t
feel any particular age, in this country where
age didnt mean much anyway. Men like
Pappy, and Buck Creyton, could have
notched their guns long before they were
ninetcen, if they had been the kind of men
to make a show about it.

I was on familiar ground when we crossed
the river and got into Texas again. I half
expected Pappy to lcave me there and go his
own way toward New Mexico, but he only
said, “We've been togcther now for a pretty
good spell. I guess I wouldn't rest good with-
out knowing how you made out.”

It didn't occur to me to wonder what I was
going to do or say when the time came to
face Laurin.

I didn’t know how I was going to explain
- away the reputation I'd got as a gunman,
and it didn't worry me until we had come
all the way and sighted the Bannerman
ranch house in the distance.

And Pappy said, “Well, son, from here on
in, 1 guess it's up to you.”

Pappy knew what he was, the things he
stood for. And he knew that he wouldn’t do
my cause any good if Laurin saw us together.
And, for the first time, I saw Pappy as Lau-
rin would have seen him—a hard, dirty old
man with ratty gray hair hanging almost to
his shoulders. A man in pitiful rags and tircd
to death of running; but not knowing what
else to do. A man with no pride and no
strength except in his guns.

Laurin would see only death in those pale
gray eyes of Pappy’s, missing the shy kindness
that I knew was there, too. Laurin would
look at Pappy and see me as I would be in a
few more years.

I said, “Is this good-by, Pappy?”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe, son. Or maybe
I'll see you again. You never know.”

I said reluctantly, and Pappy could see the
reluctance in my eyes and it made me
ashamed, “You might as well come with me,
Pappy. The Bannerinans set a good table,
and we both could use some grub.”

But he shook his head. “You go on, son.”
We shook hands very briefly. “And good luck
with that girl of yours.” He jerked his big
black around abruptly, and without a good-
by. without a wave of his hand or a back-
ward look, he rode back to the north.

I watched him until he disappeared be-
hind a rise in the land, and 1 felt alone, and
unsure, and a little afraid. Doubt began to
gnaw at my insides.

Good-by, Pappy ... Good luck.

1 nudged Red gently and began riding over
the flatland that I kncw so well, toward the
ranch house. Toward Laurin. As I got closer
the uneasiness inside me got worse. For the
first time in months, I was conscious of the
way | looked—my own ragged clothes, my
own shaggy hair hanging almost to my
shoulders. And in contrast, my shining, well-
cared-for pistols, tied down at my thighs. No
pride and no strength except in his guns.
That was the thought I had used in my mind
to describe Pappy . . . and all along I had
been describing mysclf.

For a moment, I was tempted to turn and
ride as hard as I could until I caught Pappy.
Pappy was m{l kind. We understood each
other . .. But the thought went away. Clothes
didn’t make a gentleman. Long hair didn’t
make a killer. Laurin would understand that.

The thought of turning back went way,
but not the feeling of uneasiness, as I got
closer to the ranch house. I came in the back
way, around by the barns and corrals, and
a couplc of punchers in the shocing corral
looked up and watched for a moment, and
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then went on ahbout their work. They didn’t
even recognize me. More than likely they
pegged me for a saddle tramp looking for a
few days’ work, and, knowing that Joe Ban-
nerman never hired saddle tramps, lost
interest.

Then, as I rode on through the ranch back
yard, I saw a man come out of a barn with
a saddle thrown over his shoulder, heading
for a smaller corral near the house where
the colts were kept for breaking. He glanced
at me once without slowing his walk. Sud-
denly he stopped, looking at me. He waited
until I pulled up alongside him, and then
he said:

“My God, Tall!”

The man was Laurin’s brother, Joe
Bannerman. He looked at me as if he wasn’t
entirely sure that his eyes weren't playing
tricks on him. He looked at Red who had
been a glossy, well-cared-for show horse the
last time he saw him, but whose coat was now
shaggy and scarred in a thousand places
where thorns and brush had raked his hide.

I tried to keep my voice light, but I knew
that the change in me was even more shock-
ing than in Red. I said, “How are you, Joe?
I guess you might say the prodigal has re-
turned.”

But Joe Bannerman had no smile of wel-
come. He shifted the saddle down to the
crook of his arm. “Tall, you're crazy! What
do you mean, coming back to John's City
like thisz"’

But he kncw before I had time to answer.
Laurin. Something happened to his face. He
said, “Look Tall, if you know what’s good
for you, you’ll get out of here in a hurry.
There's nothing in John's City for you any
more.” Then he added. “Nothing at all.”

“Don’t you think that's up for somebody
else to decide, Joe?”

“She’s already decided,” Joe Bannerman
said roughly. “Next week she’s getting mar-
ried.”

I stiffened. At first the words had no mean-
ing, and then I thought: Joe never liked me.
This is just his way of trying to get rid of
me. I cven managed a smile when I said:

“I guess I won't put much stock in that
Joe, until I hear Laurin say it herself.”

He glanced once at the house and then
jerked his head toward the bam that he had
come out of. “For God’s sake, Tall, be sen-
sible. Get that Red horse in the barn before
somebody sees you.”

There was something in his voice that
made me rein Red over. I followed him, not
quite knowing why, as he walked quickly to
the other side of the barn, where the house
was blocked from view. I dropped down from
the saddle and said, “Now maybe you'll tell
me what this is all about.”

Joe Banncrman dropped his saddle to the
ground and seemed to search tor the right
words. He said, “I don’t want you to get
the idea that I'm doing this for your bene-
fit, because I don’t give a good round damn
what happens to you. But I don’t want any
trouble around here if I can help it.” Then
his voice got almost gentle. And 1 didn't
understand that. “You ought to realize better
than anybody else,” he went on, “that things
have changed since . . . since you went away
from John's City. You're a hunted man, Tall,
with a price on your head.”

I said, “You wouldn’t be having any idcas
about that reward money, would you, Joe?"

“Don’t be a damned fool!"” he said angrily.
“I just want to keep you from getting killed
on my doorstep. Like I told you, there's
nothing here for you. Why don’t you just
ride off and let us alone?"

“I'd still like to hear it from Laurin,” I
said, “before I do any riding.” I started to
turn toward the house again, but an urgency
in Joe Bannerman’s voice cut off the move-
ment.

“Dammit, Tall, listen to me! I'm try-
ing to tell you that it’s all over between you
and Laurin.” Then he sighed wearily. “I
guess you've got a lot of catching up to do.
I'll try to give it to you as straight as I know
how. Ray Novak’s in that house, and he has
orders from the federal government to get
you. Ray was made a deputy United States
marshal after the bluebellies were pulled out
of Texas. I told you that things changed ...”

I think I knew what was coming next. [
tried to brace myself for it, but it didn't do
any gond when Joc Banncrman said, “It's
Ray Novak that Laurin is in love with, Tall.
Not you, She's afraid of you. You've got to be
just a name on wanted posters, like this
Pappy Garret that you've been riding with.
You‘ve got to be a Killer, just like him.” He
shook his head. “I don’t know, maybe you
had a right to kill that policeman on account
of your father. But all those others . . . What
is it, Tall, a disease of some kind? Can't you
ever turn your back on a fight? Don't you
know any way to settle an argument except
with guns?”’

Then he looked at me for what scemed a
long time. I gucss you don’t even know what
I'm talking about,” he said. “That’s the way
you always were, never turning your back on
a fight. And you never lost one before, did
you, Tall?> But you're losing onc now. It's
Ray Novak that Laurin’s going to marry. Not
you.”

I stood dumbly for a moment before the
anger started to work inside me. I still didn‘t
believe the part about Laurin. A thing like
ours couldn’t just end like that. But Ray
Novak—at the very beginning of the trouble
it had been Ray Novak. and now at the end
it was the same way. I started for the house
again, but Joe Banncrman stepped in my

path.

Tall, you can’t go in there. Ray has been
sworn in to get you.”

I said tightly, “Get out of my way.”

He didn’t move.

I said, “This is my problem and I'll settle
it my own way. If you try to stop me, Joe,
I'll kill you.”

His face paled. Then I thought I saw that
look in his eyes that I had seen once before
—just before he told me that Pa was dead.
For some reason that I didn’t understand,
?e was feeling sorry for me, and I hated him
or it.

Slowly, he stepped back out of my way.
Hc said quietly, “I believe you would. Kill-
ing me wouldn't mean any more to you
than stepping on an ant. It wouldn't mean
a thing to you.”

“Don’t be a damned fool,” I said. But he
had already stcpped back, watching me with
that curious mixture of awe and fear that
I had come to expect from men like him.
He didn't try to stop me as I went around
the side of the barn and headed for the back
steps of the house. Maybe he didn’t feel it
was necessary, because it was too late to stop
anything now. Ray Novak was waiting for
me at the back door.

If he had made the slightest move I would
have killed him right there. I realized that
I had never really hated anybody but him.
It would have been a pleasure to kill him,
and I knew I could do it, no matter how
much training his pa had given him with
guns. But he didn't make a move. He didn’t
give me the excuse, and I'd never killed a
man yet who hadn’'t made the first move.

He said mildly, “I guess you better come
in, Tall.”

He was just a blurred figure behind the
screen door and I couldn’t see what his eyes
were saying. Then another figure appeared
behind him. It was Laurin.

Woodenly, I went up the steps, opened
the screen door, and stepped into the kitchen.
Laurin was standing rigidly behind Ray, and









It was the closest thing to sentiment, or
regret, or fear, that I had ever heard in
Pappy’s voice. From the very first, I figured
that Pappy had picked me up because he
needed a kind of personal body guard, but
I knew now that it wasn't that. It had never
occurrcd to me beforc that a man like Pappy
could be lonesome. That he needed friends
like other people.

I said, “Pappy, get out of here! Go on to
New Mexico, or wherever you were going.
You can't help me now.”

But he only smiled that sad, half smile
of his. Then he shook a boot out of a stirrup
and held it out. “Just step up here,” he said.
“I guess this black horse won't mind riding
double for a little piece.”

“Pappy, you're crazy. You can‘t expect to
outrun a posse by riding double.”

He shrugged again. “But we can find a
better place than this to fight from. Come
on, son. There isn’t much time.”

Pappy’s word was law. I knew that he
wouldn’t budge until I did as he said.
Dumbly, I put my foot in the stirrup and
swung up behind him.

I glanced at the posse. They were already
in rifle range, but they were holding their
fire until they had us cold. Then I looked at
Red, knowing, what I had to do, but not
knowing if I had the guts for it.

“Just look away, son,” Pappy said softly.

here was one pistol shot, and Red lay
still.

Good-by Red. Good-by to the last thing
1 ever gave a damn about, except Pappy.
And I wasn't even sure that I cared a damn
about Pappy. Maybe he was just something
to hold to, a device that men like us used
in order to live a little while longer. I felt
empty and angry and there wasn’'t much
sense to anything.

The big black took us as far as the top of
the ridge, and that was the end of the line.
We could hear the hoofs pounding now as
Ray Novak pushed his posse of ranch hands
on up into the hills after us. The black was
a good horse—as good as Red, maybe—but he
couldn’t carry two men and be expected to
outrun the sturdy range horses chasing us.
When we hit the crest of the rise Pappy
dumped out of the saddle, clawing that
fancy rifle of his out of the saddle boot. I
came off after him and the black went on
down to’ the bottom of the slope.

“Over here, son!" Pappy yelled. And when
I stopped rolling I saw that he already had
a private fortress picked out for us. Three
big rocks gave us cover on three sides and
we could sweep the hill with fire in all direc-
tions. As I crawled up beside him, Pappy
already had that rifle in action. He fired twice
and two of the posse dumped out of their
saddles and lay still. That cut the original
five down to three, and I thought maybe we
would get out of this after all, if we could
catch one of the loose horses, and get rid of
Ray Novak.

But Novak and the two ranch hands began
to scatter before Pappy could cut any more
of them down. They scrambled for rocks
near the base of the hill and for a few
moments it was quiet. Thosc two dead riders
gave them something to think about before
trying anything foolish.

Pappy looked at me, grinning slightly.
“Well,” he said, “we’ve been in worse placcs.
That's always some consolation, they say.”

I said nothing. I searched the land below
us, but nobody was moving. It was quiet—
deadly quiet. I wondered what Ray Novak
was thinking down there. The Novaks and
their tin badges! After looking at his pa, he
would know that tin badges didn’t make a
man immune from bullets.

Pappy stacked his riflc against the rock,
got out his makings, and began to roll a
cigarette, like a2 man knocking off work
for a few minutes to take a breather. There

was no way of knowing what he was think-
ing. For a moment he stared flatly down the
side of the slope; then he looked at me.

“It didn't work out, did it, son?” he said.
“I didn’t think it would, but I was hop-
ing. . .."

% knew he was talking about Laurin. And
I didn’t want to talk about Laurin. I didn't
want to think about her.

Nodding his head toward the bottomn of
the hill, he said, “He got her, didn't he?"
meaning Ray Novak. “I think maybe I knew
from the first that he would. It was just a
feeling, I guess, after you told me how things
were.”

“Cut it off, will you, Pappy?” I said
angrily.

“Sure, son, I didn’t mean to butt in.” He
sat back against the rock, with that cigarette
dangling between his lips. “He’s a good man,
though,” he said thoughtfully. “He damn
near put a bullet in me that day. Probably
he’s learned some things since then. I don't
think I'd be in any hurry to stand up to him
now."”

“He's a damned tin soldier riding behind
a tin badge,” I said, “His pa was the same,
but he died just as easy as anyhody else.”

Pa?ppy's eyes widened. “You killed his old
man?”

“Sure I did. He tried to arrest me.”

Pappy shook his head sadly {rom side to
side. “Maybe we're going to have trouble,”
he said hcavily. “Maybe we're going to have
more trouble than we ever saw before.”

It was still quict down on the slope. I said,
*“This is no good. We can’t run, and we can't
fight if they don’t come out from hehind
those rocks. But we can’t just sit here. By
now, somebody from thc ranch will be
headed toward John’s City for more help.
We've got to got away from here before
that comes."”

Pappy nodded and spat out his cigarette.
Then a horse nickered back bchind us and
I could almost see Pappy's ears prick up.
“Just a minute,” he said. “I'd better look
after that black of mine.”

He crawled on his hands and knces to the
naked side of the hill and pcered down be-
low. Suddenly, something jabbed me in the
back of the brain. Intuition, they call it.
Or hunch. Some men have it and some don’t.
Sometimes, when it hits you, it tells you to
put your stack on the red and all you have
te do is watch the roulette ball drop in. Or
it may tell you that around the next corner
is sudden dcath. When I felt it, T whirled
and yelled:

“Pappy, look out!”

But the moment had passed. It had come
and gone and I hadn’t got my bct -down in
time. I heard a rifle crack in the afternoon,
and I turned just in time to sce Pappy go
down.

“Pappy!” 1 yelled again.

But I knew it was too late. I ran over to
where he was, silhouctting myself against
the sky, but not caring now. Then I saw the
rifleman—that sober, stone-cold face that was
past anger, or grief, or any emotion at all.
It was Ray Novak.

I didn’t stop to wonder how he had slipped
around to the naked side of the hill. He
had done it, and that was enough. Dumbly,
he was looking at me now. Probably, he had
figured it out cold and clear in his mind
what he was going to do to me when he
caught me, but suddenly finding himself
face to face with me startled him. And that
was Ray Novak's mistake. I shot before he
could swing the ritle around.

I watched as the bullet slammcd into his
shoulder, jerking him around. He went to
his knees and began tumbling down the side
of the hill.

Instinct told me that he wasn't dead. There
was only a bullet in his shoulder and that
wouldn't stop him for long. But before I
could do anything about it, the two ranch

hands were drawn around to the naked side
of the hill by the shooting. I aimed very
carefully at one of thcin. I could see horror
in his eyes as he started backing away, tou
scared to usc the gun in his hand. I pulled
the trigger and he fcll away somewhere out
of my line of vision. I forgot about him.

I didn’t bother about the other posse mem-
ber. Like a damned fool, he forgot that I
was in perfect position to kill him and went
running across the open ground to where
Ray Novak was strcetched out unconscious.
For a moment I watched as he pulled Novak
out of the lipe of fire and I thought: Let him
go. there’s no usc killing him. I kncw he
would get Ray back to the ranch house as
soon as he could, and that would take care
of the last of the posse. And, anyway, therce
had been so much killing, maybe I had lost
the stomach for it. ‘Then I remcmbered
Pappy. , .
He was crumpled at my fcet as limp and
lifeless as a discarded bundle of dirty cloth.
ing. I turned him over gently and straight.
ened his long legs. “Pappy!”

But he didn’t move. And a sick fecling
inside told me that I'appy wasn't going to
move. The bullet had gone right through
the middle, about three inches above his
belt buckle, hut there was only a little blood
staining his dirty blue shirt. All the bleeding,
I knew, would be on the inside. I felt his
throat for a pulse and it was so faint that
I imagined that it wasn't there at all. After
a moment the glassinoss that was bezinning
to crowd his eycs receded just a litle, and
that was my only way of knowing that he
wasn't dead.

I didn't know what to do. There was
nothing I could do, except to stay there be-
side him and not let him die all alone, the
way he had lived. I didn’t even have a drink
of water to give him. T couldn't think of
anything to say that might make it any easier.
Down at the basc of the hill, I could hear
a horse scampering and I knew that would
be the ranch hand taking Ray Novak back
to the ranch house. Soon it was quict again,
except for the dirgelike mourning of the
wind and the rattle of dry grass.

I knclt there watching the glassiness re-
turning to Pappy’s eyes. Vaguely, I won-
dered what his last thoughts were, if theve
were any thoughts. I wondered if I was a
part of them. Was there any sorrow, or
regret, or dismay at the way he had used his
life? Would he use it any diffcrently if he
had the chance to live it all over again?

I got my answer when, for just an instant,
his cyes cleared. He looked at me, smiling
that sad, half smile. Then he spoke quictly,
precisely, as if he had thought the natter
over for a long time.

“You were right, son. I should have killed
him that day . . . when I had the chance.”

So that was the way Pappy died—with no
dismay and only one regret—sorry only that
he had made the mistake of leaving a man
alive. I stood up slowly, looking up at the
endless sky. I think mayhe I wanted to pray
for Pappy—but what was there to say? Who
was there to listen?

Good-by, Pappy. That was all I could think
of. The wind moaned, cutting through my
thin clothing, and I realized that winter had
at last come to Tcxas. Winter was the time
for dying. I bent down and closed Pappy's
staring eyes. Sleep, Pappy. You can rest now,
for there will be no more running for you.
And Pappy's quict face said that hc was not
sorry.
I left Pappy therc on the hilltop with the
wind and the sound of the grass. I took his
rifle and went down to the bottom of the
slope and found his big black horse trem-
bling like a2 whipped kid dlown in the bottom
of a gully. I said, “Easy, boy,” and stroked his
sleek neck until he quieted down. and then
I swung up to the saddle.

I headed west again, higher into the hills,
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