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/ 1 /

NDER A cloudless sky, Bould-

er City drowsed in the noon-

day sun of this July day. In
front of Clem Early’s saddlery,
flea-bitten dog lay sleeping on the
sidewalk, its legs twitching fitfully
in some canine dream. Out on the
sage-brush plain to the south of town,
a giant buzzard wheeled nigh.

The three horsemen, concealed in
the willow brake that followed Squaw
Creek almost to the town limits, were
not interested in buzzards or sleep-
ing dogs. They did have some interest
in the Wyoming and Western's
branchline accomodation train that
had just puffed into the depot from
Keeley and half-a-dozen cow-towns
to the north. Its arrival always caused,
a little flurry of activity no matter
how few passengers alighted. It was
due at 11.56, and was only four min-
utes late today.

“That takes care of that,” said the
youngest of the three men “It might
have gummed things up for us if she'd
been thirty, forty minutes late.

The other two nodded. Their faces
were hard-bitten, and there was an
air of efficiency about them, which
was not strange; they were old hands
at this business. And yet it was the
young man who was the leader. He
had brains; a priceless commodity
outside the law as well as in.

He called himself Rocky Williams,
which was not his true name but
served well enough or the circum-
stances in which he found himself.
His attire was shabby, scuffed boots,
frayed Stetson and faded overalls. He
might easily have been mistaken for
a cowboy, a calling v.tl >-;:b
had but slight acquaintance. But the
more a man resembled a cowboy, the
less attention he attracted in this
part of Wyoming, which was good
and sufficient reason for Williams’
dress and that of his companions.

Something was peculiar, Rocky Williams and his pards decided
when the haul from the Boulder City Bank came to around seven
thousand dollars. Then, when the papers reported Charles Oat-
man’s estimate of the losses at many times that figure, Rocky
had the answer figured. And the sudden break with his outlaw
friends, due to their violent death in an attempted hold-up, had
left him at the crossroads. Now he could quit the out-trails, And
Rocky had more than just a hunch that Charles Oatman would
be willing to stake him , . .

9
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His battered garb could not con-
ceal the grace of the man nor a sug-
gestion of tigerish strength that was
to be found even in the lifting of an
arm. There was a mark of good horse-
manship in the way he sat in the sad-
dle, easy and relaxed.

These were trivial things and in no
way responsible for the allegiance he
had won from Haze Bender and Pat
Heeney, the two who waited with him
in the willow brake on the outskirts
of Boulder City this noon. In the
past year, he had shown them an in-
telligence and nerveless audacity that
they admired; but there was some-
thing more, something so vague and
obscure that they could not compre-
hend it that drew them to him. It
was the force of the man, lurking be-
hind a wall of detachment that was
calculated to impress women as well
as men.

“Hadn’'t we oughta be
Rocky?” Haze inquired.

Rocky glanced at his watch. “We’'ll
wait up a bit yet,” said he. “We can
be there in five minutes. | timed it
last night.”

He kept his watch in his hand and
focused his attention again on the
main street of Boulder City. If he
missed being on the handsome side,
it was only because his level, gray
eyes were too intense ~nd demanding
for comfort. But he had a crooked,
engaging smile to go with them that
dulled some of their sting. That hard-
ness about the mouth which is sup-
posed to identify men who lead reck-
less lives had not yet touched his.
Of course, he was young for it; twen-
ty-seven, at most.

stirrin’,

AT HEENEY, a thin little man
with the innocent face of a child,
stood up in his stirrups. “Not a soul
on the street,” he observed, with satis-
faction. “Been that way every noon
since we bin lookin’ this thing over.”
Rocky and Haze nodded. It was re-
markable how much they had learned
about Boulder City in a few days. For
instance, they knew that, due to the
overlapping lunch hours, Charles Oat-
man, president of the First National
and the owner of the Oatman
Building and other enterprises,
was alone in the bank between twelve-

thirty and twelve-forty-five. Also,
that the sheriff, Ty Roberts, was
home having his noon-day dinner;
that Pop Singer, the town marshal,
was around at the jail, which the
town shared with the county, taking
over there until the sheriff returned.

These were vitally important bits
of information, and they had many
others to go with them. They had
talked everything over, made their
plans accordingly. It left little to be
said now.

Rocky glanced at his watch and put
it away. “Let’s go, and take it easy.
If we have any luck, we can go in this
side road and reach the bank corner
without running into asoul. No shoot-
ing if it can be avoided, you under-
stand?”

“Shore!” Haze responded. He was
big and rough and tough. “Yo're
right; nobody gits excited about hav-
in’ a bank hoisted unless yuh leave a
couple innocent dead men behind
yuh.”

“The only shootin’ we'll have to do
is blastin’ the air to discourage any
gents who may be inclined to take up
the chase when we're fannin’ it out
of town. We won’t be in there morc’'n
ten minutes.”

The side road ran past several ware-
houses; they were deserted at this
hour. The three men jogged by them,
riding closely bunched. A blacksmith
shop stood between them and the
hitchrack at the side of the bank. Ad
Hoskins, the smith, was home, too.

“Okay,” Rocky muttered, as he and
Haze swung down at the rack. Pat
was to stay with the horses.

A few steps took them to the cor-
ner. The bank entrance was only ten
feet away. A man drove past as they
were about to step in. He noticed that
they wert armed, but went on, un-
suspicious of what was happening.

The fault was not altogether his.
Boulder City liked to think it had
grown up. It had started out as a cow-
town. It had other interests now. The
railroad had long since made it a di-
vision point, and with the building of
the branch line to Keeley, Boulder
City had really come into its own. It
had the new four-story Oatman
Building, two blocks of paved street,
a Chamber of Commerce and even a
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club for the elite at Cottonwood Lake,
two miles west of town. But for all
of its airs, men still wore weapons on
their hip, when so moved, and you
could eat in your shirt sleeves at the
Boulder Inn.

NCE ROCKY and Haze had the

street at their back, they raised
neckerchiefs to their eyes, and when
they pushed through the screen doors,
their faces were safely masked.

They had had to run the risk of
finding a customer or two in the bank.
But luck was still riding with them;
Oatman was there alone, studying
some hastily scribbled figures, and
so engrossed that he didn't look up
as they entered. His preoccupation
was not something born of the min-
ute ; it had been growing on him for
over a month, and though no one in
town had as yet any reason to suspect
it, Charlie Oatman, Boulder City’s
leading citizen, was a desperate man,
tottering on the brink of the abyss he
had dug for himself with his specula-
tions and misuse of the bank’s funds.

He had managed to cover up for
weeks, staving off disaster from day
to day, but getting ever deeper into
the mire, with exposure certain and
not to be long delayed now.

He had not meant co loot the First
National; he was proud of the bar.’:
and had built it up from nothing un-
til it was the throbbing heart of the
community. More than any other man,
he was responsible for the solid pros-
perity of Boulder City. He liked to
think of it as his town, and his pride
in it ran second only to his pride in
the bank. He was unfortunate; that
was all. Of late, everything had gone
wrong for him. At first, it had been
easy to manipulate certain accounts.
He had a board of directors—active
and retired stockmen—but its mem-
bers thought so highly of him that
they accepted any figures he present-
ed without question.

Having engaged in a genteel form
of banditry, euphoniously called em-
bezzlement, against the bank, nothing
could have been further from his
mind than that other men—masked,
armed men, in particular—could have
any designs against the First Nation-

al. If his mouth popped open and his
knees buckled, when he looked up and
found the business end of Rocky’s
gun levelled at him, it was surprise,
more than fear, that agitated him.

“Turn around and walk to the back
of the cage and get your hands up,”
Rocky told him. “This won’'t be mes-
sy unless you want it that way.”

Oatman, his face bloodless, stood
there for a moment unable to escape
from his trance. His office was locat-
ed at the front and separated from the
rest of the floor by a wooden railing
and swinging gate. Fascinated, he saw
one of the two bandits—it was Haze
Bender—hurry across the private of-
fice and reach the passageway at the
rear of the cashier’'s cage which led
to the vault.

Suddenly Charlie Oatman’s brain
began to function again. There was a
sawed-off shotgun reposing on a shelf
a few inches from his hand, kept
there against just such an emergency
as this. Also, the bank had installed a
burglar alarm within the past year.
The foot button that controlled it
was within reach. He made no move
toward either, for in one sharp flash,
he realized that these bandits were
anything but a calamity; they meant
escape for him from all his worries—
salvation, complete and miraculous
and beyond anything his scheming
could have contrived.

He wanted to embrace them, help
them to scoop up whatever they
found in the vault and cage. His
hands went up and he flattened him-
self in the corner, silently beseeching
them to hurry.

T DIDN'T take them long. Y/hile
Rocky kept Oatman covered,
Haze entered the cage and swept
paper currency and gold coin into a
canvas bag. Darting into the vault he
busied himself there in similar man-
ner for several minutes. When he
came out, they were ready to leave.
There was a small yard at the rear
of the bank, surrounded by a high
board fence. A locked door in the
fence gave upon an alley. Knowing
what they would find in back, the
bandits ran that way. The lock was
quickly shattered. It was out of the
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alky to the horses, then, and it was
accomplished in a matter of seconds.

Little Pat was waiting for them,
neckerchief pulled up to his eyes. He
looked the question he did not ask.
Rocky nodded; it was answer enough.
The way before them was open, and
they fled swiftly and quietly, having
no reason to fire a fusillade to dis-
courage pursuit.

Oatman heard them gallop off. A
fit of trembling seized him, now that
they were gone, and he had to reach
for the sawed-off shotgun twice be-
fore he had it in his hands. He ran
through the bank and out into Bridger
Street, the main thoroughfare of
Boulder City. Down the side road, he
could see the three bandits disappear-
ing in a cloud of dust. That they
could be overtaken now seemed al-
together unlikely; this being so, Oat-
man felt it was safe to sound the
alarm. He raised the shotgun and
fired both barrels.

“Stop them!” he yelled. "The bank’s
been held up! Stop 'em! Help!”

It was surprising how quickly
Boulder City awakened from its doz-
ing. Men came running from every
direction and started hurling ques-
tions at him. Oatman’s excitement
was such by now that his answers
were almost incoherent, and purpose-
ly so. It was acting of a rather high
order. Every time he spoke he point-
ed to the rapidly disappearing dust-
cloud, now moving to the north on
the Slate Hills road.

The Slate Hills had the Dry Creek
Mountains behind them, and then
other ranges and eventually Idaho and
escape on the broad plains of the
Snake River.

E EXCITED group gathered
around the president of the First
National grew and grew. Men put
two and two together and were able
to gather that the bank had just been
held up and that the bandits were
headed for the north.

"Something’s got to be done to stop
them!” Oatman cried. “Where's Ty
Roberts? Does a man have to go look-
ing for the sheriff at a time like this?
Where is he?”

“I'm right here.” a solid man, with

a flowing white mustache and hood-
ed brows answered, as he pushed
through the crowd. “Take it easy,
Charlie, and let’s git the facts.”

This was the first daylight bank
robbery that old Ty had had to con-
tend with in over twenty years. He
found no reason to get excited on that
account. It was his proudest boast
that he had brought the law to Boul-
der City in the long ago. He was no
longer young, but he had served the
county well and faithfully and his
flinty courage and acumen were not
open to question. Under his prodding
Oatman'’s talk began to make sense.

“You was alone in the bank, | reck-
on,” said Ty.

“Yes, curse the luck! There wasn't
a thing | could do; two of them had
me covered before I knew what was
happening. A third man stayed out-
side with the horses...You've got
to do something in a hurry, Ty. You
can use the telegraph and warn the
authorities in Keeley to be out to
grab them.”

The sheriff shook his head. “The
telegraph won’'t help none. Those
boys will be swingin’ off to the west
long before they git near Keeley...
You got any idea how much they
got away with?”

“No. They took everything in sight
except the silver; thirty thousand—
maybe more.”

Ty asked him to describe the men.
“1 don’t know what they look like,”
was the exasperated answer. “They
were masked. What difference' does
it make how they look? Capture them,
get the money back; that's the im-
portant thing! Too bad, with a sheriff
and a town marshal on the job, that a
thing like this could occur right here
in broad daylight!”

Ty felt this was unfair, but he
brushed it aside and picked half-a-
dozen men out of the crowd. "We’ll
git down to the railroad yard and
commandeer an engine to run us to
the Spanish Ranch. We can git hos-
ses there. If we git a move on us,
we’'ll be in time to cut those boys off
before they lose themselves in the
mountains.”

The wisdom of this was readily ap-
parent; the Keeley branch of the
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Wyoming and Western parellelled
the Slate Hills road all the way to
the Spanish Ranch, and never at a
distance of more than a mile.

“Git yore rifles and meet me at the
depot,” Ty told his men. “And you
want to step on it!”

The old three-wheeler that had just
brought in the Keeley local was on
the turntable, being swung around for
the return journey north that after-
noon. She had steam up, and the en-
gine crew was still in the cab.

“Sure, Ty!” the agent assured Ro-
berts. “We’ll do anything we can to
help. Come on!”

They hurried out, and Ed Galla-
gher, the engineer, was told what was
wanted.

Ty fumed as he waited for his men.
“Start tootin’ the whistle, Ed,” he
rapped impatiently. “Mebbe it'll hur-
ry 'em up. What's eatin’ Pete and the
rest of 'em?’

The possemen began arriving, but
ten minutes and more passed before
the last of them had climbed aboard
the tender. Roberts got up in the cab
with the crew.

“Git this old boiler perkin’,” he told
Ed. “We've lost a' lot of time. Be
lucky if we don't git there too late.”

With her whistle blasting, Number
12 rolled out of town and began to
gather speed. By the time Boulder
City dropped behind, Gallagher had
the throttle wide open and the light
engine began to bob and sway over
the uncertain roadbed.

T WAS less -than five miles to the

Spanish Ranch, a show place and
the home of Hamilcar and other fa-
mous thoroughbreds. The ranch
buildings were visible in the distance
before the sheriff caught his first
glimpse of the three horsemen toil-
ing over the road, their horses held
at a driving gallop.

The speeding engine drew abreast
of them rapidly. The men on the
tender raised their rifles and let go
with a scattering blast. It was noisy
and it .relieved the tension of the
possemen; otherwise, at a distance of
a mile, all it accomplished was to
warn the fleeing bandits that pursuit
was close and from an unexpected di-

rection.

“You're goin’ to be too late!” Gal-
lagher shouted to Ty.

“l dunno!” the latter growled. “It’s
goin’ to be close! If we had ranch
telephones in this country, like they
got around Cheyenne and Laramie, |
coulda called Mrs. Warren and had
hosses saddled and waitin’ for me. |
reckon we’'ll git some of them im-
provements after I'm dead and gone.”

He ordered the fireman to pull the
whistle cord and hold it uown. “It’ll
save some time if we let 'em know at
the ranch there’s somethin’ wrong.”

They drew ahead of the bandits,
only to lose speed a few moments la-
ter, as Gallagher slapped on the air.
He brought the engine to a grinding
stop a few yards short of the cross-
road that led out to the highway, still
a mile away.

Ty and his men leaped to the
ground and dashed across a field of
alfalfa to the ranch yard Rita War-
ren, the owner of the Spanish Ranch
since the death of her husband, and
most of her help, sensing that some-
thing was amiss, ran up to meet them.
In clipped sentences, Ty told her
what had happened and what he want-
ed.

With her usual efficiency Mrs.
Warren did her best to outfit them
quickly; but there were only three
horses in the corral. Others had to be
brought up from the pasture.

Ty, keeping an eye on the intersec-
tion of the crossroad and the main
thoroughfare to the north, saw the
three men, bobbing specks at that dis-
tance, sweep past.

Helpless to do anything about it,
he ground out an oath as he stood
there and saw them go. Several min-
utes passed before he was able to take
up the chase. With characteristic de-
termination, he flashed out of the
yard at the head of the posse, de-
termined to overhaul the quarry.

HEY WERE in the hills in a

few minutes after reaching the
highway, and drove on without catch-
ing sight of the bandits. The road
began to pitch higher and higher. To
get over the crest of the Slate Hills,
it doubled back in several places. On
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the third of these switchbacks, rifles
crashed without warning and the
slugs kicked up the dust on front
of the posse. The firing came from
above and was unanswerable.

Ty got his men through it un-
scathed, but they had suddenly begun
to remind themselves that it wasn't
their bank that had been robbed. It
had a noticeably discouraging effect
on their enthusiasm for the business
in hand.

Being an experienced man, Ty Ro-
berts sensed it. He tried to drive
them on.

“No need to be reckless about this,
Ty,” Pete Van Buskirk complained.
“Stop one of them slugs and a man
could be a long time gittin’ over it.”

By the middle of the afternoon Ty
called a halt; he was convinced that
further pursuit was useless.

High in the Dry Creek Mountains
by now, Rocky and his companions
eased up, confident that they had
nothing to fear immediately. They
had reached Boulder City by the
same route they were travelling now
and had had the foresight to leave
three horses at a small hay ranch well
down the western slope of the range.
They found the animals waiting for
them. With fresh broncs under them,
they rode the rest of that afternoon
and well into the night. When morn-
ing came, they were across the line,
in lIdaho, with no telegraph wires to
carry evil tidings ahead of them.

Haze Bender still carried the can-
vas sack that contained the proceeds
of the foray at Boulder City. They
had food, and they were ravenously
hungry, but before breaking their
fast, they had a look at the contents
of the sack.

Haze counted it out.

“Hell!” he growled, his disappoint-
ment immediately reflected on the
faces of his companions. “It scarce
totes up to seven thousand!”

“Seven thousand?” Rocky’s tone
was icy and incredible.

Little Pat swore softly. “Why, that
ain’'t nuthin’ for a bank as solid as
that! The two of yuh musta missed
sunthin’!”

“Yeh,” Rocky agreed,
must have!”

"we sure

S 2/

OCKY and his two
companions were
keenly aware of the
fact that the law
had a long arm and

could reach into
Idaho for them.
Since three men

were known to have

robbed the Boulder

City bank, it became

the first order of
business with them to separate as
soon as practicable, each going his
own way until they rendezvoused in
Denver.

They had the Oregon Short Line
Railroad less than a hundred miles
ahead of them. Each reached it on
his own in the next several days.
Rocky went north to Butte and ar-
rived in Denver by that round-about
route; Haze Bender boarded a train
at ldaho Falls, went only as far as
Pocatello and there took the Union
Pacific and travelled ooldly across the
width of Wyoming; little Pat Heeney
went into Ogden and caught a Rio
Grande train through Colorado. Long
before the horses they had abandoned
wandered into an Idaho ranch on the
South Fork of the Snake, the three
wanted men were taking things easy
in Denver, but not living together,
since Rocky still held that to be
dangerous. They remained in daily
contact.

A third-class hovel, on lower Six-
teenth Street and within a block of
the Union Depot, became Rocky’s
headquarters. He had long since shed
the range garb he had worn at Boul-
der City. He was a conservative dress-
er, and whenever he went up town in
the evening to dine alone at the Al-
bany or Brown Palace, he had the
look of a cultured and seemingly
prosperous man of the world.

He had no cronies in Denver and
wanted none. While Haze and Pat
were tossing their money away and
enjoying themselves, he began cast-
ing around in his mind for the next
venture. The lean pickings at Boul-
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der City had been a bitter disappoint-
ment to him, considering the risk in-
volved.

With stockmen and mining men
having business in Denver the year
around, there was a demand for out-
of-town newspapers. A stand near the
Albany displayed journals from all
over the Rocky Mountain States.
Rocky became one of its best custom-
ers. Armed with half-a-dozen news-
papers, he would return to his room
and spend the greater part of the day
pouring over them, hoping, as he put
it, “to spot something that looked
good.”

It was in this way that a copy of
the Boulder City Mercury came into
his hands. He started to read it care-
fully, expecting to find some refer-
ence to the recent robbery. But the
robbery was old news by now, and all
he found was a brief statement to the
effect that the auditors for the bond-
ing company that had insured the
First National against loss by theft
had just completed their work and it
could be stated officially now that the
bandits had got away with $34,109.00.

It pulled Rocky to the edge of his
chair, and he read and reread the
startling figures. There was no mis-
take about it; there they were in bold
type—%$34,109.00. And as the Mercury
said, they were official.

“Thirty-four thousand !” He
couldn't get over it. “I'll say we

missed something!”
ethodically he went over
M every moment of the few tense
minutes Haze and he had spent in the
First National. He could see the lay-
out with photographic clearness; re-
called every move Oatman had made;
dwelt at length over the fact that the
man had offered no opposition, not by
word nor even by facial expression.

Little things stuck in his mind, and
he put them together painstakingly.
When Haze and little Pat dropped
in that evening, he was prepared to
give them what he was convinced was
the only logical answer to the rid-
dle.

“There must be a mistake some-
wheres, Rocky,” Haze protested. “We
couldn’t have missed that much.”

“We didn’t miss anything,” was the
flat answer. “The dough wasn't there
for us to miss. There was something
screwy with that bank. That guy was
the president of it; we did him a fav-
or in knocking it off.”

He saw doubt in the eyes of the two
men and it tended to infuriate him.
“Why don’t you use your brains?” he
rapped. “Somebody had helped him-
self to all that jack before we showed
up. It wasn't the janitor or some
twenty-five-dollar a week teller. His
name was Oatman, and you can bet
your life on it; you didn't see him
even start to make a move, did you?”

“But you had him covered,” Haze
argued. “He’d have been a sucker to
go for the gong or the shotgun | saw
on the shelf.”

“Yeh!” Rocky burst out hotly.
“And maybe you can tell me why he
waited so long to sound the alarm af-
ter we pulled away. We were damned
near out of town before we heard
that shotgun go off... The two of
you can think what you please about
it, but I ain’'t forgetting it. Maybe
I'll do something about it some day.”

“That's water over the dam,” said
Pat. “Why worry yourself? Besides,
we got other fish to fry. And the
sooner the better, Rocky.”

He gave them a long glance and
said, “What do you mean?”

“Haze and me are broke.”

Rocky’s laugh was disinterested.
“So soon?” he inquired. "I told you
to take it easy... What was it this
time, dice?”

“Yeh,” Pat admitted ruefully. “It
went faster 'n usual. But we got sun-
thin’ lined up. Not big, but she's
okay.”

It concerned a sugar beet refinery,
a few miles out of Denver, and a
payroll. Rocky shook his head. “Not
for me. It's too close to our home
base, for one thing; and that stake
ain’'t big enough for the gamble we'd
have to take. If the two of you need
money, I'll stand for a touch.”

“We don't want to make a touch,”
Haze told him. “This job will take
care of that. Mebbe it won’t amount
to more than thirty-five hundred, but
it's a natural. We can knock it off
and be back before the wolves start
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yelpin’. We had a guy in town last
night who works out there in the of-
fice. We poured some likker into him
and got him to talkin’. We went out
today and looked things over. The
way it works is like this, Rocky:
the cashier gits the money at the
bank in Denver Saturday mornin’ and
takes the ten o’clock Burlington lo-
cal out to this little station near the
mill. He gits in his rig and has about
two miles to drive. It's jest open
prairie; no house, no nothin’. The
road crosses a little crick. That's the
place to give him the business.”

“We can tie him up and toss him
back in his rig and lead the hoss off
in the brush where it won't be found
till they start lookin’ for him,” Haze
continued. “It’s jest a short hike back
to the railroad. We can grab a freight
and be back in town in no time. That's
all there’ll be to it.”

Rocky said no. He was adamant,
“That's not my dish. But don't let
me stop you; if you like it so much,
go it alone.”

“Wal, we will!” Pat snapped, an-
gered by his refusal. “Tomorrow’s
Saturday. We ain’'t waitin’ till next
week.”

“Okay,” Rocky told them. “Just
stay away from me for a few days. |
don’t want these Denver dicks pick-
ing me up for questioning."

O MAKE sure that Haze and Pat

would not lead the law back to
him, in case something -went wrong,
he moved .out of the hotel early in
the morning and took a room uptown
near the capitol.

The afternoon papers carried in-
teresting reading for him. It was on
the front-page, in big headlines. A se-
ries of payroll robberies had made
the executives at the mill suspicious
and they had asked the sheriff's of-
fierfto have an armed deputv accom-
pany their cashier. The attempted
robbery had been foiled, and with dis-
astrous results. Little Pat had been
killed on the spot and Haze, making a
run for it, had been slain an hour
later while resisting arrest.

It gave Rocky pause. “The fools!
The damned fools!” he muttered over
and over to himself.

He regretted their passing, but
without feeling any great sense of
personal loss; chance had thrown
them together, and because it suited
their purpose, they had gone into
partnership. Now—just as casually—
chance had intervened again, severing
all threads.

Rocky knew that if the police had
discovered anything connecting him
him with the slain men, he could best
avoid detection by sitting tight. For
several days, he wandered" about the
statehouse grounds, watching the
house in which he had his room as he
pretended to be engrossed in a news-
paper or book. There was a small res-
taurant around the corner. He took
his meals there. Behind his affable
smile, he regarded all men with a
deep suspicion.

But no one came to question his
landlady. When a week had passed, he
began to breath easier.

“I'm okay,” he told himself. “If
they had anything on me, they'd have
been here by now.”

HE TENSION that had so sore-

ly tried his detachment began to
fade. He went back to his reading,
only to find that it no longer inter-
ested him. A new kind of uneasiness
had come to him. He couldn't under-
stand it; peace of mind had always
been his. Finally he realized that it
was his own indecision that was trou-
bling him. He stood at the crossroads
now; he could go on as he had been
doing for the past year or-set his
sights in another direction. He had
little to fear from the past, fate hav-
ing obligingly removed the only two
men who could bear witness against
him. Somewhere, and without too
much searching, he could find new
accomplices who would serve him as
well as Haze and Pat had, if that was
the way he wanted to go.

He made his decision, and it was
not dictated by any twinge of regret
for the past or the moral values in-
volved. “I'm through with it.” he told
himself. “I've been pressing my luck
a long time.”

Rocky wasn’t thinking of turning
over a new leaf; what he proposed to
do was find some less dangerous
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means of turning an easy dollar. “I've
got a comfortable stake,” he thought.
"l don’t have to be in a hurry; some-
thing will shape up.”

He continued to buy the Boulder
City Mercury. It was a slovenly little
sheet, sprinkled with typographical
errors and a misplaced head or two.
The latter carelessness sometimes
proved to be amusing. As for in-
stance, when what Rocky was led to
believe to be an item of mining news,
headlined “Old Reliable Desert Queen
In Production Again,” proceeded to
inform the startled reader that Mrs.
Sam Orlando, of Pumpernickle Val-
ley, had just presented her husband
with still another set of twins. On
the back page, he found the missing
story of the Desert Queen hiding un-
der a caption that said “Rich Divi-
dend For Ranch Couple.”

Rocky enjoyed every line of it
Though the Mercury was always a
week old when it came into his hands,
he perused it with far greater inter-
est than the latest Denver newspaper
held for him. It was indicative of
what was on his mind; he was wed-
ded to the idea of returning to Boul-
der City. Subconsciously, his plans
had been taking shape for days.

He was moving freely about Den-
ver once more, apparently just killing
time. Actually, his mind had never
been busier. It was his way to ex-
plore his plans negatively, experience
having taught him that if they had a
weakness, that was the way to find
it. But no reason, compelling enough
to dissuade him, came of all his co-
gitation.

From reading the Mercury, he was
becoming intimately acquainted with
Boulder City. He knew that the Bon
Ton Department Store was having a
summer furniture sale, everything
marked down twenty-five per cent;
that the new lights were being in-
stalled on Markey Street; that Dr.
Amos Galloway, the chiropractor,
would be in town at the Boulder Inn
for three days, beginning on the 19th
and would be pleased to see old pa-
tients abd new; that Frank Grim-
wood, the attorney, (and evidently
something of a geologist and amateur
wildcatter) had discovered some in-

teresting fossils on the Blue Rock
desert and was more convinced than
ever that oil would be found when a
test well was put down.

Rocky often saw Charlie Oatmans
name in the Mercury. In fact, that
was the first thing he looked for. One
day he read that Mr. and Mrs. Charles
Oatman had left for the West Coast
to join their daughter Antoinette at
Monterey, for a brief vacation.

It was Rocky’s opinion that Oat-
man needed a vacation.

HERE WAS word about the

Spanish Ranch. He knew it by
sight, if not by name. Mrs. Warren
had just shipped a string of horses
down to the Emeryville track, out-
side of San Francisco, for th? late
summer meeting.

Rocky had once been a rabid racing
fan and was familiar with most West-
ern tracks. He knew the Warren silks,
maize and green, and had seen Hamil-
car run at El Paso and Tia Juana.
Otherwise, Rita Warren was just a
name to him. According to the “lsr-
cury, she was confident that one of
the horses she was shipping to Calif-
ornia, Hannabal, by name and the
son of Hamilcar, would do better as
a three-year old than his famous sire.

“1 wonder if this could be the tip-
off for me,” Rocky mused lightly.
When he went out for dinner, ne
bought a racing sheet. Looking over
the entries for the following day at
Emeryville, he found Hannibal was
entered in the third race, at an attrac-
tive price.

In those days it was easy to place
a bet on a horse in Denver. He out
ten dollars on Hannibal to win. Two
dollars would have done as well as
ten or a thousand, for what Rocky
wanted from the race was an omen,
not money.

Due to the difference in time, it
was after five o’clock the following
afternoon before the results were
available in Denver. Hannibal had
won easily.

“That does it!” Rocky assured him-
self. “That's the old hunch I've been
waiting for. I'll have a tailor make
me a couple new suits. When they're
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ready, I'm buying a ticket for Boul-
der City.”

HERE was one

thing Boulder City
liked about Tony
Oatman; she had
had, as they put it,
“all the advantages”
but she had never
felt herself too
good for Boulder
City and Wyo-
ming. Other girls,
daughters of
wealthy stockmen mostly, had gone
off to distant universities and the
outside world to return with their
pretty noses held disdainfully high.

Rocky noticed her the moment she
walked into the dining room at the
Boulder Inn. He had been in town
three days, waiting. “Class,” he told
himself, not surmising who she was
“1 could go for that, red hair and all.”

He began to take a long time over
his lunch, watching her as she or-
dered. Her voice reached him faintly
across the room, from the table for
two near a window. It had tones that
stirred something in him.

“Steel in her,” he mused, “and sharp
claws to go with it.”

In his words, he “never went over-
board for any dame.” But he was in-
terested, and he had not been interest-
ed in that way for a long time.

Tony pretended to be unaware of

him, without making it obvious. Sev-
eral times she glanced in his direc-
tion, wondering who he might be.
«Rocky wasn't fooled. Boulder City
was small; they’'d meet again, and it
would be different the next time, he
assured himself.

When he sauntered out, he passed
close to her table and overheard the
waitress address her as Miss Oatman.
In his surprise, his pulse skipped a
beat and he almost bumped into a
chair at a nearby table.

“So that's the way it is!” he
thought, as he reached the door. “I
might have known!”

He sat down and smoked a con-
templative cigarette. When Tony
came out, his glance followed her
down the street until she turned into
the Bon Ton. Rocky smiled inscruta-
bly. He felt he could congratulate
himself on having returned to Boul-
der City, and doubly so now.

He took it for granted that Tony
had not come home alone. “I'll walk
into the bank and have a little talk
with her old man about three o’clock,”
he promised himself. “He’'ll see it
my way.”

Rocky was confident now; Oatman
wouldn't risk exposure for his
daughter's sake, if not for his own.

E HAD been in the bank every

day since his arrival, using one
excuse or another for his presence.
It had enabled him to overcome the
slightest trace of uneasiness at being
back in the First National. When he
walked in that afternoon, he was con-
fident and perfectly at ease. Oatman
was at his desk. Their eyes met, and
Rocky bowed to him. Leaning over
the rail, he said: “My name is Wil-
liam Jeanette, Mr. Oatman. I've been
in town for several days, waiting for
you to return from the Coast. | have
a little business 1 want to discuss
with you.”

Oatman found nothing familiar
about this affable young stranger
with the crooked smile and level gray
eyes. He got to his feet and opened
the gate. “Come in,” he invited and
went so far as to offer Rocky his
hand. “l presume you are a stock
buyer from the East.”

Rocky's smile broadened. “l hate
to disappoint you, Mr. Oatman, but
I'm not in Boulder City to buy cattle.
I'm here to go into business for my-
self.”

“That's interesting, indeed!” Oat-
man beamed on him in his best
Chamber of Commerce manner.
“We've got the finest town of it;
size in Wyoming, Mr. Jeanette. And
it's going to get better; it's going to
grow.” He checked himself rather
abruptly. “What type of business are
you thinking of.”

“Insurance and real estate.”

The president of the First Nation-
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al shoolt his head dubiously. “I don't
want to throw cold water on your
plans, Mr. Jeanette, but that field is
pretty well covered.”

“1 know,” Rocky admitted, unper-
turbed. “I've made some inquiries. |
can buy the Morrell business at a
reasonable figure. I'll do all right,”
he continued, lov/ering his voice
against the chance of being over-
heard. “I have some details to lay
before you of very private nature. |
suggest that | come back after the
bank closes, when we can be alone
and speak freely.”

It rang an alarm in Oatman’s brain.
He sat up, bristling.

“That’'s a very unusual request,” he
declared brusquely. “I sit here all day
and discuss matters of a personal na-
ture during banking hours. I. ..What
do the details you mention concern?”

Rocky had risen. Bending over, he
said: “They concern the discrepancy
between the $34,109.00 the bonding
company found missing after this
bank was held up a few weeks ago
and the less than $7,000.00 the bandits
got.”

He saw Oatman wilt and for a mo-
ment he thought the man was going
to have a stroke. “You'll see me at the
door, when | drop back,” he said.
“Just let me in and we’ll arrive at an
understanding that will be satisfac-
tory to both of us.”

O CKY sauntered
out, completely sa-
tisfied with the be-
ginning he had
made. He was going
to enjoy settling
down to respectabi-
lity; he'd find ways
to make it pay.
Rocky kept Oat-
man waiting an
hour. It was deliber-
ate on his part; his way of breaking
the man down. The latter attempted
to put up a bold front when he ad-
mitted him.
When they sat down at Oatman’s
the middle drawer was half

open, exposing a .44. This was deli-
berate, too; Oatman’s way of inform-
ing Rocky that he didn't intend to
be pushed around. “Go ahead and
speak your piece, Jeanette,” he said,
coldly hostile.

Rocky smiled. “We don’'t have to
start off as unfriendly as that, Mr.
Oatman; I'm not here to shake you
down.”

“That’s decent of you,” was the
cuttingly sarcastic response. “l've
never done anything to make me
afraid of being blackmailed. Where
do you get the preposterous informa-
tion that the men who robbed this
bank got away with only seven thou-
sand dollars?”

“l counted the money,
man.”

Rocky spoke so casually that the
full significance of the surprising
statement did not register on Oatman
for a moment. When it did, he sat
there transfixed.

Ty Roberts, the sheriff, passed the
bank. Looking in through the win-
dow and seeing Oatman at his desk
he raised his hand in a friendly sa-
lute. Oatman saw him, but he was
too preoccupied to respond. Finally,
he said: “I'm beginning to remember
you. You're one of the three men who
robbed this institution. It was you
who shoved the gun in my face.”

Rocky spread his hands in a de-
precatory gesture. “Why go into that,
Mr. Oatman. You don't hear me ac-
cusing you of getting away, with
better than twenty-five thousand. All
I'm saying is that there was a discre-
pancy. I'm not interested in who got
it or where it went. Maybe you can
explain; perhaps it would be mighty
embarrassing if you were called on to
try. | know it would embarrass me if
I had to explain how | happen to
know so much about it.”

Oatman glared at him in scornful
silence for a moment. “You've got
brass, Jeanette—too much brass for
your own good! You've overplayed
your hand this time. I'll turn you
over to the sheriff if it's the last
thing |1 do on this earth.”

Rocky shook his head, completely
undisturbed. “I'm sure you’ll do noth-

Mr. Oat-
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ing of the sort—not when you've
thought it over. You know my secret,
Mr. Oatman, and | know yours;
we’'ll do well to leave it that way.”

“Who else knows it?” Oatman de-
manded tensely.

“No one.”

“There were three—"

“Two of them are dead. No brains,
Mr. Oatman. They tried a little job
on their own and were Kkilled. It
makes everything airtight for us.
We’ll never have to worry about
them.”

HARLIE OATMAN thought
long and hard. “What's your
price, Jeanette? How much do you
want to clear out of Boulder City and
never come back?”

“You don’'t get me at all, Mr. Oat-
man,” Rocky protested, with a mild
show of impatience. “I've got a few
thousand; I'm not after your money.
Nor am | interested in leaving town.
I spent a lot of time thinking things
out before | made a move. | figure |
can do all right here.”

“Not in the real estate and insur-
ance business; you'll be lucky to make
a living.”

“After |
branch out.” :

Oatman nodded. “That's what I'm
afraid of.” It was cool in the bank,
but his thinning reddish hair was
damp with perspiration.

“You needn’t be afraid of that—not
the way you mean it,” Rocky told
him. “I'll make myself a credit to
Boulder City. The law will never have
any occasion to put a finger on me,
and not because I'm so honest all of a
sudden. There's a better reason; |
know the other way doesn’t pay off.”

Oatman had aged ten years in the
past few minutes. He took out a hand-
kerchief and mopped his face and
polished his glasses. Desperate, his
head throbbing so violently he could
not think clearly, he could find no
way to escape from his dilemma. He
wasn't underestimating Rocky. Up to
now the man had used a velvet paw;
but the claws were there, concealed
and ready to be used if he were
defied.

get set, perhaps | can
<

The gun in the open drawer mocked
Oatman with its nearness. He doubt-
ed that his trembling fingers could
pick it up cleanly and use it quickly
enough to count. Without doubt
Rocky was armed and no novice
with a gun. Then, too, Killing him
would leave some ugly questions to
be answered.

Rocky followed his train of
thought perfectly. “I'm glad you see
it that way, Mr. Oatman,” he said
quietly. “Neither one of us could
afford anything like that.”

He reached out and closed the
drawer. “Give me the same break I'm
giving you,” he went on. “That’s all
I want.”

Oatman regarded him with a vast
and bitter distrust. “Be done with
your fiendish cat and mouse game!”
he whipped out thinly. “You've got
your price, and you expect me to pay
it! Why sit there and tell me you're
giving me a break?”

“I'll tell you why,” said Rocky. “If
a fellow walks into a bank with a gun
in his fist, he's there to take what-
ever he can grab, and he doesn't in-
tend to return it. There's no excuse
for him unless he changes his ways.
It's different with an honorable man
who has done everything he could
for his community. If things sudden-
ly go wrong for him and he gets
caught in a financial jam, maybe he
takes a chance to save himself, fig-
uring he can make good if he can buy
a little time. Usually it works out all
right. Sometimes it goes the other
way. That doesn’t make an honorable
man a crook, in my eyes.. .After all,
Mr. Oatman, what's twenty-five,
thirty thousand dollars to you?”
Rocky spread his hands eloquently.
“You're a rich man. Let the market
come back a little and the price of
beef go up. Why, you'll be sitting
pretty again. I'm sure you'll find
some way of reimbursing the bonding
company—and without anyone being
the wiser; but that's your business.”

Rocky was all steel now, his gray
eyes cold and purposeful. “1 don’t
want to know what you do about it,
but I can tell you that | don’t pro-
pose ever to refer to it again. That's
what | mean when | say give me the



BANDIT BARGAIN 21

same break I'm giving you; 1 want
you to take me as | am and forget
the past.”

They fenced with their eyes for
a long moment and Oatman uncon-
sciously moistened his parched lips
with his tongue. “Jeanette, you don't
mean a word of it. You're too smooth
and too hard for that. What you pro-
pose to do is grind me down—keep
me under your heel. I won't know
from one hour to the next where I
stand. Whenever it pleases your pur-
pose, you'll turn the screws. You'll
enjoy seeing me squirm. If 1 don't
dance to your tune, you'll threaten me
with exposure and disgrace.”

“No, Oatman, |I'm too smart to risk
anything like that. To put it bluntly,
you've got as much on me as | have
on you. | figure that's your guarantee
and mine that neither of us will start
rocking the boat.”

Oatman shook his head hopelessly.
“You've got the whip hand on me
from the start. Exposure and dis-
grace would mean little to you; I've
got my family to think of—my wife
and daughter—and my position in
Boulder City... .You've got some-
thing definite in mind, Jeanette.
What is it? What do you want me to
do for you?”

“l want you to set me in with the
right people. I'll buy out Morrell. The
bank controls a lot of insurance busi-
ness through the mortgages it holds.
You can shove it my way. Anybody
who is anybody in Boulder City be-
longs to the Business Men’s Club.
When you get around to it, I'd ap-
preciate it if you took me to one of
the weekly luncheons and put me up
for membership.”

Oatman winced. Rocky’s demands
were modest, but he told himself this
was only the beginning. “All right,”
he muttered soberly, “I've got to
knuckle under to you. But I'm warn-
ing you: watch your step carefully.
There’s a limit beyond which | won't
go, no matter what it does to me.”

As they sat talking, someone tapped
on the window. It was Tony. She
beckoned for her father to let her
in. Oatman stifled a groan.

“This is my daughter,” he snapped.

“I'll have to ask you to leave, Jean-
ette.”

“Certainly," Rocky agreed, though
he intended to force an introduction
if necessary. “We've finished our
business. I'll open a modest account
with the bank tomorrow. Some papers
will have to be drawn up between
Morrell and me. I'll need a lawyer.
Can you suggest a good one?”

“Frank Grimwood is the attorney
for the bank. His offices are across
the street in the Oatman Building.”

They walked to the door together.
Tony was standing there when it was
opened.

Oatman intended that Rocky should
step out and be on his way. The sit-
uation grew more awkward by the
second when he stood his ground. It
forced the banker’s hand.

“Tony, this is Mr. Jeanette; my
daughter,” he said.

Rocky bowed. “This is a pleasure.
Miss Oatman.”

Tony had a smile for him. “Your
first visit to Boulder City, Mr. Jean-
ette?”

“No, I've been here before,” he said,
with the slightest hesitation. “This
time, I'm here to stay.”

Tony glanced at her father for an
explanation.

“Mr. Jeanette is taking over Carl
Morrell's business,” the latter ex-
plained.

“Then we’ll be seeing each other
often, Mr. Jeanette,” said Tony.
SMr.-"

“William Jeanette. My friends call
me Rocky.”

“Rocky.” Tony tried the sound of
it on her lips. “After you get settled,
you must come up to the house for
dinner some evening.”

An apoplectic hue swept over Oat-
man’s face. Tony didn't notice; Rocky
had her attention. “That's kind of
you,” he said. He thanked her again,
and saying good afternoon, took his
leave.

Tony's eyes followed him as he
crossed the street.

“What an attractive man,” she mur-
mured. “He has a very engaging way
about him, Father.”

“Very!” Oatman muttered grimly.
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HARLES, | simply
can't understand
your attitude to-

ward Mr. Jeanette,”
Celia Oatman said
one evening as she
and her husband sat
out on the porch
after dinner. They
were alone at the
time. “Tony and |
never mention his
name but what you manage to let us
know you disapprove of him. It's not
like you to be two-faced about any-
thing.”

Oatman glanced up from his news-
paper. The past three weeks had been
trying ones for him. He had held
himself in and thought he had hand-
led the unbearable situation rather
well.

“What do you mean by that, Ceel?”
he inquired.

“Why, away from this house, you
can't do enough for William Jeanette.
You sponsored him at' the club and
have introduced him around among
your friends and business acquaint-
ances. | don’'t believe it's any secret
that you are sending every bit of busi-
ness you can to him.”

“1 wouldn’t worry about it,” he ad-
vised rather brusquely. “A stranger
shows up in town who may be ac-
ceptable in a'business way; that
doesn’'t mean jmu have to take him
into your home. He’'s been here for
dinner two or three times already.
I've noticed how you and Tony go out
of your way to be nice to him. If
Frank Grimwood is lucky enough to
be asked up, he's treated to pot luck
with us. Not Jeanette; there has to
be fussing and fixings.”

“That’'s unfair,” Mrs. Oatman pro-
tested. “You know how much 1 ad-
mire Frank. He's always welcome.
When he first came to town, two
years ago, | fussed, as you put it, for
him, but you don’'t keep that up after
you get to be old friends. | always
say you never really know anyone
until you can eat in the kitchen with
them without feeling embarrassed.”

“That's my point exactly,” he ob-
served. “We don't know anything
about Jeanette. And you needn’t ask
me what I've got against him; |
haven’'t anything against him.”

“He's being invited everywhere,”
Celia Oatman smiled to herself. “I
wonder, Charles, if you're not a bit
jealous of him.”

“Jealous?” Oatman’s tone was crisp
with amazement.

“Over that deal he made for the va-
cant corner lot next to the Bon Ton.
I know you’'ve had your eye on it for
a long time. | remember you told me
you were sure you could turn it over
to Louie Abramson at a nice profit if
you could get your hands on it.”

“So | could have,” Oatman admit-
ted. “Jeanette made a nice thing out
of it. He went down to Rawlins and
caught Mrs. Chapin in the right mood
and talked her into selling. I don't
begrudge him his profit. Louie's go-
ing to build right away, a two-story
brick to match the rest of the Bon
Ton. That'll make Bridger Street look
better; that vacant corner has always
been an eye-sore to me.”

E TURNED back to his news-

paper, or pretended to. It was
his way of indicating that he had
nothing further to say. The situation
held a measure of bitter irony for
him, too; the securities market had be-
gun to recover and beef prices were
climbing higher than anyone had rea-
son to expect. Rocky’s prediction was
coming to pass; in a few weeks, 'he
would be back on solid ground, finan-
cially.

Charlie Oatman found little com-
fort in his returning prosperity; it
came too late. Two months back, it
would have made everything right
for him. But no longer could money
make him a free man; he was chained
to Rocky. Making full restitution to
the bonding company would not
break those shackles. It would loosen
their grip on him, however, and make
it possible for him to fight back; but
even that was denied him.

Oatman had given it a lot of
thought. He had even considered
ways as absurd as finding a sack of
money that the bandits had dropped
in their haste. It always brought him
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up against a stone wall; the State
Bank Examiner had gone over the
carefully doctored books and found
nothing amiss. So had the auditors for
the bonding company. Those figures
had to stand now. They were his
figures; question them, and the roof
would fall in on him.

The strain he was under had begun
to affect his health; but there was
no one, his wife and daughter least
of all, to whom he could unburden
himself. Fearing and loathing Rocky,
he had scrutinized every move the
man made. He was forced to acknowl-
edge, however grudgingly, that, up to
now, Rocky had conducted himself in
an exemplary manner; it only served
to deepen his conviction that, sooner
or later, the crookedness and larceny
that were in the self-confessed young
blackleg would come to the surface.

Celia Oatman regarded her hus-
band in silence, over the top of his
newspaper. “Charles, why don’'t you
drop in and see Dr. Wingaard and let
him look you over,” she said, without
warning. Oatman brought his news-
paper down promptly.

“What's the reason for that?” he
demanded irritably. “There’s nothing
wrong with me. | don't need any of
Wingaard’s pills.”

“There’'s something wrong with
you,” she insisted. “l can’'t imagine
what it is. Is it possible you're worry-
ing over Tony? | mean about her and
Rocky Jeanette.”

“Of course I'mworried!” he blurted
out, exasperation getting the better of
him. “I don't like it a little bit, 1 can
tell you! She's getting entirely too
thick with him to suit me. She knows
she can paint; she doesn’'t need Jean-
ette to tell her so. But she seems to
eat up everything he has to say. Toss-
ing Charlie Russell’s name at her, and
a couple other Western painters who
have hit the top, as though he was on
intimate terms with them! Tony’s al-
ways been so level-headed, you'd
think she'd see through his cheap
flattery.... And what about Frank
Grimwood? | understand she was in
love with him.”

Celia Oatman believed she at last
had the answer to the riddle that had
perplexed her for days, and there was
r "ote of relief in her soft laughter.

“You are distressing yourself need-

lessly, Charles. There’'s nothing ro-
mantic about Tony’'s interest in
Rocky. 1 know.” Celia pressed her

lips together firmly. She could be
very positive when occasion required.
“He’'s entertaining; he's been every-
where. Naturally, she enjoys his com-
pany. I'm glad she’'s found someone
here who understands her viewpoint.
Getting upset over anything as in-
nocent as this is ridiculous. Certainly
Frank Grimwood doesn’t object; if he
felt he was in any danger of olaying
second fiddle to Rocky, they
wouldn’'t be so friendly.”

“Hunh!” was Oatman'’s caustic com-
ment. “1 hope you're right!” Not try-
ing to hide his annoyance, he got up
and put on his hat. “I'm going down-
town for a few minutes.”

TONY HAD driven out this even-

ing with Frank and Rocky; they
had become a familiar threesome at
the lake. Without any encouragement
from her, several town girls had tried
unsuccessfully to make it a foursome.
Rocky hadn’t given them any encour-
agement, either. With ingratiating
diplomacy, however, he had avoided
turning his admirers into enemies.
Furthermore, he wasn’t permitting his
interest in Tony to get out of hand;
she wasn’t making it easy for him. He
knew Frank was devoted to her. It
was not because he had become gen-
uinely fond of the young lawyer that
he held off; Grimwood could help
him to get on; and that came first
with Rocky.

He wasn't underestimating Frank
Grimwood, with his plain face and
quiet, self-effacing manner, the least
bit; beneath the mild surface, he saw
a man of stern, fighting character
who wasn't likely to be betrayed by
his emotions nor turned aside from
any goal he set for himself. These
were characteristics of great virtue
in Rocky’s eyes. He was convinced
that he, himself, was cut along those
lines. Accordingly, he respected
Grimwood and never forgot to be
careful with him.

Dancing with Tony, Rocky caught
a glimpse of Grimwood standing in
the veranda doorway, an amused
smile on his face. Rocky swung that
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way and asked him if he wanted to
cut in.

“No,” Frank answered. “Buck’s go-
ing too strong for me right now. I'll
wait till he cools off a bit.”

Rocky and Tony danced away.
“You're very pretty tonight, Tony,”
he murmured.

“Thank you,” she said, acknowl-
edging the compliment with a pleased
smile. “Nothing special. I'm begin-
ning to feel thoroughly rested for the
first time since | got back....l un-
derstand you and Frank are pulling
out at daylight for the desert.”

Rocky nodded.

“You'll enjoy it if the wind doesn’t
kick up. I've been over parts of the
Blue Rock many times. | love its
moods. Perhaps that's why | always
find it a bit scarey. .. .Frank’s going
to show you what he's found out
there, of course.”

“Yeh.” Rocky grinned. “He says
he’ll convince me that there's oil
there.”

“Do you know anything about oil?”

“Not a thing. No one seems to think
Frank knows anything about it, eith-
er. But | don't know why there
shouldn’'t be oil in Wyoming. Come
up with a new idea, or try to do
something different, and the usual
run of people will say it's nonsense.”

Tony nodded. “Don't | know?
When | said | was going to paint,
everyone said | was crazy. The only
encouragement | got was from Mom.
It used to shock Father almost to
death to have me walk into the bank
in Levis and a cotton shirt to tell him
I was going out on the range alone for
a day or two with my easel. To this
day, Joe Evans doesn’'t think it seem-
ly for me to be hanging around cow
camps and Indian Reservations. But
I guess he's gradually coming around
to thinking I may amount to some-
thing. | caught him in the bank yes-
terday, sitting there studying that
painting of mine. He had a far-away
look in his eyes, as though it had
rolled back the years for him.”

Rocky’s mood was suddenly sober.
“You're having a good time, Tony—
doing what you want to do. A person
can make a mistake or two but if he
believes in himself that won't stop

him; he can get about what he wants
out of life.”

HE LOOKED up at him, wonder-

ing what lay behind his words.
His gray eyes were unreadable. In
his face, however, she found some-
thing that she had never seen there
before. It was as though something
deep within him had momentarily
come to the surface, touching him
with a vague and obscure regret.

Tony felt the tug of it. She didn't
ask herself why; Rocky smiled then,
and the moment was gone.

“Frank should know something
about oil,” she said quickly, looking
away. “His father was an oil man.
back in Wood County, Ohio. Frank
worked in the field with him every
summer while he was going through
law school. He's studied geology and
petrology, so he isn't going altogeth-
er by guess or by gosh... .1 don’t sup-
pose I'm telling you anything you
don’t already know.”

“No,” Rocky admitted. “He’s talked
my arm off.”

“Don’t discourage him, Rocky.” It
was her turn to be serious. “Frank’s
the salt of the earth; he’s very fond
of you.”

s ~6 ~r

HEN Grimwood ar-
rived at the hotel at
four the next morn-
ing, with a saddled
horse for Rocky, he
found the Ilatter
waiting. “l swear
you look like a dude
in those togs,” he

declared laughing-
ly. “Everything
brand new from

“And they feel like it,” Rocky told
him. “1 didn’t have any range clothes;
I had to outfit myself... .This' is a
good-looking bronc you've got for
me.”

“One of the sheriff's horses. Ky
keeps a good string.”

Rocky swung up easily.

“No need to ask if you can ride,”
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Grimwood observed. "The way you
climbed into that saddle is the tip-
off.”

“I've done a little riding,” said
Rocky, and immediately changed the

subject. “What about breakfast?
There doesn’'t seem to be anything
open.”

“There’s an all-night Chink restau-
rant down by the depot that isn't too
bad. I've got some grub for this noon.
Rita’s invited us to stop for supper
on our way back, this evening. Re-
member?”

Rocky nodded. It was an invitation
he had promptly accepted.

A quick breakfast, and they were on
their way. The sun was just getting
up.
“Prettiest time of the day in this
Western country, said Rocky, as they
began to put Boulder City behind
them. To the north, the Dry Creek
Mountains appeared to have the color
and texture of puffs of pink and lav-
ender cotton. The air was redolent
with the tang of sage-brush.

“It is,” Grimwood agreed. “Tony’s
gotten me out early enough on two or
three occasions to reach the crest of
Round Butte in time to witness the
whole show.” He indicated Round
Butte, five miles to the east, with a
jerk of his head. “The sunrise takes
your breath away, when you're up
there.”

“And it's different every morning,”
remarked Rocky, his guard down.
“You might not think it, but that's
so; the colors are never quite the
same. It gets to a man.”

Grimwood regarded him with a
puzzled light in his eyes. Rocky
caught him shaking his head and was
wary at once.

“What is it?” he asked, with de-
ceiving carelessness.

Grimwood chuckled.

“l swear, you knock me off my
pins ever so often by saying some-
thing that 1I'd never expect to hear
from a city-bred stranger to Wyo-
ming.... You sure you're a tender-
foot?” he added facetiously.

“I'm beginning to wonder,” was
Rocky’s bantering response. He knew
he had slipped up; he was too wise to
walk away from it without covering

himself. The truth seemed to be the
best and handiest weapon. “I’'ve been
around some. | don’t know where you
get that city-bred stuff; western Mis-
souri was my home range, and when |
pulled away from the town where |
was born it was still just a wide spot
in the road. The only time anyone
ever heard anything about that neck
of the woods was when Frank and
Jesse James were on the loose.”

“Good thing you didn't take a leaf
out of their book,” said Grimwood.
“You wouldn’t be selling insurance in
Boulder City today if you had.”

Rocky shrugged and said, “You
never can tell about things like that
....Let’s push those broncs a little,
Frank. We got a long way to go, and
it's going to be hot later.”

THE SPANISH Ranch was not yet
astir when they passed. This was
the first time Rocky had seen it at
close range. It was obvious at a glance
that money had been poured into it
with a lavish hand. The main house
was a rambling structure of stone
and stucco, with a tile roof. Between
it and the cluster of buildings around
the stables and barns stood an old,
comfortable-looking two-story frame
house.

“That's the old Warren ranchhouse
that stood here when this was a cow
ranch,” Grimwood explained. “That
was before old Mark Warren, Ted’s
father, pulled up stakes and went to
Montana and made a million dollars
in copper. It's an attractive-looking
house today. A lot of work’s been
done on it. I've heard Rita say that
when she first saw it it was just a
wooden box with a roof on it. Jim
Fitzpatrick, her trainer, and his fam-
ily live there. He's had the Warren
horses from the beginning. Those
bungalows down by the stables are
for the riders and exercise boys and
the crew that works the ranch.”

“Took money to do all that,” said

Rocky.
“Rita has plenty left,” It answered
Rocky’s unasked question. “She

doesn’'t throw it away like Ted. He
was a crazy man with money.”

“What happened to him. An acci-
dent?”
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“Yeh, hunting accident. Nobody
knows exactly what occurred. He was
up in the Tetons, hunting elk with a
couple friends from the East. He
didn't come into camp one evening.
The guide found him next morning,
shot through the head. That was a
few months after | landed in Boulder
City. It was the general opinion that
Rita was well rid of him; he'd been
living on whiskey for a year or more.”

Over night Rocky had canvassed his
mind regarding Rita Warren. She was
not only tailored to his liking but she
could be the brake that would stop
him from getting over his head with
Tony Oatman.

He thought it over again this morn-
in, as Grimwood and he skirted the
eastern fringe of the Slate Hills.
Stripped of all else, attaching himself
to Rita held a promise of safety for
him, and not only because it would
help him to maintain the status quo
with Tony and Grimwood.

“She’s no Kid,” he mused. “In the
back of her head, she’ll question every-
thing I do. That'll make me careful on
her account as well as my own. |
might be sucker enough to toss away
the chance I've got in this town if |
didn’'t have somebody to slow me up.”

The country began to change soon
after they struck away from the hills.
By nine o’clock, they had open desert
ahead of them.

“The place we're heading for is
called Mustard Valley,” Grimwood
turned in his saddle to remark. “Just
sand, alkali flats and a little dwarf
sage. There's a big dry wash down the
middle of it. I don't know why they
call it avalley. It's really a big desert
coulee—a mile-wide depression sur-
rounded by ragged hills that were lev-
eled off by glacial action. Look ahead,
far down on the horizon, and you can
see the flat-tops I mean. You know
that rock-formations have been classi-
fied into age groups.”

Rocky nodded but didn’t appear too
sure.

“You find crude petroleum only in
the higher strata, never in metamor-
phic or crystalline formations. All the
other geological systems have pro-
duced it. Competent authorities say
that if oil is found in this part of the
United States it will be in the creta-

ceous strata. That's what we've got
here.”

He grinned as he saw the puzzled
look on Rocky’s face.

“Does all that scare you?” he
queried.

“Sounds pretty bad, Frank.”

“Well, don’t worry; | won't Snow
you under with scientific junk. I'll
convince you without going into that.

A NOTHER hour’s riding brought

them to the barrier reef of
slashed-off hills, or buttes, that en-
circled Mustard Valley. Grimwood
pulled up when they had the valley
spread out below them.

“There’'s my oil-field;
Valley.”

“And a tough-looking spot she is!”
Rocky declared with bitter emphasis.
“Doesn’t look as though even a coyote
could scratch a living down there.”

“It’s no bower of roses,” Grimwood
admitted. “Most—maybe all—of the
Blue Rock Desert was under water
at one time. It must have been a big
salt lake. I've found traces of a shore-
line in these hills and away over in
the Dry Creek Mountains. No trick to
find salt water fossils.”

“And that's good?”

“Well, it ain’'t bad, Rocky. There’s
two or three schools of thought on the
origin of petroleum. The gray-beard
used to think it was an inorganic sub-
stance, distilled from coal, at great
pressure. The majority opinion today
is that it's the result of the decompo-
sition of marine organisms, animal
and vegetable. But let's get down
there and poke around a little. 1 want
to give out something more substan-
tial than theory.”

They picked their way down and
ground-tied the ponies. Rocky looked
around, trying to locate the wide dry
wash Grimwood had mentioned. Its
banks were so shallow, in relation to
the rest of the depression that he had
to ask Frank to point it out to him.

“l can see it now,” Rocky said. “It
hasn't carried any water to speak of
in a good many years. A little, | sup-
pose, in the spring, when the snow’s
going off.”

Grimwood agreed with him.

“It’s only value to me has been to
indicate the direction of the natural

Mustard
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drainage and the surface flow in cen-
turies past. Following that line, it
wasn't difficult to find the lowest
point in the depression. | knew if
there was any oil seepage—and I1'd
been told there was—it would be
there.”

“Was there?” Rocky was beginning
to be interested.

“I'll say there was. Chances are you
never heard anyone mention Matt
Bell. He passed away last Winter. He
was an old-time prospector. There
wasn’'t much about the Blue Rock he
didn't know. It was Matt who first
got me interested in looking for oil
out here. He swore he had often seen
a little pool of black gumbo that
smelled like tar, in Mustard Valley.
But you have a look, Rocky, and see
what you make of it. | cached a test-
ing stick by this sandstone outcrop-
ping. I'll get it, and we’ll go on.”

He dug out of the stand a stick the
size and shape of a billiard cue. Fitted
to the small end was a pointed iron
shoe.

They had only several hundred
yards to go. Rocky led the way. He
noticed numerous footprints in the
sand and pointed them out to Grim-
wood.

“Have you had company in here,
Frank?”

“No, they're mine. 1've been looking
them over. No one been here since |

was in last.”
R OCKY caught the tangy smell of
coal tar a few seconds before
he caught sight of the pool, which
was only four and a half to five feet
wide and very hollow. A gummy, ir-
ridescent film covered it.
“You mean to tell me that's crude
0il?” he asked, the last trace of bore-

dom gone.
“I1t’s water. Only that film floating
on the surface is oil, and I'll prove

to you that it is oil and not iron
oxides or some similar substance.
Here, take the stick and stir it around
in the pool till you've broken up the
film. Then watch it reunite.”

Rocky did as directed. The irrides-
cent film separated for a split second
and then showed an unbroken sur-
face.

“If that slick was due to an iron
oxide, you'd be able to break it up
into little flakes that you could move
around,” Grimwood told him. “Pull
your stick out now and look at the
iron shoe. You'll see drops of water
adhering to it like you will on any
greasy or fatty substance.”

Rocky repeated the test a number
of times and always got the same re-
sult. “I'm a greenhorn about this,
but you're making me see it your
way,” he declared, unmistakably im-
pressed and not trying to conceal the
fact. “You may have your fingers on
a million dollars, Frank!”

Grimwood shook his head skeptic-
ally. “I don’t doubt but what there's
many millions here for someone. I'm
afraid it's as far as the moon for me.
It’s going to cost a small fortune to
put down a test well—twice as much
as it would cost back in Ohio or
Pennsylvania, where wells are being
put down every day. You couldn’t
raise the money in Boulder City.
Money for a ranch, or a gold mine,
but not for an oil well. Go to Charlie
Oatman, or Hank Taylor, or the Bon-
fils and they’d walk away from you
as though you had the smallpox.”

“Maybe something can be done
about that.” Rocky spoke with a mys-
terious confidence. “We can talk
about it later. You're sure there's oil
here, Frank?”

“As sure as | could be about any-
thing.”

“Then tell me this—remember- I'm
an absolute greenhorn—if this little
pool has been here for years, and its
seepage, why hasn't it got any big-
ger?”

“There's porous sandstone just be-
low the surface. You can see the out-
croppings. But go down any place
and you’'ll strike it in a few feet. The
oil has been drifting across it. I've
chipped off pieces all around here
and given them the so-called water-
test. You place the piece of rock in a
pan of water and expose it to the sun.
If there’s oil in it, irridescent colors
will appear on the surface almost at
once. I've never failed to get them.
I'll get a pick and make a fresh frac-
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ture for you; we can spare water
enough for the test.”

The fragment he chipped off was
darker than sandstone usually is, in-
dicating that it was impregnated
with oil. Placed in water, it immed-
iately gave off streaks of rainbow-
like colors.

“My dad used to be fond of saying
that an oil deposit wasn't unlike a
leaky pot with a good strong lid,”
said Grimwood. “What he meant was
that you need a stratum porous
rock for your reservoir and an im-
pervious rock lid to hold the oil there.
If you get a little seepage like this
it's because of the gas pressure be-
hind it. 1 could tell you a lot about
tectonic arches and the past structur-
al conditions play and how water and
oil divide, owing to the difference
in their density, with the oil filling
the anticlines and water the synclines,
but 1I'd get so involved you'd vyell
murder.”

“You don't have to say any more,”
Rocky’s imagination had caught fire
and he was deadly serious now. “I'm
convinced you've got something. It's
a good thing no one in ;own is taking
you seriously, or some smart gent
would be cutting under you.”

Grimwood laughed at the sugges-
tion, and said, “No danger of that.”

“Don't be too sure,” Rocky said
thinly. “You wouldn’'t be the first
party who'd talked himself out of
a fortune.”

He turned his back on a whirling
spiral of dust and watched it go danc-
ing up the wash.

“Let’'s move into the base of that
hill and try to find some shade and
get out of this dust. It's time to eat,
anyhow.”

“Okay,” Grimwood agreed. “I'll get
my pack. You pick up a little dead
sage for a fire and we'll boil some
coffee.”

OONING under an overhang-
cliff proved to be a pleasant
interlude. This was the first time in
several months that Rocky had been
out in the open. It was good to have
the pungent aroma of burning sage

biting his nostrils again. Grimwood
heated a panful of beans and fried
some bacon.

They talked as they ate. After-
wards, Rocky was thoughtful as he
smoked. He had journeyed into the
desert with Grimwood with no other
purpose in mind than to humor him
and enjoy the day. Had it occurred
to him, he would have ridiculed the
thought that he was to become se-
riously interested in a wildcat oil
prospect. That was all changed now;
his eyes had been opened and he saw
an opportunity beckoning to him that
was so rich it dwarfed his modest
business into insignificance. If the
optimism he expressed sounded luke-
warm, it was intentional, for he was
in the throes of asking himself why
he shouldn’t go it alone. Why bother
with Grimwood? He could deal Frank
out and have it all to himself.

Such a course appealed to his in-
stincts. In the past, that had been
the compelling consideration with
him; strangely, he hesitated about em-
bracing it now. He couldn't under-
stand why he questioned it. He found
his answer by devious reasoning and
had it all settled in his mind before
he realized it. He'd play fair with
Frank Grimwood. That was the sen-
sible thing to do; he’d need Frank.

Staring out across the wastes of
Mustard Valley and beyond, Rocky
conjured up a picture of a forest of
oil derricks and toiling men.

“Can you imagine the changes a
producing oil field will make' around
here?” he mused. “It’ll change every-
thing. Boulder City will be a town
of fifty thousand in a year or two.”

“I've dreamed about it,” Grim-
wood acknowledged.

“Suppose you stop dreaming and
do something.” Rocky in feigned de-
tachment had fled. “Who owns this
land?”

“It's State land.”

“Can it be purchased?”

“Sure, and for a song.”

“With all mineral rights?”

“Naturally.”

“Then go ahead and buy five hun-
dred acres.”

“Wait a minute!” Grimwood pro-
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tested. “I'm a young lawyer, just get-
ting started. | haven't any amount of
loose money laying around.”

“I'll put up the dough,” said Rocky.

Grimwood gazed at him with
mingled surprise and incredulity. “I
didn’t bring you out nere to sell you
a bill of goods, Rocky. ... You can't
mean you're ready to throw in with
me.”

“You got a pardner,” Rocky an-
swered. “Buy this land, and keep what
you're doing under your hat till
we've got the deed. We're in this
fifty-fifty. I1t'll be up to me to raise

the money for the well. I'll get it
somewhere. How much is it going
to take?”

“Thirty-thirty-five, maybe fifty
thousand dollars. You can't name a
figure and keep it. What oil there is
here can't be too deep. Twenty-seven
hundred to three thousand feet. But
a contractor may lose a string of
tools and have to spend weeks fish-
ing for them. If he can’'t get them
out, he’ll have to begin all over.”

E FIGURE was higher than

Rocky had expected, to say noth-

ing of being surrounded with un-

certainties. In his ignorance, he had

believed that uncertainty in drilling

an oil well was restricted to whether
or not you struck oil.

Grimwood saw other difficulties
that would have to be overcome in
putting down a test well in a new
field.

“Timbers for a seventy-foot derrick
will have to be freighted out. That
goes for casing, tools, boiler and the
rest of the rig. There isn't any road.
Most of the way is level desert that
won't give a heavy freighting-outfit
-any trouble. One or two places will
take some work. 1 don’t know of any
water nearer than the Spanish Ranch,
and water will be needed for the boil-
er and the crew. We'll have to keep a
water-wagon on the go every day.
There’ll be the matter of getting grub

out here, too, and feed for the
teams.”

Grimwood saw Rocky’'s frown
deepen.

“We better be realistic about these

things and realize what we’ll be up
against,” he pointed out.

“Sure,” Rocky muttered. “You
haven't mentioned anything that fig-
ures to stop us. How about the drill-
ing? Will you have any trouble get-
ting someone to come out to Wyo-
ming to handle the job?”

“1 won't have any trouble finding
a contractor, but we'll have to pay
him his price. In an established field,
ninety cents to a dollar a foot is the
average rate. We can't expect to get
it done for anything like that. The
contractor will find the tools and be
responsible for accidents. It'll be up
to us to build the derrick and supply
the rig.”

“Does the contractor have his own
men?”

“He usually has his own crew—two
drillers and a couple tool-dressers.
That'll be the best deal for us. If
we go through with it, I'll have to
take a trip back East to make the ar-
rangements.”

“Don't worry; we'll go through
with it,” Rocky said flatly. You draw
up some papers tomorrow that'll
cover the deal between us, and then
you get busy seeing what you can do
about buying this land.”

Grimwood started to nod approv-
ingly, checked himself abruptly and
was suddenly enormously sober.

“What's the matter?” Rocky de-
manded, a bit nettled and not con-
cealing the fact. “Anything wrong
with that?”

“No, | was just thinking, Rocky.
You intend to raise the money local-
ly?”

“Sure!”

Grimwood’'s mouth tightened per-
ceptibly. “If the well comes in dry,
we’ll have to leave town, Rocky.
There wouldn’'t be anything left for
us in Boulder City. It’s something to
think about.”

“I've thought about it,” was the
flinty response. “I krow you're on
the level. That's good enough for
me. If this thing backfires and some-
body has to leave town, it won't be
you.”
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N
OCKY and Grim-
wood had talked
themselves out by
the time they left
Mustard Valley.
With the westering
sun in their eyes,
they turned back
over the way they
had come, exchang-
ing only an occa-
sional word and
leaving it to the horses to make the
pace.

They were supposed to be examin-
ing the terrain with the idea of find-
ing a feasible route for a makeshift
road. Grimwood gave it his com-
plete attention, and such conversa-
tion as ensued between them was con-
fined to the subject. Rocky’s frown-
ing engrossment was genuine enough,
but it was not wholly concerned with
finding a road; he was beginning to
wonder if he hadn’t been a little rash
in committing himself so unreserv-
edly to the oil well venture. It was
not his way, as a rule, to back and
fill about anything, and yet the
thought kept returning to him that
he was running counter to his sworn
determination to play every -card
cautiously. What he was doing now
was to put all his eggs in one basket,
and it was a basket with a very weak
handle. If he hit the jack pot, the re-
wards would be great. But that was
a very large if.

“It'll take a couple weeks to make
the deal for the land/’ he thought. “I
can't back out of that, but even if
I'm stuck for it, I'll have a little time
to think things over before I go any
further.”

Up ahead, Grimwood had reined
in.

“This is one of the bad spots | had
in mind, Rocky. The sand’'s so deep
I don’t believe a heavy freighter could
get through even if we put down two
or three feet of sagebrush. The
brush would be ground out of sight
a day or two after we got it laid.

Rocky stood up in his stirrups to
see the better and surveyed the sand,
trying to find a route around it. It
stretched away on either hand as
far as he could see.

“There's a lot of it,” he said. “It
looks even worse, off to the north.
Suppose we swing the other way and
see what we can find.”

They rode for more than a mile be-
fore they found good going. They
continued on to the southwest, in-
stead of turning back to the course
they had taken that morning. They
encountered several more stretches
of bad sand but were able to get
around them rather easily. A mean
dry wash, narrow and deep, presented
a more formidable obstacle.

“No laughing this off,” Rocky com-
mented. “Looks like it runs through
here for a couple miles.”

They moved along it, first in one
direction and then in +he other, with-
out finding a favorable crossing.

“One spot is as bad as another,”
said Grimwood. “This wash isn't the
result of a cloudburst; it carries a
heavy run-off every Spring, by tile
looks of it. The way tc lick it is to
put in a good-sized culvert and then
break down the banks for fill. We're
not more than five miles from the
Slate Hills now. There's good, hard
surface all the way around them to
the county road that we came over
this morning, when we passed the
Spanish Ranch. So, maybe this is the
only real headache we’ll have to worry
about.”

Rocky nodded and said, “l hope
you're right. We can put those broncs
~across. Suppose we do and be on our

way. It's gettinglatg.”
R ITA STEPPED cut on the ve-
randah and waved a greeting,
when they rode up to the house. She
was fresh and lovely, which Rocky
and Grimwood, in their dusty condi-
tion, doubly appreciated. Knowing
they would be in rough range clothes,
and wanting them to be at ease, she
had dressed simply, tweed skirt and
white silk blouse, open at the neck to
reveal the symmetry of her throat.
"I'm glad to see the two of you,”



BANDIT BARGAIN 31

he said, glancing approvingly at
Rocky. “I like you in that rig. The
only thing that's missing is a gun-belt
and .45.” She turned to Grimwood for
corroboration. “He looks like an hon-
est-to-goodness cow dog, doesn't he,
Frank?”

Grimwood’'s eyes kindled with a
merry twinkle. “I've been telling him
he’s got a lot of savvy for a tender-
foot.”

Rocky joined in on the laughter at
his expense. “Kid me if you want to,”
he told them, his bantering tone all
innocence. “Maybe 1| could give a
pretty good account of myself at that
—if the chips were down and there
was gunsmoke at the end of it.”

“l bet you could!” Rita agreed,
mimicking him perfectly. “You boys
use the room at the end of the hall; I
know you want to freshen up a bit.”

They showered and scrubbed, and
as Rocky ran a comb through his hair,
he gazed at his reflection in the mir-
ror with a keen appreciation of his
good fortune. Once again, he could
tell himself that he was doing all
right; that he hadn't made any mis-
take in returning to Boulder City.

sE § #

Grimwood and Rocky had foreseen
that there would be some talk of oil
and their day on the Blue Rock. They
had agreed that, for the present, the
only thing they wanted to hold back
was their decision to buy the land.

“I'm all ears to hear what you
found,” said Rita. Heretofore, she
had never encouraged Frank to ex-
pound on the subject. This evening,
however, her tone suggested a lively
interest in it. “I'm not asking you,
Frank; 1 know you see gushers spout-
ing all over the Blue Rock.... How
did it strike you, Mr. Jeanette?”

“1 was favorably impressed,” Rocky
replied. “Of course, | had to look at
it through Frank’s eyes; all 1 know
about an oil well is that it looks like
a windmill without a wheel. In any-
thing like this, | figure it's the man
you've got to put your confidence in;
if you're sure he’s right, go ahead. If
I had forty to fifty thousand dollars
to spare, I'd take agamble.”

“l must say you sound enthusias-

tic,” Rita declared. “With an en-
dorsement like that, Frank, we may
have to take you seriously, after all.
| used to think you were just amusing
yourself, running off into the desert
to pick up shells and old bones and
what not, every time you got the
chance. Do the two of you actually
mean to tell me there may be oil in
the Blue Rock?”

Presented with such an opening,
Grimwood could not resist making
the most of it. Warming to his sub-
ject, he argued that there was oil in
the Blue Rock, just waiting for man
to bring it to the surface. The known
facts, all the visible evidence, said so,
and he presented scientific logic to
back it up. It was the same argu-
ment that had won Rocky over. When
Grimwood wanted to drive home a
point, he turned to his silent partner
for verification.

Rocky didn't hesitate to confirm
the statements that were referred to
him. He felt he could do so honestly.
But that was not all that was on his
mind, for though Frank had no ul-
terior purpose in trying to convince
Rita, she was wealthy, and Rocky
wasn't losing sight of the fact. If
he went through with the deal, money
would be needed. How better to stact
the ball rolling than to induce Rita
Warren, with her prestige, to pur-
chase a block of stock?

FTER dinner, Rita joined her
guests in smoking a cigarette.

In that day, women, good women, and
especially in Wyoming, didn’t smoke.
She ignored that inhibition and made
an alluring and effective weapon of it.

The horses Rocky and Grimwood
had left at the rack had been taken
down to the barns and fed. When it
came time to leave, Rita said she
would have the animals brought up.

“Don’t bother,” Grimwood told her.
“I'll go down. I'd like to stop in and
say hello to Mr. Fitz.”

On the ranch, Jim Fitzpatrick was
seldom referred to or addressed as
other than Mr. Fitz.

Grimwood’s going gave Rocky and
Rita a minute alone.

“l don't know when I've enjoyed
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myself so much,” he told her. “It's
been a very pleasant evening.”

“Don’t let it be the last,” she mur-
mured. “You know the way now.
Some time, I'm going to have you
tell me why you decided to cast your
lot in Boulder City.”

Rocky grinned.

“1'll tell you now. | was in Denver,
looking around for something to try
my hand at. | didn't know which way
to jump. | happened to pick up a
week-old copy of the Mercury. | was
getting ready to toss it aside, when
I read that you were shipping your
horses to California. 1 bought a rac-
ing sheet and saw that Hannibal was
starting that afternoon at Emery-
ville. | put ten dollars or. him to win.
If he came in, | figured it would be
the hunch 1'd been looking for and
I'd head for Boulder City. You
know the rest. I've always oeen glad
I came, but never so glad as right
now. Knowing you makes it perfect.”

“That’'s a very pretty compliment,
Rocky. | appreciate it.” Rita's smile
was warm and inviting. “It's going
to be nice, having you around.” She
looked away and grew thoughtful.
“Why don’t you get behind this prop-
osition of Frank’'s? It's a gamble, but
it sounds good to me. You could give
it the push that would put it o'ver.
Left to himself, he won't do anything
with it.”

“What do you mean?” Rocky
asked, though he understood her per-
fectly.

“Promote it. Organize a stock
company and sell shares. I'm used to

taking chances; I'll come in for a
thousand or two.”
“I've given it some thought,”

Rocky acknowledged. “But you know
how such things kick back on you,
especially in a small town, if your
deal turns out to be a dud. You can't
take money from your neighbors and
expect them to forgive you if they
lose. It would be my finish. I’'m speak-
ing confidentially; | wouldn’t care to
have Frank, or anyone else, hear what
I'm saying.”

“l wunderstand,” said Rita. “I'm
mpeaking in confidence to you, too. It

would be easy to overstep yourself
and promise too much. But you
needn't make that mistake. Sell it as
an outright gamble; don’'t promise
anything. If you strike oil, the re-
ward will be terrific. That's the argu-
ment to use. If it were me, 1'd go to
men like Charlie Oatman and Joe
Evans and dare them to stay out....
You're smiling. Does it sound so ri-
diculous?”

“Not at all!'” Rocky was very em-
phatic; she had given him an idea,
and doubt was gone from his mind.
“Naturally, Frank and | haven't
talked anything but oil all day,” he
continued. “1 was so sold on the idea
that | let my enthusiasm run away
with me. | didn't say anything to
Frank, but on the way in, | began to
back down. You've put me on the
right track, Rita. I'll get together
with him tomorrow and work out
something. By the time you come
home from Texas, I'll be ready to

shoot.”
[ « |

RIMWOOD came
to Rocky’s office
the following after-
noon with an agree-
ment that proved to
be satisfactory to
both. They signed it
and Rocky turned
over a thousand dol-
lars in cash.
“1 won’t need that
much,” Grimwood
protested. “I don’t expect to pay over
two dollars an acre for the land.”
“You'll need something for ex-
penses. If you have tc grease some-
body’s palm, do it. You're not busy
in court right now. Why don’'t you
grab a train in the morning and run
down to Cheyenne and close the deal
as quickly as you can? That'll beat
exchanging letters and wasting a
month.”
"All right,” Grimwood agreed. “I
shouldn’'t be gone more than three
or four days.” Grinning, he added,
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“When you get interested, you move
fast, don't you?”

“I'll try not to trip myself,” Rocky
observed, and he wasn't thinking only
of the business in hand.

Grimwood left the next morning.
With both Frank and Tony away,
Rocky found himself at a loose end.
He went out to the lake on Tuesday
evening but found no one there who
interested him, and after a swim, re-
turned to town. He considered going
to the Spanish Ranch, only to decide
that it was too soon.

On Thursday, as he was on his way
to the weekly luncheon of the Busi-
ness Men’s Club, he ran into Tony
on Bridger Street. He hadn’'t expect-
ed her back for another day or two.

“This is a surprise,” he told her. “I
wasn't looking for you until Fri-
day.”

“Then, you were looking for me?”
she asked, banteringly.

“Naturally,” he said, and both
laughed. It gave Rocky a lift to see
her again. “But why back so soon?”

“Oh, things went my way. | found
a bandy-legged puncher by the name
of Shorty Hicks, at the ranch. He
was exactly what | wanted and
proved to be an excellent model. He
has an old, bald-faced roan in his
string that | couldn't have improved
on for the picture. The weather was
fine—not too hot and very little
wind. We left for the Blue Rock late
on Monday and didn't get back to
Taylor's until last evening. Shorty
was a jewel. He did the cooking and
babied me scandalously.”

Rocky wasn’t interested in hearing
her sing Shorty’s praises.

“And the picture—it's finished?”

“Just about.”

That was shading the truth con-
siderably. Her curiosity (that's what
she chose to call it) regarding what
was transpiring in Boulder City, as
it pertained to Rita Warren, had be-
come so disturbing that it had driven
her home ahead of time.

“What have you
Rocky?”

been doing,

“Not much of anything since Sun-
day. Frank’s in Cheyenne. We had
an interesting day in the desert. On
the way back, we stopped at the Span-
ish Ranch and had dinner with Rita.”

“Rita?” Tony echoed, and her chin
went up an inch or two. “She’s very
hospitable—and charming.”

Rocky nodded. He had no alter-
native. Without half trying, Tony
Had got under his guard and trapped

im.

“It was a very enjoyable evening,”
he responded lamely. And then, with
sudden resolve: “I'm looking for-
ward to seeing the ranch. She prom-
ised to show me over it the next
time.”

“You mustn’t wait until she’s gone.
Rita won’'t be home for long.”

Tony’s solicitude wac sweet and
cutting. Rocky pretended not to no-
tice its sharp edge.

“I'm anxious to see what you've
done,” he said. “I wish | could ask
you to lunch, but this :s club day.”

“This is Thursday,” she said, as
though just recollecting the fact. “I
won't keep you, Rocky. | hope you
have an interesting speaker. I'll be
seeing you around.”

She was gone then. He had expect-
ed her to ask him up to the house
that evening. He was both glad and
sorry that she hadn’t.

“She’s quick on the trigger,” he
thought, continuing on to the'hotel.
“All 1 had to do was open my mouth
and she had me figured out.”

HE CLUB meetings were always

well attended. The chair was a
revolving office, which provided a
new chairman every week. His chief
responsibility was to provide an in-
teresting speaker. Usually, there was
someone in Boulder City for a day or
two who could be induced to address
the club. The high water mark was
reached when the chairman came up
with a U. S. Senator or a Congress-
man. When no visitor was available,
some local character reluctantly of-
fered himself as a sacrifice. Rock bot-
tom had been struck when Chet
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Purdy, the town’s leading mortician
had filled in. Not only was Chet's
trade on the grim side, but he had
an impediment in his speech that was
annoying even when he quoted the
price on a funeral. He spoke at
length on the history of embalming.
Though the members had suffered
through it without listening, no one
had ever forgotten it.

Sheriff Ty Roberts was the chair-
man today. He and the other mem-
bers were already at the table when
Rocky slipped in and took his accus-
tomed seat. Ty had a guest, a middle-
aged man of rather serious mien, who,
obviously, was to address the club.
Rocky had never seen him before.

“Who have we got with us today?”
he inquired of Louie Abramson, the
proprietor of the Bon Ton Depart-
ment Store, who sat at his right.

“An old friend of Ty’s,” Louie
replied. “His name is Conlan. He’'s
from Denver.”

“Denver, eh?”
mildly interested.

“Yeh, Denver Police Department.
He's a lieutenant of detectives.”

Rocky was all interest now. His
glance ran around the long table and
came to rest on Charlie Oatman.
The latter did not look his way. He
was carrying on a conversation
across the table with Doc Wingaard
and gave no indication that he had
anything of a sinister nature on his
mind.

It didn't satisfy Rocky. His gray
eyes beckoned with suspicion as the
feeling grew on him that bringing a
lieutenant of detectives from Denver
had no other purpose than to unmask
him. The rest of it was just a cleverly
arranged trick.

His appetite gone, he toyed with
his food as he waited, his guard up
but not knowing just what was to
come.

Rocky was only

ALF AN hour passed before Ty
got to his feet and banged his

first on the table for quiet.
“We're lucky today, gentlemen,” he
began. “I've got an old friend of

mine here to talk to you. He's on his
way to the Coast to address a con-
ference of police chiefs. He stopped
off between trains to see me, and |
promptly hogtied him and got him up
here. You've all heard somethin’
about fingerprintin’. In the big cities,
all the police departments are usin’
it. In Washington, the Department
of Justice is goin’ all out on it. It's
the best thing that has ever been dis-
covered for identifying criminals.
It's sure-fire. You can fingerprint
known crooks and send the informa-
tion all over the country. But that’s
only half of it; if it's murder or
robbery, the guilty party may think
he's left no clues behind. If his fin-
gerprints are there, the police find
them, and they’re the best clue they
could have. But I'm going to let Mike
go into that. He’'s the fingerprint ex-
pert for the Denver police.. Gentle-
men, Lieutenant Mike Conlan.”

Ty’s introductory remarks rubbed
none of the suspicion out of Rocky’s
mind. He had never been arrested,
never fingerprinted. Undoubtedly he
had left his prints around. They could
have been found. But if that was what
he had to face, why this elaborate
build-up? Roberts could have found
him at his office and taken him down
to the jail without all this beating
around the bush.

In spite of his preoccupation Rocky
found the lieutenant’'s remarks of
great interest. So did the other mem-
bers of the club. When he concluded,
he received a long round of enthus-
iastic applause. He was still on his
feet, and when he got their attention,
he said:

“1 happened to mention to Ty that
I had an ink pad and dusting powder
with me. He thought you boys would
get a kick out of it if you stepped up,
one at a time, and had me fingerprint

you. I'll be able to tell you which one
of the four categories you belong in.
But that's about all; 1 can't guaran-

tee you that you’ll go straight or end
up behind the bars.”
The majority voiced their approval;
it was a lark, and they were for it.
“This is it,” thought Rocky. “If |
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refuse to be printed, it'll be a dead
give-away. If | go through with it
they’ll compare the prints with some
they’'ve got and I'll be tabbed.”

He didn’t doubt for a moment but
what this was Oatman’s work.

“l didn't think he'd take a chance.
He knows | can pull him down, too..
I don't get it”

To his surprise, when it came Oat-
man’'s turn to be fingerprinted, the
president of the First National hung
back.

“l don’t approve of this at all,” he
declared nervously. “We shouldn’t be
doing it. Fingerprinting is a serious
business. We're making a joke of it.”

“What are you afraid of, Charlie?”
Joe Evans demanded, with a raucous
laugh.

Others began to twit him, and Ty
joined in.

“You got a skeleton in your closet,
Charlie ?”

“No, | haven't!” Oatman snapped.
He put out his hands and was printed,
though he continued to protest.

A scornful smile touched Rocky’s
face.

“Figured at the last moment that
they might have found his prints,
too,” he told himself. “If he had any
sense, he’'d have kept his mouth shut;
his prints are all over the bank, and
he’s got a perfect alibi for them.”

Rocky didn’'t hold back when it be-
came his turn to walk up to the ink
pad. He caught Oatman watching him
intently. The actor in Rocky came to
the surface and he grinned back im-
pudently.

T WAS OVER and done with

then. The members gathered
around Conlan to hear what he had
to tell them. Rocky waited; but noth-
ing happened. In a few minutes, the
meeting broke up and he went back
to his office.

There was no lessening of tension
in him. Every time he heard foot-
steps in the hall, he expected to have
them stop at his door. Sitting at his
desk, smoking cigarette after cig-
arette, he heard the mainline train for
the west pull out at 3.05. If Lieuten-

ant Conlan had lived up to his an-
nounced intention, he was on it.
Rocky began watching the clock.
When another twenty minutes had
passed, he clapped on his hat and
went directly to the sheriff’'s office.
He found Roberts there. Ty had just
come back from seeing his friend off.

“That was a fine meeting, Rocky.
Everybody had a good time.” Ty
checked himself on noticing Rocky'’s
serious demeanor. “What's on yore
mind?”

“Ty, what was the purpose behind
that fingerprinting? Was it aimed at
me?”

“At you? Of course not; It wasn't
aimed at nobody. What gave you that
idea?”

Rocky dissembled his relief.

“l don’'t know,” he said. “I'm the
only new member of the club. Been
here just a few weeks. | thought may-
be Oatman was behind it, figuring it
would embarass me.”

“No!” Ty snorted. “How could it
embarrass you? You ain't a crook.
Charlie Oatman was the one who was
embarrassed.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” Rocky told
him. “What did Conlan do with the
prints?”

“He threw 'em in the waste basket,
here. You want 'em?”

“No,” Rocky remarked coolly.
“They don't mean anything to me.”

He hung on, making talk that was
calculated to cover up whht had gone
before. He and Ty had always got on
well together. He knew the sheriff’s
fondness for a good story. It wasn't
long before he had Ty holding his
sides with laughter.

ADE HOLLISTER, Ty's dep-
uty, came in as they sat there.
Dade drew up a chair and had just
begun to trade stories with them,
when a smallish Negro brought a
lathered horse to a slithering stop at
the door and ran in excitedly. He was
Press Totter, one of Crissy’s sons,
from the Spanish Ranch.
“Mistah Sheriff, you gotta come
quick to the ranch! An’ you gotta
fetch the doctor!”
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“Take it easy, Press,” Ty coun-
selled. He was on his feet at once.
“What's happened?”

Press had to catch his breath be-
fore he could continue.

“Mistah Roberts, vou know that
Indian, Jim Bucktoe, who works for
Miz Warren. He's been actin’ funny
fer a long time. He got a knife some-
wheres this afternoon and went after
a couple exercise boys. Lonnie and
Stub didn’t have no trouble with hirr
before. Jim didn't have no reason to
use a knife on 'em. | reckon he’s just
gone plumb crazy. Stub’s cut up aw-
ful bad.”

“Is that all?” Ty snapped.

“No suh. Mustah Fitz and his wife
is away. Jim got into their house and
stole arifle and a bagful of ca'tridges.
He fired a lot of shots that didn’t hit
nobody. We could hear him yellin’
that he'd kill anyone that got in his
way. The last we saw of him, he was
headin’ in the direction of the Slate
Hills. Miz Warren’s afraid he’ll come
back tonight and none of us will be
safe.”

“We’'ll go after him,” said Ty. “You
find Pete Hoffman, Dade. Tell him |
want him to go with us. How about
you, Rocky?"

“I'll be glad to go, Ty. You can fix
me up with a rifle?”

“Sure! You locate Doc Win-
gaard and have him here inside of ten
minutes. We'll- have the hosses sad-
dled and be ready to ride by the time
you get back. Try Doc’s house first;
he’s usually home nappin’, this time
of the afternoon.”

Rocky left on the double-quick.

“This is good, me riding with the
Law,” he muttered.

He thought of Rita, menaced by
a madman, and it squeezed all the
humor out of him.

“Be a hell of a note having some
dumb Injun go crazy and ruin every-
thing I've lined up!” He broke into a
run, growling, “Too damn bad Rob-
erts hasn't got a railroad engine handy
so he could go after this bird the way
he chased me!”

ITA SAW them
coming and ran out,
when they dashed
into the yard. Rocky
hit the ground be-
fore the others and
rushed up to her.
“Are you all
right?” he demand-
ed anxiously.
“Yes, I'm all
right, or will be as
soon as | can pull myself together,”
she replied, with a sigh of relief. “It's
been a terrible experience.”

Rocky squeezed her hand and said,
“Take it easy, Rita.”

Though badly shaken, she managed
a smile for him. Ty reached her, then.
She thanked him for coming so
promptly and had a nod for Win-
gaard and the others.

“Has he been back, Mrs. Warren?”
the sheriff asked.

“No, thank heaven! | felt so help-
less with Mr. Fitz away. All of Tod’s
guns are in the case. | loaded one. |
was afraid to pass out the others. |
thought if that maniac did come back,
the sight of a gun would send him
on another rampage. It isn't as though
I had a bunch of cowboys here who
could handle a situation like this.”

Ty asked Press to point out .the
direction the Indian had taken. “Last
| saw of him. Mistah Roberts, he was
dog-trottin’ through the brush on that
slope ovah there.”

“He wasn't workin’ west a bit, as
though he was goin’ to cross the
tracks?"

“No, suh.”

“Wal, | dunno,” Ty muttered,
thinking aloud. “He's most likely fig-
gerin’ to skirt around the hills and
git across the Dry Crick range and
down to the Reservation. An Injun
will hate the Reservation, but nine
times out of ten, when he gits in
trouble, he’ll head for it. We'll fan
out of here and see if we can't pick
him up. Doc will stay till we git
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back, Mrs. Warren....
are those two boys in?”

“I'm sure Lonnie will make it |
don’t know about Stub.”

“Let me have a look at them—and
the sooner the better,” said Wingaard.

Roberts nodded. “Can we git
through that upper fence?” he in-
quired.

“Yes, there's a gate,” Rita told him.

“Okay!” Ty grumbled. “Let’'s go!”

Rocky had a word with Rita before
he swung up.

“You'll be perfectly safe with Win-
gaard here,” he declared reassuringly.
“Doc knows how to use a gun.”

“Of course,” she murmured, and
her eyes lingering on his. “Thanks
for being so thoughtful, Rocky.”

He looked back as he rode away
and saw her hurrying down the yard
with WingaarjJ and Press. He was
the last man through the gate. The
others had held up vo get Ty’s in-
structions.

“We’'ll swing through the lower

hills,” Roberts told them. “If Joe’s
kept on the move, he’s a long ways
ahead of us by now. George Twigg
has a little hay ranch on Stony Crick.
We'll stop there and find out if
they’ve seen anythin’ of him. And an-
other thing,” he added, as they were
about to pull away. “We're dealin’
with a madman. Don't take no chances
with him; he won’t throw down his
gun if we git him surrounded.”
«“We’'ll be lucky if we see him
first,” Pete Hoffman remarked. “He’ll
lay out in the brush or behind a
clump of rocks and pick us off if he
can.”

“Yeh,” Ty agreed, “That's what we
got to look out for.”

They spread out as they moved
away from the fence, riding slowly
and scrutinizing every outcropping
and likely-looking spot for an am-
bush, before they approached it.

FF TO his right, Rocky could
see the Blue Rock stretching
away to the horizon. A blanket of hot
air lay over it, shimmering in the
glare of the sun and rising and fall-
ing sluggishly, like an oily sea on a
calm afternoon."”
He jerked his attention away from

What "hape

it quicky and riveted it on the slope
ahead. With his rifle resting lightly
in the crook of his left arm, he
touched his horse with his heels and
drew abreast of the others.

They covered three miles or more
in that fashion, uphill and down with-
out seeing anything of Indian Joe.
Another low crest intervened. They
topped it, and at the bottom came to
a narrow, dusty hill-road. Ty held up
his hand and they stopped.

“We better have a little parley,” he
declared. “We've come quite a piece.
That Injun may still be ahead of us.
or he may have been cute enough to
turn back to the railroad, after all,
and he’s hoofing it up the tracks. .. .
What do you think, Dade?”

“1 thought your first guess was
the right one, Ty. | believe Joe’s
heading for the Reservation. He
wouldn’t wander out into the desert.”

Pete Hoffman nodded his agree-
ment with this. Rocky had no opinion
to offer. “But this road,” he said.
“Where does it go?”

“In the direction yo're lookin’, it
runs into the Spanish Ranch road,”
Roberts informed him.

“l didn't see it cutting in, when
Frank and | went out to the Blue
Rock last Sunday.”

“Wal, it does—'bout a mile east of
the house. It's faint in places. Hard-
pan. It's what we call Twigg’s road.
He’'s the only one uses it.” Ty was
studying the road as he spoke. “A
team and wagon passed along here
since sunup. Twigg, or young George,
must have lit out early for town.”

He got down heavily.

“You boys wait up here a bit and
I'll walk ahead a few yards. If Joe’s
usin’ the road, he's left some sign.”

He was gone only a few minutes.

“Couldn’t find a thing,” he an-
nounced, on his return. “We'll stick
to the road as far as Twigg’s plao*
Keep yore eyes peeled; that Injun
may have cut across, somewheres
ahead.”

They went on, but for less than
half-a-mile, when Dade Hollister
reined up sharpy and pointed to the
dust.
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"What do you make of that?” he
asked Ty.

“They're fresh prints, boys!” Rob-
erts was elated. “We guessed right
this timel!”

Swinging around a bend, a com-
paratively long stretch of road
opened before them. Over it came a
wildly driven horse. A woman was
in the saddle, riding astride, her
skirts flapping about her knees. In
her arms, she clutched a child of
eight or nine.

Though it could hardly have been
anyone else, Roberts waited until he
recognized her.

“Good Lord!” he groaned. “That’s
Elvira Twigg! She wouldn’t be ridin’
that way if there wasn't somethin’
wrong!”

The others exchanged a glance and
were of one mind as to what had
happened. Rocky put it into words.

“Injun Joe!” he said, his voice hard
and flat.

“It wasn't necessary to say any
more.

N A matter of seconds, Ty was

guestioning the frantic woman.
He found her so distraught she could
barely speak.

“Joe Bucktoe, Vira?” he inquired,
trying to help her out.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “He killed
George, Mr. Roberts, right before my
eyes! How could he have done it?
How could he? We never did any-
thing but befriend Joe. Even after
he quit working for us, he was al-
ways welcome. The only reason we
let him go was because we just
couldn’t afford to keep him on any
longer. We thought he understood,
and now he's come and killed
George.”

Her grief overcame her and she
couldn’t go on. The little girl in
her arms was crying wildly. Ty tried
to comfort the child, but she drew
away from him and clutched her
mother all the tighter.

“Vira—when did this happen?” If
Ty sounded stern it was because he
knew no better way to proceed.

“'Bout forty minutes ago’, Mrs.
Twigg got out chokingly. “No more’'n
that, Mr. Roberts.... You mustn't

carry on like that Phoebe,” she told
the little girl. “This is Mr. Roberts,
the sheriff. He'll take Joe away.”

“Now, if you'll tell me just what
happened, Vira, I'll oe able to pro-
ceed,” Ty declared brusquely. “I
don’'t want to bear down on you, but
you've got to pull yorself together
for a minute.”

It had the desired effect.

“Why, that Joe crept up behind the
woodpile,” Mrs. Twigg explained. “I
was in the kitchen, peeling potatoes.
Through the window, | could see
George coming up from the barn.
There was a shot, and he went down.
Joe straightened up, holding a rifle.
Not a word had passed between them.
No quarrel, no nothing; it was just
murder.”

The wretched woman had to pause
and steel herself before she could
continue.

“Joe saw me at the window and
started to run to the house. We've al-
ways kept a loaded shotgun in the
kitchen. | got it and emptied both
barrels at him. 1 stung him, but I
couldn't have hurt him much, 'cause
he turned and huitled back to the
woodpile. He began shooting at me. A
couple bullets came through the win-
dow. | made the baby lay on the
floor. Ever so often 1'd shove the
shotgun over the sill and pull the
trigger. 1 knew 1 couldn’t hold him
off with a shotgun for K<¥g but | had
to do something.”

The courage of this thin, sharp-
featured woman, with her scraggly
blonde hair and the marks of hard
work stamped on her roughened
hands and bony shoulders, won
Rocky's admiration. He knew some-
thing about the hopelessness and
grinding poverty that tell to the lot
of a woman on a small, back country
hay ranch. Money was so hard to
come by, that to make a precious dol-
lar, it was no wonder they often fed
a hard-pressed stranger and then for-
got to tell the sheriff.

HOW MRS. Twigg had managed
to reach a horse and escape un-
harmed puzzled Rocky. Ty got
around to asking her, presently
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“George’s horse was standing at the
hitch rack at the side of the house,”
she replied. “It was out of the line of
fire from the woodpile. | thought if
I could get through an open window
on that side, with the baby, | could
mount and make a run for it. That's
what | did. | stuck the shotgun out
again and fired. Joe began banging
away once more. Quick as | could, I
crawled through a window and got
in the saddle. | pulled Phoebe up
with me and lit out fast.”

Ty complimented her on using her
head. And then: “Young George is
in town, | take it.”

“He left home about four o’clock
this morning. And that's another
thing; | was afraid he'd drive up this
evening, not knowing anything was
wrong, and Joe would kill him, too.”

“You don’'t have to worry about
that now, Vira,” said Ty. “We’ll stop
him at the Spanish Ranch. 1 want
you to go to the ranch. Mrs. Warren
will take you in. Stay there till we
show up. Understand?”

“Yes—"

“Then git movin’, Vira. We'll take
care of Joe Bucktoe,” he promised.

Rocky swung up alongside of Ty
as Mrs. Twigg drew away.

“You figure that Injun is still at
her place?”

“Most likely. He was hired man
there; he’s boss now. That'll hold
him a while. When he gits through
pickin’ up what he wants, he may
burn the house. We’ll know directly.
It ain't over a couple miles to
Twiggs'. What wind there is is blow-
in” in the other direction, or we'd
have heard the shootin’.”

He held them back a moment while
he considered what course to pursue
with Bucktoe.

“That'll be best,” he muttered, con-
firming the decision he had reached
“Stony Crick flows across the road.
There ain’'t more’'n a trickle of water
in it, this time of the year. But the
crick bed is there. We'll go up it.
That'll put us a hundred yards or so
behind the barn. When we git that
far, we’'ll figger our next move.”

They reached the creek without in-
cident and found it so low that what

water there was had settled in the
deeper pools, leaving stretches of dry
sand in between. Through the fringe
of willows that screened the stream,
they could see the forlorn-looking lit-
the house and the small barn, the lat-
ter even more down-at-the-heel than
the house, a side board or two miss-
ing and the warped, sun-baked
shingles seemingly ready to be scat-
tered by the first severe storm that
struck them.

Ty led the way, moving cautiously
and repeatedly warning the others to
do the same. Rocky saw him raise a
hand and point to the rear of the
house. The woodpile could be seen
now. Something lay on the ground
between it and the barn. Knowing
what to look for, there was no mis-
taking it for what it was, even at that
distance.

Rocky heard Dade Hollister say,
“That's him.” And Pete Hoffman
said, “His old woman won’t have to
sew no more patches on his pants.”

S 10S

HEY continued up
the creek until they

were behind the
barn.

“He ain't spotted
us yet,” said Ty;

“we’'d have drawn a
shot before this if
he had.”

“If he's still here,
you mean,” Pete ob-
served.

“He’'s awful quiet if he's in there.”
said Dade. “l don’t know whether
George kept a bottle in the house or
not. If he did, it's a cinch Joe found
it; he may be stretched out on the
floor, dead drunk.

Roberts shook his head. “No bottle
ever held whisky enough to lay him
out.”

Rocky was silent. The sheriff
glanced at him inquiringly. “You're
doing the dealing, Ty.”

Roberts nodded appreciatively.
“We'll settle this in a hurry.”

Raising his rifle, he fired a shot in
the air. It brought a vicious response;
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inside the house a rifle cracked on
one side and then the other. A third
shot came from the rear kitchen win-
dow. A growl of satisfaction escaped

X‘He’s hoppin' around in there like
a jack-rabbit! All we got to do now
is dig him out of his hole.”

“No trick to that,” Pete Hoffman
declared rashly. “We can leave the
broncs here and walk right up to the
barn. If we get dov/n on our bellies,
we can crawl the rest of the way to
the woodpile.”

Ty shook his head. Rocky didn’t
wait for him to voice an objection;
he had something of his own to say
now. “That doesn't make sense to
me, Pete. Suppose we get as close in
as the woodpile. We'll be hung up
there, without so much as a blade of
grass between us and the house, while
the fourth man forted up in the barn
and covered the rear, we'd gradually
wear him down; he couldn’t be in
four places at once.”

“That's as safe a way as any,”
Rocky conceded, “but it'll be slow
work.” He shaded his eyes and
glanced at the sun. “We haven't too
much daylight left. If we didn't wind
it up before night our gun-flashes
would give him something to shoot
at.”

“You got somethin’ better to sug-
gest?” Ty demanded, a little crusty
now.

“Not better but quicker,” said
Rocky. “If the three of you get into
the barn and throw lead into the
kitchen. I'll go back down che creek
and get around in front of the place.
It must be three hundred yards from
the creek bottom to the front door;
That'll give me room enough to throw
the prod into my horse and really get
moving. When 1 flash past the house.
I'll leap off and try to hit the door
There's no porch or steps 10 get in
my way. If you keep the Injun busy,
it'll give me a few seconds to pull
myself together before | burst in on
him.”

“No, no, I won't let you take that
chance!” Ty objected. “But | admire
yore guts in offerin’ to play it that
way, Rocky.”

Dade and Pete nodded, and Dade

said, “Reckon you've got the nerve
to get away with it, at that.”

Rocky smiled grimly. “If 1 didn't
think 1 could get away with it, |
wouldn’t mention it.”

“Maybe Joe will be obliging enough
to make a run for it and save us the
trouble of going in to get him,” Dade
remarked. He wasn't speaking face-
tiously but his tone indicated how lit-
tle hope he entertained that Bucktoe
would try to break away.

NOTHER shot came from the

house, from the front this time,

and then several more from a window
that overlooked the creek.

“Still tryin’ to locate wus,” Ty
growled. “I'm goin’ up to the barn;
you wait here.”

The three men watched him as he
moved away with a determined stride
and saw him reach the barn and try
to squeeze through an opening a miss-
ing board had left.

Ty couldn't make it and had to
pry off another board before he got
through. Once inside, he walked
across the dirt floor and studied the
house briefly through a crack. At
greater length, he carefully scanned
the flat, hoping to find a shallow
ditch or other break in the flinty
surface that would offer a man at
least some cover.

He found nothing that would serye
the purpose. “Ain’t even a gopher
hole out there!” he muttered.

His eyes narrowed grimly as.they
came back to the stiff, grotesque
shape of George Twigg. “Too bad!”
thought Ty. “Thank Gawd, Elvira’s
got young George to look out for
her and the little girl.”

He glanced around him at the con-
tents of the barn. There were the
usual odds and ends of harness and
tools, the parts of a mowing machine
that Trigg had been reoairing, and
the wheels and running gear of a
wagon, on which a rack could be
placed, when hay was being harvest-
ed. Ty tried to find a box for the
wagon, and failed. Once, in Quinn
Valley, he and a posse had loaded a
wagon with bagged sand and pushed
it up against a cabin, in which a kill-
er was making his stand, and taken
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the man out without firing a shot.

Ty took a minute to think things
over; he didn't often reverse himself,
but this situation left him no choice.
By the time he reached the creek, his
mind was made up. Without pream-
ble, he said, “Rocky, you still ready
to go after that Injun?”

“Sure,” Rocky answered, without
hesitation.

“Wal, you know the chances yo're
takin'. | ain't askin’ you to put yore-
self on the spot, you understand; if
I wasn't stumped. | wouldn't even
consider lettin' you go. That flat's
as smooth as a billiard table; not a
crack in it.” The sheriff shook his
head soberly. “There’s one dead man
out there already; | don't have to tell
you to be careful.”

Rocky nodded and said, “I'll be
all right. Give me about fifteen min-
utes to get down the creek. In the
meantime, the three of you get in-
side the barn and throw a shot or
two at the back window. When | hear
you open up full blast, 111 make my
break. A rifle won't be any use to
me; let me have your .44.”

“Just a minute,” Pete Hoffman pro-
tested. “No reason why you should
take this on yourself. Suppose we
draw straws. Whoever gets the short
one will be the man to go.”

Ty promptly vetoed the suggestion.
“1 thought of that. It's got to be
Rocky, or no-one; I'm too old to git
away with it, and so are you and Dade
I didn't use to think anything of leap-
in’ off arunnin’hoss. Jf | saw | wasn’t
goin’ to land on my feet, I'd throw
myself into a roll and come up with
nothin' worse than a skinned shoul
der. ..You don’t do those things after
you've passed fifty.”

That ended it. Ty handed Rocky
his gun; the latter broke it open and
tried the trigger action. After taking
up another notch on the cinch straps,
he mounted and began picking his
way down the creek bed.

He was on his own now. When ri-
fles cracked in the barn, he didn't
tighten up.

“This won’'t be too tough,” he told
himself. “If I hit that door just right,
I'll be inside and have it over with in
a hurry.”

HEN HE had gone far enough

to gain an angle on which to
race across the flat without exposing
himself unnecessarily "o gurfire from
the side of the house, ne began look-
ing for a break in the fringe of wil-
lows. He found such a spot Screened
there, he waited there several min-
utes. The cracking of rifles in the
barn began to swell to a steady tat-
too. Answering shots came from the
kitchen.

This was the moment. Heeling his
horse, Rocky broke into the open
and lifted it into a driving gallop.
Flattened out on the animals neck he
reached the front of the house with-
out drawing a shot. His timing was
perfect, and when he leaped he land-
ed on his feet, only to crash against
the door with impact enough to snap
the latch. He tried to save himself,
but he was only pawing the air. and
when he hit the floor, he was half-
way across the front room.

In the moment that he lay there,
he knew he was hurt. There was
agony in his left shoulder, and a knif-
ing pain in his ribs.

The connecting door to the rear
stood ajar. It was flung open with a
bang. Joe Bucktoe stood there, Gob-
bling like a turkey, he half-raised his
rifle and fired.

Rocky was on his knees. The slug
screamed past his head and ploughed
into the wall. He squeezed the trig-
ger of the .44 again and again. The
rifle slipped from the Indian’s fin-
gers and he tried to keep himself
erect by clutching the door frame.
Life had gone out >f him, however,
and he crumpled to the floor.

Rocky was still on his knees, when
Ty burst in. The sheriff's quick
glance ran from the riddled body of
the Indian to Rocky.

“You fetched him!” he exclaimed.
“l knew you would! And you—you
all right?”

“I'm still all in one piece, but I
suspect | cracked a rib. My left shoul-
der is all fouled up, too; | hit the
door so hard the bolt snapped and |
busted in here like I was shot out of
a cannon. .. .Help me to get up, Ty.
Don’t touch that left side!”

Dade and Pete came in in time to
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hear his story of what had happened.
He was in great pain and couldn't
conceal the fact.

“It wouldn’t do any good for me
to have a look at your shoulder,” said
Ty. “The thing to do is to git you
back to the Spanish Ranch and let
Doc Wingaard go over you. .Do you
think you can ride?”

“l can ride, if you boys will set
me in the saddle.”

“We'll do that” Ty turned to
Dade. “You and Pete catch up his
bronc, and I'll git started back with
him. I want the two of you to stick
around until | can git the coroner and
Chet Purdy out here. That ought to
be about midnight. Locate a blank-
et and cover up George.” He jerked
his head to indicate Joe Bucktoe.
“You can leave this fellow right
where he is. Thanks to Rocky, we're
all breathin’ regular. We can count
ourselves lucky, I reckon.”

T WAS A slow and painful ride

to the Spainsh Ranch for Rocky.
Wingaard put him to bed and diag-
nosed his injuries as a broken rib
and dislocated shoulder. He called
Ty in to assist him and set the shoul-
der at once.

“That must feel better, he said.

“Sure does,” Rocky agreed, “but it's
still sore as hell. How long am | go
ing to be laid up, Doc?”

“Why, you'll be as good as new in
a few days. I'll tape up that rib when
I get you into town. In the mean
time, don’t try to bend over or put
any strain on it.” Doc chuckled.
“You're going to be button holed by
everybody you run into, Rocky. Hav-
ing to tell your story over and over,
thirty to forty times a day, will pest-
er you more then your fractured rib.”

Rita appeared in the doorway and
asked if she could come in.

“Certainly,” Ty told her. “The
boy’s full of aches, but he's goin’ to
be as good as ever in a few days. Doc
was just telling that he's goin’ to
have more trouble with folks makin’
a hero of him than with his busted
rib. But mebbe that won't be so hard
to take.” Ty winked at Rocky. “The
young cuss deserves a spot in the
limelight.”

“l should think so,” said Rita.
“We’'ll keep him here tonight, of
course.”

Wingaard advised against it. He
explained why. “I fought for years
for a county hospital. Now that we
have one, | want my patients to have
the benefit of its advantages—not
that I'll keep this boy there long. If

you’'ll supply a rig. I'll get him into
town.”
“Gladly,” Rita assured him. “I’ll

have Press hitch the surrey.” She
smiled at Rocky. “We’'ll send you in
in state.”

After doing what he could for Stub
and Lonnie, the two Negro lads, who
had been attacked by the Indian,
Wingaard had them taken to Boulder
City.

“1 know you're anxious about Stub,
Mrs. Warren.” he said. “I'll send
word back by Press. But don't expect
too much: he’s got a fighting chance:
that's all.”

Old Posie catne to the door and
spoke to the sheriff. Young George
Twigg had just been stopped as he
was passing the house.

“I'll talk to him,” said Ty. He
turned to Rita. Mrs. Warren, is it
going to inconvenience you to take
the three of 'em in for the night?”

“Not at all,” she told him. “I'm
more than willing to do all I can. |
don't suppose they have any money
for the funeral.”

“They ain't likely to have. Of
course, there's alway the County—”

Rita shook her head. “I don't .want
that. You tell young George I'll help
them out. In a may, | feel responsi-
ble.”

“No reason why you should,” said
Ty. “But its decent of you—awful
decent. Mrs. Warren, to offer to help
them.”

When he stepped out, Wingaard
left with him.

ITA WALKED over to Rocky

and sat down on the bed. “You
were as good as your word,” she sai 1
tenderly, her hand cool on his fore
head.

He gazed at her for a long moment,
his pains and aches temporarily for-
gotten. “I don't get you,” he mur-
mured.
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“The other evening—what you said
to Frank, and me. You remember
about giving a good account of your-
self if the chips were down and there
was gunsmoke at the end of it. | be-
lieve I'm quoting you.”

Rocky grinned. “l say a lot of
things, Rita. You can believe me,
when | say | admire the way you
handled yourself today. No going to
pieces, for you.”

“You don't know how close | was
to it,” she said. “I looked up the road
a thousand times this afternoon, when
I thought it was time for you to be
returning, and you didn't come... |
didn’'t want anything to happen to
you.”

She bent down suddenly and
brushed his cheek with her lips. His
good right arm caught her and held
her close.

“Pleas e—" she whispered. “I
shouldn’t have done that. I—I'm still
bewildered, |1 guess.”

“So am 1,” he said, with sudden
fire. “1 can't believe this has hap-
pened to me.”

He turned her face and his lips
found her mouth.

~ 11 —r

EXT morning,
propped up in his
hospital bed and
resting comfortably,
Rocky was prompt-
ly made aware of
the new esteem in
which he was held.
Don Pierce, the edi-
tor of the Mercury,
was his first visitor
In the course of his
interview, he said that everyone in
Boulder City was singing Rocky’s
praises.

This was a slight overstatement, for
across town at the moment, as he sat
at breakfast with Tony and his wife,
Charlie Oatman was registering a
demurrer.

“You can't deny that he’s got nerve,
Father,” Tony insisted.

“Oh, sure, he’s got nerve,” Oatman
conceded. “No question about that.
Roberts was there, on the spot; he

could have handled the situation.
Jeanette saw his chance to make a
grandstand play, and he took advan-
tage of it. I suppose you women will
be falling all over him now.”

Celia Oatman laughed. “Charles,
you give up hard. Rocky can have
anything he wants in a business way,
in this town now. If you're half as
shrewd as I've always believed you to
E(_e, you won't try to hold out against

im.”

Scowling to himself, Oatman went
down to the bank. Why hadn't In-
dian Joe Bucktoe taken careful aim?
According to the story being told
of what had happened at the Twigg'’s,
he had had Rocky at his mercy for a
moment. A shot in rhe right place
would have done the trick.

It would, have made everything all
right for me, was Charlie's brooding
thought. Now, he’s on top af the heap
and I'll never be rid of him.

Tony went to the hospital, just be-
fore eleven. She had convinced her-
self that it was foolish to be piqued
with Rocky; after all. they had nev-
er been anything more than good
friends.

I won't be juvenile about it, she
thought. It isn’t as though | were in
love with him.

Rocky was happy to see her. He
couldn’t understand why he always
got a lift out of her and found him-
self regretting certain things he had
done and which were now ‘'ong past
any undoing.

Tony had been there only a few
minutes, when Mrs. Warren arrived.
Rocky caught the icy sweetness with
which they greeted each other. Rita's
attitude toward him was possessive,
and intentionally so; he listened as
they talked and could feel Tony
drawing back into her shell.

Beneath his smiling mask Rocky
regarded them with the same keen in-
terest with which a gambler studies
his cards. Tony had a drag for him
that he couldn’'t deny. But Rita,
wealthy, beautiful and willing, had
everything a man could want in a
woman. There wasn’'t any doubt in his
mind as to the course he would take.
Rita was his golden opportunity; she
would solve all his problems He was
eager to embrace it, and reluctant,
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too. It puzzled him. He gave up try-
ing to understand it; for once, hed
play it smart.

I'll make sure of it now, he thought.
This is where the road forks. It’ll be
better if Tony understands it.

He didn't want to hurt her. With
what he thought was great subtlety,
he began turning a conversation over
to Rita, first about Stub’'s condition
and then on to her horses and Han-
nibal's chances at Denver. Rita
obliged with a neat assist.

On the matter of her horses, she
had a great deal to say. “When you
see the Warren colors go to the post,
you can be sure the stable is betting,
Rocky. | know what Hannibal will
have to face in Denver. | expect him
to have a rather easy time of it....
Why don’'t you come down? You can
spare a few days.”

“I'm going to be busy—"

“So you are,” she cut in. “I forgot.”

Tony knew she was being left out,
and not by accident; she was infuriat-
ed but dissembled it perfectly. “I'm
afraid 1| can't talk thoroughbreds
with you—having had so little ex-
perience with them,” she spoke up.

“You're not going already,” Rita
inquired, as Tony arose.

“1 hate to tear myself away, but
I have some work laid out for to-
day,” Tony gave Rocky an enigmatic
smile. “1'm sure you won't be neglect-
ed.”

“I'll see you again, Tony?”

“Naturally—if I can crowd in,” she
said lightly.

She was gone, then, and he only
half-heard the compliment Rita paid
her.

I don't know what I'm worrying
about, he thought. This is the way I
wanted it—exactly what | asked for.

HE ROUTINE of the day set a

pattern for those that followed.
Rita came every day. On Sunday,
Tony visited him. To make sure he
wouldn’t construe it as anything per-
sonal, she came with Jinnie Evans and
another girl.

Sunday evening brought Grimwood
back to Boulder City. The Mercury
had gone its best by Rocky and the
late and unlamented Joe Bucktoe.

Frank had read every line, while in
Cheyenne. As a result, he went direct-
ly from the train to the hospital.

“1 knew 1'd find you here,” he de-
clared as he shook Rocky’s hand. “Ac-
cording to what I've been reading,
you had a close call.”

“Not too close, Frank. Doc’s going
to let me get out of here on Tuesday.
How did things go in Cheyenne?”

“Fine! |1 had to take a quarter-sec-
tion—a hundred and sixty acres but
I got it for two-and-a-half an acre.”

“That's swell,” Rocky told him. “I
was getting worried; it was taking
you so long...What's the next step?”

“The land will have to be surveyed.
That's going to let the cat out of the
bag, I'm afraid. Everybody will put
two and two together.”

“Well, let ’'em,” said Rocky.
“You've got the deal sewed up. Noth-
ing could go wrong with the deed,
eh?”

“Not now. The money’s been passed.
The State Land Office will have a
surveyor up here this coming week.
I can have the incorporation papers
ready for filing before then. I'll have
to make another quick trip to Chey-
enne.”

“That end of it is up to you,” Rocky
declared. “Instead of waiting for the
story to leak out, we’ll touch it off
ourselves, and with a bang. What's
happened while you were away,
Frank, hasn’t hurt us a bit; it'll sell
some stock for us.”

Grimwood frowned. T don't like
to look at it that way, but | imagine
it's true.... Have you seen Tony?”

“Yeh, she’s dropped in a couple
times. She told me this afternoon that
she’'d just put the finishing touches
on that painting she went out to the
Taylors to do. You know, the one
she’'s going to call The Cross Pull?
I’'m anxious to see it.”

“So am |,” said Frank. “lI haven't
had anything to eat. | didn’t even
stop to clean up before | came over.
I'll get some supper. | want to see
Tony for a few minutes. If it's all
right with you, I'll come back then
and we can talk business as late as
you please...Those two colored boys
still in the hospital?”

“Stub’s still here. Doc says he's
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out of danger. Rita took the other boy
back to the ranch yesterday. It'll be
all right for us to sit here and talk
tonight.”

ONY WAS on the porch with
her mother, when Frank came up
the walk.

“You're back, finally, she said.
“How are things in Cheyenne?"

She was hoping to keep the con-
versation from centering around
Rocky, but before Grimwood had
time to speak at any length of his
trip, Mrs. Oatman broke in.

“We've had some excitement at
home, while you were away, Frank.
Rocky—"

“1 know,” he informed her. “l read
all about it in Cheyenne. When | got
off the train, | went over to the hos-
pital at once and had a chat with
him. | gather that he's getting a lit-
tle weary of talking about ;t.”

“l imagine he is,” said Tony. “I
know I'm getting fed up with just
listening to the story. We haven't
had anything else to talk about since
last Thursday.”

Grimwood didn't stay long. He
mentioned that he had promised to
return to the hospital and spend an
hour with Rocky.

Tony walked to the gate with him,

her hand in his. “I missed you,” he
said, enormously sober. “Of course,
that isn't news. But I'll have some

news for you in a day or two. Big

news. | know it will please you.”
She looked up and searched his

eyes in the moonlight, trying to find

a clue. “Am | permitted to guess,
Frank?”
“No, | don't want you to guess,

Tony; | want it to come as a surprise.
If it goes my way it'll mean a great
deal to the two of us.”

ACK AT the hospital, he found

Rocky busy with paper and pen-

cil. Several sheets from the pad had

been torn off and were spread over
the bed.

“What are you up to now?” Frank
asked. “Not computing profits al-
ready, | hope.”

“I'm trying to find a name for the
company. How does this one sound?
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The Blue Rock Oil and Develop-
ment Company...Here, take a look at
it”

He handed Grimwood the sheet of
paper on which he had printed the
words. The latter tried the name
aloud.

“Sounds all right,” he said, “but the
‘development’ part of it takes in a
lot of territory. It sort of has a get-
rich-quick ring. It might scare some-
body off; just the Blue Rock Oil
Company would be more solid.”

“Maybe youre right,” Rocky
agreed, after thinking it over. “We
don’t want to bite off more than we
can chew.”

He was unfamiliar with the legal
details of incorporating the company.
He knew officers had to be named.
When that matter came up he insist-
ed that Grimwood put himself down
for president.

“This was your baby from the start,
Frank, and you can front for it bet-
ter than | can. Being vice-president
will satisfy me. What are we going
to do about a secretary and treasur-
err

“1 did some thinking abour it, while
I was away,” Grimwood replied. “The
combination office has to be held by
a stockholder. If necessary, | could
arrange to have my stenographer put
up money enough to buy a share or
two. That would comply with the
law, but what we really need. Rocky,
is a third man to come in with us. |
mean someone whose name and coop-
eration would help us to put the pro-
position over. If he didnt come in
for more than five hundred or a thou-
sand dollars it would be enough. To
get him interested, we could afford
to give him some stock as a bonus.”

“l don't know,” Rocky demurred.
“We don't want to split this up so
we'll lose control of the company.”

“We’ll vote ourselves enough stock
to make sure that doesn't happen.
Don’'t forget that we've got to raise
fifty thousand.”

“You've got somebody in mind?”

“Louie Abramson... Don’'t laugh,
Rocky. Louie’s shrewd and knows
how to squeeze a dollar, but he's a
born gambler. I know; I've been tak-
en care of his legal work for over a
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year. | believe if we get him over
here tomorrow morning, we can do
business with him. The addition he’s
going to build for the store won't tie
him up; Louie 's got plenty money.”

Rocky began to like the idea.
“Louie’s a smart cookie,” he observed.
“Nobody’s ever seen him throwing
his money away. His name on our
letterheads ought to convince people
that the Blue Rock Oil Company is
a good investment...You get Louie
over here in the morning. We'll be
spending hundreds of dollars for
grub, when we get going. We can
throw that business to his grocery
department.”

“That’ll sound good to Louie,” said
Frank.

They talked for over an hour. The
only reference Rocky made to his
real estate and insurance business was
to suggest that his office wouldn’t
do as the headquarters of the oil com-
pany.

“There’s plenty of space, but we
need somthing on the ground floor.
We better rent that vacant storeroom
across from the Bon Ton. We'll have
some signs made to put in the win-
dow, with a display of specimens of
rock and fossils from Mustard Val-
ley. You’'ll know what to nut in. We'll
make this the biggest thing that ever
hit Boulder City.” He nodded ap-
provingly at the picture he had con-
jured up in his mind. “It won't be
long before the money will be roll-
ing in.”

Grimwood- smiled at his partner’s
enthusiasm, but when he spoke it was
to utter a word of caution.

“We want to be careful not to get
ahead of ourselves. Commitments are
all we can take for the present; no
money, Rocky, until the incorpora-
tion papers have been granted.”

It was the first warning he had ever
given Rocky. The latter shrugged it
off and said, “Sure!”

EXT MORNING, Rita had come

and gone before Grimwood ar-
rived at the hospital with Louie. It
was almost noon. Louie was apologe-
tic. “I couldn’t get away any sooner,
Rocky. You know how it is on Mon-
day, at the store... | don't know why

I'm here. What you fellas got up your
sleeve?”

That opened the doors, and Rocky
and Grimwood proceeded to lay their
proposition bfefore him. Selling him
the idea was not too difficult. Louie’s
father had come to Boulder City with
a pack on his back and had tramped
the roads from ranch to ranch for
several years, selling notions and
jewelry, before his little business war-
ranted the purchase of a horse and
wagon. A little store in town had fol-
owed. Long before Louie was out of
short pants, his father had him be-
hind the counter; Louie had come a
long way since those days, and so
had the little frame store.

“I'll kick in for a thousand bucks,”
he told Rocky and Grimwood. “How
can | lose? We’'ll have a crew of
freighters and oil well men out there,
eating their heads off and wearing
out gloves and overalls, all bought at
the Bon Ton. Grain will be needed
for the horses, and rough timber and
dressed lumber for the shacks and the
derrick.” Louie laughed heartily.
“That means more business for me.
I'll be even up if all we get out of
the well is a little wind.”

Though he laughed oftener than
most men, he knew how to be serious.
He proved it as the conference con-
tinued.

“Mrs. Warren is right,” he said,
commenting on what Rita had told
Rocky about selling *he venture as a
gamble. “Don’t try to tell anybody
that it's a sure thing; if a man, can't
afford to lose, tell him to stay out
There'll be plenty who'll take a
chance. If the well comes in, a few
hundred, invested will make a man
rich. 1 don't know why there
shouldn’t be oil in Wyoming. There’s
everything else.”

“l1 know we won't bring in a dry
well,” Grimwood said confidently.
“Of course, you never know about oil
until you've got it. That'll have to
be our story.”

“How are you going to break the
news?” Louie inquired. “You going to
call Don Pierce in and let him play
it up in the paper?”

“We may have to handle it that
way,” said Rocky. “That's if this sur-
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veyor shows up before Thursday.
Otherwise, I'm for springing it at the
club luncheon. Everybody will be
there, and it'll get a great send-off.
Don will have time to make his Thurs-
day evening edition with the story.”

“That sounds swell to me,” Louie
declared, with hearty approval.
“Charlie Oatman is this week’s chair-
man. He cuts a lot of ice in this town,
and expecially with Joe Evans and
Hank Taylor and that crowd. Get
Oatman interested and the rest will
be easy.

Grimwood registered an emphatic
no. “You're barking up the wrong
tree,” he said flatly. ‘You can forget
about Charlie Oatman right now.
He’'ll turn thumbs down on this pro-
position the moment he hears about
it.”

“Oh, | don't know about that,”
Rocky countered.

“Well, 1 know,” Frank insisted.
“Just to tell him there may be oil on
the Blue Rock makes him see red.
He’'s had me in a couple times and
begged me to forget about what he
calls ‘my oil nonsense’. The last time
he had me in, he hinted that he might
have to take the bank’s business away
from me if | didn't give up my rain-
bow chasing. That's very likely to
happen now.”

He saw Rocky scowling. “I told
you a long time ago that Charlie Oat-
man would walk away from this
thing, didn't 1?”

“You did,.” Rocky admitted. “I still
believe he can be persuaded to change
his mind. I'm certainly going to have
a talk with him. As far as your losing
the bank’s legal work, Frank, don't
worry about it; I'll guarantee you you
won’t lose it. I'll be out of here to-
morrow. In the meantime, you get
busy with the papers. And you keep
everything under your hat for the
present, Louie. If anything comes up
and we want to get together in a hur-
ry, we can meet in my office or in
Frank’s.”

OMETHING came up on Tues-
day, only it didn’'t originate with
them. Oscar Biberman, the Assembly-
man for the Boulder City district,
was in Cheyenne, and with an eye on

his re-election, made it a practice to
send out letters to his prominent con-
stituents. Having found out that
Grimwood was purchasing a quarter-
section of State land, in Mustard Val-
ley, he had sat down and conveyed
the information to Charlie Oatman,
writing that he was glad to hear there
was to be some activity out there.
Charlie knew exactly what it meant,
and he sent for Frank at once and
confronted him with what he had
learned.

“I've told you several times, Frank,
to forget this nonsense, but evidently
ycu don't propose to take my advice.”
Oatman made no effort to conceal his
perturbation. “Why you, a brilliant
young lawyer, just getting yourself
established, should endanger your
practice by such folly is beyond me.
Before people go to a lawyer, the one
thing they want to know is that he'’s
got his feet on the ground and not
inclined to go off half-cocked on such
stuff as this. Before-you took this
step, why didn’'t you come to me?”

“Frankly, because | knew how you
felt about what you call my nonsense.
There's oil out there, Charlie; |
know it.” Grimwood was trying to be
patient with him. He didn’t intend to
back down however. “It could be the
making of Boulder City and all of
us.”

“Hunh!” Oatman snorted sarcastic-
ally. “Just try to get people to be-
lieve it.”

In his anger, he longed to tell
Grimwood that he could forget this
oil well business once and for all or
consider himself no longer the First
National’'s legal counsel. But he had
only to think of Tony to realize that
he didn't dare to issue such an ul-
timatum as that. Where she was con-
cerned, Frank Grimwood was his best
defense against Rocky Jeanette;
break with Frank, and there was no
telling what might happen.

“Somebody’s been encouraging you,

Frank,” he snapped. “Who is it?
Jeanette?”
“Rocky’s interested,” Frank ac-
knowledged.

“l1 knew it!” Oatman banged his
desk with his fist for greater em-
phasis. “1 suppose he’s filled you full
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of hot air about organizing a com-
pany to put down a well! Is that it?”

His tone suggested that he had
caught a small boy with his linger in
the jam pot. Grimwood met it with
a mirthless smile.

“1 prefer,” he said pointedly, “to
have Rocky answer that question for
himself. But | can tell you, Charlie:
I'm not dropping this oil matter. I'm
indebted to you for many favors; |
hope never to forget it. On the other
hand, I have too much faith in Mus-
tard Valley to turn my back on it. |
know I'd always regret it if 1 did.”

Oatman nodded. “If that's the way
you feel, it doesn't leave anything
further to be said.”

On leaving the bank Grimwood
went to Rocky’s office at once and
acquainted him with the situation.
Rocky refused to get excited. “I'll
drop in and have a talk with him,”
he said. “The sooner the better, |
guess. The bank's closed but he'll be
th?r\"

Frank shook his head pessimistical-
ly. “boa nilgai jusc as well save your
breath. Our guns are spiked as far
as he's concerned.”

“Not my guns,” said Rocky. His
gray eyes were frosty as he reached
for his hat. “Charlie Oatman will lis-
ten to me.”

v 12y

NWARDLY seeth-

O ing, Charlie Oatman

sat alone in the

bank, his thoughts

running in circles.

Not knowing how

far Frank and

Rocky had gone

with their plans, he

imagined the worst.

What he could do

about it, he didn't

know; his hands were tied as far as

Frank Grimwood was concerned; and

when it came to Rocky, his sense of

frustration was so complete that he

could only wince and shake his head

at the hopelessness of what he saw
before him.

“It was a long time coming,” he

told himself, “but I knew the crook in

him would show up. He’'s just using
Frank; the whole thing is a trick so
he can get his hands on some easy
money.”

A cold chill ran down his spine,
when it occurred to him that, sooner
or later, he would be asked to con-
tribute to this swindle.

1 won’'t have any choice about it,
he thought. He'll tighten the screws
and force me to buy his worthless
stock. When he's got me loaded up,
he'll publicize it and use it as his best
argument to get a hundred others to
hand over their money.

He was at the point of leaving the
bank for Rocky’s office, when he saw
the latter approaching the door. He
let him in at once.

“1 figured we better have a little
talk,” said Rocky. “I just left Frank;
he told me what you'd had to say.”

“Then it won’'t be necessary for me
to repeat it to you.” Oatman snhapped,
leading the way to his desk. “I knew
you were a crook, Jeanette, and | ex-
pected you to pull something like
this. Take it from me, you won't get
away with this swindle.”

“That's pretty strong talk,” Rocky
returned easily, making himself com-
fortable in a chair. “Call this oil well
proposition a gamble, and I'll agree

with you; but there’'s no swindle
about it.”

“Don’t try to tell me anything of
the sort,” Charlie whipped out.

“Frank Grimwood trusts you impli-
citly; you can null the wool over his
eyes, but you can’'t do it with 'me.
You'll get your hands on the money
that's in for stock and fly the coop.”

Rocky’s laugh had a distinctly un-
pleasant edge. “You're putting ideas
in my head, Charlie. If | played it
that way it would be right up your
alley, wouldn't it?”

“No,” Oatman replied, shaking his
head slowly, “I've had that out with
myself. As much as I'd like to see
the last of you, I'm not helping you
to get away with this scheme. You're
not so smart | can't keep a step ahead
of you. It isn't only the stock you
hope to shove off on me that you're
counting on; I'm to be the decoy
to bring the other suckers in. I won't
stand for it, Jeanette, no matter what
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it costs me. You crack your whip,
and I'll crack mine.”

Rocky began to realize that swing-
ing him into line was going to be
more difficult than he had antici-
pated. “You can upset the apple-cart
if you don't mind paying the price.
It'll be stiff. This deal is on the level.
You like to talk about what you've
done for this town. If we bring in
oil, Boulder City will really be put
on the map. It’'ll make millionaires of
you and me and a lot of others. Louie
Abramson is in with us, and so is
Mrs. Warren. They're not crazy.
From the first time Frank mentioned
it, you've taken the pig-headed stand
that there couldn’t be oil in the Blue
Rock. You don’'t know anything about
it; it may turn out to be one of the
richest fields in the country.”

He paused to regard Oatman with a
pitying glance. “I got my heart set
on this proposition,” he said thinly.
"Believe me, Charlie, if you do any-
thing to Kill it, I'll go to the mat with
you. If you figure it's worth your
while to throw everything away, just
to stop me, go to it.”

ATMAN sat there, his face
drawn and his eyes never still.
Throwing the names of Louie Abram-
son and Rita Warren at him had had
a very sobering effect. They were two
of the First National's biggest de-
positors.

“What do you mean, telling me
Louie and Mrs. Warren are in this
thing with you?”

“Just that. Louie is the secretary
and treasurer of the company. Mrs.
Warren is taking a couple thousand
dollars worth of stock. They know
it's a gamble. That's the way we're
going to sell the deal; no big prom-
ises. Whoever comes in, comes in
with his eyes open.”

Without being interrupted, he
talked for fifteen minutes. Gradually,
he saw Charlie Oatman’s stubborn
resistance fade. Louie Abramson was
to handle the money. That fact
weighed heavily with Oatman; Louie
could be trusted.

“Am | to understand that nothing
is to be said about this business until

the meeting,
asked.

“Unless this surveyor and his rod-
man show up before then, and it isn't
likely they will.” Rocky’s grin was
working again. “1 thought you'd ap-
preciate the honor of being the one to
break the news. You're a good speak-
er. Whatever remarks you care to
make will be all right with us. Nat-
urally, we'd like to set things off
with a bang.”

Oatman nodded woodenly. “I im-
agine | know what is required....
How much do you expect me to put
into the company?”

Rocky spread his hands and said,
“That's up to you.” He felt he could
afford to be generous.

“Not over three or four thousand,”
said Oatman. “That’s as strong as |
can go.”

“Fine,” Rocky told him. “We’ll put
this thing over the top in a couple
weeks. | know this is your town,
Charlie, and it’'s mine, too. If we can
pull together a little it won't be any
flag-stop when we get through.”

Grimwood was waiting for him,
when he got back to the office. Rocky
was in high spirits.

“Forget the grin,” said Frank. “You
don’t have to put on an act for me.
You got your ears slapped down,
didn’'t you?”

“l did not. Everything's okay. Oat-
man’'s coming ii. for three or four
thousand, and he’'s going to make the
announcement and give us a boost at
the club on Thursday.”

“You don’t mean it!” It was incred-
ible to Grimwood. “How in heaven
did you work it?”

Rocky answered with a character-
istic shrug.

“1 talked fast,” he said. “Charlie
Oatman likes to huff and puff but if
you stay with him, he can be han-
dled. If that surveyor shows up be-
fore Thursday, I'll run him out of
town!”

Thursday noon?” he

T HAPPENED that when Thurs-
day noon came the formation of
the Blue Rock Oil Company was still
a closely guarded secret.
“No guest speaker today,” Louie
Abramson informed Rocky, just be-

\
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fore they sat down. “Ty asked
Charlie how come, and Charlie told
him he had an important announce-
ment to make that was of such great
local interest that he thought there
wouldn't be time for a speaker.
Sounds good, eh?”

““Sure does,” Rocky agreed.
pass the word along to Frank.”

After the coffee was served, Oat-
man rapped for attention. “l believe
that in the years to come, we'll look
back on this meeting as a memorable
occasion,” he began. “Not so long ago,
there wasn’'t a foot of paved street
in Boulder City. There was a plank
sidewalk on one side of Bridger
Street, and it was the only one in
town. The only street lights were at
the bank corner. It was the regular
thing for a bunch of cowboys to shoot
them out every Saturday night. I'm
not accusing anyone present of en-
gaging in the practice.”

He meant this to win a laugh and
he was not disappointed. “The bank
stood where it’s located now,” he con-
tinued. “It was a small sheet iron
building, with a brick front, in those
days. There wasn't a two-story build-
ing in town. Boulder City has come
a long way since then. The changes
have been great. There's no need to
recount them; you are as familiar
with them as I. But in view of the
news | have for you today, | think I
am justified in saying that what has
been accomplished is only the begin-
ning.”

He went on to point out that if
Boulder City was to continue to grow
and its prosperity increase, they
could not look to the cattle business
to accomplish it. The range would not
support more cattle than were on it
now. The mines in the Dry Creek
Mountains could not be expected to
supply the added increment. Having
pointed out those pertinent facts, he
was ready to give his listeners the
magic word “oil”. Oil on the Blue
Rock! In Mustard Valley!

A company was being formed. He
named those behind it. The stock
was to be offered at a dollar a share.
Fifty thousand dollars had to be sub-
scribed. He mentioned his own com-
mitment for three thousand, and Rita

“1'Nn

Warren’s subscription. After stress-
ing the fact that the venture was a
pure gamble, that no guarantees or
glittering promises could be made, he
proceeded to paint a glowing picture
of what the discovery of oil would
mean to each and everyone present.
He urged them to get behind the com-
pany, to support it in every way pos-
sible.

“Not only as a matter of civic
pride,” said he. “If the company
strikes oil, the returns will be trem-
endous. If they bring in a dry well,
we won't get a penny back; it's win
or lose all. Frank Grimwood is con-
vinced there’s oil in Mustard Valley.
When a man will stick to his con-
victions the way he has, and not
turned aside by the doubting Thom-
ases—and | was one of them—and
then finds evidence to support his
claims, you've got to believe hiriv |
want Frank to address you.”

Grimwood told them what he found
in the valley and used a scientific
yardstick to substantiate his argu-
ment. His unquestionable sincerity
carried conviction.

Rocky made a few remarks, but it
was little Louie Abramson who got
the laughter and the cheers. Before
he sat down, Louie said: “Nobody’s
ever been able to follow me around
by the money I've thrown away. If
this thing is good enough for me, it
oughta be good enough for you. I'm
in for a thousand bucks. That speaks
for itself, don't it? You boys get
ready; I'll be around to see yoq.”

Before the meeting adjourned, over
half of fifty thousand had been sub-
scribed.

rented the vacant storeroom for
a month; Frank had lost no time in
telling Tony the news. After the
windows had been washed and the
place cleaned up, they moved in a
desk and chairs. Louie sent over the
young man who made his display
cards. Rocky told him what was want-
ed.

Don Pierce, the publisher of the
Mercury, came in. “1 see you're going
right ahead,” he observed. “When
are you opening up for business?”

“We're open right now,” Rocky re-

IN THE MORNING, the partners
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plied. “We ain't turning down no-
one; officially, 1 guess it will be
Monday before we open shop. We
want about fifty copies of yesterday’s
paper, Don. We’'re going to put a dis-
play in the window. It won't hurt to
paste yesterday’s front-page on the
glass.”

During the day, a stream of well-
wishers, many of them members of
the Business Men’'s Club, dropped in.
When five o’clock came, Grimwood
suggested that they lock up.

“We're due at Tony’s at seven. |
talked so much I'm hoarse.”

He was the first of her guests to
arrive. Rita and Rocky came togeth-
er, in one of her carriages.

Mr. and Mrs. Oatman had gone to
the hotel, leaving the house to Tony
and her quests. Tony had herself well
in hand and more than held her own
with Rita.

Grimwood had never known her to
be so vivacious; during the day an-
other ten thousand had been sub-
scribed, and she was delighted. Rocky
noticed, too, and all through dinner
he was aware of how often Frank got
her attention. Nor did he miss the
adroitness with which she managed to
couple him with Rita. His ego was
such that he refused to believe it was
anything other than a game to make
him understand how little he meant
to her.

After dinner, they went back to
Tony’s comfortable log studio, at the
rear of the spacious yard. Without
ceremoney she invited them to view
The Cross Pull. Grimwood called it
the best thing she had ever done.
Rita was full of praise. It was Rocky,
however, who was most impressed.

“It's wonderful,” he declared, as
he sat studying it. He shook his head
at some secret thought. “The whole
story’s there, Tony. I'd like to own
that picture; and | will some day if
this oil thing comes through.”

When the party broke up, Rocky
left with Rita. Frank lingered for a
few minutes with Tony.

“It was a grand evening,” he said,
proudly. “Rita really went for it. As
for Rocky, I'm sure he enjoyed it.”

Tony, rearranging the chairs, had
her back to him. “I hope so,” she said,
her smile inscrutable.

’

ve

SURVEYOR and a rodman ar-
rived from Cheyenne on Satur-
day morning. Grimwood left for the
desert with them within the hour. It
was after midnight when they re-
turned to town, and the partners did
not get together until Sunday break-
fast.

“Everything went all right,” Frank
replied to Rocky’'s question about
what had been done. “I brought in a
lot of junk for the window display.
I'll go down to the store this morn-
ing and fix things up. You're going
out to the ranch. | understand.

“Rita’s expecting me,” said Rocky.
“She’s leaving for Denver on the
morning train.”

“1 don’t know why | don’'t go with
her,” Frank spoke up. “We’ll be com-
pany for each other as far as Chey-
enne. | can make it. Marion will come
down and finish typing the papers
today if | ask her. About an hour’s
work.”

“Do it, by all means,” Rocky urged.
“It's a long ride to Cheyenne. Rita
will be glad to have you for com-
pany.”

They talked as they ate. After
breakfast Rocky walked around the
corner to the livery barn to hire a
team and rig and set off for the
Spanish Ranch, where he arrived in
time to catch the Sunday morning
work-outs. Seated on the rail with
Rita, they clocked the younger War-
ren horses as the exercise boys put
them through their paces.

It was the beginning of a pleasant
and exciting day for him. After tour-
ing the stables and visiting old Ham-
ilcar, the sire of most of the Warren
string, they returned to the house for
lunch.

Rita was glad to learn that Frank
would be on the train with her as far
as Cheyenne. It occurred to her, how-
ever, that with the two of them away
Rocky would be left with Tony.
Though she realized that with the oil
company in its formative stage his
answer would have to be no, she
urged him again to run down to Den-
ver.

“There’s nothing 1'd like better,”
he told her, “but | can't get away
now. We'll make it some other time.”

She had to be content with that.
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Rocky was at the depot to see her
and Frank off, next morning. Early
as it was, he went to the store as soon
as the train had pulled out.

The promotion signs and the speci-
mens Frank had brought in were in
the window, attractively arranged.

Judge Bonfils was the first to drop
in. He told Rocky to put him down
for a modest five hundred dollars. He
mentioned his brothers and asked if
they had come in.

“We hooked Sam, Judge,” Rocky
told him. “We’ll go after Lee and
Bert if they ever hit town.”

The Judge laughed. “Maybe they're
staying away on purpose. About fif-
teen years ago, they let a lightning
rod salesman sell .hem a set of rods
for one of the barns. It burned down
the next week, and they haven't taken
a chance on anything since.”

There were other visitors as the
morning wore on, and there was an
ever-changing group examining the
display in the window. The subscrip-
tion list continued to grow. Whether
the request was for a few shares or
many, Rocky was happy to receive it.
The excitement of it took charge of
him and he forgot all about his in-
surance business.

Louie Abramson popped in to see
how things were going. Rocky
showed him the list.

“We're doing all right,” Louie de-
clared. “1 got a couple fellas lined
up. I'll bring them in later.”

E'D BEEN gone only a few

minutes, when Tony passed. She
waved to him and would have gone
on had he not called her in.

“You're busy, Rocky. | can just
feel the excitement in here. You
haven't any time for me, this morn-
ing.”

“I've always got time for vyou,
Tony.” And then, quickly, “You sel-
dom get down-town in the morning.
How come this morning?”

“I've had wonderful news, Rocky.
I've been commissioned to do two his-
torical things for the Wyoming ex-
hibit at the World's Fair. | submit-
ted the sketches months ago and just
got word this morning. | rushed down

to get off a letter of acceptance. Isn’'t
it grand?”

“It’s no more than you deserve.” His
tone was sober; he meant what he
was saying, for once. “A hundred
years from now folks can look at
your paintings and see what things
were like around here in our time.”

Pop Singer, the town marshal,
strolled in and rat down. He had
been in once before. He continued to
sit around after Tony left. He loved
to talk, and he was apparently just
killing time. Somehow, Rocky got the
feeling that Pop was watching the
door. Certainly his glance strayed
that way every few seconds.

Rocky got busy and Pop walked
out. He hadn’t been gone long before
Ty Roberts came in. He sat around,
too. He had a gun on his hip, and he
usually didn't, when he was in town.

Rocky began to tighten up. He
could feel the alertness that lurked
beneath Ty’s calm demeanor. Final-
ly, Rocky couldn’t stand it any long-
er.

“What's up?” he demanded. “Pop’s
been in here a couple times, and now
you show up. If you've got anything
on your mind, let's have it.”

“Say, yo're a litfle jittery, ain't
you?” Ty demanded, surprised at
Rocky’s tone. “Calm down; ain't
nothin’ wrong so far.”

“What do you mean?” Rocky was
still puzzled.

“Jim Bucktoe, Toe's brother, hit
town this mornin’. He ain't likkerin’
up and he ain’'t blowin’ off his mouth,
but Pop and | got the idea that mebbe
he came in lookin’ to square accounts
with you. You Kkilled his brother. We
figgered we’'d hang around, just in
case..lIf Jim was makin’ any war talk,
we’d lock him up. But he ain't sayin’
athing.... You keep yore eyes open,
Rocky. I'll just walk across the street
and hang around till Pop gits back.”

Rocky thanked him. For once, he
forgot to grin. He wasn't taking the
warning lightly. Being unarmed, he
began looking for something that he
could use for a weapon with which to
defend himself. A small hammer was
the best thing he could find. He
tossed it aside in disgust.
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“A lot of good that would be,” he
thought. ‘“‘Everything going swell,
and this has got to come up!”

He could see Ty across the street.
Fifteen minutes later the sheriff was
still there. Rocky's tension began to
fade. A prospective stockholder came
in. The usual questions and answers
followed. It was another sale. Only
fifty shares this time. With the man's
departure, Rocky looked up to find
a short, chunky Indian gazing at the
display in the window. Their eyes
met, through the glass. The Indian
moved to the door, then, and when he
stepped inside, his right hand was in
his pocket.

Rocky backed away and put a desk
between them.

The Indian took another hesitant
step and stopped, a hollow grin of
embarrassment on his round face. The
next moment, Ty's broad shoulders
filled the doorway.

“All right, Jim!” he ground out.
“What is it?”

The Indian turned to him. “Oil,”
he said. His hand came out of his
pocket clutching a crumpled five-
dollar bill. “Me buy oil.”

“You mean ”ou want to buy stock
in the company?” Ty demanded, his
amazement choking him.

“Yeh. Plenty time | see oil in Mus-
tard Valley.”

Ty expelled the air from his lungs
with a noisy whoosh.

“Wal, I'll be damned!” he ex-
ploded. “That takes the cake! Pop and
me was gittin’ all spooked up for

nothin!”
V 13V

Y THE 1st. of Oc-
tober, the sixteen-
mule teams and the
freighting wagons
had ground out a
passable road to
Mustard Valley. Of
a Sunday, it had be-
come quite the
thing for the towns-
people, most of
them stockholders,
to drive out to watch the drilling.

Tony had been out several times.
Rita was there oftener.

A barn, with a galvanized iron roof,
and still open at the sides, as well
as half a dozen small cabins, had been
erected on the property. Grimwood
used one of the cabins for the com-
pany’s field headquarters and the per-
sonal accomodation of Rocky and
himself.

Frank had turned over his law
practice to Gene Robbim temporarily,
so that he might spend all his time
in camp. The storeroom in town, from
which the company had been pro-
moted, had become the permanent of-
fice, with Rocky in charge of the
business at that end and shuttling
back and forth between town and the
valley three and four times a week.

Organizing the freighting had been
an arduous chore. Rocky had super-
vised it from the first and managed
to keep supplies and material rolling.
The worst of that was over. He still
had two carloads of thirty-foot
lengths of five and five-eights inch
casing or a siding in the Wyoming
and Western yard, but he was so far
ahead of the drillers that he began to
spend more and more of his time in
the field. The bit was biting ever
deeper into the surface strata and
once he got on the platform and heard
it thudding into the rock, the creak-
ing of the walking-beam and the
groaning of the bull-wheel filling

his ears, he couldn’'t tear himself
away.

Every Sunday brought Louie
Abramson out from town. It was the

only day he could get away from
the store. He had come into the com-
pany believing he would do well to
break even. When Charlie Oatman
had given it his enthusiastic endorse-
ment, Louie had thought better of
his investment. But even then he re-
garded it as no more than - good gam-
ble that wasn't going to hurt anyone
very much if it ended in failure. Of
late, however, oil fever began to grip
him, too. He had never had any great
interest in anything that didn’t begin
and end with the store. Now, he com-
plained to Frank and Rocky over the
fact that Sunday was the only day he
had free.
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“This thing gets into your blood,”
he confessed. “I'm getting so | can't
sleep. Getty tells me everything still
looks good. No sign of trouble ahead,
eh?”

“Not according to what the bailer
brings up,” said Grimwood. “We
ought to be about through the shale
and getting into sandstone. If we
strike any real trouble, it won't be
for a couple weeks. We're not down
far enough for that.”

“They're bringing the bailer up
now,” Rocky reported from the door-
way. “Let's see what they've got.”

The bailer was swung around to
the waste-trough and emptied itself
when it struck bottom. Grimwood and
John Getty, the contractor, examined
the detritus carefully.

“Shale, nothing else,” said Getty.
He found a piece containing a small
fossil. After wiping it off on his
overalls, he handed it to Frank, say-
ing, “Souvenir for you.” With his
hand, he stirred the mixture of muck
and oily water that had just been
brought up and then tested its vis-
cousity by rubbing thumb and fore-
finger together. “Getting heavier.
Not a bad sign. Of course, only the
bit will show if there’s oil.”

It was one of his favorite sayings.
He and Frank’s father had been close
friends for years. That alone had
made it possible to persuade him to
come to Wyoming. A better man for
the job couldn’t have been found. He
was critical in his judgments and not
given to loose optimism. On being
shown over the property for the
first time and having the pool of
seepage and the oil-impregnated
sandstone outcroppings shown him,
he had declared the prospects de-
cidedly favorable, only to add his now
familiar, “But only the bit will show
if there's oil.” But he was impressed,
and had continued to be. Coming
from a man who knew his business,
and guarded his enthusiasm so care-
fully, it had further encouraged the
partners.

HIS Sunday passed, as the others
preceeding it had, without one of
the Blue Rock Oil Company’s most
important stockholders putting in an

appearance. Frank and Louie couldn’t
understand why Charlie Oatman
never found time to come out. It
wasn’'t any mystery to Rocky.

“QOatman ain't too busy,” he told
himself. “He’d like to see what we're
doing, but he’'s staying away because
he's sure the well is going to be a
bust.”

If he had included Oatman’s bitter
hatred of himself, he would have been
close to the truth. Like the proverb-
ial horse of the familiar adage, Oat-
man had been led to the water, but
he wasn't going to be made to drink.
He kept himself informed on how the
work was progressing. Almost every
day, someone who had just returned
from Mustard Valley, came into the
bank and supplied him with the latest
details.

Considering his position, the keen
interest he expressed in the opera-
tions was understandable. For him to
have done otherwise would have ex-
cited suspicion. Forestalling the in-
evitable question, he was always
ready with a plausible excuse for his
own non-appearance.

Like a condemned man, watching
the clock as he awaited his doom,
Oatman kept the score on the drill-
ing. Every foot the drill went down
was another second ticked away for
him, bringing the disastrous conclu-
sion ever nearer.

He spent hours contemplating what
his position would be when the bubble
burst and men like Joe Evans. Ty
Roberts, the Judge and several hun-
dred others, were brought face to
face with the fact that the money
they had invested in the company
was irretrievably lost. Being human
beings, they would very likely forget
that they had been told they were
taking a gamble, and remember only
that he had sponsored the company.
He had invested his money; that
would be a mitigating factor. Even
so, he would not be able to escape the
storm completely; the best he could
hope for was to weather it and then
try to rebuild his battered fences.

When the hour of disillusionment
came, where would Rocky stand?
Charlie dwelt long and intently on
that question. The Blue Rock Oil
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Company was his idea; more than
anyone else, he was responsible for
the folly in which Boulder City was
indulging.

“He’ll have a hard row to hoe
around here,” Oatman told himself,
“He’s dealing with men who are hard
losers. They’ll let him know how they
feel."

HOUGH the past weeks had been
trying ones for him, it was a
great comfort to notice how little
Tony was seeing of Rocky. Oatman
knew it wasn't due solely to the fact
that Rocky was busy; during the sev-
eral weeks that Mrs. Warren and
Frank had been away, he had not been
to the house once. Tony had been
working feverishly, and on finishing
the pictures for the Wyoming exhi-
bit had turned at once to doing sev-
eral things she wanted to take to San
Francisco, along with The Cross Pull.
Gossip had begun to couple Rocky
with Rita. She had returned in tri-
umph from Denver and San Antonio.
Rocky had been at the depot to meet
her. On his frequent trips back and
forth to Mustard Valley, he never
failed to spend an hour or two at the
Spanish Ranch.

Charlie was only too willing to ac-
cept at their face value the inferen-
ces being made. Mrs. Warren was
a rich and attractive young widow.
Knowing Rocky, he didn’t doubt what
his intentions were concerning her.
It was a regretable situation to him,
for he had a high regard for Rita
Warren. His regret, however, ran a
bad second to his relief respecting
Tony’s diminished interest in the
man.

Difficult as he knew his own po-
sition was going to be after the deba-
cle, he promised himself that he
would have to do something for
Frank Grimwood. With this oil mad-
ness out of his mind, Frank would set-
tle down to business. After a year or
two, he could step into politics.

He didn't hold Frank’s defiance
against him. The boy had fallen under
Rocky Jeanette’s influence; that had
been his great mistake. He was, in
part, responsible for this miserable
mess, but only a minor degree. By and

large, he would make a satisfactory
son-in-law. It had always been one of
Charlie’s fears that Tony would bring
home a husband who would be an
everlasting disappointment to him.

Rita arranged a dinner party, early
in the week. Tony begged off imme-
diately; it brought Rita to the studio.

“You can't be so busy it's impossi-
ble for you to take an evening off,”
she argued. “I don’'t see anything of
you any more. You've been cooping
yourself up in here day after day.
It's beginning to tell on you, Tony.
You're thin.”

“A little,” Tony admitted lightly.
“I'll get it back in California. | want
to get away next Sunday if possible.”

Four paintings were already boxed
for shipment.

“1 didn't know you were leaving,”
said Rita. “Is this something that
came up unexpectedly?”

“No, I've been going down every
year for the annual California Oil
and Water-color Show. | want to take
this one down with me.” She indicat-
ed the picture on the easel. “I've
three or four days’ work to do.”

“I'm sorry you can't make it,” Rita
gave in at last. “Rocky is coming.
Frank promised that he would come
in. Of course, he won't make the ef-
fort if you're not to be there.”

“That's sweet of Frank to be as
faithful as that.” Tony remarked,
thinking that Rita had on too much
make-up. “1 told him, when | was out
in the valley two weeks ago, that I'd
be going down about the 9th. of the
month. He's undoubtedly forgotten;

he and Rocky are so busy.”
R OCKY was in town this after-
noon. Rita saw him and told him
the party was off, and why. After she
had left for the ranch, he made a sud-
den decision. Ten minutes later, he
opened the studio door. Tony was
busy at the easel.

“Well this is unexpected!” she ex-
claimed, turning to him.

“Can | come in?” he asked.

“Of course. 1 don't know whether
you can find a chair. Things are in a
mess.”

“You're leaving, | understand,” he
said, his whole attention fixed on her.
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“You must have seen Rita.”

“Yeh...What were you going to
do—Ileave without saying good-by to
anyone?”

“Anyone?” she queried, her banter-
ing tone stabbing him.

“Well, to me, then,” he muttered
soberly.

Tony laughed. “You make it sound
important.”

Something electric had touched the
air with his coming. He pulled up a
chair. Straddling it, he placed his el-
bows on the back and gazed™ at her
approvingly.

“1 haven't seen you in weeks, Tony.
I missed you the last time, when you
drove out with the Taylors.”

“I've been right here,” she said,
cleaning a brush with greater care
than was necessary. “You've been ter-
ribly busy, | know.”

“It wasn't being busy that kept me
away.” He got up and pushed the
chair out of his way. “I put the brakes
on and kept away from you because |

knew | had to. | thought I could
lick this thing.”
He reached out suddenly and

caught her hands. “Tony, let's quit
kidding ourselves!”

She broke away as he tried to draw
her into his arms.

“Not that....no!” she protested.

She stood .here for a moment, get-
ting hold of herself. Her breasts
rising and falling with her deep, ex-
cited breathing. “There was a time,
Rocky, when I might have been fool-
ish enough to let you sweep me off
my feet. Those moments pass, and
when they’re gone, you wonder that
you could have thought of throwing
everything away on a mad impulse...
I'm Frank’s girl. Remember?”

“You are if he can hold you.” Un-
consciously, Rocky pulled down the
corners of his mouth, and his eyes
were grim in his hard, flat face. “I
never have pretended to be a gentle-
man; when | see something | want, |
take it if | can get it.”

Tony winced. “l wish you hadn't
said that.”

“What difference can it make now.
It's true. 1 knew | shouldn't have
come here today; I've gone too far in
another direction for it to do me any

good. Talk about throwing everything
away! | thought | was being smart,
and I've made the biggest mistake
of my life. But you know how | feel,
and I'm glad you do. That's all I've
got to say.”

He didn’t stay long. On leaving, he
said, “Where are you going to be in
San Francisco?”

“At the St. Francis... .Why do you
ask?”

“Maybe I'll send you a post card,”
he growled sarcastically as he
slammed out of the studio.

Tony was satisfied to let him go.
She didn't know whether she wanted
to cry or laugh. She did neither. She
had humbled him, and that’'s what she
had been wanting to do for weeks.
She didn’t doubt that he was as ruth-
less and bereft of honor as he claimed
to be. It didn’t frighten her.

“Why should it?” she asked her-
self. “He means nothing to me. This
ended any chance that he might.”

EFORE she left for the Coast,
Frank came in and spent the
evening with her. He looked tired.
The strain he was under was telling
on him. It worried her.

“You're not getting rest enough,
Frank. You can’'t be up day and night.”

“1 know it,” he agreed. “I turn in,
and if the drill misses a beat, I've got
to get out and see wi.at's wrong. The
work’s going ahead satisfactorily. We
ran into a hard conglomerate this
morning. Getty isn’'t worried; he says
we’'ll break through it. But it slows
things up for the present. You'll be
home long before were ready to shoot
the well. Of course, we may hit a
gusher that'll blow everything sky
high before we shoot.” He laughed at
the possibility. “That'd upset our cal-
culations most pleasantly.”

“You're as confident as
Frank.”

“Oh, sure! | don't see how we can
miss. Coming across the desert this
afternoon, |1 promised myself that the
first thing I'll do after we bring the
well in will be to buy the finest dia-
mond ring in this town and ask you to
let me put it on your finger. When |
first mentioned oil in the Blue Rock,
you encouraged me, and you were the

ever,
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only one who did. I know Rocky
wouldn’'t have got interested but for
you. If | hit the jackpot, I'll owe it
all to you.”

Tony’s head was on his shoulder.
“l guess you know what my answer
will be,” she murmured, without look-
ing up. “It’ll be the same if you don’t
Strike oil.”

Tony had not been gone more than
a week, when Rocky drove into camp.
After assuring himself that every-
thing was going smoothly, he asked
if Grimwood could get along without
him for a few days.

“1 don’t see why not,” Frank told
him. “If anything unexpected comes
up at the office, | can run into town
and take care of it.”

Rocky explained that one of the
insurance companies he represented
was calling its agents into the home
office, at Sacramento, for its annual
convention. It was his biggest ac-
count, he said.

Grimwood did not question the
truthfulness of the story for a mo-
ment.

“Go ahead,”
when you can.”

Rocky let it go at that. For the
past few days, he had been in a savage
mood, his preoccupation so intense
that if had not escaped Rita’s notice.
She surmised that something in con-
nection with the oil company was
responsible. She had tried to break
through it, even suggesting that if
they were running out of funds, she
might be able to do something about
it.

Rocky had brushed it off, and not
too gently either. Today, when he
stopped to tell he was going to the
convention, her suspicions instantly
took another direction. Tony was in
California. She was shrewd enough
not to mention it, but on the train
that carried Rocky to the Coast, there
were several letters from her friends
in San Francisco.

Her letters were answered in due
course, and the information they held
was so infuriating that she made no
effort to contain herself. Rocky’s
deceit, she might have forgiven; but
in her jealous rage, she found the
cruelest blow in the fact that held her

he said. “Get back

cheaply, and for that there was no
forgiveness.

Determined to avenge the indignity
he had offered her, she had a team
harnessed and drove to Mustard
Valley.

RIMWOOD realized at once that
something was wrong. “You're

upset Rita,” he said anxiously. |
hope it isn't bad news.”
“Frank—1 think it's about time

someone opened your eyes.”

His head went up, and he gazed
at her, more puzzled than ever.

“l don't get you—"

“Rocky,” she informed him.

“Rocky?”

“He lied to you. He isn't in Sacra-
mento ; he went straight to San Fran-
cisco to be near Tony. | have friends
in the city. They've written. Rocky
and Tony are out dining and dancing
every night.”

Grimwood’s fingers .ighcened on
th(lef buggy wheel as he steadied him-
self.

“1'd trust Tony anywhere,” he de-
clared, his throat tight. “Dining and
dancing sounds like Innocent fun.”

“It may be innocent enough on
Tony’s part; Rocky doesn’'t intend it
to be innocent.” Rita had thrown dis
cretion to the winds. “When 1 first
met him, | realized that he was reach-
ing out for her. You vere his friend,
but that didn't matter to him. He
doesn’'t let anything stand in his
way.”

Frank winced. His own words
were being tossed back at him now
“He accepted my favors and made me
believe | meant something to him,”
Rita rushed on, her dark eyes flash-
ing angrily. “He was only using me;
and | despise him for it!”

Her voice broke and she paused
to catch her breath. The blood had
drained away from Frank’s cheeks
and under its tan, his face was grim.
Though he was slow to anger, Rita
could see his wrath rising.

“Frank—what are you going to
do?”

“l don't know,” he said slowly.
“Nothing foolish, Rita. He lied to
me; that'll take some answering. But
I'm not rushing down to San Fran-
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eisco. He'll be home in a few days;
I'll be in town, waiting for him.”

f -V HE COMMITTEE
headed by Jinny
Evans, had been

busy for a week ar-
ranging the Harvest
Festival dance at
the lake, always the
last party of the
year, a gala affair.
Grimwood was in
town but in no
mood to attend. The
morning after the party, Judge Bon-
fils stepped into the oil company’s
office, as he was passing.

“We had quite a crowd out,” he
told Frank. “But as so many re-
marked, Mrs. Warren, Tony, you and
Rocky, were conspicuous by your ab-
sence. Of course, all everyone had to
talk about was when you’d be shoot-
ing the well. How far down are you,
Frank?”

“About twenty-three hundred feet.”

“Then you haven't far to go—ac-
cording to your previous calculations,
I mean.”

Grimwood nodded. He found it dif-
ficult to talk about the drilling. His
interest in the well remained as great
as ever, but he didn't see how Rocky
and he could go on together; one of
them would have to step out. He sat
there brooding over it after the Judge
left.

His faith in Tony remained un-
shaken. He refused tc believe for a
moment that she and Rocky were to-
gether in San Francisco by preaf-
rangement. Even Rita, bitter as she
was, had not intimated anything of
that nature. No, he repeatedly assured
himself, the treachery was all on
Rocky’s part. Any doubt of it fled,
when he received a letter from Tony,
telling him Rocky had been in San
Francisco.

“Having an attractive escort to
wine and dine you in San Francisco’s
fashionable restaurants sounds excit-

—_ -7
>H__-O

ing, 1 know, but it’s really been a dif-
ficult few days for me,” she wrote.
I'm sure Rocky hasn't found it too
pleasant either. It may be, as you said
one afternoon at the lake, that he let’s
nothing stand in his way. If so, he
ran into the immovable object in me.”

There was more. Not having seen
him for a day or two, she presumed
that Rocky was on his way back to
Wyoming. “Knowing how busy the
two of you are, | was surprised that
he could be spared for even a few
days,” the letter continued. “The per-
sonal business he had on the Coast
must have been very pressing.”

“Lied to her!” Grimwood muttered,
reading between the lines. “The
double-crossing rat made a big play
for her and got his ears slapped
down!”

He had awire from Rocky, late that
day, saying he was on the Chicago
Limited and would arrive early Wed-
nesday morning. The Limited
stopped at Boulder City only to dis-
charge passengers from the Coast.
Though it was not due until a few
minutes of two, Grimwood waited up.

IT TOOK Rocky another ten min-
utes to get up town. Seeing the
lights burning in the office, he head-
ed that way. He had only to catch a
glimpse of Frank's stony face to
know he had been found out.

“Well, say it!” he growled, slid-
ing his bag into a corner.

“You lied to me.” Grimwood let
him have it bluntly. “You didn't have
any convention in Sacramento on
your mind; you went straight to San
Francisco to see Tony.”

“Sure | did!” Rocky flung back
viciously, shoulders hunched, his
brazeness an unconscious throwback
to the days when he had operated
with a gun in his fist. “You were
keepin’ cases on me, eh?”

“No but someone else was.”

“Rita?”

“Who else?”

“1 might have known what to ex-
pect from her!” Rocky snarled.

He had risked everything in going
to San Francisco. It had ended dis-
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astrously for him, as far as Tony was
concerned; now he knew that he had
not only lost her but Rita and almost
everything as well.

“1've been trying to take Tony away
from you since the first time | saw
her,” he admitted. “I didn't want to
rat on you; that's why | got mixed
up with Rita Warren— 1 thought
that'd take care of everything. But it
didn't. Tony tried to show me | didn't
have a chance with her. | wouldn't be-
lieve it, figured it was just a stall.
I've had a lot of experience with
dames, but I knew they weren’t her
kind. But that's what threw me; |
couldn’'t get it through my dumb
head that there was a different set of
rules in her league.... What a sap
I am!”

He threw back his head and started
to laugh scornfully at himself. He
stopped suddenly, and his gray eyes
were fierce and bitter.

“It's over and done with, Grim-
wood,” he whipped out. “You can
make what you please out of it. |
ain’'t apologizing for trying to beat
your time. If Tony had—"

“Keep Tony out of it, if you've
got any more to say!” Frank cut him
off. He hauled himself to his feet
and stepped around the desk, his lean
jaw set at a fighting angle. “1’'ve had
a few days to think matters over.
There were little things along the
way that | should have noticed, but
I wouldn’'t see them. How 1 could
have been a fool enough to think you
were on the level with me is more
than 1I'll ever know. But that's
enough of that, Jeanette: we're
through. Either you're going to get
out of the company, or I am. | came
in from camp last Friday, and I'm
not going back till I know what
you're going to do.”

“l ain't going to do a thing!”
Rocky rifled back. “I'm hanging on
to my stock!”

“Hang on to it.” Grimwood’s voice
rose. “l can’'t do anything about that,
but 1 can call a stockholders’ meet-
ing, and with the proxies | can get,
I can force you out and leave you
nothing to say about running the
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company. You know | can do it, and
I won't have to explain why I'm do-
ing it.”

Rocky took a step toward him, his
attitude menacing. “You better not
try it!” he growled. “I won't take any
pushing around from you!”

“By Gawd, | will!” Frank retorted,
anger running away with him. “On
my orders, Louie has paid all the
outstanding bills and notified every-
one that no supplies or material of
any kind are to be turned over to the
company without a signed order from
me.”

“That was smart, wasn't it?” Rocky
ripped out. “It won't leave you money
enough to meet this week’s payroll!
What are you going to no about that?
You'll need another five thousand.”

“1'll worry about that after I've got
rid of you. | can raise it.”

“Like hell you willl Who raised
the fifty thousand you had?” Rocky’s
jeering laugh further infuriated
Frank. “You're going to need me
right down to the wire. All | got to
do is sit air tight and call your bluff.
The company needs money, and you
know | can raise it.”

“You couldn’t raise another nickel
in this town! Don’'t kid yourself chat
you can blackmail it cut of Charlie
Oatman!”

Rocky’s right hand flashed out. His
fingers closed on the collar of
Frank’s shirt. “What the hell do you
mean?” he rapped, pulling him for-
ward.

Grimwood slapped Rocky’s hand

away. “What do you think?” he
blazed as they stood toe to toe. “I'm
no fool; I can*put two and two to-
gether!”

Out of nowhere, he brought up his
right fist and sent it crashing against
Rocky’s mouth. The force of it drove
Rocky’s head back. Blood spurted
from his torn lips.

Sense went out of Rocky. In sav-
age fury he rushed in and drove
Grimwood back against the desk. Pin-
ning him there, he swung from his
heels with right hand and left; pun-
ishing blows that hurt.
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He was doing something more than
trying to square accounts with Grim-
wood ; his sense of complete frustra-
tion over the way everything had
turned out for him was finding ex-
pression, and every time his fist
smashed into Frank’s face and made
him wince, it added fresh fuel to
Rocky’s rage. Lady Luck had turned
her back on him and played him a
scurvy trick, and he wanted to get
even. It was that, rather than any
deep-seated hatred or ill will he bore
Frank Grimwood that was driving
him now.

I: RANK weathered that first storm
and clipped Rocky on the ear
with another long, whistling right.
Rocky saw it coming and stepped
back, trying to roll with the blow. It
gave Frank his chance, and he got
away from the desk quickly, flicking
his left hand repeatedly to Rocky’s
chin and keeping him off balance.

Both had room now to move either
to right or left, and they began to
go to it in earnest. Like Rocky, Grim-
wood was venting the pent up fury
that had been tearing at him foi al-
most a week. Physically they were
evenly matched; Frank was an inch
or two the taller, with a correspond-
ing advantage in reach, but Rocky
made up for it with a cat-like quick-
ness and a pair of shoulders that had
dynamite in them.

Save for the Maverick and several
other night-hawk establishments,
Boulder City was fast asleep. Though
passersby along Bridger Street were
few, that section of the street be-
tween the bank corner and the office
of the Blue Rock Oil Company was
never completely deserted for more
than a few minutes at a time.

The exuberant cowboys, bound for
the Chinese restaurant near the depot,
came along and became the first
thrilled witnesses to the battle rag-
ing within. They weren’t interested
in the cause of the fight; it was a
good fight, and it promised to con-
tinue for some time. Accordingly,
word was sent back to the Maverick

and before long there was a crowd

at the window. Ollie Seager, the
night constable, came running.

Though Ollie tried the door and
found it unlocked, he didn't step in.
He was charged with maintaining
the peace, but he had a prejudice
against interfering when two men
were settling their differences by
having at each other with their
fists, and especially so when the
combatants were such prominent citi-
zens as Grimwood and Rocky Jean-
ette. Through the glass he saw Frank
feint with his left and then level off
and send Rocky reeling back from a
bone-crunching smash on the jaw.

The thud of it rung an unconscious
grunt of pain out of Oilie, as though
he had been the one struck.

Rocky caught a chair and .kept him-
self from going down. Frank was
after him. Rocky whipped up the
chair and used it as a weapon to
fend off further trouble until his
head cleared. He was battered and
bleeding, his left eye so badly puffed
that it was of little use to him. He
had given as good as he had received.
Whenever he could get in close
enough to block those long, punish-
ing rights, he had Frank at his mercy,
peppering him with short, piston-like
blows that had the kick of a mule
behind them though they travelled
only a few inches.

Rocky’s back was to the window.
When Grimwood tried to snatch the
chair away from him, he swung it
over his head so viciously that it
slipped out of his hands and went fly-
ing through the air. With a shivery
crash, it smashed the window, scat-

tering the startled crowd.
B OULDER CITY began to wake
up. Many of the merchants on
Bridger Street had their living quar-
ters above their establishments. Win-
dows began to go up and heads pop
out. Pete Hoffman, homeward bound
from an unprofitable poker game, had
heard the crashing of glass and ran
up the street, seeking an explanation.
“What they fighting about?” he
yelled at the constable.

Ollie shook his head. “l dunno,
Pete.” Uncertainty was creeping up
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on him. “I don’t like to be officious,
but they ain’t leavin’ me no choice,
bustin’ windows and the like at this
time o’ night!”

“The way they’re going at it, they’ll
Kill each other if they ain’'t stopped!”
Pete jerked out. “If you don't get in
there, I will!”

His concern was as much for his
hundred shares of Blue Rock as for
Rocky and Frank.

A few moments later, with the con-
stable still debating what action he
should take, Grimwood was forced
back toward the door. Rocky, trying
to make the most of his momentary
advantage and get in close, leaped at
him. They clinched and went down
together, striking the door with im-
pact enough to pop it open and spill
them out on the side-walk. They
fought there, and across the side-
walk into the street.

Ollie’'s attempt to get them apart
failed miserably. Someone had got
word to Ty Roberts. Ollie was glad
to see the sheriff elbowing his way
through the onlookers.

Ty ordered Pete and the constable
to get hold of Rocky. He took care
of Frank himself.

“l don't know what this is all
about,” he growled, “but it's gone
far enough! The two of you git in-
side. The rest of you boys break it
up and git along about your business.”

Herding the two struggling men
into the office, with Pete’s help, he
sat them down. Posting the constable
outside to see that the crowd dis-
persed and a fresh one didn’t gather,
he pulled down the window shades
and turned to Rocky and Frank.

“Yor’e a fine-lookin sight, the two
of you!” he stormed indignantly.
“What's got into you? I'm mad
enough to lock up both of you. The
whole town dependin’ on you to pull
together, and you come up with this
sort of thing!.... What's the idea?”

Rocky shook his head sullenly.
“Better forget it, Ty,” he growled.
He glared at Grimwood. “I got noth-
ing to say. Maybe you’ll have better
luck with him.”

Frank’s puffed lips lifted con-
temptuously. “Call it pergonal and let
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it go at that,” he muttered.

Belatedly, both were thinking of
Tony. Boulder City would be buzz-
ing about their quarrel in a few
hours; neither wanted her name
brought into it.

“All right!" Ty snapped. “I reckon
if you boys want to make damn fools
of yourselves at this stage of the
game, that's your privilege.” He
turned to Hoffman. “Pete, you walk
Rocky to the hotel and put him to
bed. His face needs fixin’ up. I'll
get Frank home.”

HE NEWS spread like a prairie

fire. By breakfast time, tongues
were wagging all over town. Charlie
Oatman was one of the first to hear.
He left home early and stopped at the
sheriff's office on his way to the
bank, hoping to get some information
from Roberts.

“I'm as much in the dark as you
are,” Ty was compelled to tell him.
“They were beatin’ each other’s brains
out when 1 got there. | got 'em apart
and into the office. They wouldn’t
say a word. Later, | took Frank home
and fixed him up best | could. All |
could git out of him was that Rocky
and him had come to the partin’ of
the ways. What's this goin’ to do to
the oil company, Charlie?”

Oatman weighed his answer care-
fully. “I don’t think ir will have any
great importance. Certainly it won't
stop us from striking oil—if the oil
is there. If one, or both, tenders his
resignation, new men can be elected,
who'll carry on.”

“They won't resign,” Ty declared
with great positiveness. “You
couldn’t make me believe that after
what | saw last night. Frank will try
to force Rocky out, and vice versa”

“That may be the case,” Oatman ad-
mitted.

He hoped it would, for if such a
contest developed, Frank would have
the advantage. Continuing on to the
bank, Charlie checked off on his
fingers the names of a dozen men
among the bigger investors who
would give Grimwood authority to
vote on their stock; his own hands
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might be tied, but the men he had in
mind would be enough.

It was a morning devoted to end-
less speculation regarding the cause
of the quarrel. None of the countless
ideas that were advanced satisfied
Oatman, and no one was as anxious to
get at the truth as he. When the
morning passed without Rocky or
Frank putting in an appearance at
their offices or the company head-
quarters, he decided to find the latter
and have it out with him. He felt he
had to know what had happened or
lose his mind.

As he was about to leave the bank,
Louie Abramson hurried in and
plopped down in a chair at his desk
with a weary sigh of relief.

“Sit down, Charlie,” he said, mop-
ping his face. “What a morning! |
been running back and forth, seeing
first one, then the other, and getting
nowheres. It was like banging my
head against a stone wall; but I final-
ly wore 'em down.”

“l don't know whether |
you, Louie.” said Oatman.

“l got Rocky and Frank to bury
the hatchet. NO love lost between
them, 1 can tell you. but they've
agreed to go on working together
until the well is shot. It's no secret
to you that the company’'s out of
money. Rocky is putting up three
thousand and I'm kicking in with a
thousand more. If they watch the
nickels, that'll be enough to see us
through. Make out a deposit slip. |
got the money in my pocket. I'll
count it out for you.”

Charlie sat there without moving,
unable to believe his ears. “l can't
understand it, Louie. Do you mean to
tell me that after what happened last
night they're going to shake hands
and go on pulling together?”

“Hardly,” said Louie. “As near as
I can figure, they hate each other’s
guts. | don't know why, and after
what I've been through this morning,
I'm damned if | care. | got something
more on my mind than their troubles.
If 1 lose every cent | put into this
oil deal, I can stand it, and so can

follow

you and old Joe and some others, but
there’s fellas in this town who put
up a hundred or two because they
knew we were in that can't. | ain’t
going to see them let down. It'll be
tough enough if the well is a bust. At
least they won't be able to say there
was any funny business about it.”

“And Jeanette listened to that
argument?” Oatman was even more
incredulous.

“l made him listen, Charlie—and
Frank, too. I'll have the office cleaned
up and new glass put in this after-
noon. Rocky will be there tomorrow
morning, tending to business. Frank’s
heading for camp tonight.”

I T LEFT Oatman as deeply puz-
zled as ever, and disappointed,
for he had not doubted that this was
the definite, irreparable break be-
tween Frank and Rocky that he
wanted.

That afternoon, enlightment came
to him from an unexpected source.
Rita Warren drove into town and
came to the bank at once. She knew
Rocky was back and that he and
Frank had fought. What they had
quarreled about was no mystery to
her. She did not want to see Rocky
again, but she did want to hurt him;
to have seen him drawn and quartered
would not have been too much.

Oatman got up to greet her. Being
wholly unaware of the changed .re-
lations between Rocky and her, he
made a mental note not to make any
reference to what had occurred in the
early hours of the morning at the of-
fice of the Blue Rock Oil Company.

He need not have bothered, for Rita
didn’t propose to ignore it. “I under-
stant Mr. Jeanette is back from San
Francisco,” she observed guilelessly
as she took the chair Charlie offered.

“He’s back,” he replied, not com-
prehending the full significance of
her remark at once. "I didn't know
he’d been in San Francisco.”

“Oh, didn't Tony write you?”

That did it. Oatman’'s face was
gray as he sat down.
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O LEARN that

Grimwood and

Jeanette had fought

over Tony was a

staggering bio w.

Charlie tried to dis-

semble his agita-

tion and only partly

succeeded. He pre-

tended to listen to

Rita, but his mind

was locked in a

vise, his one cogent thought being

that his tangled dealing with Rocky
had now reached a crises.

“You—you can’'t mean that, Mrs.

Warren,” he said, smothering a little

gasp of astonishment, barely hearing

her when she said the Spanish Ranch
would be put up for sale.

“But | do,” Rita insisted. “1 know
I'll never get out of the property any-
thing like what's been spent on it.
But my mind is made up. | told Mr.
Fitz this noon that we’'d be moving to
California before snow flies. I'll go
down in a day or two and start lock-
ing for a place.”

Oatman shook his head regretfully ;
the Warren stable and the Spanish
Ranch had been solid landmarks in
the life of Boulder City. “This is a
sudden decision, Mrs.-Warren?”

“Very sudden,” Rita admitted. “I
want the bank to handle the sale. If
you’'ll come out, we’ll go over every-
thing and set a figure.”

Oatman had no heart for business
He proved it by saying, “It’'s a big
place, Mrs. Warren. Buyers don't
come along every day. So much of the
value is in the buildings, rather tuan
the land, that it isn't likely to appeal
to a stockman. Perhaps Mr. Jeanette
could do more with it than |« he
hasn't been devoting much time to
his real estate business of late but--"

“Mr. Jeanette can't do anything
for me,” Rita informed him, with
chilling emphasis. “l prefer doing
business with a man | can trust I'm
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sure you'll do everything possible,
Mr. Oatman.”

Though he gave her an opportunity
to say what had turned her against
Rocky, she did not avail herself to
it.

Found him out, Charlie thought.
I prsy that Tony does.

He told Rita he would be out to
the ranch as soon as he could; after
she left, he was surprised to find that
he had nothing to debate with him-
self; his course was plainly marked
and he was ready to “mbark on it.
Knowing he would find Rocky in his
quarters at the hotel, he left the bank
and went down the street at once. At
the Boulder Inn, he sent his name up
and after a short delay, he was shown
upstairs.

CAN imagine why you’'re here,”

Rocky told him, refusing to
be embarrassed by the condition of
his face.

“I'll leave you in no doubt about
it,” Charlie replied, after making sure
the door was closed. “You knocked
the bottom cut of your game, Jean-
ette, when you ran down to California
to see my daughter. | don't know
what took place between you and I
prefer not to know. I'm not going to
waste any words about this: I'm giv-
ing y°u twenty-four hours to settle
up ycur affairs. If you're still in
town after the 3.05 pulls out tomor-
row, I'm going up to the courthouse
and make a full statement to the
District Attorney.”

Rocky met it with a sneer. “You're
bluffing, Oatman. Smearing Tony
with your own mistake is the last
thing in the world you’'ll do; you
can't open your mouth without sham-
ing her.”

“I've thought of that, Jeanette,”
Charlie flashed back. “If 1 knew any
other way to show yet. up, I'd take
it. But this is the only way. | hope
you'll stay and face it; I'll never
know for certain that Tony's safe
from you until you’'ve been shown up
for what you really are. It'll more
than repay her for any shame that
comes to her because of my wrong-
doing.”
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Rocky thought this was only the
beginning, but Oatman had nothing
further to say. Opening the door, he
stepped out and descended the stairs.
The gray look that had been touch-
ing his face with increasing fre-
guency of late, came again as he
crossed the lobby. Suddenly, his hand
flew to his heart and he had to find
a chair until the knife-like pain
passed. He had been u see Wingaard
recently. The doctor had warned him
to avoid all excitement.

Avoid excitement! Charlie thought
of it after the seizure passed. What
fools these doctors were! They ex-
amined a man’s body. They knew
nothing of what a man’'s life was;
they could tell you to avoid excite-
ment, but they didn’t tell you how to
avoid it.

ROCKY had no intention of leav-
ing town. He was at the office
in the morning, looking more present-
able. Judge Bonfils nodded but did
not stop for a minute or two, as he
usually did. Other old friends nodded,
too, but hurried on. It made Rocky
realize that he was no longer the pop-
ular hero. A list of meats and grocer-
ies for the camp had to be made out.
He had it already when Louie came
in. The latter took exception to some
of the items.

“l1 don't xnow what they do with
all the coffee we send out,” he com-
plained. “They must teed it to the
mules. Cut it down to ten pounds,
Rocky, arid they’ll have to go easy
on it. And why maple syrup? Let 'em
use corn syrup.”

He crossed off an item or two.
“Good food and plenty of it is all
right, but we ain’t putting up no
more banquets for that crew.”

Rocky smiled. If he had a friend
left in town it was Louie Abramson.
“You going to the club this noon?”
Louie asked.

“Why not?” Rocky returned.
“Everyone in town knows I'm sport-
ing a black eye.”

The luncheon was as boisterous as
ever. The Judge was the current
Chairman. He had a fellow jurist

from Laramie as a guest. Rocky found
his chief interest in the fact that
Charlie Oatman was not present. On
inquiring the reason, he learned that
Doc Wingaard had been called to the
Oatman home that morning.

“Nothing serious,” Bill Brown, the
druggist, told Rocky. "But Charlie's
got a bad heart; he ought to trke
things easy.”

Rocky left early and went back to
the office. When it got to De half-
past two, he started watching the
clock. With Oatman sick, he found
more reason than ever to believe that
nothing would come of the threat to
expose him. And yet, as the deadline
neared, he refused to sit there, wait-
ing. Locking up, he walked up the
street to the sheriff's office From
there he could see wnoever climbed
the long flight of stone steps to the
courthouse.

Ty was not unfriendly, though he
had less to say than usual. Rocky
stuck it out, doing nis best to Kill
time. He heard the afternoon train
for the West pull out. There was no
sign of Oatman.

"Just a bluff,” Rocky told himself.
“l was a sucker to give it a second
thought.”

After another few minutes, he got
up to leave, only to freeze in his
tracks. Charlie Oatman was climb-
ing the courthouse steps, and obvious-
ly with a great effort.

“Well, I'll be damned!” Roeky mut-
tered to himself. “He’s going through
with it!”

“What'd you say?” Ty asked.

"Nothing!” Rocky growled. “When
you want me I'll be at the office.”

His first impulse was to grab a
horse and flee town. ‘It wouldn’t dc
me any good to run now; it's too
late,” he decided. “I wouldn't get far;
I'm too well known.”

He wished he had back the three
thousand he had handed over to Louie
the previous morning; money would
get him a good lawyer. Maybe he
could beat this rap; the only evidence
against him was the series of admis-
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sions he had made to Oatman. If
found guilty, he'd be a first offender;
that would work in his favor. He
didn’t fear that standing trial for the
First National job would be followed
by indictments in other Wyommg
towns.

“They couldn't make anything
stick—unless they slap some finger-
prints at me,” he toid himself. “I'll
make bail and give them a fight.
Even if I'm sent over the road, it
won't be for more than five years and
I can cut that to three with good be-
havior.”

But it was all so needless; that was
what floored him. He could have had
everything he wanted if he hadn’t
lost his head over Tony. He had no
blame for her; she was clean and de-
cent and he’d never find another like
her. But no woman was worth what
she was costing him.

E LET himself into the office.

Before leaving he had drawn
the shades. He didn’t raise them now;
he wanted to wait there alone.

The detachment that had once been
defense was no longer his; the few
months he had lived ir, Boulder City
'ha% changed him more than he real-
ized.

A map of Mustard Valley was past-
ed on the wall. A bitter, croaking
laugh welled out of nim as his har-
ried eyes fell on it. ‘Wouldn't it be
a laugh if what | started put this burg
on the map, after all, and made mil-
lionaries of some of these yokels!”

He had not been sitting there long
when he heard someone run past.
Others ran by. A man called across
the street to another. Rocky couldn’t
make out what he said, but he caught
Oatman’s name.

“l guess that settles it!” he
growled. “He’s made his squawk!”

Fifteen minutes passed, with un-
mistakable excitement running up
and down Bridger Street. A shadow
fell across the door and Ty Roberts
stood there.

“Charlie Oatman,” he began, as he
stepped in, “he’s dead. Collapsed in
the D. A.’s office.”

“Well—?” Rocky demanded, want-
ing him to continue.

Not knowing what was on Rocky’s
mind, Ty said, “It was all over in a
few moments.”

"What about the statement he went
up there to make?” Rocky demanded.

“Statement? He made no statement.
He keeled over just as he came
through the door. Where'd you git
the idea he had any statement to make
to Murtagh?”

“Why, | figured he must have had
something on his mind, to get out of
a sick bed and go up to the court-
house.”

“1 hadn’t thought of that,” Ty mut-
tered, satisfied with Rocky’s expla-
nation. “Losin’ Charlie Oatman is
goin’ to be a blow to this town....
Can | depend on you to git word to
Frank Grimwood?”

“I'll_send somebody out right
away,” Rocky assured him. “If there’s
anything else | can do. let me know.”

He slumped down in his chair after
Ty left, tension draining out of him
and leaving him weak.

RANK arrived in town early in

the morning. After making him-
self presentable, he went on to the
Oatmans. Tony was hurrying back
from the Coast but woulc not be in
Boulder City for another forty-eight
hours. Around town, business was
largely at a standstill, with the oil
venture temporarily forgotten. In
death Charles Albert Oatman was
receiving a tribute from his fellow
citizens such as he had never enjoyed
in life.

It was noon before Grimwood
walked in on Rocky. Botn were cold-
ly hostile. Rocky asked about the
well.

“We're drilling night and day,”
said Frank. “But we're running out of
casing. We'll have to shoot in anoth-
er week to ten days.’ His eyes nar-
rowed as he faced Rocky. “Charlie
Oatman died knowing why we went
to it.”

It hardly came under the heading
of news to Rocky.

“He didn’t get anything out of me;
he flung back belligerently.
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“1 know that,” Frank told him. “He
got it from Rita. She came in to see
him the next day about selling the
ranch; she let something slip.”

"Slip, eh?” Rocky jeered. “Any old
day! That dame knew what she was
doing.”

“And so did you,” Frank flung back
accusingly. “Between the two of you,
you put Charlie in his grave.”

Rocky leaped to his feet, ready to
start swinging again; but the charge
was so true that even his stony con-
science was not proof against it
“Have it your way, if it'll make you
feel any better,” he growled.

Grimwood gave him a withering
glance. “No question about how I
feel,” he said, on his way out.

Rocky’s savage mood passed and he
fell to a realistic examination of the
future. He was on his own now; he
had lost his ace-in-the-hole, but there
was compensation in the fact that his
past was now dead and buried as
deeply as Oatman would be in a day
or two. It led him to ask himself why
he shouldn’t step into Oatman'’s shoes.

It opened an interesting vista of
thought that appealed to his ego. If
the company struck oil, he’d be riding
high again. Play his cards right and
he could take over this town and
make himself a more important man
than Oatman ever had been.

After Tony got back, he saw noth-
ing of her until he went to the church
for the funeral services. She sat with
her mother and Frank and several rel-
atives from Rawlins and Casper. He
found her more beautiful and pre-
cious than ever in her sorrow. When-
ever he tore his eyes away from her,
it was only for a moment.

Rita was among those present and
as attractive as ever. Quite by acci-
dent, they came face to face, after the
services were over and the funeral
procession was forming or the short
drive to the cemetery.

“I'm surprised that you had the ef-
frontery to show your face here,” she
said, for his ears alone.

“l was thinking the same about
you,” Rocky retorted. “Grimwood
says the two of us put Oatman in his

grave. Maybe he knows what he's
talking about.”

A week passed before Tony ven-
tured down-town. Rocky made no at-
tempt to see her; and then one noon,
several days later, he found her
lunching alone at the Boulder Inn.
On his way out, he stopped at her
table.

Tony raised her eyes, silently im-
ploring him to leave.

“Please—” she murmured, as he
held on. “We haven't anything to
say to one another, Rocky.”

“Is everything all right with you
and Frank?” he asked.

“Yes—of course.”

“That's all | wanted to know,” he
told her. “I scrambled things for my-
self; I'm glad 1 didn’'t mix up every-
thing for you.”

s 1 6 s

HE STEER ship-
ping was on. Beef
herds from Joe
Creek, Seven
Springs and other
districts were arriv-
ing daily in Boulder
City. They were
coming so fast now
that they could not
be accomodated in
the railroad corrals,
and it was not an uncommon sight to
see two or three of the big outfits
holding their cattle on the bed
grounds, south of town, while they
awaited their turn.

Cattle money had always been the
blood and sinew and backbone of the
town’s prosperity. The cattle business
was a solid business. You could turn
young calves out on the range, see
them grow to maturity, drive them
into town and ship them off to Omaha
or Chicago and be reasonably sure of
what the returns would be. It was
different with oil; no one could tell
what a drill was likely to find, down
in the bowels of the earth.

Out in Mustard Valley, the well
was sinking deeper and deeper, and
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Boulder City’s confidence in the out-
come was sinking with it. As the
season had advanced, the prevailing
northwesterly winds had begun to
blow with a foretaste of their winter
vigor, making the drive to the valley
anything but a pleasant experience.
But it was the pessimism that had
set in, rather than the physical dis-
comfort involved, that had reduced
the Sunday stream of visitors to a
trickle.

The drillers were now down over
twenty-eight hundred feet. Only a
few lengths of casing remained.
Knowing the well would, of necessity,
have to be shot before the week was
out, Rocky locked up the office in
town and established himself at the
camp.

With the issue so soon to be de-
cided, and the hope that the well
would bring itself in almost extin-
guished, Grimwood was in a surly
mood, his nerves on edge. Had re-
lations between him and Rocky been
friendly, he would have been diffi-
cult to get along with; since the
reverse was true, they were snapping
at each other continually.

On the way out, Rocky had not
failed to notice the activity at the
-Spanish Ranch; he tried to tell him-
self it didn't matter. But it did; the
Spanish Ranch had figured very
prominently in some of his shattered
dreams. They would have come true
if he had been content to let well
enough alone. Therein lay the real
bitterness of the situation for him.
His fortunes wouldn't have been
hanging on the dubious returns from
a hole in the ground; he would have
had money, position, the seductive
charms of Rita Warren to keep him
amused. He had kicked it all away.

From the open doorway of the
headquarters cabin, he saw Grim-
wood and Getty step off the floor of
the rig and engage in a heated argu-
ment. They turned his way then, con-
tinuing their discussion as they cov-
ered the few yards to the door.

“What are you wrangling about?”
Rocky asked.

“No wrangle,” Getty answered. “I

say it's now or never; there's no
sense in going on working till we
haven’'t got a piece of casing left.
We’ll have to call a halt, day after
tomorrow; | say stop now. It can’'t
make any difference; if there's oil
here, we’'ll get it.”

“This ain't the first well you've
drilled,” said Rocky. “I thought you
were the expert we were depending
on.” He glanced at Grimwood.
“What's the boss got to say about
it?”

Ignoring the sarcastic query, Frank
said, “We’ll hit twenty-nine hundred
feet early tomorrow morning. There’s
no reason why we can't go that far.”

“Okay!” Getty agreed. “When we
hit twenty-nine hundred, we bring
the tools up for the last time and be-
gin to clear away and get ready to
shoot. In the meantime, you better
get some men and teams busy with
the scrapers and finish the sump. If
we get oil in any quantity, you're go-
ing to need it. No telling how quick
a well can be capped.”

The sump consisted of an earthern
embankment across the lower end of
the valley. That afternoon Grimwood
and Rocky got out with the men and
had it completed by nightfall.

T HE DRILLING stopped, shortly
after eight, the following morn-
ing. By the time the tools had been
removed, the rig flooi cleared and
the nitro brought up, the.camp cook
was ringing his bell ter dinner.

“We'll be ready to drop the iron
in a couple hours,” Getty announced
to the partners, as he was about to
leave the platform. “There was some
talk of having a bunch of your
friends out here to see us touch her
off. It's too late for that. They'd only
be in the way anyhow.”

One of his roughnecks (in his oil
field parlance, he never referred to
his men by any other term) had been
attracted to the well head by a faint
hissing. He put his ear down to the
open blowout preventer attached to
the tip of the casing. What he heard
straightened him up in a hurry. An
excited cry broke from his lips.

“John, come here!”
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Getty hurried to the hole. He bent
down and listened. Instantly, he
knew what that gulping and hissing
aB of a thousand snakes meant.

“Gas!” he roared. “Close the blow-
out valve!” He motioned Rocky and
Frank back. Not depending on anyone
else to do it, he ran to the boiler.
Pulling the fire, he doused it with
water until he was sure it was out.

It wasn't necessary to ask if trou-
ble was to be expected; the scurry-
ing back and forth of Big John and
his men was answer enough.

“How bad is this likely to be?”
Rocky called out, when Getty came
around to their side of the rig.

“There's no telling!” the contractor
shouted. “If gas is all we've got, there
may be enough of it to blow every-
thing sky high! No need for you fel-
las to stand out here! Get back inside

the shack!”
“The well may be coming in,
John!” Frank cried. His face was

tense and colorless.

“Of course! There ain't likely to
be gas enough to blow everything to
hell if there’s oil behind it! It's an
out and out gasser I'm afraid of!”

He ran around to the other side of
the rig. barking instructions to his
men.

Getty had no more than left them,
when Rocky and Grimwood felt the
earth tremble. From somewhere down
in its depths came a low, growling
rumble. Rocky pointed to the casing
head. It was shaking violently,

Getty was screaming at his men to
run for it. He came past the partners

“Get inside!” he roared. “She’s go-
ing to go!”

He ran back another hundred feet
and threw himself on the ground.
Rocky and Frank darted into the
cabin. They were just in time. With
a sharp, thunder-like clap, the blow-
out preventer was torn loose from
the casing and went hurtling through
the crown of the derrick. Instantly
the air was filled with a deafening
piano scream as the leleased gas shot
upward, rising a hundred feet above
the derrick and enveloping it mo-
mentarily in a diaphanous vapor. An
explosion followed that was heard as

far away as the Spanish Ranch. The
crown block and its pulleys went
skyward.

The debris that went up had to
come down. A heavy pulley fell where
Rocky and Grimwood had been stand-
ing but a moment before and
ploughed into the ground.

Getty got to his knees, thinking
the worst was over. A stream of gas,
gravel and salt water was shooting
into the air and rising high above the
rig. Fire was the great danger now.
All that was needed to ignite the gas
was for a fragment of rock to strike
the steel casing in a way to cause a
spark.

RANK WAS as grimly aware of

that threat as Getty; Rocky, in
his inexperience, less so. He turned
a deaf ear to Frank's warning that
they get out of the cabin and drop
back to a safer spot.

“We're all right here, Grimwood.
We can see what's happening, and
we're in no danger of getting conked
with a piece of rock. If there's a fire,
we can sneak out the Lack door.”

“You never saw a gas fire,” Frank
snapped. “It's like a flash of light-
ning. There wouldn’t be time for us
to turn around before this shack was
in flames from end to end.”

A second explosion that made the
first sound like the harmless snapping
of a firecracker knocked them flat
and brought the cabin tumbling down
on them. The terrific blast levelled
every building in camp. Of the rig,
only the tottering derrick remained.
Bull-wheel, walking beam, sampson
post, the whole draw works, were
gone. A hundred yards away the boil-
er was rolling and bouncing through
the brush.

John Getty got to his feet, dazed
but unhurt. His own four men had
come through unscathed. Down at the
barn, injured horses were screaming
and the freighting crew was trying
to lead them out of the wreckage.

Getty, starting to run to the shat-
tered cabin, glanced at the well and
what he saw stopped him in his
tracks. Bug-eyed, he watched the
earth’s crust rise in a great blister
that stood up like the hunched back
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of an angry cat. He knew what it
meant. The amount of gas trying to
reach the surface was so great that
the casing couldn’t accomodate it and
it was welling up around the casing
and shooting up through the earth.
The top of the blicter was blown off
a moment later. The gas whistled
briefly as it escaped. The ground be-
gan to settle back, then. It set the tot-
tering derrick to weaving back and
forth so violently that it threatened
to come down any moment.

Dan Christopher, one of Getty’s
roustabouts, ran up.

“Come on, John!” he cried. “Them
guys are trapped .in there! If we don’t
get them out in a hurry, we won't get
them out at all!”

“Look!” big John gasped, pointing
to the well.

A black, glistening fountain was
spouting from the casing head, rising
higher and higher.

“It's oil!” Christopher cried. “But
look at that derrick! It's going to fall

across the cabin! It'll kill both of
‘em!”
They reached the cabin and

wrestled aside a section of the shat-
tered roof.

“You alive in there?” Getty called
out.

“We're all right,” Rocky answered
cockily. “Grimwood’s pinned to the
floor but he ain't hurt. I'll have him
out in a minute. The two of you stay
where you are, and don't try to move
anything else’ or the rest of this junk
will slide down on us.”

He was on his knees, tugging at
Frank. He heaved again and felt him
come free.

“All right, Grimwood, roll over and
start crawling out of here!” he
rapped. “I'll follow you.”

He could have oscked out, but
there wasn't room for him to turn
around.

RANK'S LEGS were not broken.
They were so numb, however,
that it was all he could do to move
them. A splinter had struck his chin,
making a deep cut that was bleeding
profusely.
Rocky didn't have a mark on him.
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As soon as he could get his hands
on Grimwood’s rear, he gave him a
helpful push. He knew they had had
a close call but the actor in him de-
manded that he try to make it appear
otherwise.

“How’s the well doing?" he sang
out, his nonchalance strictly counter-
feit.

“She’'s spouting oil!” Getty cried,
tearing his fear-stricken eyes away
from the swaying derrick. “A hell of
a lot of good it'll do you boys if
you're caught here! The derrick’s go-
ing to fall!”

He reached out and caught Grim-
wood’s hand. Dan Christopher leaped
in to help him. But as he did, a warn-
ing, teror-filled scream was torn from
his lips. The swaying pendulum of
heavy timbers and three-inch plank-
ing had been swinging back and forth
in an ever wider arc. In the glance
that Christopher flicked skyward, he
saw the heavy derrick stand perfectly
still for a split second as it leaned
precariously. The next moment, it
came hurtling down.

Christopher's warning cry had
come too late. All four men were
caught. The derrick fell in a splinter-
ing, rending crash that reduced it to
kindling wood. Though only the up-
per portion of it struck the already
shattered cabin, it flattened what was
left of it

The rest of Getty's crew, as well as
the men who had been caught at tne
barn, none of whom had received
more than trifling injuries, began the
work of rescue without waiting for
the wind to carry away the clouds of
dust that hovered over the scene of
the disaster.

Grimwood was the first to be taken
out. He was unconscious and his
condition could not be determined at
once. He was carried toward the barn
and placed on a blanket in the shade
of an overturned wagon.

Miraculously, big John and Chris-
topher were brought out badly shaken
but with only superficial cuts and
bruises. It was a different story with
Rocky.

When consciousness returned to
Frank, he found Getty and half a
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dozen others peering at him anxious-
ly- His face had been washed and the
cut on his chin attended to.

“How you feeling?” big John in-
quired, dropping down on one knee,
“you been out coid for more'n half
an hour.”

"I feel a little shaky but otherwise
all ngi.t,” Grimwood replied. “Some-
thing hit my head and that was the
last 1 knew.... We struck oil, eh?”

Getty nodded. “Plenty of it.”

Prank’s glance travelled around the
circle.

"i see you and Christopher,” he
said. “Where's Rocky?”

Big John shook his head soberly.
“He didn't make it----- I know how
things were between you of late. He
had his faults, same as the rest of us,
I suppose; but he was a man when
he had to be. You know what | mean.”

Frank could not comprehend what
had happened all at once. Rocky
killed! Somehow, it was incredible.
Many times during the past several
weeks, he had speculated on what the
ultimate end of their relations would
be. It had never occured to him that
it would be this way.

S 17 S
ETTY protested as
he and Frank

walked over to the
team the latter had
ordered harnessed.
“You ought to stay
right here till we
get a doctor out to
look you over.
That's a bad cut
you got on your
chin. It may open
up again. But it's your head that real-
ly worries me. That crack may be
more serious than you figure.”
“lI've got to get to town,” Frank
replied. “I'll make it all right. You
take charge of things here, John. I'll
get the coroner and undertaker start-
ed out.”
Oil was spurting from the well in

a steady stream. Already a great pool
was forming in the sump. Grimwood
thanked big John for his foresight
in having it built. Seventy-five per
cent of the oil could be saved. Ihe
contractor would not promise how
soon the well could be capped.

“Too much depends on what luck
we have. I've capped too many not to
know that. It may be a matter of a
few hours, or it might take us a
couple days. But we'll cap her.”

Big John studied Grimwood’s
drawn face for a moment. “I figured
you'd be more excited than you are,”
said he. “You know what you got
here, don't you Frank? A year from
now, | predict there'll be a hundred
derricks dotting this field. Your Blue
Rock stock will shoot up to dizzy
heights. But don’t expect the well to
show a profit right off the bat; it'll
be the other way around. You'll have
to borrow money. That won't bother
you; you can get whatever you want
now. And you'll need a lot. The
camp’s got to be rebuilt before winter
comes, and a pumping plant put in. |
don’'t know what sort of a doal you
can make with the railroad company
but the tracks have got to be run in.
For a young fella, you're sitting on
top of the world.”

“l1 know it,” Frank acknowledged.
“l appreciate my good fortune. If |
don’t seem as enthusiastic and excited
as | should, it's only because losing
Rocky the way we did has taken the
edge off of everything. | don't sup
pose he had any idea he ves kicking
away his own life to save trine; but
that’'s the way it turned out.”

“He stuck,” Getty aeclared terse-
ly. “That's to his everlasting credit.”

He helped Grimwood into the rig
and handed him the reins. “You could
have a man go in with you,” he sug-
gested.

“It isn't necessary,1 Frank assured
him. “1 feel all right.” The ghost of a
smile touched his face as he regarded
big John with friendly interest. “I've
got a question for you. and I'm al-
most afraid to ask it. We're going to



BANDIT BARGAIN 71

be drilling more wells, John. We’ll
need a field superintendent.... Are
you going to head back East, or stay
in Wyoming?”

Getty laughed softly. “Don't worry,
my boy; you're in no danger of los-
ing me. |1 don't know how tough
these Wyoming winters will be, but
I'm not going to let them scare
me out. This is a virgin field, and
I'm sticking with it.”

ORMALLY, it was a three-hour

drive to town with a fast team.
Grimwood clipped half an hour off
that. He didn't intend to race into
town and pull up at the bank corner
and shout his glad tidings to the four
winds. Boulder City would have to
wait; he had to see Tony first. It
wasn't going to be easy to tell her
that Rocky was gone.

Men and women stopped to stare at
him in amazement as he drove up
Bridger Street. He was coatles: and
disheveled, a wild gleam in his eyes.
He had been dabbing at his chin and
the cut had begun bleeding again.
The whole front of his white shirt
was spattered with blood. His team,
and the rig itself, bore evidence of
what had happened in Mustard Val-
ley. In leaving camp, he had been
forced to drive through a foot of
crude oil. The black gumbo covered
the buggy and the legs of the horses.
Wherever dust had settled, the oily
smear had turned a dirty yellow. That
something out of the ordinary had
happened was evident,

Louie Abramson was crossing the
street, when he saw Frank coming;
risking being run down, Louie got in
the path of the horses and spread his
hands to stop them, yelling at Frank,
meanwhile, to pull up.

“What's the idea?” he demanded
breathlessly. Frank couldn’t hold his
news back.

“Oil, Louie! We've got a lake full
of it already!”

“Oil' Louie gulped. His knees
felt weak suddenly. "But you? What
happened to you?”

As briefly as he could, Frank told
him what had happened and where he

was bound. Louie was shocked, but
he kept his head.

“You can't go up to the Oatmans
looking like that,” he contended.
“You'll scare Tony to death if she
gets a look at you in that condition;
pull over to the hitch rack and I'll
take you into Doc Wingaard’s office.
It'll take him only a few minutes to
patch up that chin. I'll run down to
the store and get you a clean shirt.”

Frank was persuaded to do as
Louie wanted.

“l can stop the bleeding and clean
you up,” Wingaard said, after ex-
amining the cut. “It wouldn’t hurt to
take a couple stitches. But maybe |
can patch you up with adhesive. And
keep your fingers sway from it
Frank.”

He was full of questions.

“You get busy, Doc. I'll run down
to the store and get a shirt,” Louie
broke in. “I'll be back in a couple
minutes.”

T THE entrance to the Bon Ton,

he almost bumped into Tony in

his excitement. She had been shop-

ping in the store. He took her arm
and led her inside.

“Frank’s in town,” he informed her.
“They've struck oil. There was a gas
explosion. Frank got clipped a bit on
the chin. You come back to my office
with me; | want to talk to you.”

With a gentleness tew suspected
he possessed, Louie told her What
had happened to Rocky. The color
drained away from Tony’s cheeks as
she sat there, momentarily stunned.

“It’s too bad,” Louie said sympa-
thetically. He had a better under-
standing of the situation that had
existed between Frank and Rocky and
herself than she suspected. “1 always
got along swell with Rocky. He roped
me into the oil company; he did as
much or more than anyone else to
put it over. Frank and him fell out, I
know; but | always figured they’'d
patch things up some day. The three
of you used to be such good friends.”

“l—I1 don’t know what to say,”
Tony told him. She found it difficult
to speak. “I wasn't prepared for any-
thing like this.”
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“1 know. No one ever is, Tony. Just
remember it could have been Frank
instead of him. | thought it would be
better if |1 broke the news than leave
it for Frank to tell you. He can stand
some bucking up. It's been a tough
day for him.”

She accompanied him to Win-
gaard’'s office. He left her in the
waiting room and went on inside. He
found Frank looking like a different
person.

““Here’s the shirt,” he said. “Tony's
outside. | ran into her at the store.
She knows, Frank; | told her every-
thing. | thought that would be a lit-
tle easier on you.”

Grimwood nodded his appreciation.

“The two of you stick in here and
give me a few minutes alone with
her,” he said.

Tony flew into his arms when he
stepped into the waiting room.

“Frank! Frank!” she cried, bury-
isvg her head against his breast. “I
know about everything—about the oil
and Rocky. Louie told me. How lucky
I am it wasn't you!”

He held her closer and his lips
found hers. Tony’s eyes were misty.
“1 couldn’t begin to describe the sec-
ond explosion,” said he. “It didn't
leave a stick standing in camp. It's
a miracle any of us came through
alive.”

He spoke with feeling about Rocky.

“You think you know all you want
to know about a man, and then some-
thing like "this comes along and you
can't help wondering if you weren't
mistaken. It’'s so easy to misunder-
stand.”

“No, Frank, you didn't misunder-
stand Rocky. I'm sure he didn’t even
understand himself. You remember
The Cross Pull—how it seemed to
fascinate him? There was a cross pull
in him—the things we admired in
Rocky pulling him one way and some
predatory instinct pulling him the
other way.”

He knew that she spoke the truth.
He had sensed that a struggle went

on in Rocky but he had never under-
stood it as well as now.

HE WANING October moon

hung low above Round Butte as
Frank and Louie turned off the Slate
Hills road and struck east. The nights
were beginning to have a searching
coolness. There was a robe in the back
of the buggy. Louie fished it out and
put it over their shoulders.

“That’s better,” he said. “1 was get-
ting so cold I didn't feel like talking.”

“That's an awful fix for you to be
in,” was Frank’s bantering rejoinder.
Louie laughed.

“You don't get ahead in this worli
if you put a clothes-pin on your
mouth. As | was telling you, when
Boulder City gets to booming, I'm
going to cut up that property | own
along Squaw Creek and put up some

houses. 1 won't call it Abramson’s
Addition, either; I'll name it for
Rocky. Something real fancy, like

Jeanette Park.”

Grimwood nodded approvingly.
“That sounds swell to me,” he mut-
tered.

“1 got other plans, too,” Louie in-
formed him. They were passing the
Spanish Ranch. “I'm going to buy
this place. | can get a bargain on it.”

“Now you're crazy,” Frank de-
clared. “You're not going in for fast
horses. It’'s no good as a stock ranch.

“l ain't going to run it as a ranch.
I'll turn it into a hotel. It’'s the near-
est place there is to Mustard'Valley.
Men will be flocking in here by
Spring. I'll bet you the Wyoming and
Western will build a station in the

”

front yard of the ranch.... You
don’t have to worry about me, I'll do
all right.”

“Yeh, | guess you will at that,”

Frank admitted. “You always seem
to do all right, Louie.”

“Not always,” Louie replied, shak-
ing his head. “I'm a sucker when it
comes to pinochle.”

THE END



No one could gentle the
white stallion Bailey had
his heart set on, and Sam

didn't want to risk break-

ing the horse's spirit.
Then this  mauverick
kid . . .

Mustang
Reunion

HE WHITE stallion had
thrown the X Bar's top bronc
buster and circled the breaking
pen, snorting his defiance to all two-
legged creatures. Bug Barton, vet-
eran hazer of the ranch, cast his loop
in time to save the rider from being

tromped.
Tom Early gathered himself up
from the hoofchurned earth and

brushed dust from his fancy duds.
Someone among the cowboys who
watched the show, laughed softly as
Tom limped disgustedly toward Sam
Bailey, owner of the X Bar, who
directed the horsebreaking job from
his favorite perch on the poles.

“That's all for the stallion,” Sam
shouted to Barton. “Turn him loose
in the south corral until | can de-
cide what to do about him.”

The ranch owner stepped down
from the fence as Tom Early came
toward him. The young puncher’s
hard black eyes betrayed a certain
cruelty and his recent flop in the
dust, hurt his pride. “Don’t let that
spill bother you, Tom,” Bailey said.
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by Bill Chambers

“You've followed my orders regard-
ing that bronc and | appreciate it.”

Tom finished batting dust out of
his gabardine shirt. “You can’t gentle
that critter the way you want it
done,” he said. “If you say the word,
I'll make the white devil think he’s
a kitten in about an hour.”

Bailey smiled. “Maybe you could,
Tom,” he said. “But | don’'t want his
spirit broken. When we captured
him, | said I wanted him for myself.
To break him by our regular methods
would Kill his spirit; he's a rare
specimen and I'd rather let him go
free than ruin him.”

Tom Early had more respect for
the X Bar's top wages than ;r nad
for Sam Bailey’s knowledge. “You're
the boss,” he said.

“Forget the stallion, Tom,” Bailey
said. “We've got other broncs to
work over.”

Tom turned to the X Bar waddies
to select riders for the halfbroken
mustangs that were ready for the
breaking pen.

Bailey turned at the sound of his
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daughters voice. Patsy Bailey had
appeared suddenly. Patsy was brown-
eyed like her father and slender
built, but not too tall. At eighteen
she was female boss of the X Bar;
her mother had died eight years be-
fore. Another figure, a stranger,
stood behind her.

“This is Jed Fulton, Dad,” the girl
smiled, stepping aside so that her
father could get a full view of the
stranger. “He insists on seeing you,
but I told him it was your busy
day.”

T HE YOUNG stranger's blue
eyes attracted Bailey first. They
were on a level with his own which
gave him a height equal to Sam'’s six
foot one. His storebought trousers
were snagged and ill-fitting and the
faded denim shirt hung loosely over a
pair of broad shoulders.

In spite of the shabby clothing
Sam saw strength in the figure, tap-
ering from square shoulders to a
pair of long legs. Blond hair peeped
from under the brim of a black sod-
buster hat and his finely chiseled
features were tanned deeply by the
sun.

“What's on
Bailey asked.

“I'm looking for work,” the boy-
answered. “l've heard about the X
Bar and how you break mustangs for
the big cattle ranches.”

“You mean you're a bronc-buster?’

“Well, | never laid claim to that
kind of title, but I know mustangs.
I was born in the Black Hills and
| used to snhare some horses for the
mustang hunters, myself.”

“That’s mighty interesting,” Bail-
ey said. “We get most of our wild
horses from the Black Hills country.
We usually make camp along the
Verde river.”

The youth smiled. “My Dad'’s gold
claim was near the south fork of
the Verde and there’s plenty of wild
herds in the surrounding hills.”

Tom Early noticed the earnest
conversation and he saw that Patsy
Bailey remained near ner father with
her eyes intently upon the young
stranger. There was no mistaking a
softness that had crept into her eyes.

It was hardly a secret among the

your mind, son?

X Bar crew, that Tom was selfishly
devoted to Patsy. He like the others
had watched her grow into lovely
womanhood, but Patsy treated Tom
Early with the same respect that she
did all of the X Bar riders.

Early walked toward his boss.
“What you got here, Sam,” he said,
“A new kind of bronc-buster?” His
dark eyes swept over Jed Fulton’s
peculiar attire.

“That's just possible,” Bailey an-
swered, turning toward a black mus-
tang that was being led to the break-
ing pen. He beckoned to Jed Fulton
to follow him and walked toward the
hazer. Bug Barton was blindfolding
the mustang. He looked curiously
upon Jed as he and the boss ap-
proached.

“This is Jed Fulton, Bug,” Bailey
began. “He seems to know something
about these wild critters and 1 want
him to have a try on this black.”

Jed Fulton looked the horse over,
while another cowboy struggled to
tighten cinch straps under the ani-
mal’s middle.

Early, with several other punchers,
had moved close enough to the
stranger to hear him say; “l never
rode a bronc with a saddle before,
Mr. Bailey, but I guess I'll get used
to it”

The punchers that stood behind,
looked at each other and smiled.
Early's lips cracked in an unpleasant
grin.

They all moved back toward the
corral fence as Jed swung his long
legs over the saddle. Bug Barton
ripped the cloth from the bronc's
eyes. Barton gave his famous blood-
curdling- yell as he slapped the mus-
tang’'s rump and stepped quickly
aside.

The ears of the horse flattened.
His neck curved to take one look at
his rider before he bolted. It vas a
tricky jump, being a sidewise affair
with an arched back that sent Jed
high. The spectators roared when
the mustang hit the earth spraddle-
legged and Jed almost missed the
saddle on his return flight.

He had difficulty regaining his
balance during the next few sec-
onds, during which time the black
tried every trick to unseat him. He
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tried wild runs with sudden neck
breaking stops, but to no avail. Fi-
nally, he tried to rub Jed off against
the corral fence.

AM BAILEY watched the perfor-

mance intently. Patsy and Tom
Early sat near him. The boss was
silent during the four minutes that
Jed rode the black, but his features
showed satisfaction. “1 think my im-
pression of that boy was right,” he
said. He did not see the scowl on
Tom Early’s face, as the horse slowed
down in his attempt to unseat Jed.
Bailey raised his hand, signaling Bug
Barton to stop the show. Turning to
Early, he said, “We can count that
black as thoroughly broken.”

Tom tried to hide the envious
feeling that came over him. He hated
to hear words of credit for anyone
beside himself. An idea occured to
him that could prove embarrassing
to Jed Fulton. “How about your
white stallion, Sam?” he said. “Maybe
this kid will be able to handle him
the way you want.”

Sam had been thinking about the
stallion and that possibility, but he
turned to study the younger man’s
features. At that moment he realized
the poor sportsmanship that prompt-
ed Early’s suggestion, but he did not
let his own expressions betray him.
“By Gosh! I believe you've got some-
thing there, Tom,” he said dropping
from the rails and hurrying to the
center of the breaking pen.

He ordered- the white stallion to be
brought up. Bug Barton’s mouth fell
open when he learned that Jed would
have a try at the white demon. Patsy
left her place on the rail to join her
father.

Tom Early kept his place on the
fence. He watched the activity with-
out a smile. He saw Jed Fulton being
patted on the back and he scowled
when Patsy congratulated the youth.

The stallion had been turned over
to Bug Barton. He had the usual
trouble and the stallion churned up
great clouds of dust before Bug had
him snubbed close. Another puncher
brought up the saddle.

Sam Bailey drew Jed aside and
explained his wishes. “You may be
able to succeed where my other
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riders have failed” he said. “1 won't
have to tell you about the stallion’s
fine spirit.”

The dust cleared. Bailey and the
others moved to the fence. They
noticed Jed stop suddenly in his
stride toward the horse. The saddle
had been thrown up and the horse
strained his great white head in an
effort to break loose from Barton’s
halter. His eyes rolled viciously.

Everyone along the fence were si-
lent as Jed hesitated. His head bent
forward like a person who doesn’t
believe what he sees. Tom Early
thought he saw fear.

“Pull the saddle off and turn him
loose,” Jed called to Bug Barton. “I
won't need it.” Jed stepped back to
the gate to lift a coil of rope that
hung from a peg. Bug Barton looked
toward his boss for orders. He saw
Bailey nod a signal to unsaddle the
horse and let Jed have his way.

Jed stood for a moment loosening
up the short coil of rope, while Bar-
ton and his assistant cleared the
fence.

The stallion gave a loud snort at
his sudden freedom and reared \igh
on hind legs. He circled the big
corral on a dead run, but stopped
short when the figure of Jed moved.
At some distance he pawed the
earth.

T WAS a strange sight to Sam

Bailey and his Arizona mustang
hunters. They were silent as Jed
edged a little closer to the dangerous
stallion and were mystified at the
horse’s actions when Jed called to
him in a soothing voice; “Ho Cloud,”
he called. “I want to talk to you,
boy.”

The ears of the stallion picked up,
and he stood like a marble statue,
sniffing carefully. Then suddenly he
wheeled on hind legs and retreated to
the farthest end of the corral.

His antics were peculiar for a wild
mustang. Jed repeated the name
“Cloud” and walked slowly toward
him. The horse circled Jed several
times kicking high and shaking his
mighty head. Jed stood then in one
spot with the rope dangling from one
hand while with the other he pro-
duced a white cube from his pocket.
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The stallion had narrowed the circle,
venturing closer to take loud sniffs
at Jed. He shook his long white mane
several times at Jed’s outstretched
hand before he craned his neck to
its fullest extent and seized the cube
from Jed’s palm.

“l don't believe it!” Bug Barton
broke the silence along the fence.
“He’s kitchin’ a wild mustang with
a lump of sugar and a rope.”

“You're seeing something for sure,”
Sam Bailey said.

It was surprising how deftly Jed
had built a hackamore over the stal-
lion’s head while he caressed the ani-
mal. A few seconds more and he
swung his long legs over the stal-
lion's back.

After a moment of playful pitch-
ing, Jed steered the great white
horse toward the boss, Patsy and
Tom Early. The boys along the
fence had begun to cheer.

Tom Early's movement from the
rails was too sudden for the human
eye to follow. He jumped before the
stallion and crashed his ten gallon
hat across the eyes of the horse, yell-
ing loudly, “Give him a ride, you
lousy sodbuster!”

A blood chilling sound that could
issue only from the throat of a wild
stallion rent the air. Over the cloud
of thick dust Jed could be seen flat
against the stallion’s neck as the
horse reared high and retreated.

All eyes were upon the rider and
the staliion. They watched Jed cling
and check the stallion in two at-
temps to jump the high fence at
the southern end of the corral. They
saw the stallion come out of the
dust on a dead run but Jed was still
aboard.

He had slowed the horse in his mad
run, but at this moment Bug Barton
acted upon his own impulse and
stepped in with his rope.

The stallion quieted under the
taut rope of Barton and under the
caressing hand of his rider.

HERE were other swift move-
ments as Jed came up. Sam
Bailey had crashed his fist hard to
Tom Early’'s mouth. Two punchers
were holding the arms of the ranch
boss and another puncher stood over

Early who was on one knee, blood
trickling from his mouth. Patsy was
on the verge of tears.

Sam Bailey began to cool off. “You
can let go of me now, boys,” he said,
and to Early who had gotten to his
feet he said “Go along with Tobv
to the house and get your pay.”

The stallion had been taken awav

before Bug Barton joined the
group. “l've seen a lot of bronc
bustin” in my time” Barton said,

looking up at Jed. “But tell me how
a button like you could handle that
white critter. What's the secret?”

Jed smiled. “Cloud and me were
colts together in the Black Hills,”
he explained. “He was still running
with his mother when 1 first roped
him. | never took him home because |
thought Dad would sell him. 1 let
him run wild but I knew where to
find him when | wanted to renew
our friendship. | always fetched some
sugar for him and he knew I'd turn
him loose again, after a ride.”

“That sounds mighty fantastic,”
Bug said. “That stallion was the
leader of a big band of mustangs
when we snared him.”

“1 know it” Jed returned. “But I
rode him often after he was a leader.
I meant to own him someday, but
after Dad died | searched the hills
without a trace of him. | wondered
what happened until I saw him here.”

Patsy spoke then; “Jed can tell us
all about it at the ranch house.”
She smiled at Jed and turned for
an instant toward her father. “I'm
the cook and you are all invited for
a feast, this evening. O.K. Dad?”
Bailey nodded.

Barton spoke again, “Well, boss,”
he said. “Looks like you'll get your
favorite horse gentled the way you
want for your own use.”

Bailey had snapped completely out
of his angry mood. “l guess you're
wrong there, Bug,” he said serious-
ly. “The horse belongs to Jed here,
by a natural right. Anyway the
stallion won't let anyone else ride
him, |1 can see that. The best | can
do is proposition Jed and offer him
and his horse a steady job at the X
Bar.” Patsy Bailey’'s brown eyes
sparkled.



An Uphill Fight

By C. C. STAPLES

John Steel was running away — running desperately

from a torture of loneliness and grief. But it didn't do

any good, and he knew there were some things no man
could leave behind him.

A FTER THE funeral, big, griz-
zled John Steel rode slowly
back , down the hill to the
ranch. He cjreaded the awkward con-
dolences of his neighbors, their de-
sire to take his mind off his great
loss. So he let them ride on ahead.
Group after group v/ent slowly out
through the gate of the little ranch
cemetery. Fine folks, all, and friend-
ly, kind neighbors, but just now he
wanted to be alone.

When he rode up to the house,
Steel pulled his horse down to a
walk. It was as though there was
something within the place that he
dreaded to face. And there was: it
was the specter of emptiness—Ilone-
liness.

His glance roved over the comfort-
able house, the big, well-built barn,
and subconsciously he heard the dis-
mal, monotonous squeak of the wind-
mill as it turned in the evening
breeze and sent a stream of cold water
splashing into the mossy horse
trough.

Steel squared his wide shoulders
and shook his shaggy, graying head
as though he could that way cast off
the lost, hopeless depression that
weighed him down. But, it was no
use. A part of him had been left up
on the hill, inside that little white
fence among the pines. His wife
Martha, was gone. He would never
see her again.

Shorty Pope came slowly out of
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the bunk house and turned toward
him. The widely bowed, thin legs
of the old puncher gave him an awk-
ward, rocking gait. He was the first
hand that John Steel had ever hired.
He and Martha had been mighty
proud of this evidence or success
when Shorty Pope moved his war bag
onto the place. Now, there were
fourteen other men in the bunk
house besides the bowlegged little
man.

Shorty pushed up his long gray
mustaches and cleared his throat
noisily “Put up yore horse for yuh,
boss?” he asked.

Steel shook his head, not trusting
hunself to reply. He turned and

-m:d the latigo of his cinch,

: :ped saddle and blanket from the

"-r.al and hung them on the fence.

Shirty unbuckled the throat latch of
the bridle and took it off. The little
puncher wanted to help—do some-
thing for Steel. But somehow, he was
dumb in the presence of his old
friend’s grief.

John Steel turned and dragged his
feet across the hard packed earth of
the yard toward the big house,
pushed the door open and went in.
Without bothering to light a lamp, he
made for his favorite chair that al-
ways stood by the fireplace. It seemed
somehow, like an old friend as he sank
into it

But he couldn’t keep still. He was
hardly settled when he rose abruptly
and went to a window. He could 6ce
Pawnee Charlie Bates, his foreman,
as the man leaned a bony shoulder
against a corner of the bunk house,
a cigarette hanging from his thin
lips, and glanced around without ex-
pression. Pawnee’s eyes were black,
closely set on either side of a beak
nose that dominated his thin, narrow
face. Lanky black hair stuck out from
under his Stetson. He had been John
Steel’'s foreman for a year. He knew
cows, got along with the crew by
very carefully minding his own busi-
ness. Nobody shared Pawnee’s
thoughts.

EXT MORNING in the bright
light of day things looked bet-
ter to Steel. He called out his punch-
ers and gave orders for the day’s
work through his foreman, Pawnee
Charlie Bates. But the enthusiasm,
the old dominating force was missing.
All of the hands could sec it. The old
timers in the crew glanceu at each
other and shook their heads sadly.
Pawnee Charlie Bates saw it too,
and a sly, scheming light rose in his
eyes.

More out of force of habit than
anything else, Steel caught up his
favorite paint horse each morning
when the hands saddled up, and rode
out with them. But his interest
faded quickly and by ten o’clock he
was back at the house, seated on the
gallery, rolling and smeking endless
cigarettes and gazing absently into
the distance.

More and more Pawnee Charlie
Bates eased into control of the Bar
S. He came and went as he pleased,
issued orders to the punchers with-
out consulting his boss at all. And
one night, sitting on the gallery talk-
ing to Shorty Pope, Steel saw Pawnee
Bates leave the corral at a fast run,
headed for Hondo, six miles to the
east.

Shorty jumped to his feet. “John!
That danged breed’s ridin’ yore paint
horse,” he snapped. “You tell 'im he
could do that?”

Steel growled, “No! | shore didn't.
I don’t let no man ride that paint. If
that was my horse, I'll skin Pawnee
alive. Nobody....”

“1'll go check up and see,” Shorty
cut in. He headed for the corral on
the jump. Ten minutes later he came
stomping angrily back onto the gal-
lery. “Yore paint horse is gone, boss.
And that there new saddle of yourn
too,” he reported. “And John, while
we're talkin’ I'm goin’ to tell yuh
somethin’ that Pawnee Bates should
have told yuh before this. There's
rustlin’ goin’ on, on the Bar S, here.”

“Rustling! Couldn’t be.... unless
Pawnee Bates or some of his kin-
folks....”
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“That's just it, John. That's just
what I'm bettin’ on. Last week |
missed fifteen of them fat steers from
Permanente Spring meadow. First of
this week 1| counted again: there's
ten more of 'em gone—the best stock
we got. Now, | hate to accuse any-
body on the place, but....”

“Pawnee Bates and his kin!” John
Steel snarled. “If anybody is pulling
anything, it's that half breed. | was
a fool to ever hire 'im. |1 should have
fired 'im long ago. He’s been getting
altogether too important around here
for a long time. Hard to prove rust-
ling on 'im | reckon, unless we catch
'im in the act. He's slick. But taking
my horse and saddle: I'll sure kick
'im off the ranch as soon as he comes
back. Should have done it long ago.”

HORTY POPE grinned to him-

self in the darkness. This was
more like the John Steel that he had
known all these years. “Now you're
talkin’, boss,” he grunted “I never did
trust that breed. Now you're talkin’
more like....” Shorty left the sen-
tence unfinished, but Steel under-
stood. He relapsed into silence that
Shorty could not rouse him from. And
when Pawnee Bates rode in the next
morning on a fast stepping, stylish
grullo gelding and leading John
Steel’s paint, Steel merely told him,
in a listless tone, “Don’t ever fork
that paint again, Pawnee.”

Pawnee Bates stared insolently for
a minute, his gaze roving from Steel’s
head to his feet. "Don’'t reckon I'll
want to,” he sneered. He put a hand
on the grullo’s withers. “Done bought
a good hawss last night. Saddle too,
and all the fixins. Tired of grubbin’
along like a forty a month puncher.”
He pulled a new thirty dollar Stet-
son down over his right eye, hitched
up his fancy riding pants to show
new, bench made boots and turned
away.

Pawnee out of hearing, Shorty
Pope growled, “What'd | tell yuh,
boss? Where'd that breed get money
enough to buy a fine grullo horse
like that? And that fine, high priced
hat and them hand-made boots? Go

on and fire 'im, boss. He and his
half breed kin folks ’ll rustle yuh
clean if yuh don’'t.”

John Steel wheeled toward Pawnee,
took a few steps, then shrugged his
shoulders, turned and dragged his
feet slowly back to the house and
seated himself wearily on the gallery.
He was gazing vacantly at nothing,
when Pawnee Bates rode past lead-
ing the hands out to the day’s work.

Then came the day, during the un-
relenting heat of the Arizona mid-
summer, when Shorty Pope rode in
from the range on a limping horse,
to find John Steel throwing a squaw
hitch on the tarp-covered pack of an
extra horse.

Shorty stared for a moment, some-
thing like panic growing in his heart.
“Goln’ some place, boss?” he got out
at last.

“Takin’ a pasear up north. Maybe
into Utah,” Steel grunted, carefully
keeping his eyes away from Shorty’s
gaze. He felt guilty, as though he
were quitting under fire.

“Cornin’ back soon?”

“Don’t know, Shorty. Might be back
before winter—might not. Don’'t make
any difference, anyhow.”

Shorty took time to roll a smoke
and round up his courage. Then he
said, “John, I know how yuh feel, |
reckon. But | never looked to see yuh
quit, cold.”

John Steel yanked the hitch tight
on his pack horse and wheeled. There
was a dangerous glint in his gray
eyes. “That 'll be about all of that,
Shorty,” he snapped.

Shorty Pope was almost grinning
and he turned quickly to strip the
saddle from his lame horse, to hide
his satisfaction.

But Shorty was discounting a hurt
that was a lot deeper than he knew.
Steel turned back to his paint horse
and gathered up his reins. “You'll
take orders from Pawnee Bates from
now on, Shorty,” he growled as he
slid his boot into the stirrup.

Shorty Pope turned around quickly.
“Boss,” he said, “Miz Steel had as
much to do with buildin’ up this here
spread as you—mebbe more. She was
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mighty proud of it all. She was as
proud of them new Hereford critters
as you was. And boss, | seen two of
them fine bulls and six white-faced
cows, a-runnin’ with them lean long-
horns, down by the Big Sandy today.
What you think she 'd have thought
of that?”

John Steel took his boot from the
stirrup and stared, scowling. “Pawnee
knows better 'n to allow them breeds
to mix,” he flared. “I'll skin him
alive if....”

“Yeah,” Shorty cut in. “You would
have, while Miz Steel was here. But
now you're a plum quitter.”

“Shut up! Shut up, | tell yuh!”
Steel’'s voice was a hoarse roar. He
turned from his animals, staggered
away a few steps, his eyes tortured.

HORTY started for him as he

turned and leaned on his saddle
for support. He was breathing heav-
ily. Shorty thought he had him going
now, for sure. Then suddenly, with
an impatient gesture John Steel flung
himself headlong into his saddle and
rowclled the paint horse savagely.
“Good bye, Shorty,” he yelled over
his shoulder. “I know what you're
trying to do. But | just ain’'t got the
heart, no more. I'm quitting. | can't
stand it, | tell yuh. I'll go crazy!” He
went at a full run out of the corral
and headed north, dragging the pack
horse after him. Before sundown he
had put twenty miles between him
and the Bar S.

Early and late, day after day, Steel
rode north, and every camp fire meas-
ured off another long step away from
the ranch and the misery that was
eating his heart out. He was running
away—running desperately from a
torture of loneliness and grief. But
it didn't seem to do any good. Night
after night, sitting gazing into his
camp fire, his mind took him back to
the Bar S, to Martha, and he knew
there were some things that a man
could not run away from.

On the tenth day of his desperate
flight he suddenly knew that his
guest for peace and a measure of con-
tentment with his lot, was hopeless.

He was trying to make up his mind
to turn his gaunt animals around and
hit the back trail. Then, as he rode
over a ridge he saw below him a one
room sod shack, a small barn, a pole
corral. There was a young woman—
not much more than a girl, she
looked, in the yard before the cabin.
Some chickens were busily scratch-
ing their living, near the barn and a
pump stood by a water trough close
to the house.

John Steel sat his horse, absent-
minded with tobacco and papers while
his mind went back about thirty
years, to the time when he and Martha
had started out with a little ranch
much like the one below him, and
with an eagerness new to him he
urged his animals down the slope
and rode toward the little sod house.

As he rounded the corner of the
shack, the girl jumped hurriedly
from the bench near the door and
took a quick step toward him. Then
her face fell. “Oh! 1 thought sure
it was Pete, coming home.” she burst
out. He could see that she had been
crying and she turned away briefly,
dabbing at her eyes with a corner of
her bandanna.

Steel sat undecided until the girl
turned and said, “Don’'t mind me,
stranger. Get down and rest yourself.
Your hQrses look like you 'd come a
long way.”

“Reckon | dropped in at a bad
time, Ma’am. If I'm bothering you, I'll
ride on.” He gathered up his reins.

“No! Please don't go. | haven't
talked to a soul for weeks, and I'm so
plumb lonesome I'm just about ready
to quit and go away for good.”

There was in her eyes a sort of
little-girl look of pleading that he
couldn’t resist. He dismounted, and
presently, his horses unsaddled and
enjoying a roll in the warm dust of
the pole corral, John Steel was seated
beside Olga Bowen on the shady
bench just outside the cabin door.

“Your husband, Ma'am—Pete, |
reckon his name would be from what
you said,” Steel began. “He’s away
from the spread?”

“Yes. He left and went down into
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southern Arizona to try to get his
old job back. He was foreman on a
big ranch down there three years
ago, when we were married.”

“Looks like he had a mighty tidy
little spread, right here, Ma'am. A
little hard work and you two young
‘uns could make a good thing out of
this place. | saw that much as | rode
across yore range.”

“Oh yes! | know it. Why, last
year we cleared nearly three hundred
dollars. But that didn’t satisfy Pete.
He grew terribly discouraged. | tried
my best and worked hard to keep his
ambition up. But it was no use. He
wanted to throw awav all our hard
work and sell out and go somewhere
else to find a job.”

“He's probably young, and im-
patient to fix things so you could
take your ease. | felt that way too,
when Mrs. Steel and 1 first took up
our land, farther down in Arizona.”

Steel had held back his smile as
Olga told him of their small gain
with such pride. But his interest was
stirred strongly. This girl, with her
wide blue eyes and blond hair tucked
up under her Stetson, her determined
little chin and sturdy form in levis
and rough flannel shirt, was so like
Martha had been when they started
life together, so long ago. He too,
had been discouraged enough at his
slow progress, to quit any number of
times. And he knew that he likely
would have qqit. except for Martha's
pride in their little spread and her
constant encouragement.

“What do you figure to do now,

Ma'am?” he asked.
“Well, | love this little place. It's
home to me, and | just hate the

thought of leaving it. Anyway, when
Pete wanted to sell, I put my foot®
down and refused to let him. So he
rode off south one day, after a job.
Said lie'd send for me. But | know
he’ll be back. Oh, 1'd like so much to
just stay on here and make a go of
this place. Once | get it going, Pete
will see how right I am.”

OHN STEEL’'S mind was busy
and interested with the girl's

problems already. There was a smile
on his face for the first time in
weeks, as he turned away to roll a
cigarette and do some thinking.

The smoke drawing well, he
wheeled abruptly to Olga and said,
“Ma’am, you're as right as rain about
sticking to this spread. A few years
and a lot of hard work and you'll
have a fine paying ranch here. You
got water and grass. | saw that much
as | rode in. There's everything you
need to make a go of it.” He paused
and chuckled. “You might be telling
me the story of the way Martha and
| started out, for all the difference
there is.”

“And you were like Pete too—all
impatience to get ahead at one big

jump?”
“Yes. Just like that. Guess it's
man-nature. But now, | know cows.

Been running my Bar S, down Ari-
zona way for nigh onto thirty years
and if you'll have it, 1'd like to stay
around and help. Anyhow until that
young rooster, Pete, gets back. And
when he does, I'll talk to him. I'm a
whole lot older'n he is, and maybe
he 'll listen to me.”

“Oh, but | can't afford to hire any-
body to help....”

“We won't say anything about pay,
Ma’am, if you don’t mind,” Steel cut
in. “Fact is, you'll be doing me a big
favor. You don’'t know how much it'll
mean to me. But, some time be-
fore | leave, I'll tell you all about
it. Coming up this way, last few days,
I was running away from something.
Leastwise, 1 was trying to. No, it
wasn't the law, but well.... I'll tell
you all about it, soon’s I can work
up the grit.”

Olga was beaming, her enthusiasm
at high pitch. “It would mean the
difference between getting along, and
failure, and.... Why, already | feel
as though 1'd known you all my life.
Almost as if you were my father—
like that. And when Pete comes home
I know he’ll listen to you and thank
you for showing how to make the
ranch pay.”

TARTING the following morning
when John Steel crawled out of
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his bunk in the barn, his days were
filled with hard work, the sort of
work he liked best. And in hard work,
he was almost happy again. Olga rode
and worked with him and his admir-
ation for the girl grew, day by day.

Fall came and waned. Round up
was over and Steel had dickered with
a trail driver, coming down over the
Bozeman trail, for the sale of the
herd. He had combed the brush in the
foothills for mavericks until no more
could be found on the Bowen range,
and the profits for the season ran
over eight hundred dollars after all
expenses had been met. Pretty good,
for a ranch that was just being devel-
oped.

Olga’s gaze went more and more
often as winter came closer, to the
trail from the south where it came
over a low ridge, and her blue eyes
clouded with worry as each search re-
vealed nothing but empty landscape.
Pete was on her anxious mind con-
stantly, but she rode about her ranch
looking over all the new develop-
ments with constantly increasing
pride. Satisfaction shone from her
eyes like a bright light, at what she
saw on every hand.

The barn was jammed with good
meadow hay and the feed lot had
several stacks to carry the breeder
stock over the winter while the range
would be deep with snow.

Steel had finally found himself, in
the hard work of the summer and
fall. He was the rugged and deter-
mined John Steel of old. And he too,
was scanning the trail from the south
with increasing impatience. The Bar
S was ever on his mind and he was
becoming more and more anxious to
get back to his own ranch and take
command again. His thoughts, as al-
ways, went to Martha and his great
loss when she died. But now he was
a different, a more resigned and phil-
osophical John Steel than the one
who had ridden away from the Bar S
so desperately, seeking escape from
a pain that was slowly driving him
crazy.

Then, as September waned and the
first frost was beginning to whiten

the sere range grass in the early
mornings, two riders came down over
the ridge from which Steel had first
sighted the little Bowen spread, their
shadows reaching out long into the
east.

Busy in the barn, working saddle
soap into his horse gear and getting
his pack saddle in order, John Steel
did not note their approach until
they rode into the hard packed yard.

He went to the door quickly and a
little, grizzled, bow legged puncher,
spotting him, greeted him with a
wild, shrill yell, leaped from his
gaunt horse and ran to him on his
wide bowed legs. His long gray mus-
taches bobbed excitedly over his
toothless old mouth and there was a
wide grin on his weather beaten face.

Olga hurried to the door of the
cabin, her hands white with flour. She
stopped short, her face suddenly gone
pale. Then she shrilled, “Pete!” and
ran headlong into the arms of the tall,
blond, young giant who had ridden
over the ridge from the south, with
Shorty.

Shorty Pope was vigorously pump-
ing Steel's hand, satisfaction and
pleasure written all over him. “By
hell! I shore am glad | found yuh at
last,” he shouted. “Been a-ridin’ for
a month lookin’ for yuh. Fell in with
Bowen there, couple days ago.” He
stood back and looked Steel over
keenly. “Boss, yuh shore look fine.
Yuh look ten years younger 'n'yuh
did when yuh pulled out from the
old Bar S. Now we can go back and
give that thieving Pawnee Bates
what fur.”

John Steel was grinning all over
his face. He whacked the loyal old
puncher on the back. “You old horse
thief! You're a sight for sore
eyes,” he whooped. “But what's this
about Pawnee Charlie Bates? What's
wrong at the ranch? Did Pawnee....”

“Plenty’s wrong, boss. Plenty!
That no-account breed’s stealin’ yuh
clean, just like | told yuh he would.
He’s fired all the old hands and put
in his half breed kin folks. And he’s

(Continued on page 94)
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A Brand New
“Jigger Moran” Novel
by the author of
“There Are Dead Men

In Manhattan”

Moist eyes searched Jigger Moran’s face then Professor Scott nodded slowly. Jigger
resumed, “Sally Woods was an alias assumed by an heiress born Susan Hunter. Her
home life was a sordid story of a tyrannical father who perverted her natural develop-
ment, plotted to steal a fortune bequeathed by her grandmother, and manipulated nor
into marriage with a pathological cousin. From all that, she sought to escape. That's
why she took up as Sally Woods lore in New York.”

Scott was listening raptly, believingly. He said. “It explains a great portion of her
writing for me. There have been clear allusions to iust such conditions as you have
described. A father is strongly hinted, oyer and over again.”

Jigger said, “Good! | was hoping to wring some clues something oi real help,
from those writings. With his daughter gone, Matthew Hunter, the father, circulat-
ed news of her death, carrying the hoax even to prima facie certification and burial
procedure. Undoubtedly, ne sought to find her and kill her—whenever and wherever
he could.

“The girl was deathly afraid to return home, afraid to assume her identity. | know
that she was in telephone communication with her father not long before she was Kkilled,
and 1 also know the father knew where she was living, under the name of Anne
Brown.”

Scott said clearly. “That fits in with another exercize of hers—at iast. It was a
conflict of decision and fear.”

Scott said clearly. “That fits in with our first time together and | remembered it
when the girl's aunt spoke of a recent phone call. The girl undoubtedly wanted to go
home, wanted to expose the cruel hoax; she probably found the courage to threaten
that she would just before she was murdered."

“Her father, then, murdered her?” There was a shiver in Scott’s tones.

DEATH BE MY DESTINY

by John Roburt

It will appear complete in our January, 1949, issue
on sale at all stands November 1st
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THE BIG. BAD MB. SWEENEY
By Harold Gluck

O SOME people the old West
means a series of standardized
scenes concerning cowboys,
shooting, branding irons, cattle, rus-
tlers, a pretty heroine, and a hero. To
others the old West brings forth a
long wagon train crossing the plains.
Hopes and dreams are blended in the
desired goal across the horizon.
There are the problems of food,
water, sickness, reliable scouts, and
the ever-feared Indian attacks. And
there are those to whom the old West
meant a series of names. They in-
cluded Sitting Bull, General Custer,
Doc Holliday, Wyatt Earp, the James
Boys, Billy the Kid, the Bad Lands,
Texas, U.S. Marshals, Buffalo Bill,
General Mills, and many others.
Actually the winning and building
of the West consists of the stories
of the millions who lived and died all
kinds of lives. Pick out any character
at random, turn the spotlight upon
this individual, and you have a true
story. The man we will now follow is
John Barney Sweeney, a murderer, a
train robber, a monemental liar, and
a little pebble of life who wanted to
be a big shot.
The old Indian Territory, now the
(Continued on page 86)
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Tired of Working for the
Other Fellow ?

BeYour Own Boss

O BODY & FENDER
REBUILDING

It's great to be your own bow—hare something of your own—
Id it year by year until it is providing you a good inooms
and security. When you are in business for yourself you know
that only your own efforts, energy, and ability limit your ia
QTo. If you are in the right fiel[d—where your servioee are
needed and where the pay is high—if you hare the kind of
-raotioal, workable training that prepares you to do a good
Quickly—then you oan go into busgines* with full ©on-
oe in the future.

Now Is tho Tim* to Mako Your Start and
Prepart to Grow In tho Big Yoars Ahead

You can start a business in BODY & FENDER REBUILD-
ING with oonfldenoe you are getting into a big, expanding,
aotive field. Think of the ‘TJaea Car branch of the industry
alone—big business with millions and millions of dollars i»
profits. Experienced Body cc Fender Rebuilders know how to
make used oars look like new—know how to increase their
Talue for reeale so that they bring in profits. They know how
to take a oar that has been banged up in an aooidenfr and
restore its original beauty.

Begin Your Training at Horn*
or Como Directly to Shops

Begin your training at home in spars time, finish in our Mg
modern shops, or come directly to the shops. At home you
get C.T.l.'s SHOP PROVED HOME STUDY instruction—
aotual shop_experience has ?one into the praotioal lesson as-
signments. That is why it Is easy for meohanioally inclined
men to learn by our Home Training and start ou aotual Body
and Fender Rebuilding work.

Mali Coupon tor Your FREE COPY "Planning
SUCCESS In a Business ol Your Own™

OX.l. ha* prepaid th, raluabl, baocklot PLANNING SUC-
CESS IN A BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN for ambitiou* mm
=inoerely interested in going into business for themselves. If
¥ou want a copy all you hare to do_is mall the oouj>on below.

our request does not obligate you in any way. Mail ths oou*
pon today.
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Don't let the lack of ready cash prevent 1.1 courses are am
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BOOKLETS
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eastern portion of the State of Okla-
homa, was the scene of many hold-
ups and brutal murders during the
early days. On the night of September
13, 1882, as a north-bound M.K. & T.
passenger train was being moved out
onto the main line from a siding
about a mile north of Vinita, two men
climbed onto the front platform of
the smoker. “Chick” Warner, the con-
ductor noticed them and opened the
door. Before a word had been spoken,
one of the men shot “jie conductor in
the cheek with a smaii caliber revolv-
er, making a painful and dangerous
wound.

The man who is said to have done
the shooting, was then shot and in-
stantly killed by his companion. A
lifeless body fell across the platform
of the car. The man who did the kill-
ing stepped from the train and
walked back to the Vinita station.
There he spoke to the station agent
and said that the train had been held
up by the famous James brothers and
Ed Miller. He named others who had
often been mentioned as members of
the notorious James gang. He stated
that this gang had been camping in
the woods on Little Cabin Creek,
about four miles to the north of the
scene of the alleged hold-up. He said
he had known them all personally be-
fore coming into the territory hav-
ing been born and raised in Clay
County, Missouri. He also said he
was a cousin of the James Boys, and
told the station agent that he was an
expert marksman with a revolver and
rifle, and that he had been practis-
ing shooting with his gang. He had
beaten them all shooting at a target
and he agreed to aid them in holding
up the train for the purpose of caus-
ing their arrest and punishment later
on.

The story was either the result of
a very fertile imagination or it was
true. The puzzled station agent at
once notified his superiors. Col. Ed-
dy, the General Manager, wired one
of the best railroad detectives of the
day to investigate the entire case. So
the next day Thomas Furlong, Chief
Special Agent of the Gould System,
arrived at Vinita.

(Continued on pace 88)
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

(Continued from pag-e 86)

As a result of questioning, Fur-
long learned that the man who had
done the killing was one John Barney
Sweeney. The victim was an un-
known man who had appeared in the
neighborhood looking for work. He
had met Sweeney and the latter had
talked him into the hold-up. Sweeney
was a man about five feet seven inch-
es tall, sort of stout, stocky built,
about thirty years of age, and dark-
complexioned. His dark small eyes
.were offset by a luxurious head of
Iblack hair and he wore a rather pre-
tentious, long mustache. All in all, he
jtipped the scales at about one hun-
dred and eighty pounds. His tongue
was always busy informing those who
would listen, of his great marksman-
ship and how fearless he was.

WEENEY had been arrested and
tried for the murder of a repu-
table farmer of the neighborhood.
This man had been shot and killed
one evening while sitting on the
porch of his home with his infant
baby in his arms. The shot was fired
from behind a thick hedge, from the
opposite side of the road, and from
a distance of perhaps seventy-five
feet from where the farmer was sit-
ting. Sweeney was seen going to-
wards the farmer’s house a short time
before the shooting had occurred. He
had also been seen returning to his
home from the same direction some
time after the shooting. He was car-
rying a rifle. He was arrested and
tried for the murder of the man.' It
,was proved at the trial that he had
Jonce threatened the life of the dead
man. But he was acquitted since there
was no direct evidence of his guilt.

His reputation in the vicinity was
easy to state: He was a suspected
horse-thief, a notorious liar, absolute-
ly unreliable, and a treacherous cow-
ard.

This was the man that Detective
Furlong had decided to arrest. He
was going to charge him with having
shot and seriously wounded the con-

g ductor of the train as well as having
= killed the confederate in the hold-up.

At this time, Captain Sam Sixkiller, a
ifullblooded Cherokee Indian was
fChief of the United States Indian



THE BIG, BAD MR. SWEENEY

Police and lived at Muskogee. This !
police force was maintained by the j
United States Government. It con- ]
sisted entirely of Indians of good j
reputation. It was their duty to pa-
trol the Indian Territory. They were
armed and mounted and were there
to protect the law-abiding Indians,
and other residents, and their pro-
perty. Especial attention was given
to whiskey-peddlers who were break-
ing the Federal laws by selling cheap
whiskey at exorbitant prices. Six-
Killer and his force had all the au-
thority to arrest any person charged
with a crime, on sight or complaint.
Since Furlong was a private Detec-
tive, he wired from Vinita to Six-
killer at Muskogee, requesting him to
come and arrest a law-breaker. An
answer was received stating that
Sixkiller was confined to his bed
with a severe attack of fever. Furlong
then went to Sixkiller's brother,
Luke, who was a member of the
Indian police force. He asked Luke
to join in an arrest of Sweeney. Luke
said he would not dare to arrest

Sweeney unless his brother, the
Chief were present. “Why”, he said,
“this man Sweeney is a terror. He

is a wonderful shot with either rifle
or pistol; it will take at least a half
dozen men, well-armed, to capture
him. He is a desperate man; we will
have to wait until the Chief gets
well enough to come and help capture
him.”

Furlong then ordered one of his
assistants, William H. Bonnell, to
come with him. The private detec-
tive decided he would try to capture
Sweeney himself. However, Bon- |
nell convinced Furlong that if the |
two of them tried to capture the
criminal, at least one of them would
be killed. So Bonnell remained be-
hind and Furlong hired a horse from
a livery stable. He reached the
Sweeney home and there on the
porch, with a Winchester rifle
leaning against the building, was the
wanted man. Furlong dismounted and
started to crawl through a set of
bars that served as a gate to the
house. As soon as he had gotten in-
side the bars, Sweeney commanded i
him to throw up his hands and j

(Continued on page 0)
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN
(Continued from page 89)

backed up his words with the Win-
chester. “Who are you and who do
you want?” he demanded. The de-
tective had to do some quick think-
ing to remain alive; he replied, “My
name is Foster and | want to see Mr.
John B. Sweeney.” “lI am John B.
Stveeney”, was the reply; ‘what do
you want with me?”

Furlong answered, “I beg your par-
don, Mr. Sweeney, but is that
loaded that you have pointed at me?”

i This bit of humor produced the de-
sired results. Sweeney laughed and
1replied, “What the hell do you think
I would be doing with this gun if it
were not loaded?”

“Well”, said Furlong, “if that gun

is loaded I wish you would turn the
muzzle of it in some other direction.
That horse | have down there is one
that | borrowed from the livery
man at Vinita to ride over here on.
And if that gun would accidently go
off it might scare the horse and
I cause him to break loose or maybe
hurt me. If the horse got away |
would have a lot of trouble catching
him, and if | did not catch him the
livery man would make trouble for
me. Furthermore, 1 did not come
over here anyway to get shot; if I
had expected there would be any
shooting | wouldn’t have come.”

ALK ABOUT honeyed words

that distract people.... Furlong
certainly knew how to handle them.
Sweeney’s brain-power was distrac-
Jted from any idea of Kkilling the in-
truder. “What did you come here
for?” he asked. And Furlong was
ready with more words to allay any
possible suspicions. “Col. Eddy, Gen-
eral Manager of the M.K. & T. road,
went south last night, passing Vini-
ta on his special train. He wired me
from Eufaula, in a cipher, to come
out here and see John B. Sweeney
and ask him to come over to Vinita
and meet him on his return north to
Parsons. He said in the message that
he expected to arrive at Vinita about
eleven-thirty today. And that he
wanted to have a private talk with
you to arrange with him for your
services in assisting in the capture

(Continued oNn page 9%)
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN
(Coiltiniicl from page 90)

of the parties implicated in the hold-
up that occurred at Vinita a few
days before.

“If you are Mr. Sweeney, and will
accompany me back to Vinita we will
just about have time to reach there
before Col. Eddy’s train arrives. The
Colonel does not want the people
at Vinita to know that you have met
him. He has been led to understand
that the people of that town do not
like you. He will run his train onto
the siding about a quarter of a mile
from Vinita. We can leave our horses
at the livery stable and walk to the
side track.”

The bait worked.

Sweeney called his brother-in-law
and said, “Go and put the saddle on
Baldy.” Baldy was Sweeney's horse.
He turned to Furlong and said,
“Come up and take a seat here on
the porch while 1 go up and get
ready to go with you.” He took his
rifle and went upstairs. Furlong sat
down for only a few minutes when
Sweeney appeared in the doorway.
He was in his shirt sleeves and in his
left hand was a nine-inch .45 Colt
six shooter. They mounted their
horses and started back to town. In
his mind the detective was working
out a plan to capture the bad man
and not run the risk of having that
45 emptied into his body. He
mentioned to Sweeney that he had
occupied the corner room in the ho-
tel at Vinita the night before. Then
he said, “I have not settled my bill
and my grip is still in the room. 1
think we had better ride to the livery
stable and leave our horses there.
You had better go to my room direct
I will go from the stable to the tele-
graph office and find out from the
operator where Col, Eddy’s train is
and what time it is expected.”

HE TWO men separated. Fur-

long waited awhile and then
went to the back of the hotel. He
climbed a flight of stairs leading
from the back yard to the second
floor of the hotel. He went to his
room and found the door half way
open. Looking through a crack be-
tween the door and the jamb, he
could spot Sweeney lying down on
his bed with hat, boots, and spurs on.



THE BIG, BAD MR. SWEENEY

Entering noiselessly, the detective
took a small double-barrel, Reming-
ton derringer from his pocket. Sud-
denly he thrust the gun into
Sweeney’s mouth, breaking two of
his upper teeth loose. He ordered
him to throw up his hands. The
startled man obeyed orders—especial-
ly with a gun in his mouth! Furlong
then removed the belt and holster
with that nine-inch .45 colt. The pris-
oner was then taken to the local
calaboose.

The next train to town brought
Capt. Sam Sixkiller, who had left his
sickbed. Together with Furlong,
they took their man to the jail at
Fort Smith, Arkansas. Sweeney
went to trial but was acquitted.

N HIS return to Clay County, .

Missouri, Sweeney wrote a
threatening letter to A. A. Talmage,
then General Manager of the Mis-
souri Pacific Railroad. He demanded
ten thousand dollars at once or
else.... The alternative consisted in
a threat to blow up a bridge, destroy
property in general, and kill Furlong
on sight. But Sweeney’s brain cells
were not working; he sent the letter
through the U. S. Mails. Furlong was
called in at once and got a warrant
for Sweeney’s arrest from the U, S.
Commissioner. With a deputy sher-
iff he set out for Sweeney’s house.

The bad man was in bed when Fur-
long knocked on the door. With
shot-gun in hand Sweeney vyelled,
“l am here and will Kkill any man
who attempts to come up those
stairs.” When it was over, Sweeney
went back mildly with Furlong to
St. Louis. This time he was given
four years in the penitentiary. Upon
his release he went back home. He
was determined to make good as a
bad man, so he tried to rob a Wabash
passenger train at Missouri City.
Net result was that a telegraph op-
erator shot him in the ankle and he
was captured. This time he was given
fourteen years. He lived to leave
prison and then tried to make money
on a claim he knew where a hidden
lost treasure could be found. After
that he fades out of the picture. He
wanted to be a big shot, a terrible
terror, and just fizzled the job.
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saddle leather,
beautifully hand-carved
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN
(Continued from page 82)

teliin’ around that yuh got Killed in
a gun fight up here in Utah, and he
says he bought the spread from yuh.
But | knew he was a-lyin’ and | rode
the grub line up this-away, lookin’
for yuh. Come on, John. Git yore
horse. Let's me and you....”

I “Hold on, Shorty. Hold your
lhorses, now. Let's go into the barn
and sit down for a spell, and talk.
|First thing in the morning we 'll hit
I the back trail.”
i It was an hour later when Olga
and Pete came into the barn. Young
IPete Bowen came up to John Steel,
his hand extended, a serious look on
; his face. “Olga’s been telling me all
| that went on here after |1 tucked my
|tail and ran out on her, like a yella
: coyote,” he began. “Don’t reckon |
|know enough words to try to thank
jyou for it all. But anyhow, | do
I'thank you and I'm going to carry on
[from now until we got the best
spread in Utah. I'm mighty ashamed
of myself for not being able to. ...”

John Steel chuckled shortly.
“Bowen, you talk about running
away,” he interrupted. “Well, 1 did
just that, and. ...”

“Now, all of you men just come in
to supper before my biscuits get cold
and spoil,” Olga cut in. “We can sit
around the fire and talk afterwards.”

ARLY NEXT morning John
Steel and Shorty were riding
south, their horses’ hoofs cutting
through the frost whitened grass with
a sharp, hissing sound. The Bowens
rode part way with them, and at the
limits of their range, sat their horses
and waved good by until they were
out of sight. Olga and young Pete
had made them both promise to come
back for a visit the following summer.

Ten days later, Steel and Shorty
Pope rode in over the north boundary
of the Bar S under a threatening,
cloudy sky. “Maybe I'd better go
round up the boys,” Shorty said.
“Most of them are hanging around
Hondo, | reckon.”

“Good idea. I'll want them on the
place right away. And Shorty, I'll be

(Continued on page 98)



C»)ne or two promotions
several pay raises and then
that long, long stretch “on the
shelf.” You want to keep on climb-
ing. You want to feel that you are
getting somewhere. But how?

I. C. S. can show you. A little
more training could be all you need
to get back in the upswing. An
advanced course or a “refresher”
—studied in your spare time—will
help prepare you for the next step,
will show that you are ready to
handle more responsibility, a
better job.

Trained men get the “breaks”!
That’s a fact proved over and over
again by the records of former
l. C. S. students.

You don’'t want to bog down in
your job. You don’t want to remain
“on the shelf” with the untrained.
Mail the coupon today for complete
information on how you can join
the steady climbers.

INTERNAT IONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Without cost or obligation, please teed n
B uelneee and

Academic Courses
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O Steam Fitting
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City___

Present Position-

BOX 5994-C, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
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Chemical Engineering
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Charms ry. Industrial
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Electrical Courses
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Q ~trical Engineering

O Electric light and Power

q Lighting Technician

O Practical Electrician

O Power House Electric

O Ship Electrician
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Q 0 Aviation
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O Diesel Engines O Gas Engines
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O Aircraft Drafting  Cl Flight Engineer
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O Industrial Engineering
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O Machine Shop
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O Mechanical Drafting

O Mechanical Engineering
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Tool Designing D Tool making
Welding—Gas and Electric

Welding Engineering

Railroad Courses

Air Braks O Car loipectof
Diesel locomotiva

Locomotivs Engineer

Locomotive fireman

locomotive Machinist

Railroad Section Foremen

Steam Engineering Coureee
Boilermaking ¢

Combustion Engineering

Engine Running

Marin* Engineering

3learn Electric O Steam Engineer
Textile Courses

Cotton Manufacturing G loom Fixing
Hnynn Weaving G Textile Designing
Woolen Marnra.-.turing

Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Foreee. Eerollment under G.I. Bill and P.L 16 approved for World War Il Veterans.
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To the man who wants to
enjoy an

ACCOUNTANTS

|E you re that peep

I'r man, here's I a
something that

will interest you. Not a magic formula— but
something more substantial, more practical.

Of course, you've got to pay the price, study
earnestly. Still, wouldn't it be worth while for
a brief period—provided the rewards were
good—a salary of $4,000 to $10,000? An ac-
countant's duties are interesting, varied, of
real worth to his employer. He has standing.

Why not, like so many before you, let
LaSalle's Problem Method startyou climbing?

Suppose you could work in a large ac-
cc. nting firm mndsr the personal supervision
of an expe-t accountant—solving easy prob-
lems at first then more difficult ones. With
his dvice, soon you’d master them all.

That's what LaSalle’s Problem Method gives
you. You cover Principles, Systems, Income
T:Audi ng, Cost Accounting, Law, Or-
ganizatio.., Finance—on up through C.P.A.
preparation Y u progress as rapidly as you
care to—sa.: cashing in while still learning.

Wih r cogmtion come? You know success
does ¢ me to <+e man really trained. Yes—
tr ined accountants are the executives of to-
morrow.

For your own good, write for free 48-page
boc.: "Accountancy, the Profession that Pays”
—plus "Ten Years' Promotion in One,” a
book which has helped many men. Mail the
coupon NOW.

Over 2800 C.P.A.’s among LaSalle alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. GzZD3 Chicago 5, Hi.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution

417 S. Dearborn St., Dept.172-HRChicago 5, lit.

I want to be an accountant. Send
me, without cost or obligation, the
48-page book, "Accountancy, the
Profession that Pays,” and fuli in-
formation about your accountancy
training program—also “Ten Years’
Promotion in One.”

n Higher Accountancy

O Other LaSalle Opportunities

O C.P.A. Coaching OTraffic Management

O Bookkeeping DForemanship

O Law: LL.B. Degree OIndustrial Management
O Business Management QStenotypy

O Salesmanship (Machine Shorthand)
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN
(Cuiitinupd from page 94)

needing a new foreman. You've been
with me a long time and | don't
reckon I know a man | could trust
more.” He wheeled and ran his horses
toward home. His paint horse and the
pack animal, after the manner of
horses, the world over knew instinct-
ively that they were near the home
barn and both broke into a free run.

Thirty minutes later, John Steel
stood in his home corral and looked
the old familiar scene over once more.
But now, there was no tortured desire
in his heart to get away. Now, this
was home; the old, friendly, comfort-
able home place that he had known
for so many years.

He started toward the house, won-
dering where Pawnee was. He was
still a dozen paces short of the steps
when Pawnee Charlie Bates flung the
front door open, took three long
strides out onto the gallery. For a
moment he stared, his jaw fallen, un-
able to believe what he saw.

Then he ripped out one blasting

oath, and his hands dove for his guns.
But that moment when he stared, lost
him any chance he might have had.
His six-guns hadn’t cleared leather
when both of John Steel’s Colts were
spewing hot lead. The breed folded
in the middle and collapsed on the
boards of the gallery.
*John Steel made sure that there
was no more danger to be expected
from Pawnee, then had his leisurely
look around the place, stared at all
the old familiar sights. And then, as
Shorty led the old Bar S punchers
into sight at a run he turned and rode
slowly up onto the knoll where the
tall pines grew.

He left his horse outside the ceme-
tery fence and went quietly inside,
and stood for long minutes beside
Martha's grave, his Stetson in his
hand. At last, a smile spread slowly
over his face and he said, as though
she stood before him and could hear
his words, “It’s all right now, Martha.
I've come back to you and our spread.
Everything 's all right.”

THE END



10 Complete Western Stories
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FEATURE NOVEL
THE MAVERICK oottt it et ee s Cliff Campbell
The Fowler's and Cox's were having their own private feud — then Dave Moore

accidentally witnessed a shooting, and the whole business became unpleasantly public,
with Moore ’'?eing claimed by both sides.

2 GUNSVVIFT NOVELETS

HOLE C A RDD 1 e eeeeeeee maeeaaas Chuck Martin
Sutter's Creek was a good place for gambling men, in those days of 1848, and Stud
Malone found himself bitten by the gold-bug. But there were other gamblers who didn't
deal as square as Malone.

CLEAR WIRE TO BOOTHILL uuuee e Eric Thorsfein
Speed Sparfon received the message, all right; but, unfortunately, he didn't read it then
—not until a muzzle-full of outlaw lead was pointing in his direction.

SHORT STORIES

STACKED BULLETS. . e aeeieeaanas L. Ron Hubbard
Charley Montgomery was the logical man to deal with the Rinao brothers, so maybe it
was worth risking the whizzer his friends pulled on him.

DIGGER JOHN — POUTICAN .o A. A. Baker

When Digger John started saying: "Whiskey is the ruin of men and it should be out-
lawed,!" the citizens of Gold Run figured that the town was plumb finished!

REWARD FOR MOUNTAIN MEW ..., Archie Joscelyn
Joncaire didn't know why the presence of this girl sent him to revolt against DuValle's
ramrodding.

THE BARBECUING OF BLUEBEARD JOHNSON ... ..cciiiiiiaaett Sx.i Conner

This Johnson was a holy terror, and just shooting him wouldn't be enough; the man had
to be brought in for a trial.

FEATURES

VIRGINIA CITY FASHION NOTE ..ot John T. Lynch
BAD MAN-FROM BODIE ... Harry Von Demark
MONTONA WOLFERS ... . £. L. Kibbe
l.ook Fur Tho. SSSg Dceemiter
tsHHC! OS
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LOSE UGLY FAT NOW . . Notic. the difference
NO HARDSHIP in POUNDS end INCHES the very first week, whether
NO EXERCISE Overweight 10 or 100 Pounds , . . even if burdened
NO MASSAGE with fet for meny yeers_ (illness excepted). The
Protem Plan controls weight .. . WEIGHT LOSS

.NOTHING TO WEAR

CAN BE PERMANENT by continuing the plan, once

down to normal, it helps retain your new "athlete's waistline" as long
as you like. Protam is not a Drug, Laxative or Thyroid . . . absolutely
Harmless ... Is Good For You.

PROTAM PLAN OXIDIZES EXCESS FAT

Drastically Cuts down
USES UP ACCUMULATED EXCESS
Lose Ugly Fat Economically, Simply, Pleasantly, without

The Protam Plan reacts quickly . . .
Fat Producing Calories.
FAT.
risking your health.
disappear within the first weeks.

Look and feel better, see

20 Pounds in 30 Days, others enthuse about "How Well
the
The Protam Plan
Scientifically Formulated,
MINERALS

results . . . Just Take Protam as directed, follow
how fast you wish to Lose Weight.
appetite appeasing FOOD,

Ynergy-giving PROTEINS. AMINO ACIDS,

Z
f

S m io day

T)RDER TODAY
postage. You must Lose Pounds and
Ten Days or your Money will be Refunded Immedi-
itely, including postage. Your decision is final. Just
Mail Coupon Today ... NOW. On delivery simply
pay postman $2.50 . begin losing Fat the first
few days. Enjoy New Energy , =, Have confidence
in your appearance.

. You risk NO MONEY, not even
inches within

REDUCE

WITHIN 10 DAYS QR
MONEY REFUNDED

bulges

r f 6 C TRAI OFFER
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Thousends of Overweight people report sensational results, some Losing

They Feel" while Reducing. To achieve same
Protam Plan Once or Twice a day, according to
is based on a low calory regimen. Protam is an
Laboratory Tested and Approved, Fortified with
and VITAMINS.

SEND NO MONEY

ASSOCIATED NUTRITION PRODUCTS. INC.
150 Nauau 8t , Dipt. 2001, Naw York 7, N. Y.

S«nd mo in plain packago tho 8 o*. Protam Plan Tor M
Ton Day_ Frro Trial, | will pay postman *3.30 plua
poatag*. ~ This money will bo refunded Immediately, In*
eluding- pottage, if 1 do not safely NIOUCI to say
satisfaction within 10 Day* HI*K "NOTHINO
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Print Plainly
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CITY e ZONE ..coes STATE
(Sony. No Canadian Orders.)
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There’s lots of fun for young and old with
hand-operated movie projector. Cost is low—enj
the first week's fun. See the big shows or use hr

MAIL

yourol

kids. Af

only $6 |
MART

230 Grand Street,

Just send name and
addiess and $1. On de-

= Easy to operate livery pay  postman
i $5.98 plus postage, or
= All metal construction o %6_989 tage, o

« Use ordinary electric bulb
« 50 Foot reel capacity
« Simple handwind operation

ship  postpaid.
Catalog of film avail-
able—included free.

IN THE PBIVACY OF YOUB OWN HOME.

Make records right in your own home by just singing,-
talking, acting, or playing musical instrument into NEW
HOME RECORD MAKING UNIT. This wonderful unit records,
on the blank records furnished with your recording kit. No
processing of the record required . Just make your record-
ng. Immediately ready for playback. Works with most any
type of standard record player—hand winding, portable, radio-
phono combination.or electrical phonographs, AC or DC.

You get everything. Acoustic recording head, special
ing needle, playback needles, 6 two-sided records (enough
<12 recordings), spiral feeding
tachment and complete
follow directions. No
just make your record and
back on any phonograph.
8END NO MONEY .Malt coupon and
we'll  send complete NEW
RECORD MAKER, C.0.D. for only
$8.49 plus postage or aend $8.41
we pay postage.
Additional blank records $2.00 per
(24 sides)

Broadcast through your
Radio with this New
WIRELESS MICROPHONE!

NO CONNECTIONS, NO HOOKUPS
.of any kind, Completely Wireless.
BROADCAST IMMEDIATELY.

Broadcasts through any ra-

dio indoors — outdoors —

anywhere. Completely self-

contained,, with its own tube

tett” and long life (easily replaceable) bat-

Crrt \jj * tery. Carry it with you—talk as you
\Ad ,0¥® walk—and you’ll marvel at its fine
modulation — its full bodied volume

—the clearness or voice's reprodu -

Address.—........—...

O Send Projector. | ein.,
livery |1 will pay postman

postage. X
O 1 enclose $6.98, saving postage.

City, ZONE, STAe....ccoooceveorerorsrssorsirssnries

uir Atsriatika MO adnoni—
NffOJ 40 suelAt ~ilcotDING TtCPNIQUIL."

CORP. oi America
Grand SI- New York 13
Send entire RECORD MAKING OUTKIT. In-
cludjnK 6 blank 2-t-ldvd record*.
0 Send C.O.D. I will pay portmen $8:49 plu.
Opomaire.
1 vncluM- $8:49 »end complete outfit poMpaid.

Name,

Addre

NEW PUMP BOTTLE
ASTOUNDS GUESTS!

ction. A marvel of modem electronic engineering.
Talk into it—sing into it—and without plugging
in—without connecting wires—your voice booms
in any radio within 50-foot radius. Use for
fun at gatherings, parties, etc.

Loads of Fun — and Practical, Too!

Ultra-Mike Is not a toy — It's a rugged scientifically en-
gineered high fidelity transmitter In mike form

REND NO MONEY, send name and address and we'll send
C.0.D. plus postage, or send $10.90 and we ship postpaid.

MAO. MART. INC, Dept. EA-IOI
230 Grand St., New York 13, N. Y.

This amazingly efficient pump
bottle does away with the drip-
ping, staining, leaking nuisance
of pouring liquids. Glass decan- ~-ThTi

ter has chromium top, plunger type pump handle,
revolving chrome tray, and six “shot” glasses.
Place one under faucet and press pump. Turn
tray and fill as many glasses as desired. Saves
time, liquids. SEND NO MONEY ... Just name
and address. Pay only $5.95 plus postage or en-
close $5.95 and receive postpaid. Money back
guaranteed.

MAIL MART. INC.. Dopi. BA-101
230 Grand Stract Now York 13. N.Y.
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ADVANTAGES 1
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V Constructed of handsome
hammered aluminum

V Measures 2% " x 3% ", requiring
small storage space when notin use
v Fits any standard cold water faucet
V Carries 7-toot extension cord
V Takes only few seconds to attach

\% oEr;ceelgg?flegly low cost operation —
onlya few centsan hour
V Fully guaranteed against defects
in material or workmanship

YOUR MONEY REFUNDED WITHIN 5 DAYS
IF KEM HEATER FAILS TO GIVE
INSTANT HOT WATER!

Don't be inconvenienced another day by lack of hot water in
home, cottage, office or factory. ORDER YOUR KEM HEATER
TODAY* SEND NO MONEY. Just fill in and mail coupon and
then pay the postman $3.98 plus postage when your heater

is delivered, or send $3.98 and we will pay postage.

Seems too good to be true until you see

steaming hot water running continuously

from any one of your cold water faucets|

With the revolutionary new KEM INSTANT

HOT WATER HEATER you get as much hot

water as you want— right when you want ill

All without waiting, fussing with fires or the
landlord |

Just Turn Faucet To Regulate Temperature
Not just hot water, but water at exact heat desired, is what
you get with this amazing new heater! A slight turn of your
faucet gives you water of any desired temperature from
warm to extra hot.

»  Easily and Quickly Attached

v

F Takes only a few seconds to attach or remove KEM
F INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER. No special skill or
k knowledge required. Easier to operate than the aver-

age electric iron!

Fits Any Standard Faucet
KEM INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER fills a long and urgent
need in basement, garage, cottage, tourist camp, office
and factory—and when home hot water supply fails in
kitchen or bath.

Fully Guaranteed
Heater is precision made and guaranteed against any and
all defects in material and workmanship. With ordinary
care, it gives many years of satisfactory service.

KEM COMPANY, Dept. 78,18 E. 41st St.. New York 17, N. Y.

KEM COMPANY n
Dept. 78.18 E. 41st St., New York 17. N. Y.
O Rush KEM HOT WATER HEATER C.O.D.. Ill pay postmon $3.98

plus postage.
O Enclose $3.98. send postpaid.

NAME N

STREET............

CITY..




