
Dout»lE«flCTION

WESTERN
NOV.

'THE SHERIFF 
AT. HANGMAN’S

GULCH
" A Brqnd New 
Book-Length Novel

By
WAYNE WRCELE



JIM WON'1 
IOUT BECAUSE 
i uc LOSES rll3 
1 FALSE ueth,

BOB 1
heveruaH

PLATE 1
trouble.

fan.THS^S 

'^S^TE, 

t»OU6le

'i^niu-f0R His 
Sfc«ET J

STAYS nor
TIGHT-ORNO COST! EAT-

Here’s new amazing mouth comfort without risking a single cent . . . enjoy that feeling of 
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who 
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will 
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes. comfortably 
eat foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner 
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost. 
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE crown plate reliner i> «a»y to »•.
Don't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROWN RELINEK. In s Jiffy 
your plate tits like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth" Just 
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth bark in. They'll tit as snugly as ever. Inventor Is a recognized 
authority In dental Held. A patent has been applied for CROWN RELINER to protect you from imitators. After 
you reline your plate with CROWN, take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN 
KELTNER. CROWN RELINER is guaranteed . . . It's harmless. NOT A POWDER OR CASTE! •DOES NOT 
BURN OR IRRITATE. If not satisHed. even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund . CROWN 
is a sclentlHc discovery that you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze It out of the tube onto the plate anil 
In a jiffy your plate will again feel as light and comfortable as It did when it was new. Order today and 
enjoy this new oral comfort right away.

HERE’S OUR FREE OFFER!
t’ROWN offers you a two-way protection for your plates. Order CROWN 
RELINEK and receive t-REE with your order CROWN DENTAL PLATE 
CLEANER. The DENTAL PLATE CLEANER is easy to use and restores 
that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ- 
free. CROWN CLEANER eliminates without linishing foods that collect in 
plate comers and crevices. Delps protect plates because no brushing is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching is avoided. You will enjoy 
the feeling that your breath Is sweet and Is not "false-teeth offensive”. Order 
today and get your CROWN CLEANER FREE with the CROWN DENTAL 
PLATE RELINER . . . remember you don't risk a single cent. Yuu must be 
I no'/ satisfied, ur your money back.

SEND NO MONEY

WHAT USERS 
TELL US —READ!
J. Clements of Algonac writes: 
"My plates were so bad they 
rattled when I talked. Now I 
ran eat steaks, corn on the 
cob.” E. W. W. of Virginia 
writes: ”1 have found Crown 
Reliner all you claim for It 
and more.” . . . Many more 
attest to same excellent re­
sults. Reline your plates with 
CROWN. It's tasteless. Has 
that natural pink color. Order 
a tube of CROWN RELINER 
today . . . enough to last a

CROWN PLATE RELINER 
is tasteless and odorless.

Try it for 4 months and then return it for a 
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and 
we will include FREE with your order a tube 
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER. 
You’ll be delighted with both... and the 
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth 
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and 
address. Pay'postman one dollar for combina­
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay 
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.

x-jk Step No. I —

Crown Plastic Co., Dept. 3411 
4358 W. Philadelphia Av*. 

Detroit, Mich.

Step No. 2— DRY WELL UNDER

<n
Step No. 3—SQUEEZE

FROM TUBE.SPREAD

BACK IN MOUTH.

CROWN PLASTIC CO., DEPT. 3411
4358 W. Philadelphia Av*.. Detroit, Mich.

Send your wonderful Crown Dental Plate Kellner and 
include the FREE Crown Dental Cleaner. 1 will pay postman 
one dollar plus postage on arrhal. If I am not satisfied after 
4 months. I may return partly used tube for full refund. 
(□ I am enclosing one dollar In full payment same guarantee.)
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ADDRESS.

CITY .STATE



Technicians and OperaiwsMore Radio

working on Government orderstories,

AgeName

Address

City. State. 4FR

ing that has started hundreds

YOU SURELY KNOW! 
RADIO. MINE J 
NEVER SOUNDED I 
BETTER /

OH BILL. I’M SO GLAD 
YOU SENT FOR TWAT 
FREE LESSON AND | 
PROVED TO YOUR­
SELF THAT YOU [ 
COULD LEARN | 
RADIO AT HOME f

students making $5, $10 a week extra within 
a few months after enrolling. The N.R.l. 
Course isn't something just prepared to take 
advantage of the present market for techni­
cal books and courses. It has been tried,

YES.I HAVE A GOOD 
FULL TIME "RADIO 
JOB NOW— AND A 
BRIGHT FUTURE 
AHEAD IN RADIO

Extra Fay in 
Army, Navy, 

Teo
Men likely to go into military service, 
soldiers, sailors, marines, should mail 
Coupon Now! Learning Radio helps men 
get extra rank, extra prestige, more in­
teresting duties, much higher pay. Also 
prepares for good Radio jobs and Serv­
ice ends. Over 1,700 Service men are 
N. R. I. students.

f THANK5. I'VE BEEN STUDYING 
ONLY A FEW MONTHS AND 
I'M ALREADY MAKING 
MONEY IN v

! MY SPARE
TIME. THAIS I rat.
$IO EXTRA IX 'A 

CWSWEEK*

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week Extra in Spare Time

There's probably an opportunity right in 
your neighborhood to make money in spare 
time fixing Radios. I’ll give you the train-

L E. SMITH
President 

National Radio 
Institute

Established 
28 Years

MARY'S RIGHT— I’M NOT 
GETTING ANYWHERE. I

OUGHT TO TRY A NEW 
FIELD TO MAKE

x MORE MONEY

I PON T THINK i COULD LEARN 
RADIO THAT WAY--'BUT THEY'LL 
SEND ME A SAMPLE LESSON 
FREE. GUESS I'LL 
MAIL THE COUPON 
AND LOOK INTO 
this -

ILL ALWAYS BE A 
FAILURE IF I STICK

TO MY PRESENT JOB

( buck up, Bill, why not\ 
TRY AN INDUSTRY THAT'S ' 
GROWING — WHERE THERE'S, 

MORE OPPORTUNITY J

years we have been teaching Radio.
START NOW Toward Radio's Rich 

Rewards!

for radio equipment, employ trained men. 
And think of the NEW jobs Television, 
Frequency Modulation, Electronics and other 
Radio developments will open after the war! 
Tins is the sort of opportunity you shouldn’t 
pass up.

Radio.”
You’ll read a description of my Course 

—Extra Money Job Sheets—Consultation 
Service—other special N.R.l. training fea­
tures. You’ll see the fascinating jobs Radio 
offers and how to learn Radio at home. 
You’ll read many letters from men I 
trained, telling what they are doing, earn­
ing. And you’ll have my free lesson to 
KEEP. No obligation. Just MAIL THE 
COUPON in an envelope or paste on a 
penny postal!—J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 3KA2, 
Washinflton-9, D. C.
TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

LOOK AT THIS-RADIO IS CERTAINLY 
< GROWING FAST--AND THE

NAT,ONAl- RADIO
- • ' a? A INSTITUTE SAYS THEY 

TRAlN MEN r<?R radio
RIGHT AT HOME 

\lrv\ ,N SPARE TIME _

MAIL THE COUPON. I’ll send you 
the FREE Lesson and my valuable 64-page 
illustrated book "Win Rich Rewards InNow Make $50 a Week Than Ever Before

There’s a big shortage of capable Radio 
Technicians and Operators. Fixing Radios 
pays better now than for years. With new 
Radios out of production, fixing old sets, 
which were formerly traded in, adds greatly 
to the normal number of servicing jobs.

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and Po­
lice Radio, Ship Radio and other communi­
cations branches are scrambling for Oper­
ators and Technicians. The Government, too 
needs hundreds of competent civilian and 
enlisted Radio men and women. Radio fac-

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3KA2
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington-9, D. C.
Mail me FREE, without obligation. Sample Lesson and G4-page 
book, "Win Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No Salesman will 
call. Write plainly.)

Find ouf how Practical it is to 

TRAIN AT HOME FOR 
POOD RADIO JOBS 
^\MaHCoupon-Sample Lesson FREE

LEARNING radio this way is great, i’ll enroll 
NOW. SOON I'LL BE TRAINED TO MAKE GOOD 
MONEY FIXING RADIO SETS - - TO GET A _ 
GOOD JOB IN A BROADCASTING /Sfe 
STATION - - OR A GOVERNMENT ' ( 
CIVILIAN RADIO JOB- - ’
OR WIN EXTRA RANK *
AND PAY IF I’M Vm
DRAFTED —-A TV'k ’ Wf / W

Mail the Coupon for 
a FREE Lesson from my 
Radio Course. It shows 
vou how N.R.l. trains 
you for Radio at home in 
spare time. And with 
this sample lesson I’ll 
send my 64-page, illus­
trated book, "Win Rich 
Rewards In Radio.” It 
describes the many fas­
cinating jobs Radio off­
ers, oxp laSns t-bo unique 
training method which I 
have perfected during my 
28 years of teaching Ra­
dio by mail.

Good For Both^I™^
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;TIie Sheriff At Ilasgssmsi’s CialeSs.

By Wayne Fwreell 1®
Bide Evans chucked in his lawman's badge to ride out of Texas on 
the trail of his erring twin brother. Matt. And here, in Hangman's 
Gulch, he found Matt, candidate for the riff-raff and lawless, run­
ning for sheriff. But star or no star. Bide was going through with 
his job—bringing Matt back to face a murder charge. Then the 
owlhooters around Hangman's Gulch saw a way to capitalize upon 
the fact that the Evans brothers were identical twins, and Bide 
found himself facing the vigilance committee which was out to 
hang Matt!

smwr stout
No.Gimhs For Pedro .......... .By JL®o Florea ®4

Pedro had only his wits for self-defense when th® Americano ban­
dit went after his scalp. But the poor children's fund was at stake, 
and Pedro wasn't satisfied with saving only his own skin . . .

FACT ABTICLF
Was ♦loss®1 Barnes A Softie? By Banger 3L ISo'feSsi ®3.

Some facts which seem to contradict the rip-roaring, bullet-whining 
legends around that notorious outlaw!

R&bsrt Wo L&wm-^es, Editor

DOUBLE-ACTION WESTERN, published every other month by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 
Appleton St., Holyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive offices, 60 Hudson St., New York, 13, N. Y. Entered 
as second class matter at the post office at Holyoke, Mass, For advertising rates, write DOUBLE ACTION 
GROUP, 60 Hudson St,, New York, 13, N. Y. Single copy 15c: yearly subscription 75c. Manuscripts must be 
accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelope to insure return if not accepted, and while reasonable 
care will be exercised in handling them, they are submitted at author’s risk. Printed in the U. S. A,



WOULDN’T TAKE $1,000 FOR COURSE
"The lessons are so simple. I have 

learned to play by note in a little more 
'Iran a month. I wouldn’t take a thousand 
dollars for my course.”

*S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

PLAYS ON RADIO
"I am happy to tell you that for four 

weeks I have been on tho air over our lo­
cal radio station. So thanks to. your in­
stitution for such 3 wonderful course.”

«W. H. S.. Alabama.

FOUND ACCORDION EASY
‘‘I've always wanted to play the piano 

accordion,” writes *H. E. from Canada. 
“But thought I’d never learn it. Then I 
read about your lessons. I don’t know 
how to express my satisfaction.”

Ittusic 
Lessons

for less than 
/t a dffljr

Here’s your chance to learn to play your favorite musical 
instrument — quickly and easily — in your own home.

%FOU thought it was expensive to learn music? That it 
A took lots of money to p.ay for n. private t&azihrii’. sho«t 
music and all th© other essentials? That it required years 
of study’

Then here’s grand news for you! You can learn to play 
your favorite musical instrument, any instrument, for less 
than SEVEN CENTS a day! That’s ALL it costs. Nota 
penny extra for sheet music or anything else. And it 
doesn't take years, either.

nesc proverb. And that is the secret of this easy and 
faselnatinrr way to learn music at home in snare time. Your lessons come to you in print and picture term. 
Barge, clear illustrations show you every position, every 
move. And the accompanying text is like the voice of 
your teacher at your shoulder, explaining, coaching and 
encouraging you. You can’t go wrong.

Send for Illustrated Booklet
Play a Tune in One Lesson

Actually, you start playing a familiar melody in your 
very FIRST lessen. Then you go on from one tune to 
another, until your friends are surprised to hear you play.

You le.-irn.to play by playing—just as you learned tho 
English language b y 
speaking it. There is 
no 'lost time, no waste 
motion.

You learn by a re­
markable short -cut 
method! A modern, 
simplified method that 
skips all the tedious 
old-fashioned study and 
practice. A method that 
has literally swept the 
world, enrolling over 
750,000 pupils. It’s ac­
tually FUN to learn 
music this easy way.

See for yourself how easy it is to learn your favorite 
musical instrument this modern, short-cut way. And how 
inexpensive. Mail the coupon below fo-r booklet and Print 
and Picture Sample, checking the instrument in which 
you are interested. Do it now. IT. S. School of Music, 
12310 Brunswick Bldg., New York, liO, N. Y. Forty-fifth 
year. (Est. 1898)

fc——Easy as A-E-C

Look at the notes above—they 
are F-A-C-E. Could anything be 
simpler'? You are already learn­
ing to read music. And it’s easy 
to play, too, for a remarkable 
invention, the “Note-Finder,” 
tells you just where each note 

is located on the keyboard.
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U. S. School of Music, 12310 Brunswick Bldg., Nev? York, 10, 
N. Y. I am interested in loaming . the • - - .
cheeked. Please send me your illustrated 
how I can learn quickly at home, for less
Piano
Guitar
Hawaiian Guitar
Violi n
Piano Accordion
Plain Accordion
Saxophone

Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele
Drums and Traps 
Trombone

musical instrument 
booklet explaining 
than 7c a day.

Mandolin 
Flute 
Piccolo

*
Modem Elemen- h 

tary Harmony B
Practical Finger “

Control v

^Actual pupils’ names on request. 
Pictures by Professional Models.

Here's the 
Secret

“A picture is worth
a thousand words,” 
says the ancient Chi-

E 
E 
B 
E
S 
E
II 
B 
&

Have you Instrument?
Name
Address
City State
NOTE! If you are under 1G years of age parent must sign 

toupon!

Stave Sfciofc coupon on penny post cord.

« 
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B 
E 
II 
fl 
fl



One great American army is still open 
for enlistments! It’s the all-important 
army of trained men — whose specialized 
knowledge and. skill are helping to win 
the war today, and will play a vital roles 
in the victory world of tomorrow!

You still have time to join these '’Indus, 
trial rangers,” Even if you’re over 38 — 
or over 501 — training will make you a 
better fighter on the production front, 
and will fit you for a better job when,
peace comes.

You can get your training as thousands 
of business and industrial leaders got 
theirs — by studying a low-cost I. C. S. 
Course in your spare time, at home! 400 
business and technical subjects to choose 
from — one, or a combination of several, 
will fit you. for greater success.

Mail this coupon for complete infor­
mation on I.C.S. textbooks, teaching 
methods and personalized instruction.

iNTERNATIONAL'CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 5994, SCRANTON, PENNA
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars
the course before which

□ Air "Brake
n Air Conditioning
□ Airpiano Drafting
□ Architectural Drafting
O Architecture
D Auto Engine Tune-up

1 have marked X: 
TECHNICAL AND 

Cj Contracting and Building

about

SPECIAL 
TUITION RATES 
FOR MEMBERS

OF THE 
ARMED FORCES

O Avi? tion 13 Aviation Mechanics
O Blueprint Reaj ling
□ Boilermakl tg
O Bridge Engineering
□ Chemistry □ Coal Mining
Fl Civil Engineering
□ Concrete Engineering

□ Di encl Engines
□ Electrical Drafting
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electrician
□ Electrical Maintenance
□ Found rym an □ Heating
□ Iieat Treatment of Metals
□ Highway Engineering
□ House Planning
□ Indu.-trial Metallurgy
□ Tx>comotive Engineer
□ Machinist □ Inspector

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
C Management of Inventions
O Marine Engines
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mine Foreman
□ Navigation □ Pattcmmaking
□ Plastics □ Plumbing
□ Public Works Engineering
□ Pulp and Paper Making
□ Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
£3 P.adio Servicing
□ II. R. Section Foreman

□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Sheet Metal Work
□ Ship Drafting
n Shipfitting □ Shop Practice
□ Steam Electric □ Steam Engines*
□ Steam Fitting
□ Structural Drafting
O Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping
□ Telegraphy !~1 Telephony
□ Textile Designing
□ Tool making □ Tool Design
O Welding, Gas and Electric

□ It. R. Signalman □ Refrigeration D Woolen Manufacturing

□ Accounting D Advertising 
O Bookkeeping
O Business Correspondence
!□ Buainaas Management
□ Cartooning □ Civil Service

□ College Preparatory
□ Commercial
□ Commercial Illustrating
□ Cost Accounting
□ C. P. Accounting

BUSINESS COURSES
□ First Year College
□ Foreiranship □ French
D Good English
□ High School
□ Managing Men at Work

O Railway Postal Clerk 
□ Salesmanship 
□ Secretarial □ Spanish

SZaiMS.

City.

□ Advanced Dressmaking
□ Foods and Cookery

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
□ Home Dressmaking
□ Professional Dressmaking and Designing

□ Showcard and Sign Lettering 
□ Traffic Management

□ Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering

.Age. .Address.

.Slat, .Present Position.
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 

British residents send coupon to 1. C. S., 71 King sway, London, W. C. 2, England



How to make your sweet­
heart write more often.

How to express your love.
How to make everyday 

events sound interesting.
How to discourage the "too 

romantic” friend.
How to write the girl you 

met on your day off.
How to "break the ice.'
How to assure him for her? 

of your faithfulness.

FDLLOW THE EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
AND MODEL LETTERS IN THIS 

AMAZING NEW BOOK!
THEY CLICK!

The men in our Armed Forces, the girls back home, know what 
it means to get letters. Think of the thrill when your sweet­
heart gets a love letter that really contains the things you’ve 
been wanting to write. No longer will your letters be dry, 
awkward and uninteresting. Imagine the pride and satisfac­
tion of knowing that your letters will be read and re-read and 
then saved again for the time when you will be together again 
and these letters will be among the dearest treasures.

HOW TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS shows you how the 
most common things can sound interesting. No longer will it 
be necessary for you to rack your brain, hour upon hour, to 
convey that "certain something” in the most exciting way. 
It has been said that letters reflect the personality of the writer. 
Yet, too often people with sparkling, vibrant personalities 
write poorly, only because they do not know. HOW TO 
WRITE LOVE LETTERS will help you transfer your per­
sonality to your letters. No one who writes a letter should 
be without this amazing book. It is as necessary as the paper 
you write on. t *

HOW TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS contains dozens of 
actual sample letters that show just how to write your letters 
properly from begining to end. Included in this "Must” 
book are scores of model love letters by world famous people. 
You will also find in this valuable book lists of useful syno­
nyms — common errors, and how to avoid them — the correct 
spelling of many catchy words, and many more important 
letter-writing hints. Read the list of HOW TO chapters — and 
remember with each book you receive FREE, at no extra cost, 
ONE MONTH’S supply of your personalized writing paper. 
If you want to write letters that really hit the spot, send for 
this book today. Stravon Publishers, 342 Madison Ave., N.Y.C.

MONEY-BACK OFFER!
We believe you can write winning love letters with the help 
of this amazing book — but we want you to be the judge! 
Examine the book 10 days at our expense — if not delighted 
with results,.return it and your money Will be promptly 
refunded! *

How to make him for her/ 
miss you.

How to make for break? a 
date.

How to "make up” with 
your sweetheart.

How to tell your husband 
for wife? those ’Tittle 
things” of love.

How to write an anniversary 
letter.

How to propose by mail.
How to help her for him? 

keep chin up.

Jim"s last letter is
really“TERRIFIC"

. (PsJf He read lie ioei)

PARTIAL CONTENTS
Bombs o» Actual Love Leiters That Ton Can Adapt! 

Scores of Model Love Letters By Famous People!

MAIL COUPON TODAY

AND MANY OTHER CHAPTERS IN THIS BOOK EVERY 
LETTER-WRITER SHOULD HAVE

STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept. L5M1
342 Madison Ave., New York City.

Send book. "How to Write Love Letters" (in plain 
wrapper), together with free monogrammed stationery. If 
J a delighted with book, I may return this purchase in 
*0 days and Iny money wiI1 be refunded.
□ bend C.O.D. I will pay postman 98c plus few cents postage.
□ I enclose 98c—send postpaid.
NAME ................................................ . .......................................
ADDRESS ............................
CANADA $L25 with order.



FREE
1JA 33 POWER
TELESCOPE

milHfflS OFFER/ J*
o

You can now own a genuine high powered \\
telescope by making it in one evening of ' j \\
easy work. It is included FREE with this Special Offer of "Wonders'' 
pf Science, Simplified.” All the optical parts are completely

HUNDREDS OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 
MAPS, DRAWINGS, ETC.

3 Ifotaes Bound in 1

Volume I — PARTIAL COHTEHTS

WONDERS OF NATURE
BOOK 2. History & Mystery of

How the Solar System Originated 
Enormous Size of Some Stars, etc. 
BOOK 2. Oddest Phenomena on Earth 
Spouting Fountains of Bolling Water 
A Marvelous Mountain of Solid Sait 
BOOK 3. Watching the World Change 
How Continents and Oceans Were

Formed
Row We Know Ground Sinks and Rises 
Strange Tale of a Buried Town
BOOK 4. Weather Secrets Simplified 
Storms on Sun and Storms on Earth 
The Strange Antics of a Ball of Fire 
BOOK S. Wonderland Of Nature 
The Regions of Frost and Fire 
The Inside of an Active Volcano

Volume It — PARTIAL COHTEHTS 
WONDERS OF POPULAR SCIENCE

BOOK 6. Pictorial Outline of Progress 
Nearly Two Centuries of Steamships Sueer Forerunners of the Motor-Car 

evelopment of Modern Locomotives
BOOK 7, Amazing Adventure in 

Science
Mystery of the Burning Glass 
Marvels of the Electro-Magnet 
Wonders of the Infra-Red Rays, etc. 
BOOK 8. Seven Wonders of Modern 

WorldHow Telescopes Brlnf? Things Near 
How Microscopes Make Things Big 
The Latest Methods of Television 
BOOK 9. Manual of Simplified Ex­

periments
Science Experiments for Everybody 
Experiments With Simple Chemicals 
BOOK 10. How Great Inventions Work 
Inside of a Great Modern Steamship 
A Big Coal Mino With the Lid Off 
How a Submarine Sinks and Rises

finished for a refracting, astronomical 
telescope over 4 feet long. You can see the 
mountains and craters on the moon, the 
ringed planet Saturn, Jupiter and double 
stars, etc. See airplanes, ships and hun­
dreds of. other interesting sights. Makes 
objects miles away appear close. Com­
plete lens kit contains 2" diameter ground 
and polished objective lens and 33 power 
eyepiece lens made in the good old U.S.A.- 
With full directions for mounting. Read 
how you can get your 33 power telescope 
lens kit FREE with this offer*
WONDERS AND MYSTERIES OF SCIENCE 
IN THRILLING STORY AND 1,000 PICTURES

You can now enter the wondrous world 
of tomorrow. You can now go on thrilling 
tours through the wonderland of Science. 
Here is the telescope, the microscope, the 
spectroscope. Here are tours through talk­
ing picture studios and television atudlos. 
Here is aviation opening up the new world • 
of speed and distance. And here, too, Is 
the photo-electric cell, the marvelous 
eagle eye that will make men of the fu­
ture supermen. These and hundreds of 
others are all yours in the THREE 
CITING VOLUMES of 
Wonders of Science, 
Simplified.

Volume III — PARTIAL COHTEHTS 

WONDERS OF LIFE
BOOK 11. Prehistoric Creatures 
Life on Earth 30 Million Years Ago 
Life on Earth 250.000 Years Aga 
BOOK 12. Marvels at Plant Life 
Plants That Catch and Eat Insects 
Strange Freaks of Plant Growth 
BOOK 13. Strangest Fish in the Sea 
Borno Nightmares of the Deep Se^ 
Queer Fishes That Crawl on Land 
BOOK 14. The Animal Wonder Bock 
The Animal the World Nearly Lost 
The Ugliest of AU the Animals 
BOOH IS. Man—Miraculous Machine 
The Wonderful Way the Brain Works 
What Your Body Looks Like InaltjQ

METRO PUBLICATIONS, Deft. 2S-K
50 West 17th St., New York

NAME,

iBBKESS. .........................................................................
□ Check hero if you are enclosing 91.98, thu* 
fiiVUy mailing cwla (same guarantee) .

Send me a copy of ‘’Wonders of Science, Sim­plified” (three dazzling: volumes bound togeth­
er. over 1,000 illustrations) . . . also include 
my long distance telescope lens kit with this order. I will pay postman $1.98 plus postage 
on arrival, if I am not satisfied I may return 
them within fivo days for lull refund.

3 GREAT VOLUMES BOUND TOGETHER 
CONTAIN 1,000 PICTURES AND 15 BOOKS

This fascinating work contains threa 
thrilling volumes bound together. It is 
packed with a thousand pictures which 
simplify its contents. Think of it—dozens 
and dozens, hundreds and hundreds of 
scientific pictures. Pictures of all kinds 
on Mechanics, Astronomy, Physics, Biol­
ogy, etc.—dynamic diagrams, panoramic 
illustrations, and action-photographs up 
to 100 square inches in size! These hun­
dreds and hundreds of dazzling illustra­
tions cram three gorgeous volumes—and 
each of the three volumes is almost a 
foot high, and when opened,, over a foot 
wide I

YOUR FRIENDS WILL ADMIRE YOU
Through the simplicity of the text, the 

tremendous record of Science is brought 
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CHAPTER I

Night Attack

JOE HALE, lank, taciturn 
placer miner, put his heft 
against the boulder and 

headed. It toppled with sudden 

swiftness, and crashed with a loud 
swish into the stream. Small geysers 
caught rainbows from the setting 
sun.

Wiping the sweat off his forehead, 
Hale set to work with pick and shov­
el. In flood season, the boulder had 
been submerged by the stream, and





the top gravel the miner now shov­
eled aside was still damp.

“How’s it cornin’, Joe?” called Bill 
Clayson, Hale’s curly-haired, stumpy 
partner from a dozen feet away at 
the edge of the stream.

Clayson sat beside a four-foot cra­
dle-shaped trough that stood on two 
rockers, one a few inches higher 
than the other, and was rolling it 
from side to side. With his free 
hand he scooped water from the 
stream with a tiii dipper and kept 
pouring it into the open box at the 
high end of the trough. Sediment 
sifted out of the lower end.

Hale merely nodded as he swung

■—and the bar ain’t begun to be 
worked yet.”

“ ’Bout time,” said Hale, his dour 
expression brightening. “Took us a 
year to find it. Wish there was a 
bank in town we could keep the dust 
in,” he added.

“Larson offered us the use of his 
safe,” said Clayson, continuing to 
dip water and roll the rocker. “Said 
everyone uses it.”

“Maybe we will go into town to- 
morrer—and leave our gold with Lar­
son,” said Hale.

“He didn’t worry yuh with his talk 
of Black Henry and the Hounds— 
did he?” demanded Clayson.

The election of Matt Evans as sheriff of Hangman's Gulch was a 
cause for rejoicing among owlhoots—until Matt's twin brother, 
Bide Evans, rode into town, to take Matt back home to Texas on a 
murder charge!

the pickaxe. He went down to hard­
pan and then with the shovel, lifted 
the loosened dirt into a bucket at 
his feet.

He left off and came over to the 
trough. Clayson watched him empty 
the bucket into the box at the upper 
end.

“The hopper needs fixin’, Bill,” 
Hale said, pointing to a loose corner 
on the box.

“So does yore disposition, Joe,” 
cried his partner, working again with 
the dipper. “So tomorrer night we 
go to town to celebrate.”

“Celebrate what?” demanded Hale 
dubiously.

“Why yuh old skinflint,” cried 
Clayson mock seriously, “didn’t this 
beautiful, little rocker—” he patted 
the trough, “—give us six pounds of 
gold dust this week. And look at 
them cleats.” He unhinged the hop­
per, swung it up to a point at the 
bottom of the rocker, into which 
transverse riffle-cleats had been driv­
en. Fine, dull, yellow flakes clus­
tered around them. He let the hop­
per fall back into place and looked 
up, smiling. “We must’ve taken out 
close to two pounds more today, Joe

“Maybe so,” admitted Hale.
“No claim-jumpin’ hyena is goin’ 

to take this piece of pay-dirt away 
from us,” cried Clayson pugnacious­
ly. Then he laughed. “Heck, Joe,” 
he said. “Let’s not get to fightin’ 
shadders. “ ’Sides—” and he tapped 
the gun bolstered at his thigh.

Joe Hale shrugged his bony shoul­
ders and returned to his digging. 
The two men worked steadily until 
dusk, then knocked off. Night fell 
by the time they collected the set­
tlings that had gathered around the 
cleats in the rocker. These were 
transferred to a milkpan and dried 
over a fire. Then the hot sand was 
blown away, leaving the gold.

Bill Clayson brought out a small 
pouch made of cowhide and poured 
the gold from the pan into it. He 
restored the bag to his shirt.

The two partners, fatigued from a 
full day’s work, went through a meal 
of hardtack, jerky and some coffee. 
They dozed a while around the fire, 
then rolled into their blankets—bliss­
fully unaware that cruel, rodent eyes 
watched their every move. Grad­
ually, the fire faded to a ruddy char.



THE murderous raid came with­
out warning, and the two part­

ners never had a chance. A half­
dozen black-clad men charged sud­
denly into the camp, yelling hideous 
screams, unloosing a withering blast 
of gun-fire upon the blanket-swathed, 
sleeping men.

Bill Clayson awoke, clutching his 
gun. “Black Henry—the Hounds!” 
he howled, catching sight of the 
ominous figures etched against the 
late moon. On his knees, he trig­
gered his Colt as the tide of death 
swooped down on him.

Then a crushing, ripping blow 
crashed against Clayson’s brain and 
the universe seemed to explode in his 
face. He toppled and lay senseless.

His partner never moved from his 
blanket; never woke. He died in his 
sleep. A lucky man, Joe Hale.

The leader of the raiders, a huge, 
hulking figure in the night, kicked 
up the embers of the dying fire. 
Sparks and a dull glow temporarily 
lighted the camp. He stooped over 
Clayson’s prone form, rifled his pock­
ets and came out with the cowhide 
pouch. He grunted with satisfac­
tion.

“Take these two gents down­
stream, where it’s plenty deep,” he 
ordered his men. “Tie a heavy rock 
to their bodies, and throw ’em in.”

Four men moved to obey and soon 
trundled the dead men out of camp. 
The fifth spoke to the leader.

“How ’bout their tools, Black Hen­
ry?” he asked. “Get rid of ’em?”

“No,” grunted the big man. “This 
claim’ll be worked tomorrer. Yuh 
head back to the cabin, Lem. Tell 
the boys I went to town. Be back 
later.”

They strode away into the dark. A 
faint gust of wind blew* across the 
deserted camp, raking dead embers. 
In the far-off distance a wolf bayed 
at the moon; and an owl hooted a 
dirge.

SEVERAL miles from the scene of 
sudden death in a miner’s camp, 

two men sat. For a time, a brittle si­

lence lay between them; then it 
splintered in the voice of one.

“Wearin’ them fancy pants and 
clothes ain’t rubbed the smell of wolf 
off yuh, Jim.”

A lone candle flickered feebly 
against the black darkness of the 
room. Only the orange-amber cone 
of light around the wick was strong­
er than the dark. It shed a weak, 
musty arc around the table, on the 
half-empty, brown bottle of whiskey 
and the brim-filled glass next to it— 
and on the bold features of the man 
who sat there.

The latter laughed fitfully, and a 
faint, grating sound sifted through 
his laughter. His smile ran up to 
his eyes—and stopped there, cold.

“Yuh wore fancy pants once, Matt. 
Remember?” he asked softly.

A chair scraped against the wall 
somewhere in the dark. “Don’t re­
mind me of that!” The voice was 
harsh, bitter, and slightly thickened 
with drink.

“All right. Matt,” the man called 
Jim said. “But don’t forget these 
clothes made me a good and respect­
ed citizen of Hangman’s Gulch.” He 
laughed again.

“But not respectable enough to get 
yuh Kate Larson— huh, Jim?” the 
man against the wall taunted.

Jim’s laugh died in his throat. He 
banged his fist down on the table. 
The whiskey glass jumped. Amber­
colored liquor spilled over its edge 
and made a thin, glistening streak on 
the wood.

“I’ll get her,” he cried, his face 
glowing curiously in the yellow 
light.

It was not an unpleasant face that 
Jim Wurt possessed. Its features 
were regular. A high forehead with 
carefully brushed thick, black hair. 
Short, bold eyebrows over black, glit­
tering eyes. A slightly beaked nose, 
with a thick, well-groomed mustache 
beneath it. Full, red lips, constantly 
wetted, giving them a sensual appear­
ance. And a cleft, somewhat smallish 
chin.

DURING the day, Jim Wurt 
looked like the aggressive,
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reputable businessman that he ap­
peared to be.

Yet somehow, a darkened room and 
candlelight brought into relief his 
dominant features; his hooked nose, 
his high, pale forehead, his black 
glittering eyes—and made him some­
how sinister-looking. In his unguard­
ed moments, despite the white linen 
shirt and black frock-coat of re­
spectability, Jim Wurt had the look 
of a man who ran with the wolf-pack 
—at its head—as lobo wolf.

“Yuh ain’t forgettin’ Sam Larson, 
are yuh, Jim?” drawled the man 
named Matt.

Jim Wurt’s face mottled. “Blast 
him,” he cried. “He thinks his daugh­
ter’s too good for me.” He laughed 
harshly. “But honest Sam Larson’s 
due for a surprise one of these days. 
And mighty soon, too.” His tone 
changed and interest ruffled it. 
“Weren’t yuh soft on her when yuh 
fresh came here?”

“Changed my mind!” said Matt 
abruptly. Drink slowed his voice, 
thickened it. “Don’t forget that Sam 
Larson’s a powerful man in this here 
town. Judge Carter’s his best friend; 
Sheriff Sears; the whole Vigilante 
Committee—”

“The whole Committee except one, 
Matt” replied Wurt, smiling, re­
stored to good humor. “Me—Number 
Eight.”

“I got to hand it to yuh, Jim,” ad­
mitted Matt. “Yuh sure pulled a 
whizzer on ’em.”

“Make that present and future,” 
said Wurt, “and yuh’ll be right.”

Matt’s short laugh had sarcasm in 
it: “Yuh’re right proud of yoreself, 
ain’t yuh, Jim? Don’t forget what 
the Good Book says ‘Pride goes be­
fore a fall’.” He chuckled thickly. 
“Bet the good folk of the Gulch 
would be kind of surprised to learn 
that Jim Wurt kept just one step 
ahead of the law in Texas. The 
sheriff — blast him — suspected Mr. 
Wurt of changin’ brands, but never 
got a chance to prove it—’cause Mr. 
Wurt skipped Texas and came to 
California to become a respectable 
saloon-owner—”

“Shut up, Matt!” snapped Wurt, 
anger flushing his high forehead.

“Sorry, Jim,” mumbled Matt. “For­
got. Sorry.” But liquor had loos­
ened his tongue, and he rambled on. 
“Was a good idea, buyin’ this sa­
loon. But it sure gets me how yuh 
won enough playin’ poker to do it. 
Yuh was always an easy trim—”

The door across the room sudden­
ly creaked open. For a brief in­
stant, a huge, shapeless hulk of a 
man stood on the threshold—outlined 
by a distant dim light of the sleeping 
town.

The newcomer quickly shut the 
door, strode to the table, lifted the 
filled whiskey glass and tossed the 
drink down.

Fox-eyes peered unblinkingly out 
of his thick, black-bearded visage. 
Eyes that were tricky and cunning. 
He took a chair and sat down; but 
kept his face well beyond the flicker­
ing range of the candle. Jim Wurts’ 
nocturnal visitors invariably kept to 
the shadows. Only the newcomer’s 
hands, huge and hairy, showed against 
his black trousers.

“Well?” Wurt was standing ex­
pectantly. On his feet, the saloon­
owner was not a tall man.

In answer, the fox-eyed man tossed 
a small, cowhide pouch onto the table. 
It struck the boards with a heavy 
thwut.

Avidly, Wurt seized it up, pulled 
open the draw-string and tilted the 
bag’s mouth into his hand. A small 
stream of dull yellow metal flakes, 
grains and kernels sifted out. Cold 
glitter burned in his black eyes.

“This is sure gettin’ monotonous.” 
It was Matt’s drawling, thickened 
voice from the wall. “Say, Black Hen­
ry—how much did that there gold- 
dust cost the state of California?”

The big man — Black Henry — 
laughed coarsely. “Two prospectors,” 
he answered.

Disgust crowded Matt’s voice. 
“Yuh’re a cold-blooded killer—ain’t 
yuh?”

“Why yuh onery—” began Black 
Henry, and his chair scraped in the 
darkness.

“Keep quiet, yuh two!” hissed



Wurt, looking up. “Want to wake up 
the whole town?”

Black Henry eased off. “Some day, 
friend,” he growled to his tormentor, 
“yuh’re goin’ to push them jokes too 
far.”

“It ain’t the jokes I’m wantin’ to 
push far,” grunted the blea'r-eyed, 
stubble-faced man against the wall.

JIM WURT had gone under the 
table to fetch a scale and some 

weights, and was now weighing the 
gold. Once more he turned to his 
two henchmen, his black eyebrows 
bristling.

“Listen,” he grated angrily. “As 
long as I’m bossin’ the outfit, I don’t 
want any arguments — understand? 
Matt—Black Henry?” Both men sub­
sided in the darkness. Wurt went 
back to the scales; adjusted the 
weights carefully. “Eight pounds,” he 
finally announced with satisfaction.

He placed the gold pouch into an 
inner pocket and extracted a large 
wad of bills. He counted some out 
and handed them to Black Henry. 
“One thousand dollars,” he said. “Fif­
ty percent—accordin’ to our agree­
ment.”

Black Henry handled the bills care­
fully, his huge hands deft in the 
shuffling. “Right,” he said, pocketing 
the money. “Send yore ma- out to 
the cabin tomorrer mornin’ and I’ll 
have one of the boys show him the 
bar.”

Nodding, Wurt handed Black Hen­
ry a folded slip of paper. “Entered 
today,” he said.

The chair tilted against the wall 
thudded down softly; and the tall, 
unsteady form of the man called Matt 
showed faint1 y in the dull light.

“Gentlemen,” he said, his tongue 
rolling, “I’m gettin’ mighty tired of 
not bein’ a millionaire. How ’bout 
stakin’ out one of them claims for 
me?”

“Maybe I’ll do that for yuh soon, 
pard,” growled Plack Henry. “A nice, 
rich diggin’.”

Matt laughed thickly. “We’ll work 
that one together, friend.” He turned 
aryl made his way out.

“One day I’m goin’ to cut out his 
heart,” rasped Black Henry.

Wurt considered the black, shape­
less form in the shadows, his eyes 
reflective. “Better go slow,” he said 
casually. “There’s only one hombre 
I ever saw fast r than Matt on the 
draw—” his face clouded, “—and that 
ain’t yuh. ’Sides, he rides herd over 
my town crew.”

“Why do yuh let him drink so 
much?” asked the other.

“His wife died some time back,” 
replied Wurt. “He forgets when he 
drinks—and it keeps him out of seri­
ous trouble. Anyhow I got an idea in 
back of my head, and Matt’s the hom­
bre to handle it.” His voice fell al­
most to t. whisper, and his eyes 
showed bright and shiny in the can­
dle-light: “An idea that’ll put Hang­
man’s Gulch into my back pocket.”

“What’s yore idea, Wurt?” de­
manded Black Henry, interest thick 
in his voice.

The glance the saloon-owner swung 
at his henchman was void of expres­
sion. “My agreement with yuh,” he 
said coldly, “covers only the claims— 
that’s all. Any other, er—enterprises 
I engage in, are exclusively mine. 
Sabe?”

“Sure.” The big, hairy hands of 
Black Henry disappeared as he 
pushed his chair back and rose. He 
moved to the door.

“Oh yeah,” said Wurt casually. “I 
want to make a bet with yuh, Black 
Henry.”

“Bet?” The floor boards creaked as 
the big man turned.

“Yeah,” replied Wurt. “A thousand 
dollars against yore hundred the new 
sheriff’s still alive in forty-eight 
hours.”

Black Henry snorted. “It’s a bet.”
The door opened and shut. And the 

room was empty, save for frock-coated 
Jim Wurt, respectable saloon-owner. 
For a moment his eyes had a faraway 
look. Then he fetched the cowhide 
pouch from his pocket, opened its 
throat and poured the yellow stream 
into his hand. A quiet, pleasant smile 
came to his face as he played with 
the gold.



CHAPTER II

Hangman’s Gulch

HANGMAN’S GULCH lay 
somnolent in the tawny 
light of the morning. And 

morning’s stillness- ran the length of 
the empty, sun-baked main stem.

Once, the town was a brush-choked, 
stream-cleft gorge whose brown-earth 
slopes were covered with pines and 
oak. That had been a long time ago— 
as Californians reckoned time. But 
no more than two years in anyone 
else’s calendar.

Two fateful years had passed since 
James . Marshall rushed nervously 
from the mill on the Columa to Sut­
ter’s Fort to tell John Sutter of his 
great, secret discovery. A secret that 
was impossible to keep, and soon 
caught up by a trembling, feverish 
nation, and flung to the four corners 
of the earth.

Two' years since the first faint 
trickle of gold-seekers from the Mid­
west “saw the elephant” on the way 
across Truckee Pass, high in the icy 
Sierras; since the first ship from the 
east, from the European Continent, 
from Asia—from the seven seas, 
dumped their human c rgoes on San 
Francisco’s windy, foggy beach.

With incredible swiftness the 
stream of newcomers swelled into a 
veritable floodtide of people, spilling 
down the Sierras and rolling up from 
San Francisco. North and south from 
Sacramento, vzhere the two swollen 
rivers of humanity converged, they 
drove their burros over seas of drift­
ing sands, up dry water-courses and 
gullies. Patiently they bore the heat 
and sweat of back-breaking pick and 
shovel work on river gravel bars. 
Willingly they prospected knee-deep 
in rushing mountain streams. And 
soon every second stream-bed and 
rock ledge rang, to the tune of pick­
axe and shovel.

With eqtv1 rapidity, clapboard 
towns sprang up to serve the needs 
of this horde of miners. Half the 
buildings were used as gambling 
houses, saloons and hotels. Merchants 
and vendors held the rest.

It was inevitable that the nation’s 

riffraff should follow in the wake of 
the gold-seekers. Slit-eyed, gun­
heeled men, they came separately, or 
in pairs—and like filings attracted to 
a magnet, banded together to prey 
upon miner and merchant alike.

And it was a lucrative field for the 
development of their peculiar talents. 
For despite the fact that California 
early became a state, law and order 
were merely unconfirmed rumors in 
many commu rities.

Tough killers walked the streets; 
bold robberies went unchecked, and 
claim-jumping became an every-day 
occurrence.

To challenge this wave of terror 
and crime, honest townfolk banded 
together into Vigilante Committees, 
held trials and dispensed justice. 
Armed, deadly conflict raged between 
the two forces. Blood was spilled, 
lives lost.

HANGMAN’S GULCH was typi­
cal of the times; and no excep­

tion to the bloody strife that ran­
sacked the countryside.

A prospector had found gold in the 
stream that bisected the Gulch, and 
soon a town grew on a bottom where 
only brush and tough yucca had 
grown before.

It mushroomed into a large spread 
of sun-bleached frame buildings. 
There was a general store in the cen­
ter of the town; a meat market, a 
barber-shop, a saddle shop, a printing 
store. There were three saloons, a 
couple of hotels and an understaking 
establishment. And the local jail 
stood at the west en 1 of the town.

Out of the morning, a man reeled 
and staggered into the outskirts of 
Hangman’s Gulch. The early summer 
sun, yellow on the trail, was ghastly 
on the man’s face. Dried blood mat­
ted his curly hair and clung in grisly, 
jagged streaks to his flushed cheeks. 
His eyes were glazed and feverish; 
his lips cracked, bleeding.

His black suit, dirt-smeared, torn, 
lay stiff against him. And bullet holes 
showed round, purpl. patches at his 
shoulder and chest and thigh.

As he lurched along, babbling 
sounds issued from his mouth, and 
spittle flecked his stubbled chin. Then 



suddenly, he plunged into the street 
and lay in an inert heap, while the 
dust Ire had disturbed settled down 
slowly over him in a brown, yellowish 
cloud.

For a few moments, he lay undis­
covered, then a high-pitched shriek 
split the sunny morning silence. In a 
few moments a small, somber-faced 
crowd had gathered around the un­
conscious man. Then they made way 
for Judge Carter and Sam Larson, 
who edged through the crowd. “Get 
some water, someone,” called the lat­
ter, as he went down on his knees 
beside the sprawled miner.

Sam Larson was a shaggy-headed, 
big-boned man with a large nose and 
wide, honest mouth. He was the rich­
est but best-liked man in the Gulch. 
There was not a man in that crowd 
who hadn’t owed him money at. one 
time or another, and who had been 
reminded of that debt.

Someone thrust a water canteen 
into Larson’s hand. He cradled the 
miner’s head in his elbow and forced 
the snout into the man’s mouth. 
Water trickled out on the insensible 
man’s chin.

Larson shook his head dubiously 
at the Judge.

“Who is he, Sam?” asked the latter. 
Artemus Carter, the Gulch’s first 
Judge, was a trim figure of a man in 
his black frock-coat and flowing black 
bow-tie. A silvered goatee and clear 
blue eyes dominated his face. In 
court the judge was highly impartial 
and considered himself but an instru­
ment of the law.

“Think his name is Clayson—Bill 
Ciayson,” replied Larson slowly, 
frowning. “Yeah. He and his pard 
bought some supplies at the store 
’bout ten days ago. Then he came 
back and filed a claim—”

A moan slipped past the lips of the 
dying man. And pain contorted his 
blood-streaked face. He stirred, then 
his eyes fluttered weakly open. They 
were bleary, glazed; held no recog­
nition.

Again Larson spilled water into the 
miner’s mouth. “How’d it happen, 
friend?” he asked.

OR an instant, comprehension 
flashed across Clayson’s face and 

his battered lips tried to form words. 
Mumbled sounds came from his 
mouth. His ravaged" cheeks flexed, 
and heavy sweat beaded his forehead.

But the struggle was in vain. One 
word that sounded like “Henry,” came 
past Clayson’s lips—and he gave up 
the fight.

He suddenly trembled in Larson’s 
arms. His limbs twitched; the blood 
washed away from his face; and an 
ominous rattle sounded in his throat. 
Then death claimed Bill Clayson and 
his mouth fell open and his eyes 
stared sightless at the blue sky.

Sam Larson rose slowly, his glance 
touching the crowd, then coming to 
rest on a man there. “Harvey,” he 
said. “Take care of Clayson. I’ll stand 
the burial.”

Dud Harvey, the Gulch’s under­
taker, was fitted for his trade by his 
looks. He was lanky, lugubrious and 
possessed leaky, red eyes. He nodded 
and went back for his wagon. Some­
one threw an old blanket over the 
dead miner, dragged the stiffening 
body to the side of the street and 
stood guard over it while the crowd 
dispersed.

Faces grave. Sam Larson and Judge 
Carter walked down the street in 
silence. A third man, a latecomer to 
the scene, swung in beside them.

'“What happened?” he asked.
Tay Brown was a dark-humored 

man with a steady stare and a bullet 
scar red along his jaw. Across the 
gambling table once, an ugly cus­
tomer had called Brown a “cheat.” 
That was the first and last time any­
one ever called him that. He wore 
that scar as a flaming signal to the 
world; for Tay Brown was known 
and respected as a “square” gambler.

The two men nodded to him and 
the Judge told him briefly what had 
occurred.

“Black Henry!” cried the gambler.
“Yeah—damn his hide,” cried Lar­

son angrily.
The Judge interrupted: “We can’t 

be certain it is Black Henry, Sam. 
All Clayson mumbled before he died 
was ‘Henry.’ It may have been his 
son, or partner—or anybody.”

The general-store owner shook his 
shaggy head violently. “It’s that 



murderin’ coyote and his gang of 
hoodlums—and no one else. Yuh 
know it, Judge, and I know it—and 
so does every one in the Gulch! 
They’re responsible for every claim­
jump and killin’ in the last four 
months.”

It was the Judge’s turn to shake 
his head. “Insufficient evidence, 
Sam,” he said. “No one saw Black 
Henry commit this crime. All you 
have is a corpus delicti—that’s all. 
It won’t stand up in court. You’ll 
need more than that to convict Black 
Henry.”

Sam Larson swore underneath his 
breath. “Insufficient evidence! That’s 
always the trouble,” he cried irately. 
“If we get a witness against him— 
he dies. Or else we get someone 
who’s afraid to talk—”

“Can’t blame ’em, Larson,” declared 
Tay Brown. “Their hides wouldn’t 
be worth an ounce of dust if they 
did.”

ARSON turned on him, eyes 
flashing. “That ain’t a way to 

talk. Brown,” he declared. “If no 
one spoke up, we’d have no law and 
order—”

“We don’t have much anyhow,” 
said the gambler, flushing.

“If we get rid of Black Henry,” 
cried Larson, “we will.”

“In the meantime,” said Brown, ‘he 
comes to town when he pleases and 
walks the streets free and easy.”

“The time for that will soon be 
over,” declared Sam Larson, casting 
a glance over his shoulder at the 
blanketed figure lying in the dusty 
street. “We’re goin’ to—”

Judge Carter interrupted sternly: 
“Don’t tell me about your Committee 
of Vigilantes, Sam. It’s extra-legal 
—outside the law. I won’t coun­
tenance its actions, nor do I want to 
hear of it.”

“Yuh can’t lock yoreself up behind 
stone walls, Judge,” cried Brown, 
“and say there ain’t no wind howlin’ 
outside, when everybody hears a 
storm. Black Henry’s a menace to 
the folk in the Gulch—and if the law 
won’t take care of him. the Vigilantes 
will.”

“If Black Henry breaks the law,” 

said the Judge gruffly, “the sheriff 
will apprehend him and bring him to 
trial. Otherwise, and until such evi­
dence is produced which will prove 
him guilty in court, Black Henry is 
free to come and go as he pleases.”

“Tom Sears is a good sheriff,” de­
clared Larson. “But he’s up against 
somethin’ here that’s just too big for 
one man to handle.”

“The sheriff possesses the right to 
deputize as many men as he deems 
necessary,” said the Judge. “If Sears 
needs help, he knows what to do 
about it.”

“That ain’t the point, Carter,” cried 
Larson. “Yuh know a man with a 
star pinned to his vest makes him 
an easy target. That’s why we or­
ganized the Committee—” He broke 
off abruptly and his wide, honest 
mouth snapped shut.

By now the three men had reached 
Larson’s store. A man had just 
come out, and it was his appearance 
that caused the store-owner’s face to 
grow grim and stormy.

Jim Wurt was dressed meticulous­
ly and his face shone from a recent 
shave.

“Good mornin’, gentlemen,” he said 
pleasantly, his wet, red lips receding 
in a smile.

“Is my daughter inside?” de­
manded Larson curtly, scarcely 
acknowledging the greeting.

“Yeah,” replied Wurt, the edge 
rubbing off his smile. “She askect me 
to send yuh in.”

“Wurt,” cried Larson, his face 
working red. “I told yuh twice be­
fore to stay away from Kate. This 
is the last time—and this is a warn­
in’ !”

Judge Carter laid a restraining 
hand on the big-boned storekeeper, 
but the latter shook it off.

Jim Wurt’s black eyes glittered 
queerly for an instant, then shut­
tered. His reply was somewhat stiff 
but even, despite the blood that rose 
above the white collar on his neck.

“I know yuh don’t like me, Lar­
son,” he said. “And I ain’t aimin’ to 
start any arguments—this mornin'. 
But I reckon it’s up to Miss Larson 
to tell me that herself.”
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T^ZTO one knows what would have 
happened next if a horse hadn’t 

suddenly broken into town and 
flashed down the street, kicking up 
a swirling dust-cloud. A sense of 
urgency sat in the rider’s saddle.

The sweat-lathered horse brought 
up on its haunches as the rider came 
sailing off in front of the four men. 
He was a lad of no more than four­
teen.

“What’s the rush, Bud?” demanded 
Brown.

The youngster stood in front of 
them panting, his face worried, his 
eyes big and round.

“I just cut Sheriff Sears down,” he 
cried. “He was hangin’ from a tree 

■—about two miles out of town. And 
his badge was missin’.” With that, 
the youngster turned heel and ran 
into the store two removed from Lar­
son’s. The legend painted on the 
window was, “Dan River’s Printing 
Shop.” Underneath that appeared 
the words, “Hangman’s Gulch Week­
ly Herald.”

Consternation, then anger showed 
on honest Sam Larson’s face. “Mur­
dered!” he cried fiercely. “First 
West and now Sears! This is Black 
Henry’s bloody work!”

“There’s no proof yet,” said the 
Judge temperately.

“Enough for me, Carter—and the 
Committee,” cried Larson. “Tom told 
me yesterday he was on that big 
devil’s trail. Said Black Henry and 
the Hounds had a cabin in the hills 
’round here.”

“What’ll we do about a sheriff,” 
asked Wurt quietly, “to take Sears’ 
place?”

“There’ll be an election,” an­
nounced the Judge. “As the law 
prescribes.”

. “That’ll take two weeks,” pointed 
out Tay Brown.

“The law may move slowly, gen­
tlemen,” said the Judge. “But it 
moves. I’m going to have Rivers 
make the announcement in his pa­
per.” He nodded, and moved with 
unhurried and dignified stride to the 
store where the “Herald” was printed.

“He’ll never learn,” cried Larson 
bitterly. He turned grimly to 
Brown, “But we ain’t waitin’ for no 

election. I’m callin’ a meetin’ of the 
Committee for tonight.” His glance 
reluctantly included Jim Wurt.

“I’ll be there,” said Wurt, He 
smiled pleasantly and left them,

“Can’t understand what yuh have 
against Jim Wurt?” said Brown.

Larson’s wide mouth drew in as 
he watched Wurt disappear into the 
Star Saloon. “I can’t put my finger 
on it, Brown,” he said unsmiling. 
“But there’s somethin’ in that gent 
I don’t trust. Maybe it’s because that 
bunch of hoodlums use Wurt’s place 
to meet.”

“I think yuh got him figgered 
wrong, Larson,” declared Brown, 
shaking his head. “Business is busi­
ness, ’sides there’s never been a sus­
picion on him. Why he’s Number 
Eight.”

It was one of the few times Tay 
Brown ever made a mistake about 
people.

* ft ft '

TWO meetings took place that 
night—not one. And the latter 
meeting was a counterpart of one 

that had taken place on many pre­
vious occasions—in the single, can­
dle-lighted back room of the Star.

Black Henry had just let his black 
bulk in quietly through the door and 
taken his seat. Wurt’s face glowed 
sepulchrally in the yellow light as 
he finished counting some money 
from a roll of bills.

“Guess I lost that bet, huh?” he 
said smiling.

Black Henry’s coarse laughter rum­
bled low in the room. “That’ll learn 
yuh not make any more dumb fool 
bets with me.” A hairy hand broke 
into the dim light circle and took the 
money Wurt had extended. Then 
the hands’ owner said: “Brought yuh 
a present, Wurt.” And an object was 
thrown onto the table.

For a moment, Jim Wurt stared at 
it; then a smile brushed his full lips. 
And he picked the shiny object up 
and slipped it into his pocket.

“That’ll hang yuh, friend,” Matt’s 
taunting voice floated thickly from 
the wall, where he had his chair 
tipped.



“Sure,” laughed Black Henry. 
“Right beside yuh.”

“Let up, yuh two,” said Wurt, but 
it was evident that he was in a good 
humor. “And listen to me.”

Silence descended over the glim­
mering darkness of the room. Silence 
broken only by the softly pushing 
voice of Jim Wurt, weaving a web 
of chicanery and cunning.

Once Matt objected. “But Texas 
—” he began.

Wurt cut him off. “Texas is a 
long way from here,” he said. “And 
as long as yuh’rs workin’ for me—” 
he shrugged.

The candle sputtered, neared the 
zenith of its descent. Still the purr­
ing voice went on. Finally Wurt 
reached the end.

“And Black Henry,” he concluded, 
“my brother members on the Vigi­
lante Committee are goin’ to comb 
the woods for yuh. Just disappear 
for a week.” Then he sent his voice 
reaching to Matt in the darkness. 
“And remember, Matt. We remain 
strangers to each other—the way we 
been—’til this business is settled. 
Then we’ll see how the play falls.”

When he had done, his two hench­
men joined him in a drink; then the 
three plotters departed separately, 

‘and in silence.

CHAPTER III

Claim- J umpers

T
HE long-legged black made 
it up the sharp, rugged scarp 
and stood blowing and heav­

ing on the patchy crest. The late 
afternoon sun, still warm, came out 
of the western fringe of hills to greet 
the lone rider, and splayed him with 
flat, yellow sunshine.

Bide Evans flung his hand up 
against the glare. A sharply indented 
country of ravines and gullies, dotted 
with jack-pines and low-spreading 
oaks, swept down before him. Far 
below, at the base of the slope, tum­
bled a fast-flowing, glistening stream.

He blinked as his eyes pierced the 
faded western distance and found 
faint smoke curling skyward from 

vague roof-top shapes. He nodded 
slightly.

“Reckon that’s Hangman’s Gulch, 
mister—the last stop down the line.”

Evans spoke to his horse, as men 
do when they ride the range or trail 
alone. And this man’s clothes spelled 
him out a member of that fraternity. 
He wore a wide-brimmed Stetson, 
leather vest, knotted bandana around 
neck, spurred boots, and a brace of 
slim, black Colts jutting from care­
fully worked and oiled cut-out hol­
sters at his waist.

“Six months,” he muttered bitter­
ly. “Six months—and nary a sign.”

The bitterness in his voice lay re­
flected in the ingrown canker of his 
deep-set gray eyes. And in the lines 
of his face that pulled his lips to­
gether, tight and thin. Yet his eyes 
had not always been bitter in his 
twenty-five years.

It was a strong face, where bitter­
ness and determination sat evenly 
matched. It was lean of shank, but 
square of chin—a chin covered with 
thick, barbed-wire stubble, red in 
color. As brick red as the tangle 
of hair that lay thatched underneath 
his Stetson. The man of him was 
an inch under six feet, broad across 
the beam and lean running down.

“From Truckee Pass to Frisco,” he 
muttered grimly. “From Mt. Shasta 
all the way down here, to Hangman’s 
Gulch—and nary a trace of him— 
nary a sign.” He shook his head 
stubbornly. “He must be in Califor­
nia. He was seen cornin’ through the 
Pass.”

He shrugged his wide shoulders, 
and spoke again to his black: “But 
we ain’t found him, mister. Reckon 
that means we’ll be headin’ for home 
tomorrer.”

Then, for perhaps the hundredth 
time since he had received it back 
in San Francisco, he drew a letter 
from his breast pocket.

He knew the contents as he did the 
back of his hand. Yet every time he 
read it, his throat choked him and 
anger raked him like a fiery brand. 
He hadn’t shaved since he had re­
ceived it. The letter was brief and 
said:



“Dear Bide,
Your mother died shortly after 

you left—of a broken heart. 
Come back to Texas, son, and the 
Circle E. I’m getting old and 
weary, and the spread needs you 
to ramrod it.

We’re a proud family, Bide— 
maybe too proud. That’s why 
I’m asking you to leave off and 
come home. Your mother would 
have wanted it that way, too.

Your Father.”

Bitterness lay across his* face like 
an open wound. His mother dead, 
and his father bending under the 
strain. All because of—. The pulse 
at his temple throbbed violently.

He stuffed the letter back into his 
pocket. Yes, he thought grimly, they 
had been a proud family. Proud and 
stubborn. That’s why he had clung 
to the trail until now. That’s vzhy 
he had written back that he would 
stay it to the end.

BUT Hangman’s Gulch was the 
end. It was the last mining 

town down the line. Only a dogged 
persistence had kept him going this 
far. Even to himself he had been 
unwilling to acknowledge its futility. 
But he recognized it now. It was 
all over. Maybe it was best that way? 
Quien sabe?

At any rate, he had ridden the hot 
sun from mining camp to mining 
camp the whole day—as he had these 
past six months. And he had broken 
cold camp this morning, therefore the 
prospect of a hot bath and a good 
meal at Hangman’s Gulch, was in­
viting. So the redheaded Texan 
kneed his mount forward; and the 
animal started down the slope.

It was tricky going for a while, but 
soon the grade grew gentler. The 
sun lay back among the hilltops, then 
like an overripe fruit, fell suddenly 
behind them. Momentarily the sky 
glowed scarlet, then browned off. 
Shadows began to roll up the slope 
from the canyon bottom.

The black had shifted into an easy 
walk and soon neared stream level. 
Evans’ ears became filled with the 
sound of rushing water. That’s why 

he did not hear the clump of shovel 
biting into earth and the horse growl 
of low-pitched voices, until his 
mount sidled around a small tree 
cluster. Then he pulled to an abrupt 
halt.

A curious piece of business was 
going on here. A man was engaged 
in digging a shallow ditch, about six 
feet long, while five others stood 
around and watched—silently, and 
somehow sinisterly.

These were gun-heeled, hairy men 
with beady eyes; dressed alike in 
black. And it was their horses, evi­
dently, that stood bunched at the 
other end of the clearing, near a 
lean-to.

There was an ominous note about 
the proceedings that caused Evans to 
slip silently out of leather and glide 
unnoticed into the shadow of a tree 
trunk.

In the quick glance he looped 
around the camp, he recognized here 
a dry diggings. Two buckets stood 
near fresh-turned earth on the rocky 
hillside. And down near the clay 
cut-bank at the stream’s edge, was 
the familiar miners’ device—the rock­
er. In the center of the clearing, on 
the upturned roots of a tree stump, 
a few articles of clothing were hung 
to dry.

Even in the descending dusk, the 
deathly pallor of the man digging the 
trench was obvious. Sweat rolled 
down his leathery, weather-beaten 
face. And now he threw off his black 
felt hat—to wipe his forehead with 
the back of his hand--and exposed 
a shock of gray hair.

The leader of the group watching, 
a big, heavy-set man with a jet black 
beard, seemed to grow impatient.

“C’mon Farrell,” he rasped. “It’s 
deep enough—and we ain’t got all 
day to waste.”

Evans breathed softly and the 
shadows around his eyes darkened. 
Slowly, his lean hands reached down 
to his holsters.

-JE gray-haired man called Far- 
-Sl rell stopped shoveling earth and 
stepped out of the trench. He fronted 
the leader, pale but defiant, and shook 
his fist at him.



“Some day,” he cried hoarsely, 
“yuh’ll pay for this cold-blooded mur­
der.”

“Button yore lip,” snapped the 
black-beard. “And get back there.” 
He was massively proportioned, thick 
across the chest and wide through 
the shoulders. He towered over the 
lean, wiry miner, gripped his arm, 
and-—.

“Not so fast, gents.”
At the sound of the voice that 

drifted casually to them from across 
the clearing, the black-clad men 
whipped around like mongrels with 
tin-cans tied to their tails. They 
dove for hardware with practiced 
speed—then came up abruptly as 
they caught sight of a figure detach 
itself from a tree and move forward 
until he stood beneath the end of a 
low, leafy branch.

“Who are yuh?” cried the leader 
fiercely. “And what do yuh want 
here?” Two fox-eyes sat high up on 
his broad, pocked face. They tried 
to pierce the dusk to identify this 
intruder. The men behind him 
scowled darkly.

But the stranger’s face was shad­
owed by hat and branch; and the 
features blurred. There was, how­
ever, no mistaking the identity and 
menace of the two black guns that 
jutted from his fists.

“I’m a right close friend of Mister 
Colt,” drawled Evans. He wiggled 
the weapons suggestively. “Better 
tell yore amigos to remain hitched 
’til I ask some questions—.”

His right hand gun bucked sud­
denly as he laid a shot down across 
the feet of a lank, scar-faced member 
of the black-clad band. The latter, 
on the far end of the shallow ditch, 
apparently thinking himself unob­
served. had reached for his six-shoot­
er. He changed his mind abruptly 
as the dirt showered his feet; and 
his hand froze to his side.

“I ain’t foolin’,” observed Evans 
calmly. A thin coil of blue-white 
smoke drifted lazily from the gaping 
black muzzle of his gun. He made 
a loose, idle shape standing there in 
the blur of the tree. But there was 
a grim threat of violence in the sub­
tle undercurrent of his drawling 

voice, and the unexpectedness of his 
appearance.

Into the gray-haired miner’s faded 
blue eyes leaped a sudden gleam of 
hope.

“Whoever yuh are mister,” he cried 
desperately, “yuh got to help me. 
These hyenas—” He moved to step 
away from the trench.

“Stay put, Farrell!” roared the 
pock-faced man, still grasping the 
miner’s arm in his huge, hairy paw. 
“And shut up! And yuh, mister, if 
yuh want to keep yore nose clean, 
stay out of someone else’s business.” 
His glance flared bellicosely at the 
armed man confronting him.

Bide Evans’ skin tightened around 
his lips, and his gray eyes, flecked 
with queer lights, glinted oddly. Yet 
when he spoke, it was in the same 
deceptively mild voice.

“Yuh’re a stubborn gent,” he said 
evenly. “But I'm kind of patient my­
self. Matter of fact, I’m goin’ to 
count all the way up to three. If 
yuh don’t let go of Mr. Farrell’s arm 
when I get up there—I’m goin’ to 
put a bullet through yore right knee 
cap. I saw a man once who couldn’t 
use his leg for four years after that 
happened to him—”

With a baffled cry of rage, the lead­
er released Farrell, thrust him for­
ward and sent him sprawling on his 
face into the dirt.

A PULSE high up in Evans’ tem­
ple began to pound. But ne 

relaxed as he watched the gray-haired 
man pick himself up. Then he put 
a question to him.

“What was that yuh were diggin’ 
there, Farrell?”

“My grave!” cried the latter, 
hoarsely. “Them claim-jumpers rode 
into my camp ten minutes ago, stole 
my gold and told me to start shovel­
in’ dirt—.”

“Yuh lyin’ son!” roared the heavy­
set leader. “Yuh’re the one who 
jumped this claim. It’s registered in 
the name of a friend of mine.” He 
gave vent to a short laugh, incom­
prehensible to the Texan.

“That ain’t true,” declared Farrell 
hoarsely, appealing to Evans. “Me 
and my pard been prospectin’ Dutch 



Diggin’s two weeks now—since the 
Gulch’s sheriff got himself stretched. 
Yesterday we located this claim, and 
Ming Foy—that’s my pard—went to 
register it at the Claims Office in 
Hangman’s Gulch.”

The fox-eyecl man sneered and 
laughed sarcastically.

“Farrell’s talkin’ through his hat,” 
he said, addressing Evans. “Don’t 
know why I have to explain this to 
yuh. But this claim was worked 
three weeks ago. Then Matt had to 
go to Frisco, so he asked me to reg­
ister it for him. Wal—I clean forgot 
to do it ’til yesterday. Then I de­
cided to come out here to make sure 
everythin’ was all right—when I run 
into this vzindbag, Farrell. The 
whole town knows he’s a liar. Bet 
there ain’t even no Ming Foy. Who 
ever heard of makin’ a Chinaman a 
pardner? So the boys and me fig- 
gered on throwin’ a little scare into 
him.”

“It ain’t so,” cried Farrell, desper­
ately, again to Evans. “Ming Foy’s 
my pardner and as good as any white 
man. And I’m a stranger in these 
parts. They don’t know me in town 
—’cept Larson. He owns the gen­
eral store. I don’t even know how 
this hombre here learned my name. 
Never seen him before in my life.” 
He hesitated a fraction as a thought 
seemed to strike him. “By the great 
horn spoon, I do. Ming went to town 
to enter the claim. If someone else’s 
name is on this piece of diggin’, it’s 
—it’s because they stole the informa­
tion from Ming and entered it them­
selves. That’s why Ming didn’t get 
back this mornin’ like he was sup­
posed to. And they weren’t foolin’ 
—,” he pointed to the five men. They 
were goin’ to fill that grave with Ed 
Farrell’s body.”

“Yuh’re loco,” declared the leader. 
“The Claims Clerk wouldn’t register 
the same claim twice—would he?” 
His manner suddently became friend­
ly. He fetched a small, leather bag 
from his pocket and tossed it to Far­
rell. “Tell yuh what, Farrell. That’s 
the gold I took from yuh ’cause it 
rightfully belongs to my friend Matt. 
Wal—yuh go to town, and if yuh 

don’t find Matt Evans’ name down on 
the record—

“Whose name?” A breath seemed 
to stir the leaves over the Texan’s 
head-—although no wind blew.

The big man squinted hard, trying 
again to make out the face of the man 
under the tree. But the dusk had 
deepened, and if it was difficult be­
fore, it became impossible now.

“Matt Evans—” he answered.
“Be back from Frisco tomorrer,” 

put in the lank, scar-faced member 
of the band.

“Shut-up!” roared the leader, turn­
ing. Then with surprising agility, 
he suddenly leaped aside, shouting; 
“Gut-shoot him, Lem.” '

THE man called Lem had spoken 
to get his leader’s attention. 
While the latter had been talking, 

Lem had cautiously drawn his gun, 
being partially out of direct vision 
of the Texan. Now, he fired.

The redheaded Texan was a vet­
eran of many gun battles, yet this 
once they almost caught him off 
guard. Still his movement was but 
a heart-tick behind the big man’s. He 
lunged backwards and sidewards in 
the same motion and snapped a shot 
with either gun. He crashed to his 
knees, went down on an elbow—then 
leaped to his fet, levelled guns smok­
ing.

“Freeze, hombres!” The command 
in his voice nailed their moving arms 
and shifting legs to the spot. All 
except the scarred, black-clad man 
named Lem.

He had fired once, and then two 
bullets blasted his chest. He cried 
out in brief torment, and the gun 
slipped from his twitching hands. 
His knees buckled, then he sagged 
suddenly in the middle, caved and 
pitched forward on his face into the 
ditch.

“Farrell,” ordered the Texan. “Re­
move their hoglegs, then take the 
rifles out of their saddle boots.”

The gray-haired miner did the job 
with alacrity, despite the glowering, 
hostile looks cast at him,

“I ain’t never been crossed but 
once,” cried the heavy, thick-set lead­
er, grimly. “And that hombre wasn’t 



happy long. I ain’t seen yore face 
clear, mister, but I heard yore voice 
—and I’ll be listenin’ for it.”

“Pick up yore amigo and get mov­
in’,” ordered the Texan. “That was 
a mighty interestin’ story yuh told, 
hombre. Almost believed yuh. Bet­
ter go before yuh tell another—may­
be that this Matt Evans not only 
staked this here claim, but also is 
sheriff of Hangman’s Gulch.”

The gang’s leader, astride his horse 
by now, looked incredulous a mo­
ment, then suddenly threw his head 
back and roared with laughter. His 
men joined in as they rode out of the 
clearing. The body of the dead man, 
hitched to the saddle of his horse, 
trailed after them.

For a short time nothing was heard 
but the receding sound of men laugh­
ing. Then it mingled with roil of 
the river, and faded. The Texan lis­
tened, eyes intent, puzzled. Then he 
shrugged his shoulders and bolstered, 
his guns.

“Do yuh know Matt Evans?” he 
asked Farrell.

“No,” replied the gray-haired man. 
“Wait—’pears to me I heard the name 
in Hangman’s Gulch. Matt Evans? 
He-—he ain’t a friend of yores, is 
he?” he asked hurriedly.

For a moment the Texan was si­
lent, seemed to be turning something 
over in his mind. Finally he spoke.

“No,” he said softly, almost to him­
self. “He ain’t a friend of minet— 
he’s my brother,” The knuckles on 
his clenched fists were white. And 
a strange light blazed in his eyes.

“Found him,” he murmured.
'‘Found him.”

CHAPTER IV

Election Night

T
HE sun had already set and 
darkness saddled the clearing. 
Yet distant peaks still shone 
faintly in memory of the just-faded 
sun. But the memory was brief and 

fast-vanishing in face of the ava­
lanche-in-reverse of shadows that 
swifted up the slopes, to draw the 

black-purple mantle of night over 
them.

The wiry place miner led the way 
into the lean-to. Bide Evans heard 
him fumble around in the dark. Then 
a match flared, and a candle stuck 
into the throat of a bottle sent its 
dull, yellow light probing into the 
shack’s shadows. In another moment, 
a second bottle joined the first on 
the table with a lighted candle in its 
neck.

“If yuh’re headin’ for town,” said 
Evans briefly, “we can ride in to­
gether.”

“Sure,” agr ed Farrell. “Say, I don’t 
know how t. thank yuh. Hey pard— 
yuh’re bleedin’.”

The double-barrelled candles threw 
light on a deepening red patch high 
up on the Texan’s left arm.

“I reckon I be,” murmured Evans. 
He had felt a slight stab of pain at 
the time of the shooting, but had 
forgotten it in the ensuing scene.

Ed Farrell grabbed up a bucket 
near the door. “I’ll get som? water 
from the stream.” He turned. “Say, if 
yuh’re Matt Evans’ brother, yuh must 
be an Evans, too?”

“Good guess, Farrell,” said the red­
headed Texan, smiling faintly. “The 
handle’s Bide Evans.” He might have 
added: “Recently sheriff of Holman 
County, town of Dudley, Texas,” but 
did not.

The oldster stepped out of sight. 
Slowly peeling his vest, Evans looked 
about.

It was a one-room, clapboard affair, 
with a small, mantled fireplace. On 
the mantle stood two tin dippers and 
a milk pan. In the corner were two 
bunks. A shovel and a wooden barrel 
stood near the door. And on the op­
posite side, against the wall, stood 
two empty buckets.

The only furniture in the room 
was a three-legged table and two 
three-legged stools.

By now, Evans had his shirt off. 
The wound, still bleeding slightly, 
he saw, was a two-inch gash across 
the fleshy part of his arm.

Then Ed Farrell came in, visibly 
excited, slogging water over the top 
of the bucket.

“I been a dumb fool,” he cried.



“That must’ve been Black Henry and 
the Hounds. I been warned against 
’em.”

“Hounds?” said Bide Evans. “Who 
are they?”

“Heard t«ll,” replied Farrell, “they 
was chased out of Sacramento for 
killin’s, startin’ fires, and robbin’ 
stores.” He had torn a clean cloth 
into strips and was washing Evans’ 
gash.

“And Black Henry?”
“He got the reputation,” answered 

the oldster, fixing the bandage, “of 
bein' the slickest article this side of 
Truckee Pass.” He frowned. “That’s 
what worries me.”

“What?” Evans asked, slipping into 
his' shirt, and then vest.

“Maybe Black Henry,” said Far­
rell slowly, “did enter a claim for 
yore brother?”

“Don’t yuh fret, Farrell,” Evans 
said. “If it was entered in Matt’s 
name, I promise yuh’ll get it back.” 
A thin smile cracked through the 
grim look his face held. “Is it worth 
gettin’ back, Ed?”

In answer, the oldster brought out 
the little leather pouch Black Henry 
had thrown him and tossed it onto 
the table. It struck solidly.

“Two days,” he cried, excitement 
eating through his voice like acid. 
“And we ain’t begun to take it out 
yet.” He hesitated a moment. “If it 
weren’t for yuh, Evans— I was think­
in’ when I went down to the stream-- 
that I’d like yuh to—become our 
pardner. Ming would sure say yes.”

“Thanks, Ed,” Evans said, shaking 
his head. “But I didn’t come to Cali­
fornia for gold. ’Sides, I expect to 
pull out of here in a couple of days.”

The oldster’s face fell. “If yuh 
should change yore mind,” he said 
earnestly, “the offer remains open. 
Well, let’s go. I’m gettin’ worried 
about Ming—even if he is the smart­
est Chinee I ever met.”

BIG, early moon split the night 
darkness and polished the

earth’s surface with frost-like silver. 
The two men followed the water­
course westward, the oldster up be­
hind Evans. His burro.had been taken 
by Ming.

“Think we’ll meet up with our 
‘friends’ in town?” asked Evans.

“ ’Taint likely,” replied Farrell. 
“Sam Larson told me there’s a kind 
of war goin’ on ’tween the Hounds 
and the Vigilante Committee—”

“Vigilantes? Ain’t there no law in 
the Gulch?”

“Yuh mean a sheriff?” demanded 
the gray-haired man, “Not for the 
past two weeks. Last one was found 
hangin’; one before that, shot. By 
the great horn spoon!” He slapped 
his thigh. “I clean forgot. There’s an 
election tonight—for a new sheriff.”

Like a cold gust of wind, a pre­
monition scraped the warmth from 
Bide Evans’ lean face. The memory 
of laughing, black-clad men suddenly 
weighed heavily on him.

“Who’s runnin’?” His voice rustled 
with the sharpness of stiff paper 
rubbed together.

“Don’t recollect,” answered Farrell.
They rode in silence for a time, the 

sounds of night strong around them. 
The startlingly near scream of a 
mountain lion, the hoot of an owl— 
the soft, sifting wind rustling down 
the slopes.

“Brother expectin’ yuh?” Farrell 
asked.

Evans half-twisted in saddle, stiff­
ening.

“No,” he said. But he knew that his 
tension had escaped through his 
voice, for Farrell said quickly:

“Sorry, Bide. Didn’t mean to—” 
“That’s all right, Ed,” Evans said. 

“It’s a kind of surprise—family af­
fair.”

A bitter, ironic smile rolled un­
checked across Bide Evans’ face. If 
only it had been a family affair!

Perhaps it would have been better 
if he had never found Matt? Perhaps 
his pride of family was wrong? Then 
giving up his sheriff’s badge because 
of what had happened was also wrong. 
But he knew it went beyond that. A 
man had to bear the responsibility 
for his deeds. A man had to give, 
and take back what he gave. And a 
man had to pay for what he got. 
Those were the lessons the hard, 
tough years had beaten into him. Les­
sons that showed up in his thin, half­
smile, in the quickness of his eyes, in 



the faint scar whose track traced, a 
small, wicked pattern across the side 
of his neck.

“There she be, Eide,” suddenly 
cried Ed Farrell, a tinge of excite­
ment riding his voice. “Hangman’s 
Gulch.”

They had just turned a bend in the 
river. A half mile ahead, along the 
stream’s course, a sudden splash of 
light flamed skyward.

^6,'HE’S sure saity-lookin’,” mur-
L3? mured Evans.

Loud noise and clamor rode the 
crowded main stem. Flares stuck 
into the earth on either side, and 
brilliantly lighted stores and build­
ings made the street a solid octagonal 
block of yellow light.

The Gulch was in the grip of wild, 
riotous excitement. And the fevered, 
hectic undercurrent that tugged at 
men’s senses reached out and touched 
the redheaded Texan.

“Plenty of rot-gut spilled tonight,” 
cried Farrell, the town’s mood hook­
ing onto his voice. He flung his arm 
up. “Them must be the election ban­
ners, yonder. But can’t make out 
what they say.”

Toward the cente? of the town, 
Evans saw several -white streamers 
strung overhead, across the street. 
But like Farrell, was unable to dis­
cern what was lettered on. them. A 
cool down-draught from the sur­
rounding hills kept tugging and 
pitching the banners.

They dismounted and the loose, 
swirling ends of the milling stream 
of men lapped out at them and sucked 
them in. Evans used his elbows and 
shoulders to wedge his way through. 
Farrell, behind, lifted his voice to 
make himself heard.

“If we get separated,” he cried, 
“I’ll meet yuh later at the Palace 
Saloon. I’m goin’ to be lookin’ for 
Ming/'

Progress was slow and difficult, 
then Farrell tugged at his sleeve.

“Look!” yelled the oldster.
The redheaded Texan followed Far­

rell’s pointing finger—then froze sud­
denly in his tracks. The warm light 
faded from his eyes, and his shoul­

ders hunched up, as if a chill had 
struck him.

“‘Matt Evans For Sheriff’!” cried 
Farrell, reading the bold black letters 
on the waving streamer overhead. 
“Hey, Bide! Yore brother’s runnin’ 
for sheriff! Ha! Ain’t that a sur­
prise?”

Shadows bad gathered around the 
deep-set gray eyes of the Texan. 
“Yeah, Ed,” he said tonelessly. “It’s 
sure a surprise.”

“‘Vote For Tay Brown’,” said Far­
rell, reading the second banner aloft. 
“Ha!” he laughed. “If Matt’s anythin’ 
like his brother Bide, Mr. Brown 
don’t have no chance a-tall. No sir!”

A flat, hard grin worked its way 
off Bide Evans’ face. “Hope not,” he 
muttered.

“Huh?” demanded the blue-eyed 
oldster, not hearing him in the street 
din. “Heck!” he cried. “That means 
Black Henry did try to pull a whizzer 
on us with that story of his.”

“I gave yuh my word, Ed,” said 
Evans slowly, “that if yore claim had 
Matt’s brand on it, I’d get it back for 
yuh.” He turned abruptly and leading 
the black by the bridle plunged 
through the crowd.

A PENT-UP, restless feeling sud­
denly rode the redhead. His 

powerfully muscled body cried aloud 
for action—ached for the escape he 
found in its swift, violent flow.

He angled across the street toward 
the dark open doors of a stable.

“Putting un,” he told the hostler. 
By the light off the street he took 
care of his horse. He felt the man’s 
eyes on his back. He turned abruptly 
and saw them fall away.

When he quit the stable the hostler, 
a rotund, greasy man who wore a 
Yankee straw hat and striped pants 
that threatened to fall off, called his 
stable-boy.

“Go tell Wurt he’s back,” he said. 
And the kid raced out.

Bide had left Farrell outside, but 
now found him gone. He shrugged, 
got into the jostling, thrusting crowd. 
But the strain wouldn’t ease off; the 
noise bothered him.

He saw a general store, climbed 
the three steps and walked in. A 



large lamp hung over the counter— 
the only light in the .room.

It was a well-stocked, clean-looking 
store. Bags cf coffee and sugar and 
flour were piled high. Spades, mat­
tocks, bowie knives held another cor­
ner. Vari-colored woolens lay heavy 
on the shelves. In a third corner 
there was a railed-off desk with a 
scale and weights on it. Behind the 
desk stood a huge safe. “Sam Larson” 
was gold-engraved on the heavy 
doors. A steady, gurgling sound of 
water told Evans the stream he had 
followed into town ran behind the 
store.

A girl entered from a side room 
and came behind the counter.

“Can I help you?” she asked, smil­
ing. “You’re lucky—-we were just 
about to close.”

His glance went across the room 
and touched her face. “Reckon I am 
lucky,” he said slowly, coming for­
ward. “I need a box of cartridges— 
.45 Colt.”

The light of the lamp showered 
Kate Larson’s head with a kind of 
gossamer sheen. She had brown, wavy 
hair, but now it had golden glints in 
it. She was slim-waisted in her white 
taffeta dress with brown ribbons frill­
ing it, and walked withn an easy, 
assured stride.

But it was her face that held Bide 
Evans. It wasn’t' beautiful; but it 
held something that was beyond that. 
It may have been in the high color 
in her cheeks that came and went like 
a pulsing ros.j. It may have been in 
her cool, leve1 gaze; or in her curv­
ing red lips that were made for laugh­
ter. There was something that was 
infinitely disturbing in her; and with­
out realizing it, he was moved.

Her eyes were probing under his 
hat shadow and a puzzled look came 
into her face; then he came into the 
light, and her eyes grew cold.

“They’re not for sale to you—Matt 
Evans.”

A GHOST of a smile brushed 
against the Texan’s lips, then 

it was gone. Since he had seen the 
election banner he knew this would 
happen. It was on the tip of his 
tongue to tell this girl he was Bide 

Evans. That Matt was his twin 
brother. That people had always con­
fused the two of them. But that there 
were ways of telling them apart. His 
eyes, for example, were gray, Matt’s 
green; he was slightly taller than 
Matt; he had a scar on his neck— 
another, just acquired, high up on his 
left arm.

There were other ways, but she 
wouldn’t believe him—just yet. No 
one would. Moreover, he admitted to 
a deep curiosity about Matt’s life 
since the latter had fled Texas. So 
he did not tell her he was Bide Evans.

“Why not, ma’m?” he asked softly.
“Because you’re a drunkard, a cow­

ard, and a killer!” she flared angrily.
He frowned. He didn’t understand 

her anger. “Them’s harsh words, 
ma’m,” he baited her. “I may take a 
few drops now and then—”

“Now and then!” she laughed. “I’m 
surprised you’re standing steadily on 
your feet.” Kate Larson had inherited 
her father’s honesty and lashing, 
stinging tongue, and was unafraid to 
use it.

Bide Evans winced—for his broth­
er; felt anger. But he had laid down 
a plan of action and he was going 
to follow it.

He shrugged. “Yuh’re a woman,” 
he pointed out. “Yuh can say things 
a man might hesitate sayin’.”

“Then why did you slink away 
after you announced you were run­
ning for office?” she demanded.

“Business in Frisco,” Bide Evans 
said.

“I don’t believe you have any busi­
ness,” Kate cried.

He shrugged his shoulders again— 
and spoke the words uppermost in 
his mind. “Yuh got me pegged wrong, 
ma’m,” he said. “ ’Sides I ain’t never 
killed anyone—”

“You shot former Sheriff West,” 
she cried.

He paled at the lips; shadows skirt­
ed his eyes. He took a chance: “Self­
defense, ma’m,” he protested. Then 
saw the answer in her face. Some­
how, oddly, he felt better for it.

“That’s what they said,” she cried, 
her eyes unfriendly. “But I believe 
you’re mean, vicious and unscrupu­
lous—and capable of anything.”



“That’s a right pretty dress yuh’re 
wearin’, ma’m,” he drawled. He had 
caught her off guard and she flushed 
up to her eyes. She was beautiful, 
he decided. He followed up: “How 
come yuh’re so interested in me?”

“I’m not!” she cried. “At one time, 
when you first came here, I thought 
we could be friends. But you changed 
that thought very quickly.” There 
was disgust and loathing in her voice.

The door through which the girl 
had entered, opened, and a big-boned, 
wide-mouthed man came out.

“Are yuh ready, Kate?” asked the 
latter. Then he saw Bide. His eyes 
flashed and the blood rose to his face.

Bide Evans at once divined what 
he had suspected: That the girl was 
Larson’s daughter and that this was 
Sam Larson.

“So yuh did come back, Evans?” 
cried Larson. “I figgered yuh put a 
greater value on yore worthless hide.”

“I put my own value on my hide,” 
Bide drawled. Then he spoke the 
words he knew Matt would have spo­
ken: “That’s kind 01 reckless talk, 
Larson.” He was committed to wring 
the last drop of information about 
Matt from these two.

“Maybe so, Evans,” cried Larson 
stiffly, watching Bide’s arms. “But a 
gent of yore caliber ain’t material for 
a lawman. And will never get to be.” 
There was a latent threat in his voice.

“Yuh can never tell,” drawled Bide. 
He saw Larson’s eyes and shook his 
head. “I didn’t come for shootin’ pur­
poses, Larson.”

“One thing I’d like to know,” de­
manded Larson. “Where yuh got all 
the money to buy out Jim Wurt’s 
star for tonight and give away whis­
key like it was water? Yuh never 
worked a day since yuh came here, 
Matt Evans—”

High up in Bide’s face, his temple 
throbbed violently. He knew only too 
well where Matt had gotten the 
money. Suddenly, he sickened of the 
game. His voice grew tight.

“Since yuh won’t sell,” he said 
briefly, “I’ll say good-night.” He 
tipped his hat to Kate Larson, and 
went out.

Father and daughter stared after 
him.

“He won’t be elected, will he, dad?” 
Kate asked finally.

“Not a chance,” exclaimed Sam Lar­
son. But there was a worried look in 
his eye.

CHAPTER V

Wanted: Matt Evans

-#1 h^HE hit yuh off plumb 
A center, Matt,” muttered 

IkCjF Bide Evans thinly, com­
ing out of the store. “Ran away from 
Dudley—but yuh couldn’t run away 
from yoreself, brother.”

He sighted a hotel diagonally up 
the street and set out for it, breasting 
the crowd. He brought up suddenly.

“Did Larson say, ‘Jim Wurt’?” he 
cried. He frowned, then shook his 
head. “Nope—couldn’t be the same 
party. He wouldn’t be the owner of 
a saloon. The Wurt I knew never 
owned anythin’ but a runnin’ iron—” 
Again he hook his head.

The redheaded Texan made it 
across the thronged street. A thick, 
unsteady voice reached for his" ear. 
He turned and found a small, blear- 
eyed, stubble-faced man mumbling at 
him. The little man’s limbs were as 
unsteady as his voice.

“D’ja vote yet?” was the red-eye’s 
query.

Bide reached out a hand in time to 
save the little man from falling. 
“Ain’t votin’ this election, pard,” he 
said, smiling.

“Zat so?” cried the other, blinking, 
swaying dangerously. “But that ain’t 
right, friend.” He had thrown up his 
hand to poinc, but now used it to 
balance himself erect.

“Why not?” asked. Bide, amused.
“The first dooty of a citizen is to 

vote.” The little man got it out in 
one breath.

“Maybe yuh’re right, pard,” admit­
ted Bide. “B,ut I don’t rightly know 
who’s the best candidate.”

Stubble-face nearly fell over him­
self in his eagerness to instruct.

“Matt Evans!” he cried. “That’s 
yore candeedate. For the best sheriff 
in California. Yessir!” He raised his 



fist to bank it into his palm. He lost 
balance and fell.

Bide helped him to his feet. 
“What’s this hombre’s qualifications?”

“Qualeefications?” The little man 
was plainly amazed. “He’s got ’em. 
All candeedates have ’em. Wouldn’t 
be candeedates if they didn’t have 
’em—would they? And there wouldn’t 
be no ’lection without candeedates, 
would there? So yuh vote for Matt 
Evans.”

Bide shook his head dubiously. “I 
don’t know—”

“Now lissen to me, friend.” Stub- 
ble-face took Bide into his confidence. 
“Yuh just mosey down to the Star, 
and tell ’em Charley Oaks sent yuh. 
That’s me. You’ll get all the red-eye 
yuh can hold—and I’ll tell yuh some­
thin’ else. The hombre who can vote 
the most times gets a hundred dol­
lars.” He became sad. “I voted only 
six times ’fore they threw me out. 
Maybe yuh can do better, friend.” 
Then something else occurred to him 
and he caught Side’s arm. “’Nother 
thing. They got a troupe of actors 
there. Woil’erful impersonator*. Hun’- 
red wigs. Very good.”

“I’ll see, Mr. Oaks,” said Bide. He 
watched the little man stagger into 
the crowd and vanish. “Maybe I’ll 
drop by at the Star later,” he mused.

"MW’E HAD almost made the hotel 
..Bjfci. when once more he was inter­
cepted. A black-frocked man darted 
out of the brown shadows of an alley, 
clamped a hand on Bide’s arm and 
dragged him back into the shadows.

The man’s carefully groomed hair 
had become dishevelled and he was 
breathing heavily.

“Matt,” he cried angrily. “I told 
yuh not to come back ’til tomorrer.”

Bide Evans’ eyes went over this 
man’s face; then he suffered a shock 
of recognition. Sam Larson had said 
it aright. And what he, Bide, thought 
couldn’t be, could. In the rapid glance 
he bestowed on him, he saw that the 
man hadn’t changed much. Just the 
mustache was new—-and the store 
clothes. The pressure on his arm 
tightened. He shook the hand oh.

“Damn it, Matt,” cried the other.

Once more he seized Bide’s arm. This 
time Bide as not so gentle.

The well-dressed man gasped aloud 
and his forehead turned red. “Why 
yuh—” he began.

“I wouldn’t do that, Wurt,” drawled 
Bide. His elbows had gone back at an 
angle, tense, hooked. “The last time 
yuh tried, I had to throw yuh out of 
a saloon in Dudley. Remember?”

Jim Wurt stepped back as if he 
had received a blow. His face drained 
blood; his lower lip dropped. There 
was no doubt Wurt remembered.

“Bide Evans!” he gasped.
Bide nodded. “Sure surprised to 

see yuh here, Wurt,” he said slowly. 
“Didn’t know yuh and Matt were 
together.”

Wurt pulled himself together, fast. 
The blood came back to his face; and 
his black eyes became expressionless. 
There was a hard core in Wurt, and 
it showed in the brief, curt smile he 
gave Bide.

“Matt and I ain’t together,” he 
said evenly. “We met here in the 
gulch by accident. He just asked for 
my advice—and I gave it to him; 
that’s all.”

“Kind of funny advice to give a 
gent runnin’ for office,” said Bide 
slowly. “To stay out of town ’til 
after election.”

Wurt shrugged his shoulders. 
“Not my look-out,” he declared. 
“Matt’s a grown man and does what 
he wants. Anyhow, he got a couple 
of friends lookin’ after his vote- 
gettin’.”

Bide said: “Sure looks like. And 
it was mighty nice of yuh, Wurt, to 
give over yore saloon to try and get 
Matt elected.”

Wurt shook his head, “I’m a busi­
nessman, Evans,” he said, frowning. 
“Matt rented the saloon for this one 
night. Anythin’ wrong in that, sher­
iff?”

“The question is on the word, 
'sheriff—ain’t it, Wurt?” A faint 
smile flickered past Bide’s thinned 
lips. “Guess it’ll make yuh feel bet­
ter when I tell yuh I left my badge 
in Dudley.”

Wurt’s face showed nothing; so 
with his voice. “Why should it make 
me feel better?”



“Because yuh were a cheap two-bit 
rustler, Wurt,” said Bide softly.

“That’s a danged lie!” cried Wurt 
angrily. He was a good actor, and 
there was an honest quality about his 
anger. “Yuh never had anythin’ on 
me.

“Not,” admitted Bide evenly, “un­
til after yuh left—when we found 
yore irons. Got to admit yun played 
the game pretty smart, Wurt. But 
by then we didn’t care no more; the 
people of Texas were glad to be rid 
of a gent like yuh.”

“Don’t know what yuh’re talkin’ 
about,” cried Wurt. “ ’Sides, nobody 
in this town would believe yuh. I 
been an honest saloon-keeper for six 
months. They’d take my word against 
any saddle-tramp’s.”

Bide Evans flushed, laughed brief­
ly. “Yuh’re sure dandied up, Wurt,” 
he said. “Almost makes yuh look re­
spectable—”

“I am respectable—and law abid- 
in’!” snapped Wurt.

Bide Evans shrugged his shoul­
ders. “Glad to hear it,” he said. “But 
I didn’t come lookin’ for yuh. Let me 
ask yuh one question, Wurt.”

“What’s that?” demanded Wurt 
tonelessly.

“Yuh didn’t quit Dudley,” said 
Bide, “until a week or so after Matt 
lit out. Yuh know what happened. 
How come yuh let him run for sher­
iff’s office here?”

WURT picked his words care­
fully. “I don’t hold no man’s 
past against him,” he said. “I been 

an underdog once myself—and I 
know how it feels. If a man wants 
to ride a straight trail, it ain’t for 
Jim Wurt to throw stones at him, or 
pull him off his hoss. ’Sides, every­
body felt the old man got what was 
cornin’ to him—the old skinflint.”

“That don’t make any difference,” 
said Evans sharply. Yet, he reflected, 
there was a measure of truth in what 
this beak-nosed, well-groomed man 
said. “I’m takin’ Matt back to Tex­
as with me.”

Wurt shrugged his tailored shoul­
ders. “Too bad,” he said. “Just 
when Matt’s about to make a new be- 
ginnin’l Maybe if it wasn’t for the

Evans family pride, yuh wouldn’t 
be so hot after yore own brother.”

It was a shrewd thrust. Everyone 
in Southwest Texas knew the 
Evanses had been the first to pioneer 
there; that the tremendous Circle E 
spread was the biggest in the sec­
tion; that Luke Evans was a stiff, 
unbending man and father.

Evans observed Wurt through nar­
rowing eyes. There was a smartness 
in this man he hadn’t suspected. It 
was a mistake, he saw, to underrate 
any man.

He said: “Be kind of awkward if 
Matt should win the election.”

“For yuh.” The words slipped out 
before Wurt could check them. He 
bit his lips.

Evans saw the humor, smiled grim­
ly. “Well—it won’t matter.” Then, 
“But yuh don’t Agger he’ll be elected 
do yuh, Wurt?”

The light in Wurt’s black eyes was 
oblique. “Don’t know,” he said.

The lean Texan smiled again, this 
time thinly. “Understand Matt’s due 
back tomorrer. If he shows up to­
night — it’d be better if he didn’t 
know I was here. Sabe?”

“I won’t tell him,” said Wurt. He 
walked away.

Bide Evans’ face was serious as he 
watched the black-haired, mustached 
man swing down the street, push 
past the doors of the Star saloon and 
disappear inside.

THE hotel’s narrow lobby was 
gloomy, with a raw dirtied desk 
and a stairway going up beyond it. 

Through an open arched doorway 
Evans saw the coming and going of 
a waitress. The smell of food re­
minded him he was hungry.

He lifted the pen at the desk and 
scratched, “Bide Evans,” into the 
soiled register. A man came from 
the dining room and went behind the 
desk. He was a runt-sized man with 
a nervous twitch that jerked his lips 
back in wolfish snarl. Half his left 
ear was missing.

He did not look at the register, but 
said: “Yuh’re back.”

Evans’ glance ran over him coldly, 
killed the smile that was forming.



“Send up a hot tub of water, pronto,"’ 
he said, “What room?”

“Take Number Six,” said the oth­
er, twitching.

The stairway creaked as he took 
his weight up to the landing. He 
blinked uncertainly in the dim-light­
ed corridor, then found his room.

It contained a bed, a jug of water., 
a basin and a small piece of towel. 
A lighted lamp stood on a greasy 
dresser with a cracked mirror hang­
ing over it. A chair stood in the 
corner.

He got out of his vest and shirt— 
and waiting for the tub, began to 
shave. It was hard, painful going, 
scraping away the accumulated 
growth. In the meantime, his mind 
lay back on his meeting with Jim 
Wurt. It was little short, of coin­
cidence that when he finally came up 
with Matt, he should find Wurt 
there. -

Back in Texas, Jim Wurt had taken 
up a piece of Government land next 
to the Circle E. He rarely came to 
town and he had no friends. Where 
he had come from had been a mys­
tery; and how he was building up his 
herd, another. A few missing cows 
made little difference in a land where 
most ranchers started their herds 
that way. But Bide, as sheriff, had 
not chosen to take this view, and 
when Matt began to be seen drinking 
in his company, intensified his search 
for proof. But somehow, Wurt’s ac­
tivities managed to escape detection. 
Nevertheless, a blow-up finally came 
and he had thrown Wurt out of the 
town saloon.

Then, shortly after Wurt had sold 
out and quit Dudley, he had found 
proof of the latter’s cattle-running 
activities. But then it was too late. 
And now, he thought, he would let 
by-gones be by-gones.

“But it’s kind of hard to believe,” 
he muttered, dousing his face with 
water and then rubbing it dry. When 
he had done, he gazed momentarily 
at himself in the cracked mirror. An 
impulse prompted him to fetch a 
folded paper from his shirt. He 
spread it flat underneath the mirror 
and looked from it back to the mir­

ror again. A faint, enigmatic smile 
played over his face.

It might have been his face that 
looked from the Wanted Poster — 
the features were identical—but it 
wasn’t. For it had Matt Evans’s 
name beneath the picture. And 
above it the legend:

WANTED FOR MURDER 
— $1000 REWARD —

DEAD OR ALIVE

Underneath the name was the in­
formation that Matt Evans had 
broken into the Bank of Dudley, shot 
and killed the owner of the bank, Abe 
Symes, and had robbed the safe of 
ten thousand dollars.

A SLIGHT scraping sound 
brought Bide Evans around 

fast. Whipping to the door, he 
pulled it open, himself swinging back 
behind it. Long, hard years riding 
danger’s trail had bred in him a cau­
tion about opening doors.

But there was nothing here. He 
listened a fraction and then sidled 
out into the corridor, gun palmed. It 
was empty to his sweeping gaze. 
Frowning, he stepped back across the 
threshold, then stooped to pick up a 
piece of paper that had been left 
there.

He kicked the door shut and strode 
to the uncurtained window. He had 
a view of the entrance. No one came 
out.

Under the lamp-light at the dress­
er, he unfolded the single crease and 
read the words written roughly on it. 
It was a brief note:—

“Get out of town, pronto, Evans— 
if you aim to stay healthy.”

A smile made thin wrinkles 
around the corners of his gray eyes. 
“Not a very hospitable town,” he 
murmured. “Just came and they 
want me to leave.” He shook his 
head and his smile grew wider. “But 
which Evans do they mean?” he 
mused. “Matt or me?” He sat down 
on the edge of the bed and considered 
the matter.

There was only one person in the 
Gulch who knew him as Bide Evans 
—and that was Jim Wurt; aside from 



Ed Farrell, whom he ruled out for 
obvious reasons. There was a good 
reason for Wurt to have sent the 
note. The one-time rustler might 
have been afraid that his past would 
be revealed and so injure his pres­
ent standing in the Gulch. More­
over, Wurt hated him—as much as 
he despised Wurt.

Then, there was the other alterna­
tive. Several people believed they 
were seeing Matt, when they were 
looking at him. He suddenly remem­
bered the look in the straw-hatted 
hostler’s eye, and identified it as rec­
ognition. Then there was Sam Lar­
son and his daughter, Kate.

For a brief moment, his reasoning 
went off on a tangent. Then there 
was the hotel-owner. And any num­
ber of people he had passed on the 
street. If Larson—and even Wurt 
had supposed him to be Matt, so 
would anyone else.

If that were the case, and he now 
believed it to be so, then the note was 
addressed to Matt. He nodded, re­
membering Larson’s words.

“Looks like Matt ain’t so popular 
in the Gulch/' he mused. Then he 
smiled ruefully, realizing that al­
though the note was intended for 
Matt, it didn’t lessen the danger to 
himself.

A knock sounded against the door. 
Two men carried in a steaming tin 
tub of water and set it down on the 
floor. He flipped them some coins, 
and they went out.

EFRESHED, Bide Evans 
climbed into his clothes and 

blew out the lamp. With his hand 
on the doorknob, he changed his 
mind, and went across the room to 
the window. As he looked down into 
the Gulch’s well-lighted main stem, 
his lips pulled into a thin, tough 
smile.

The street flowed with men, and 
anything stationary stuck out like a 
sore thumb. Across the street, a man 
lolled against the corner of a store. 
The latter’s eyes had been directed 
up, at the window. Now he was mo­
tioning to another man stationed a 
hundred feet away against a stable 
door. And there was a third man 

posted at the far corner of the hotel, 
his thumbs idling in his gunbelt. 
They made, Evans noted, a kind of 
rough triangle. He nodded slowly.

Here was a game with which he 
was familiar. A game whose rules 
and meaning had cost him much to 
learn. The first play had been the 
note. Soon, the next w’ould be made. 
But he would be ready for it. Ready, 
despite the fact that it was really 
Matt’s game.

Irony creased his face. No matter 
what he might tell them, they would 
disbelieve him. Whether he liked it 
or not, he had to be Matt Evans until 
the play was over.

For a moment, he stood there, 
shadows forming deep pools around 
his eyes. Then he went out of the 
door, down the stairs and into the 
dining room.

CHAPTER VI

Brothers Meet

T
HE ROOM was rectangular, 
with tables and a lunch coun­
ter. A few dusty lamps hung 
from the low ceiling; and a door in 
the center led to the street.

There were two men in the room, 
eating at the far corner table. Evans 
chose a table at the shoulder of the 
counter and sat facing the door. At 
his left was the blank partition of 
the hotel.

A Mexican waitress came out of 
the kitchen. He ordered and told the 
girl, “Muy pronto.” He had an idea 
that when he didn’t appear at the 
hotel door, they were going to come 
looking for him.

In a while they drifted in, singly, 
through the street entrance. Lean, 
beady-eyed men, with hardened lines 
in their faces, and sagging gun belts. 
Too casually they seated themselves: 
one, at the corner table directly op­
posite Evans; the second, in the cen­
ter of the room, at a tangent; and the 
third, at the middle of the counter.

It grew close and hot in his room, 
and Evans felt a quickening pulse 
beat in his neck. The rumble of min­
ing-talk made by the two men in the



far corner sifted through the eating 
place with aimless intent. But the si­
lence of the three newcomers grew 
heavy with the voice of trouble.

The man opposite, taller than the 
others, lighted a cigarette. It was a 
signal for the man at the counter to 
start talking.

“Came to ask yuh a question, 
Evans,” the man said.

“What’s the question?” he asked, 
his glance reaching out to the three 
of them.

“Yuh saw the note?”
“Question for question, friend,” he 

said. Evans made a loose, angular 
shape leaning back in the chair, his 
lean hands laying negligently before 
him on the table, his solid shoulders 
haunched slightly.

The man at the counter shook his 
head. “No,” he said. “Did yuh see it?”

“Yeah.”
“What’s yore answer?”
He showed them a grim, tough 

smile, and drawled: “I ain’t decided 
yet. Maybe I’ll stay—maybe I’ll get.”

“Listen, Evans.” The one at the 
counter raised his voice. It cut into 
the attention of the men at the far 
corner, cleaved through their talk 
and brought their faces around. The 
whites of their eyes showed sudden­
ly in the lamplight.

The voice continued: “Nobody 
wants yuh here. Yuh’re gettin’ a 
chance to leave in one piece. Why 
don’t yuh take it?”

Something in here got tight and 
heavy. Something that pressed down 
on Evans’ head. Then he realized it 
was the silence, tightening around 
him like a vise, ringing him—cutting 
him off.

The three men watched him 
through half-slit eyes, watched him 
with cold, pitiless intent, watched 
him ceaselessly.

He said: ‘“How much time yuh 
gents givin’ me to decide?”

The one at the counter barked: 
“No time.” His voice went high- 
pitched, ricocheted off the low ceil­
ing and jumbled to a vague murmur.

The silence stretched thin; 
strained to the breaking point. Evans’ 
attention lay steady on these three; 

three; on the angle at the crook of 
their elbows; on the taut pressure of 
their shoulders against the back of 
the chairs; on the bright surface 
glint in their eyes.

THIS was the play, he knew.
There was no turning back. Idly, 

he wondered what Matt would have 
done. Then, as always, he got tired 
of the game—-and threw in his chips.

“Then I reckon I’ll stay,” he said.
“No yuh don’t,” yelled the counter 

one, pounding the pine boards sharp­
ly, to snare his attention.

But his eyes were riveted on the 
other two, now. The tall man was 
shoving back from the table to get 
his guns in the clear; and the other’s 
arms were riding down fast. In a 
sightless blur of speed Bide Evans 
slapped his holsters and simultane­
ously tipped back in his chair.

The dining room split wide open 
with the crash and roar of six-guns; 
and in the acrid odor of burnt gun­
powder swirled through the room in 
blue-white streamers.

As he went over backward, the 
Texan set up a murderous cross-fire, 
laying his left hand gun under his 
right and letting it run red at the 
man at the center table; in the mean­
time holding his bucking, right hand 
gun on a straight bead with the tall 
one.

Then he crashed to the floor and 
rolled over to the protective shoulder 
of the counter. He had hooked his 
boot into a leg of the table and pulled 
it down as he fell.

The table banged down in front 
of him, giving him a sort of angled 
cover. But there was only one gun 
blasting away now, in a raking fusil­
lade along the top of the counter. 
Being at its bottom, gave Evans a 
moment’s respite. Enough to see the 
effect of his shots.

The tall man’s guns were but half 
clear of leather, when hot lead spat­
tered his chest with two splotchy, 
red rings. He was moving back at 
the time, and his impetus carried him 
sliding off the chair. He pitched side­
wards and rolled over on his face— 
to lie motionless.



The center-table one never knew 
what hit him. His descending hands 
had barely touched Colt butts, when 
molten death sang him a fast tune. 
A bullet drilled a neat hole in his 
head and he slumped over the table. 
He lay like a man who had fallen 
into a drunken sleep.

The firing suddenly ceased. The 
rumbling echo of gun-talk wandered 
remotely around the room. Evans lay 
pressed against the shadowed end of 
the counter and waited. Time grew 
rigid, receded, washed back again. 
The sudden clatter of boots beating 
across the floor broke the silence. 
Then the door slammed.

Slowly, Evans picked himself up, 
restored his guns and brushed him­
self off. The men in the corner were 
still there, motionless, staring.

Evans righted his table, put two 
coins down and walked through the 
arched doorway into the lobby. Over 
his shoulder he saw the Mexican 
waitress come cautiously out of the 
kitchen, stare at the two dead men, 
then yell back that she was going for 
the undertaker. The twitch-mouthed 
man watched him with graying eyes, 
but Evans said nothing to him and 
went out the hotel entrance.

®UT in the street, the sign of the
Palace Saloon caught his eye 

and he remembered his promise to 
meet Ed Farrell there. He moved 
with the throng? The night was yet 
young, he saw, the crowd still fresh. 

Gun-fare somehow left a bad taste 
in his mouth. It had always been that 
way. Even the years he had spent 
as Sheriff of Dudley. And although 
he regretted the cause, he had been 
glad of the opportunity to lay his 
badge away. He was eager to take 
over the job of ramrodding the Cir­
cle E. A job that rightfully should 
have been shared between himself 
and Matt. But it had been apparent 
from the very beginning that the red­
headed Evans twins were to share 
nothing but trouble.

Whatever the reason, Matt had 
early turned into a wild youth, bit­
ter, defiant. Never on the spread, he 
had taken to drinking and running 
with a tough crowd.

His wife being an ailing woman, 
Luke Evans, and Bide as well, con­
cealed as much as they could from 
her. To his dubious credit, Matt 
didn’t care. It even galled him that 
Bide covered up for him.

“Mind yore own business,” he 
often yelled at Bide.

“Why don’t yuh shake out of it, 
Matt?” Bide had asked.

“Yuh make me sick,” Matt had 
cried, his face showing disgust.

When Bide became sheriff, Matt 
drifted away. Ugly rumors came back 
to the Circle E. Then, two years ago, 
Matt turned up, wilder than ever. 
There had been a wild scene and 
Luke Evans threw Matt out. In bit­
ter contempt, Matt hung around Dud­
ley, baiting Bide, brewing gall at the 
Circle E.

Then a miracle had occurred—or 
almost a miracle. Matt Evans married 
the daughter of the town banker, 
Abe Symes, and turned into a devot­
ed husband.

But bad blood had developed im­
mediately between Matt and his fa­
ther-in-law, and the latter publicly 
cursed Matt.

For one year things had gone 
smoothly. Then one day Matt came 
back leading a horse, his face a black 
mask. The body of his wife, dead, 
lay over the saddle. The horse had 
stumbled and she had been thrown . ..

Matt took to steady, hard drink­
ing; and was seen frequently in Jim 
Wurt’s company. Then came the final 
blow.

One morning, early, returning to 
Dudley from an overnight trip, he 
found a crowd gathered outside the 
bank.

“Symes dead—shot,” they told him 
as he reined up. “Safe cleaned out.”

When he went in, ,.e found Symes 
on the floor, a gold coin-charm be­
longing to Matt in his right hand. 
There was a heavy bruise oi- the back 
of Symes’ head; and the doors of the 
safe were wide open.

Symes had been heard arguing the 
night before with Matt, blaming the 
latter for his daughter’s death. Words 
almost led to blows. Then later, 
Matt was seen leaving the bank.



THERE were a couple of things 
that had troubled Bide at the 
time. The charm had been found in 

Symes’ right hand; but Symes’ right 
arm was paralyzed. He never could 
use it; and tried to hide that fact 
from the world. That, and the hoof­
prints he had found underneath the 
bank’s back window that morning. 
They were obviously several hours 
old and led him to think there might 
have been another man along with 
Matt. Yet only Matt had been seen 
leaving the bank.

And when Matt was found to have 
skipped the country, his guilt was 
confirmed.

The blow struck Bide’s mother 
down and she never left her bed. But 
his father cried out for vengeance— 
for justice—even against his own 
flesh and blood. And Bide, sharing 
the family pride, took off bis badge 
and set out on the trail.

Haze and sound and a flashing 
back-bar mirror filled the Palace sa­
loon. Men stood three deep against 
the long bar, and crowded the poker 
and faro tables. Brawny, red-eyed 
miners, hair slicked down with bear­
grease and wearing paper “dickies,” 
hauled rouged, high-heeled dance-hall 
girls around through the sawdust.

A banner hung above the bar, “Tay 
Brown for Sheriff,” it read.

Standing at the door, Evans’ gaze 
went out, searching the room for Ed 
Farrell. But Farrell was not in the 
place. Then Evans’ gray eyes held 
fast.

At one end of the saloon, where the 
Chinese band scraped, there was a 
kind of balcony, with some men and 
a girl around a table. The girl was 
Kate Larson. One of the men was 
her father; there were three or four 
others.

It was evident they were holding a 
party. A big champagne bottle was 
being tilted around; then the glasses 
lifted to a dark-faced, dark-clad man 
—whom Evans placed as a gambler.

Someone at the bar caught the 
scene and shouted raucously:—

“Three cheers for Tay Brown—the 
Gulch’s next sheriff!”

The dark-faced man on the balcony 
smiled briefly and lifted his glass. A 

deafening roar reverberated through 
the saloon.

“Mr. Brown and his friends,” mut­
tered Evans, “wouldn’t be so all-fired 
sure if they met Charley Oaks.” He 
shrugged his shoulders. “But it won’t 
make any difference.”

Pulling his wide-brim well over his 
eyes, Evans drifted to the bar. In 
Dudley, his sheriff’s badge told peo­
ple he was Bide Evans. But Sam Lar­
son yonder thought he was Matt. So 
would the rest.

He used his shoulders to wedge in 
and snagged a bottle and glass. He 
laid the price down on the mahogany 
and moved back against the wall. 
Then he saw Brown rise and rap the 
wooden balcony rail with an empty 
bottle.

“Friends,” the latter said, when 
things quieted, “while we’re waitin’ 
for the election results, Miss Larson 
is goin’ to favor us with a song.” The 
crowd roared.

AMAN climbed into, the chair at 
the piano, beneath the balcony 
and Kate Larson began to sing. She 

had a clear, sweet voice that brought 
fast silence to the large room. She 
stood lithe and erect, and the light 
caught the soft curve of her throat.

“She don’t belong here—in a minin’ 
town,” mused Evans.

With sudden abruptness, Kate Lar­
son cut her song—to stare wide-eyed 
at someone i the center of the sa­
loon.

Cold premonition clawing his spine, 
Bide swung his gaze around—and 
gasped softly.

A tall, lean-faced man stood alone 
on the cleared dance floor. He had 
doffed his sombrero, and the lamp 
above his head caught the red flare of 
his hair, and the green glint from his 
eyes.

“I will not sing,” cried Kate Lar­
son, “while Matt Evans is in the 
room.”

A gasp sawed through the saloon 
like wind on autumn leaves.

“Yuh sure sing pretty, ma’m,” said 
Matt Evans. “Didn’t mean to inter­
rupt yuh.”

A thin smile skirted Bide Evans’ 
lips. There was a kind of unpremedi- 



fated poise about his brother that he 
reluctantly admired.

“I don’t think,” Kate Larson said 
slowly, “you’re welcome here, Mr. 
Evans.”

Matt Evans swung his head in a 
half-circle. “Saloons are public places, 
Miss Larson,” he said, his voice ruf­
fled. “Any man can come in to buy 
a drink.” He moved to the bar and 
stood with his back against it, facing 
the room.

He had been drinking, Bide saw, 
and his face was flushed and his eyes 
lighted. But Matt held his liquor on 
steady feet—and his voice was even.

Tay Brown was up beside the girl 
now, the scar along his jaw, red.

“Yuh heard Miss Larson, Evans,” 
Brown cried. “She said what every­
body feels.”

“Why howdy, Mr. Brown,” drawled 
the green-eyed redhead. “How’s the 
vote-gettin’ business?” A thread of 
insolence wound through his voice.

“Yuh’re a bad one, Matt Evans,” 
cried Brown fiercely, “and like to stir 
up trouble.”

Bide watched the provoking grin 
spread over his brother’s face.

“It ain’t me that started the trou­
ble,” drawled the latter. “Why don’t 
yuh ask Judge Carter where the 
blame falls.”

The silver-goateed, biack-frocked 
man who had been sitting beside Tay 
Brown, spoke up.

“He’s right, gentlemen,” he said re­
luctantly, stiffly. “Matt Evans isn’t 
at fault.”

“Thanks, Judge,” said Matt, the 
grin covering his face completely. 
“Yore decision is accepted and ap­
proved.”

Someone guffawed, but the sound 
choked off quickly into the deep si­
lence.

IDE EVANS pushed back slow­
ly from his table. If he read

the signs aright, Matt was building 
up a fire which was going to explode 
in his face.

But Judge Carter hadn’t finished. 
“However right Mr. Evans may be,” 
he said with a twinkle in his eyes, “it 
is my opinion that he would be wise 
to leave.”

A large la igh ran around the room 
and stuck in the man-ciusters at the 
tables.

Matt Evans made a lean, tough 
shape backed against the bar, his el­
bows hooked negligently onto it,

“Sorry I got to dissent from the 
judge’s learned opinion,” he said 
evenly, with only a faint trace of a 
smile left now. “But I just got back 
to town, and heard a party was bein’ 
thrown for the next sheriff—” his 
speech slowed “—so I came.”

“Yuh can’t win the election,” cried 
shaggy-heaged Sam Larson, on his 
feet.

“Why not?” snapped Matt. His 
face was sharp.

“Because no honest folk would vote 
for yuh!”

Bide Evans watched the wild streak 
in his brother work its way through 
to the surface of his face.

“Then let the honest folk go to the 
Vigilantes for their law—but if I’m 
elected, I’ll wipe the Committee out,” 
roared Matt Evans.

“Men,” yelled Sam Larson, “are we 
goin’ to let this hoodlum and his pack 
of wolves run the Gulch?”

Matt plucked his guns from leather 
with incredible speed and leveled 
them at the crowd.

“Maybe this’ll help,” he cried, grin­
ning wolfishly.

Down at the edge of the bar, Bide 
caught a sudden gleam. His right 
hand went down in a blur of motion. 
The slap of his holster and the report 
of his Colt sounded almost simul­
taneously.

A howl went up at the bar as a 
man grasped a suddenly bleeding 
hand from which a gun had just been 
smashed.

Wheeling swiftly, Matt Evans saw 
the gun clatter to the floor, then turn­
ing back, watched the lean man who 
had fired restore his smoking Colt to 
leather and come slowly across the 
room.

Recognition flamed in Matt’s green 
eyes. His nostrils flared and his lips 
went back wickedly, unsmiling.

“That was a favor, brother,” he said 
harshly. “I didn’t ask for it, but it 
was a favor. I’ll pay it back.”



CHAPTER VII

Vigilantes

FOR SOME time after, there 
was speculation in the Gulch 
about the meeting and then 

the bloody fight between the two men 
who resembled each other so much 
that few could tell them apart. Spec­
ulation because their talk was carried 
on so low that no one heard what 
they said—except a few scattered, 
sharp-spoken words.

“Howdy, Matt,” said Bide Evans.
“Howdy, Sheriff,” said Matt, mock­

ingly, guns still out.
Bide, shaking his head, heard the 

gust of surprise sweep the room.
“No more,” he said evenly. “Not 

for six months. Gave it up a week 
after yuh hightailed it out of Texas.” 

Matt threw a quick, slanting glance 
around the room. “Family pride— 
huh?” he jeered. “Brush-jumper 
tramples family name—huh?”

“Ma died when she heard,” said 
Bide, shadows pulling around his 
eyes.

“Oh.” Momentarily Matt’s face 
lost its hard, bright indifference. 
“SoiTy.”

For a second, Bide felt a stab of 
sympathy for this stranger who was 
his brother. Then he remembered. 
He put the words out slowly:—

“I promised dad I’d bring yuh 
back.”

“What for?” Matt considered him 
warily.

“For killin’ Abe Symes—” began 
Bide.

“Accident,” said Matt, his face 
cold, his lips bitter, “He called me 
names no man could take. He hit me. 
I pushed him away—maybe too hard. 
But those names riled. He fell on 
his head.” He lifted his shoulders, 
and let them fall.

“Then he was dead?” Bid asked 
softly, eyes narrowed.

“Yeah,” said Matt. “Felt his pulse.” 
He stood uni. oved, his eyes cheerless. 
“The old buzzard had it cornin’ to 
him.”

“A killin’s a killin,’ brother,” said 
Bide. “Anyone see it happen?”

The Gulch’s candidate for sheriff 
shook his head. “No,” he said.

“How come yuh didn’t stay and tell 
about it, Matt?” demanded Bide, his 
voice low and patient. “ ’Stead of 
movin’ out?”

Matt showed him a contemptuous 
smile. “Who’d believe it when Matt 
Evans told it?” His smilb ran out. 
“Folks saw me drinkin’ that night; 
heard Symes and me argue. They’d 
swear I’d done it. ’Sides, I was tired 
of Dudley and planned to leave the 
next day anyhow. Didn’t see no rea­
son to change my plans.”

“That all?” asked Bide.
“That’s all,” said Matt, his face 

showing nothing, hiding nothing.
Bide let his eyes wander around a 

tense, expectant room before he 
brought them back to Matt.

“I heard tell of another story,” he 
murmured.

“Ain’t interested,” said Matt Evans.
“Yuh ought to be,” advised Bide 

softly. “This one is about Symes 
with two .45 bullet holes in his head 
—and his safe picked clean.”

MATT’S EYES widened and the 
shadow of surprise lay in them. 

Then his lips curled and he gave Bide 
a gray, derisive grin.

“Never heard of that story,” he 
said.

Bide said: “Maybe this’ll refresh 
yore memory.” He fetched the Want­
ed poster from his pocket and gave it 
to Matt. Through lids that had crept 
close together, he watched his broth­
er. There was something in this that 
didn’t belong. Something that was 
out of shape.

A red tide poured into Matt’s 
cheeks; and his eyes grew bright and 
glassy with the shine of solid anger.

“This thing is a lie!” Matt breathed. 
“A damn lie!” The Wanted poster 
became a small, creased ball of paper 
in his clenched fist.

Bide took an object from his pock­
et. “Recognize this?” he asked. It 
was a gold coin with a piece of chain 
linked through it.

Matt took it, bolstering a gun. 
“Sure,” he replied. “It’s mine. 
Where’d yuh find it?”



“In Symes’ right hand.” murmured 
Bide.

Matt made a gesture of impatience. 
“The whole thing’s crazy,” he said. “I 
lost this ’bout a week before Symes 
died. I don’t know anything about 
two bullet holes and ten thousand 
dollars.”

A momentary flicker of doubt 
passed through Bide Evans’ mind. 
Annoyed, he brushed it aside.

“That’s why,” he said, his lips 
twisting in irony, “folks say yuh’re 
always broke. And that’s why it was 
kind of hard for yuh to rent the Star 
Saloon tonight and give away enough 
free whiskey to flood the Gulch.”

“For an hombre ’thout a star on his 
vest,” gritted Matt, “yuh ask too 
damn many questions, I warn yuh, 
Bide—”

The grey-eyed Texan knew he had 
struck home. The telltale wild strain 
flushed Matt’s face.

“Maybe yuh ought to warn yore 
friend Black Henry,” said Bide, “not 
to file other folks’ claims in yore 
name. Or maybe yuh don’t know any­
thing about that, either?”

There was s sudden blank look in 
Matt’s eye. “That’s right,” he said.

Bide considered his brother a mo­
ment, then said briefly: “Yuh’re lyin’, 
Matt.”

Matt fixed him with a controlled 
stare, gray and self-contained.

“Never cared much for that face 
of yore’s, brother Bide,” drawled 
Matt. “Expect I’ll have to change it.”

The scar on Bide’s neck glowed 
red, and his lips flattened. “I came 
to take yuh back to Texas, Matt,” he 
murmured. “And I’m goin’ to.”

“If yuh want me, brother,” Matt 
taunted, bolstering his other gun, 
“yuh’ll have to come and get me.”

Bide Evans swayed gently forward 
on the balls of his feet. “All right, 
Matt,” he said. “Here I come.”

ATT brought his arms up fast, 
but still not quite fast enough.

Bide was moving even as he spoke. 
He gentled his brother with a solid 
clout to the jaw that rocked Matt 
back on his heels. Then moving in 
fast, he let fly with his left fist. 
Balled into an iron club, and with 

the heft of his shoulder behind it, 
his fist landed cleanly again on Matt’s 
jaw. The blow’s echo smacked 
through the room, like the whack of 
a beaver’s tail on water, and Matt 
went slamming down into sawdust.

He bounded immediately to his 
feet, and grinning wolfishly, charged 
in. Matt fought with skill and cun­
ning, and crashed through Bide’s 
guard repeatedly.

Bide gave ground slowly, absorb­
ing punishment—and giving it back. 
The thin smile that played around his 
lips tightened, grew grim. Here he 
was, at the end of the trail. He 
should have felt glad. But somehow, 
something had gone wrong—.

His boot-heel suddenly caught in a 
brass spittoon at the end of the bar 
and he went over on his back.

“Yuh drink too much,” mocked 
Matt, waiting for him to come up.

Bide showed him a mirthless grin 
and leaped to his feet. Whatever oth­
er faults Matt may have had, Bide 
had to confess his brother fought 
cleanly.

Toe to toe the brothers swayed, 
pounding, hacking, beating at each 
other, the sound of their blows smack­
ing like pistol shots.

Bruises sprang purple to their faces 
and blood flowed in a stream from 
Matt’s nose. Oblivious now to the 
wide-eyed crowd, they fought on.

A red haze was forming over Bide’s 
eyes; pain began to rack him, and he 
was panting hard. But he saw that 
Matt was worse off. One of the lat­
ter’s eyes was half-closed and he was 
gulping air through his mouth, like 
a fish out of water. Long drinking 
bouts were taking their toll on Matt 
Evans.

A new sound abruptly impinged on 
Bide’s senses: that of a shouting 
crowd. And out of the corner of his 
eye, he saw that the saloon had gone 
taut and intent. Suddenly, his ear 
made sense out of the growing shout. 
Matt caught it too, for the latter’s 
lips were going back in a slow, wide 
grin.

MATT LET his hands slide down 
and hook on by the thumbs 



into his gun belt. He spoke grating­
ly, mockingly to his twin.

“I’m goin’ to throw yuh in the jug, 
brother Bide,” he said, “for resistin’ 
an officer of the law.”

By now thr cry of the shouting- 
crowd in the street rang solidly 
through the Palace Saloon’s walls:—

“Matt Evans! Matt Evans!” they 
cried.

The situation bad abruptly become 
awkward. His mind dizzy with the 
sudden need for immediate action, 
Bide came to a quick decision. With 
the speed of an angry pole-cat, he 
brought up his fist in a driving, wick­
ed arc that landed with a pulpy echo 
on the point of Matt’s jaw. “Sorry I 
had to do it,” he muttered, as his 
brother toppled to the floor.

In a twinkling, he plucked his Colts 
from leather—. But things had al­
ready begun to happen. As Matt 
started crumbling to the floor, Bide 
caught a fast glimpse of his miner­
friend, Ed Farrell, come in through 
the batwings with a Chinaman at his 
side.

Then the crackle of gunfire sud­
denly swept the saloon, and black- 
masked men came leaping in through 
the windows, shooting at the lights. 
A cry broke from the crowd :—

“Vigilantes!”
Ten or twelve of them, they cir­

cled the room, and the lamps blinked 
out one by one. There was something 
ominous in their deliberate shooting. 
Then, with one light-bracket remain­
ing, Bide saw they were converging 
on him. Or was it Matt, whose inert 
figure lay on the floor at his feet?

A hot flame suddenly burned in the 
Texan’s mouth. His lips dried. Slow­
ly, his guns leveled, he backed to the 
bar. Once more a six-shooter raked 
the increasing gloom. The last light 
slapped out. He felt rather than saw 
a blurry figure loom up behind him 
on the bar.

Shadows gave way to complete, eb­
ony darkness as he whirled and trig­
gered a shot at the leaping man. A 
cry of pain sawed through the room. 
Then clutching, muscular hands laid 
hold of him and pinioned his limbs. 
Before he could resist, his Colts were 
torn from his hands.

With a desperate, angry upsurge, 
he cast off his captors and lashed out 
at them. He felt his fist sink deeply 
into a man’s belly, heard the grunt. 
Again he threw his fist into the more 
solid darkness. Once more he con­
nected.

Then they swarmed over him. Sob­
bing for breath, working his arms 
like pistons, Bide gave ground. 
Abruptly, it was all over. Noisy 
blackness crashed down on his head 
with a terrific jolt. The saloon floor 
tilted up in his face with explosive 
light. When it reached his shoulder, 
he wearily leaned on it and the 
brightness slowly faded.

Then, as he went to sleep, the floor 
tilted down again, and he felt himself 
slipping off into dark, impenetrable 
space. Slipping into soft blackness. ..

HE CAME to with a splitting 
head; gingerly he touched it.

There was a hard lump in back, and 
he winced as his fingers found it.

He rolled over slowly and elbowed 
up. Gradually, as his eyes groped 
through the darkness, he saw that he 
was prisoner in a small, bare room.

He climbed cautiously to his feet, 
his knees threatening to buckle. He 
sought the near wall and put his 
shoulder against it. His face felt hot 
and sore from Matt’s fist and the ache 
in his own right hand was pretty bad.

Then he became aware of the dull, 
reflected glow coming from a high- 
barred window, and the windless echo 
of the town’s noise that sifted in with 
it. He realized that he couldn’t have 
been here very long; that the town 
was still celebrating election night.

“Them Vigilantes didn’t come for 
Bide Evans,” he muttered. “This 
whole business is gettin’ monoto­
nous.”

Then the double irony in the situ­
ation loosened his lip-lines. “But he 
got to be sheriff, anyhow,” he mused. 
“And that’s goin’ to make it kind of 
tough for me.”

Six months he had trailed his broth­
er, and now that he had found him—. 
He shrugged his shoulders. There 
would be a way. He had always found 
it.

But first, he had to get out of here 



—to persuade the Vigilantes it was 
a case of mistaken identity. Then he 
would be free to deal with Matt. 
There were a few more questions he 
wanted to ask his brother.

' Matt’s story was impossible to be­
lieve. Yet—it had sounded unre­
hearsed; and Matt had seemed genu­
inely surprised on seeing the Wanted 
poster. Of course, Matt had been 
drinking that night. Moreover, it 
would be natural to deny the shoot­
ing; for outside of that, the death of 
Symes could have been accidental.

And then ther; was the charm, 
which Matt claimed he had lost a 
week before Symes’ death. Equally 
disturbing was that it had been found 
in Symes’ paralyzed right hand—not 
his good left.

Matt had claimed to be alone that 
night. That would rule out anyone 
else’s share in the Wiling. Yet—if 
Matt’s story were true—.

He shook his head. His brother 
was apparently affluent. And the 
source of his funds, Bide was willing 
to wager, was the Dudley bank. De­
spite the fact that Matt had been in 
the gold fields six months, Bide was 
certain his brother would sooner be­
come respectful of the law than swing 
a pickaxe and pan a gravel bar.

A key scraped in the door-latch. 
Yellow light sprang into the room in 
an oblong shaft. Then two armed 
men stood in the doorway, throwing 
grim shadows into the room.

“Come on out, Evans,” one said 
curtly.

Bide Evans left the wall, and went 
into the next room.

THERE were about ten gun-belted 
men there, all wearing black 
masks up to the eyes. But it was 

something els'- that held him. The 
room shaped like a court. There was 
a judge’s desk on a raised platform— 
the witness chair next to it. And on. 
the chair’s left, was another half­
dozen, with men filling them: the 
jury. Only an audience was missing.

The “judge” was speaking now: 
“—so it’s me or Number Eight,” he 
was saying. “If he comes, I don’t.” 
Then his gaze snapped to the “pris­
oner.” “Bring him before the bar,” 
he ordered.

The Texan felt the prod of cold 
steel against his spine, and moved up 
until he stood facing the “judge.” 
The latter’s voice sounded familiar, 
and then Bide knew to whom it be­
longed : Sam Larson. He felt the lat­
ter’s eyes scrutinizing him carefully.

“Yuh’re in the Vigilante Court, 
Matt Evans,” the “judge” said. “Turn 
around and let the jury have a look 
at yuh. Some of the boys figger may­
be a mistake was made. I don’t.”

Bide turned to the jury and felt 
their eyes go over his face.

“Maybe if yuh asked me, gents,” He 
said, “I’d be able to set yuh straight.”

There was little hesitation on the 
part of the “jury.”

“It’s Matt Evans,” they said, almost 
as one man.

Anger rose in Bide like a welling 
tide.

“I’m Bide Evans!” he snapped, 
“Matt’s my brother. How many of 
yuh have seen me before to say, ‘Yuh 
ain’t Bide, yuh’re Matt’?” His eyes 
swept them, cold gray. “None of 
yuh,” he answered. “And even if yuh 
had, it’d be hard for yuh to tell, ’cause 
Matt and I are twins."

“Yuh been identified proper, Matt 
Evans,” cried the “judge,” nettled. 
“And the court is satisfied.”

“But I ain’t satisfied—” began Bide.
“Yuh was always good at makin’ 

speeches,” interrupted the “judge,” 
“but it ain’t goin’ o do yuh any good 
this time. There ain’t no law and or­
der in the Gulch and yuh’re one of 
the reasons. Yuh were elected sheriff 
tonight—God knows how—but yuh 
ain’t never goin’ to wear the badge. 
The law-fearin’ folk of this town 
want a lawman they can trust. Num­
ber Four, bring in the first witness 
against the defendant.”

CHAPTER VIII

The Trial

5 UMBER Four Vigilante 
went to the door at the 

jk. other end of the room and 
poked his head out, A man entered, 
blinked owlishly in the light. He 
was a hulking, flabby, baggy-trous- 



ei^ed fellow with ink stains over his 
clothes.

“Set up here, Rivers,’’ the “judge” 
told the latter.

Dan Rivers, the Gulch’s printer and 
publisher of the weekly “Herald,” 
shifted his bulk slowly across the 
room and edged into the seat.

“Howdy, Matt,” he said. His smile 
was neither friendly or unfriendly.

An up-curve faintly wreathed 
Bide’s lips. Although he had heard 
plenty about Matt, it seemed he was 
going to learn more—whether he 
liked it or not. He gave a brief, 
fatalistic shrug.

“Look, ‘Judge’ Larson,” he said. 
“If I got to listen to yore case against 
Matt—I’d like a seat.”

The “judge” hesitated a moment, 
then ripped off the black kerchief. 
It was Sam Larson.

“I ain’t afeared of what yuh or 
yore hoodlums can do, Evans,” he 
cried heatedly. “And I don’t have 
to hide behind a mask.” He turned 
to the “jury.” “Yuh keep yore’s on. 
No tellin’—.”

“So he claims he ain’t Matt,” said 
Rivers. “That’s mighty interestin’.”

“XVe ain’t got all night,” cried Lar­
son, irritated. “Tell the jury yore 
story, Dan.”

“Well,” replied the printer. “About 
two months ago I ran an article on 
who the Gulch would be better with­
out. This gent here was one.” He 
blinked. “Next day I found the shop 
wrecked. He left a note sayin’ the 
article was well-written from a lit’ry 
point of view, but the manners was 
kind of bad.” He heaved his heavy 
shoulders regretfully. “Took me and 
my kid Bud, a week to fix up the 
type cases.”

Larson glared at the “prisoner.” 
“What’ve yuh got to say about that?”

“I’ll pay for it,” Bide Evarts said. 
He smiled faintly, catching the look 
of surprise in Larson’s eyes.

“If he does,” put in Rivers quickly, 
“I’ll withdraw the charge. The fight 
he put up at the Palace was worth 
it. Who won—Evans?”

“I did,” said Bide.
“He didn’t win that fight," inter­

rupted a member of the “jury.” “It 

was the other gent—who looks like 
him.”

Suddenly, Bide understood what 
had happened. They meant to take 
his brother off the floor, but in the 
dark had made a mistake.

“Gents,” he said, his gray eyes 
aglint. “Yuh’re kind of mixed up. 
Yuh’re even gettin’ me confused. 
Soon I’ll be thinkin’ maybe I am who 
yuh say me to be.”

“Enough of that!” snapped Lar­
son. “Yuh’re Matt Evans—no one 
else. That’s all for yuh Rivers.”

Dan River’s heavy body eased out 
of the witness-chair. “I’ll hang 
around, Sam,” he said. He ambled 
over to the corner and lolled against 
the wall.

THE next man on the “stand” was
Jim Squeeter. He was a small, 

nervous man whose eyes ran all over 
the room, as if he were watching for 
rats to come out of their holes. His 
speech went the way his eyes did, 
rapid, jerky.

“Sheriff West came into the Star 
one day,” he began, “lookin’ for him.” 
He pointed at Bide, then took his 
finger away fast. “The sheriff was 
set for trouble. Yuh could see it in 
the way his face was workin’, and 
the way his guns was swingin’ loose.

“Evans was at the bar. Then he 
turns and sees the sheriff in the mid­
dle of the floor. His eyes are red 
and he ain’t so steady on his pins. 
The sheriff says to him:—

“ ‘Evans—last night a store was set 
afire and robbed. Yuh was seen 
cornin’ out of it. Are you cornin’ 
peaceful to the jug or do I have to 
gun-whip yuh?’ ”

Shadows gathered grayly around 
Bide’s eyes. He didn’t have to be 
told what was coming next.

Squeeters’ voice ran on, staccato, 
rapid-fire.

“Evans didn’t say nothin’ for a 
minute,” he continued, “but yuh 
could see a change come over him. 
He says to the sheriff, slow-like:—

“ ‘Go ’way—I’m busy now.’ But he 
stands there watchin’ him.

“The sheriff gets red in the face 
and his arms start movin’ back at 



the elbows. ‘Maybe,’ he says, *1’11 
save the town some expense.’

“Evans ain’t moved a muscle. He’s 
standin’ loose and easy there ’gainst 
the bar, like he’s ‘dreamin’ of some­
thin.’ Then he shakes his head, and 
he says to the sheriff:—

“ ‘Yore move next—as they say in 
checkers—

Squeeter hesitated, licked his lips. 
The words came slower now.

“Well,” he continued, “Sheriff West 
went swingin’ for his guns—had ’em 
out, when he—” the little man 
nodded nervously at the ‘prisoner,’ 
“—went co work.” His pace picked 
up. “The sheriff was no slouch 
when it came to guns, but the next 
minute he was crumblin’ to the floor. 
He had fired, but the shots went into 
the sawdust.

“Evans stood there for a minute, 
then put his smokin’ hoglegs back, 
shook his head sorrowful-like, and 
walked out.” Squeeter shook his 
own head. “Never seen the like of 
it. The sheriff drew first, had his 
guns out, but it was Evans who re­
mained standin’—”

“That’s enough, Squeeter,” said 
Larson. He looked down grimly at 
Bide. “Well—what do yuh say to 
that? Resistin’ an officer of the law 
and killin’ him?” 

fl® ID® EVANS shook his head.
This time he had nothing to 

say. He sat hunched in his chair 
and watched Squeeter scurry off like 
a rat for a hole. His chin went down 
on his chest.

“Bring the next witness in,” he 
heard Larson call.

Coming to the Gulch, he had been 
grim and bitter. Now, he felt de­
pressed. Listening to the testimony 
had done that to him. There was 
no question about it—Matt had a bad 
streak running through him.

Nevertheless, the doubt in his 
mind had grown. Nowhere had Matt 
shown himself to be a cold-blooded 
killer. On the contrary, Matt fought 
cleanly with his fists and guns. If 
the latter’s story were true, could 
Matt have fired two bullets inte 
Symes’ fallen body? Symes was an 

old, crippled man and obviously no 
match for Matt.

A gray-haired man passed him on 
the way to the ‘stand.’ When the 
latter turned and sat down, Bide’s 
eyes widened; but he mad no other 
gesture to show the surprise he felt,

“Tell the court, Farrell, what yore 
pardner and yuh told me,” said Lar­
son.

It was Ed Farrell, leathery-faced, 
thin. As he turned his faded blue 
eyes on the ‘prisoner,’ he gasped 
aloud:—

“Bide! Am I seein’ things?”
“Howdy, Ed,” said the redheaded 

Texan.
A perplexed look was in the 

miner’s eye. “I was wonderin’ where 
yuh disappeared—.”

“What do yuh mean, Farrell?” de­
manded Larson sharply.

“Why Ming and me was cornin’ 
into the Palace,” replied the oldster, 
“when I saw Bide get socked on the 
jaw and go down. Then the lights 
went out, so we grabbed him and 
toted him out to the alley. I went 
for water and when I came back, he 
was gone. Ming said he just come 
to and walked away.”

Bide gave vent to a short laugh. 
“There’s yore answer, Larson,” he 
said. “Yuh just picked up the wrong 
member of the Evans family.”

“No we didn’t!” fairly shouted Lar­
son, reddening. He turned to Far­
rell. “Tell yore story.”

Briefly, uncertainly now, the plac­
er-miner told about Black Henry. 
Then, pointing to Bide, he described 
how the Texan saved him.

“It’s his twin,” cried Larson, exas­
perated. “They look alike.”

“That’s easy to find out,” said Far­
rell suddenly. “In the shootin’, Bide 
here got nicked. I fixed his bandage. 
Sure!” he cried abruptly. “There’s 
the blood-stain on his sleeve.

A spare smile rolled a thin curve 
the length of Bide’s lips. For the 
first time, doubt appeared in Sam 
Larson’s face.

“Take yore shirt off, Evans,” said 
the latter.

Bide rose and quickly peeled his 
shirt.

“There she be!” cried Farrell tri­



umphantly. “Just like I told yuh. 
That’s Bide Evans, all right.”

A masked “juror” called out:—
“Maybe we did make a mistake, 

Sam?”
The general-store owner shook his 

shaggy head stubbornly. “I’m posi­
tive—,” he began.

But no one heard his words. For 
the outside room was suddenly shak­
en by a burst of yelling, and the out­
spoken clatter of six-guns. Then the 
door crashed open and screaming, 
shooting men plunged into the 
“courtroom.”

BIDE EVANS was out of his 
chair and facing the door when 

the huge, black-bearded man led the 
way in. The latter saw him and 
roared his satisfaction.

“Matt!” he yelled. “C’mon out of 
here.” The guns in his hairy hands 
opened up and the lights shattered 
out. His voice sounded over the rum­
ble of Colt-talk. “Boy’s, we’re get- 
tin’ shut of these damn Vigilantes 
tonight. This way, Matt.”

“Here I come, friend,” yelled Bide.
Grinning briefly, the Texan was al­

ready moving. But not toward the 
door. He had grabbed Farrell and 
jerked him against the wall. “Let’s 
get out of here, Ed,” he whispered 
softly.

Jets of lurid flame lanced the 
room’s darkness as Vigilantes and 
Hounds exchanged shots. Acrid 
fumes stifled the air. Savage cries 
beat above the gun-fire. A deafening- 
roar filled the place.

Hugging the wall, Bide snaked 
quickly along, Farrell following on 
his heels. He made a turn at the 
corner—and suddenly ran into a man. 
The latter was more startled than he 
and gasped aloud. Then Bide re­
membered Dan Rivers had been 
standing in this corner.

“This ought to give yuh a bang-up 
story for yore paper, Rivers,” he told 
the printer.

Rivers gasped. “Who the devil are 
yuh? Bide or Matt?”

“Tell yuh tomorrer,” replied Bide. 
“C’mon Ed.” He reached the window 
that had been his goal, kicked out 
the glass, and dived through.

Fresh air beat against him, then he 
cursed softly. He had landed on his 
hands and knees in a brush clump 
that raked his sore-bruised face. For 
a second, pain scored him like a 
barked wire.

Ed Farrell came sailing down be­
side him. He helped the oldster up 
and together they made a circling 
run for it. Over his shoulder, the 
building he just quit looked like an 
abandoned warehouse.

They came out of the brush on 
the outskirts of the town and passed 
the part-clay, part-wooden juzgado, 
Not far from it, across the road, Bide 
noticed a neat-looking, white painted 
little frame house with a garden.

While walking toward the town’s 
center, Bide told Farrell that he’d 
had a fight with his brother and had 
knocked him down. That was why, 
he explained, the mistake had oc­
curred.

“A mixup, for certain,” commented 
the oldster. “But yore brother sure 
has his name on our claim. Found 
Ming, He told me he was konked 
near town and the paper stolen from 
him. When he came to, he rushed 
to the Claim’s Office, but found it al­
ready entered. He spent the next 
day tryin’ to get folk to believe him. 
But who’d listen to a Chinee? No 
one—except Sam Larson. Then I 
spoke to Larson and he asked me to 
come to the trial.”

“Well, yuh pick up yore pard, Ed,” 
said Bide thoughtfully, “and get 
back to Dutch Diggin’s. “I’ll see my 
brother to straighten out the claim 
business, and foller yuh out there 
tomorrer mornin’.” *

“Sure,” said Farrell.
They parted in front of the hotel.
Idly Bide remembered that the 

stairs creaked in the same places the 
last time. The light was out in the 
corridor and the planks sounded hol­
low to his boots. A faint but recent 
odor of tobacco smoke sat in the dark 
hallway. He groped for his doorknob, 
pushed it in.

He brought up abruptly, stepped 
aside. Against the silhouette of the 
window, smoke clouds drifted. A 
match flared suddenly; and by it’s 



brief yellow cone, he saw the dark 
face of Tay Brown.

The match paled, went out. The 
gambler .spoke softly:—

“It’s all right, Bide Evans. Come 
in.”

Nothing warned Bide of danger, 
no crawling feeling down the spine, 
no tightening of the stomach muscles. 
He stepped into the room and kicked 
the door shut with his heel. He stood 
his back against the door, his eyes 
probing the obscurity.

“I came alone,” Brown said, put­
ting the cigarette to his mouth. The 
end glowed and caught a glint from 
his dark eyes.

Bide said: “I’m listenin’.”
“Sorry about the trial, Evans,” de­

clared the gambler. “But yuh can’t 
blame us for the mistake. Never saw 
twins like yuh.”

Bide asked: “Yuh heard Black 
Henry?”

Brown took a drag of his cigarette. 
"He made the same mistake the Com­
mittee made.”

“‘All right,” said the Texan. “What 
next?”

The gambler took his time. “I 
think yore brother called yuh, ‘Sher­
iff’—in the saloon.” His voice be­
came inflected at the end; made a 
question.

“Yeah?”
“And then he said, ‘come and get 

me,’ ” said Brown. Again his talk 
curled up at the end.

“I’m still listenin’,” said Bide 
Evans softly.

This time Tay Brown’s voice was 
short, decisive. “That was a Wanted 
Poster yuh flashed in his face. ‘Matt 
Evans. Wanted.’ Wasn’t it, Bide 
Evans?”

Bide wondered sharply at what 
happened to the Poster. The last he 
had seen of it was a tight ball in 
Matt’s hand. If Brown, he reflected, 
had the Poster, or had seen it, he 
wouldn’t be asking the question. 
Then six weary months flashed in his 
face. And something in him held, 
grew stronger. He shook his head 
slowly in the darkness and a rueful 
smile tugged at his lip corners.

“There’s another question in yuh, 
Brown,” he said. “Let’s have that one, 
too.”

TAY BROWN’S face showed grim 
behind the cigarette glow. “Yes,” 
he said slowly. “The Committee don’t 

think Matt Evans should be sheriff.” 
He paused. “Would yuh take yore 
brother’s place—for a short time, as 
sheriff? We’d be glad just to get 
him out of the Gluch. He has friends 
who might object if he disappeared. 
But with yuh around, they wouldn’t 
know ’til too late.”

“Yuh sound emptied out of ques­
tions, Brown,” Bide said. “So I won’t 
keep yuh. The answer is ‘No.’ ”

A silence, somehow painful to the 
Texan, crowded the room. He had 
answered a cold, deliberate lie to 
Brown’s questions. The reason? Not 
one but several. But he was sitting in 
a peculiar game. Cards were turning 
up that must have come from another 
deck.

“Guess I was wrong about yuh, Mr 
Bide Evans,” said Brown coldly. 
“Figgered yuh was on the same side 
as the rest of us.”

“Maybe I am, friend,” murmured 
Bide softly.

Brown crossed to the door and his 
voice came dry and empty to Bide.

“Maybe it would be a good idea if 
both brothers got out of town. Blood 
is thicker than water—but it spills 
just as easy.” Then he was gone.

For a few moments Bide Evans re­
mained motionless in the dark. Then 
he went to the window and found the 
gambler’s form receding down the 
street. It was late out there, the street 
emptying. As he stood there, a ban­
ner waved mockingly at him from 
the center of the town.

“Matt Evans For Sheriff,” it said.
Smiling mirthlessly, he turned 

from the window, took the chair and 
propped it under the doorknob. Then 
he swung the bed into a corner— 
away from the window.

He built himself a smoke and 
stretched out on the bed. The end­
glow of the cigarette showed his 
deep-set gray eyes, thoughtful and 
reflective.



CHAPTER IX

Counter Plan

VENTS WERE spinning a 
fast and wicked pace around 
Bide Evans and his twin 

brother—-even while Bide was still a 
prisoner of the Vigilantes. And fur­
ther events were being hatched—that 
same night, which were intended to 
enmesh and destroy the newcomer to 
the Gulch.

For the tenth time that night, lit­
tle Charley Oaks stumbled past the 
doors of the Star saloon. Noise 
swirled around him like the pungent 
tobacco clouds drifting through the 
room.

“ ’Ray for Matt Evans,” came out 
of his stubbled, moist chin. The ban­
ner strung over the bar echoed him.

He staggered that way but jostling 
shoulders shunted him over past the 
bar’s end. He crashed into a table, 
knocking down the bottle on it, and 
fell into a chair.

“ ’Ray,” he cried feebly.
The lone occupant of the table 

swung up angrily, seized Charley 
Oaks by the shirt and sent him slam­
ming headlong into the sawdust. 
Charley rolled over once, then slow­
ly sat up, his stubble matted, his 
bleary eyes fumbling for his attacker. 
He found him sitting there, glaring 
at him.

“Shorry, Mr. Wurt,” mumbled 
Charley. He picked himself up and 
made the bar. “Shay, Highpockets,” 
he asked the bartender, “whatsa mat­
ter with Mr. Wurt t’night?”

The sallow-faced bartender, built 
high off the ground, with weepy sacs 
under eyes, shrugged his shoulders. 
“Don’t know, Charley,” he said. “Nev­
er seen the boss thataway. Looks 
kind of worried. Came in ’bout an 
hour ago actin’ like he’d seen a ghost. 
He grabs a bottle and’s been sittin’ 
and drinkin’ there alone by hisself.”

WWIGHPOCKETS was right. Jim 
J8.ffi. Wurt was a worried man. The 
thought of Matt’s brother, and the 
tale of swift and sudden death to two 
of his men, told him by the third, 
troubled him.

He should have known that a note 
slipped under the door would do 
nothing but stimulate Bide Evans’ 
curiosity. And now, he sorely re­
gretted it.

The noise in the saloon suddenly 
ceased. Jim Wurt came around, lis­
tening. In a moment, Matt .Evans’ 
name was borne in. It was taken up 
by the crowd in the saloon, and the 
din became deafening.

The owner of the Star toyed with 
his empty glass. He should have felt 
pleased. It was what he had wanted 
and planned—and needed to make him 
top man in the Gulch. But somehow, 
it didn’t bring the anticipated pleas­
ure.

One of his men came looking for 
him on the run. Moe Wilson was 
pinched, scarred, nondescript.

“Boss,” cries Wilson, “Matt’s 
back!”

“No, he ain’t!” snapped Wurt. His 
mood was ugly. “It’s his twin broth­
er yuh seen.”

“Then maybe Matt’s got two twin 
brothers,” declared Wilson. “Because 
both of them were' havin’ a kind of 
debate with their fists in the Pal­
ace—•”

Wurt pushed away from the table, 
his high forehead abruptly red. 
“Matt!” he cried, grabbing Wilson’s 
arm.

“That ain’t all, boss,” said the oth­
er. “Just as I come away, I seen them 
Vigilantes goin’ through the Palace 
windows.”

Wurt’s hand fell away and with it 
the blood from his forehead. “Vigi­
lantes,” he bit out grimly. “They’re 
after Matt.” Sitting down swiftly, he 
scribbled out a brief note and gave it 
to Wilson. “Back room, Moe.”

Wurt watched his man swing 
through the crowd to a door at the 
other end of the room, then disappear 
beyond it;

“So the Vigilantes are holdin’ court 
without Number Eight,” he muttered 
grimly. “Sam Larson’s work.” His 
eyes shuttered as he added softly, 
“That’s all, Mr. Larson.”

HE SAT thus for ten minutes 
when his gaze happened to wan­



der past the doors. It stopped sud­
denly, transfixed.

A' redheaded, bruise-faced man 
stood there. One of his eyes was 
half-closed and purplish; and there 
was a slightly bewildered look about 
him.

“Matt Evans!” someone shouted.
The raucous, half - drunk crowd 

hailed the newly elected sheriff and 
hauled him to the bar for a drink. 
Then they fell back to let the frost- 
coated owner of the Star through.

“Congratulations, Sheriff,” cried 
Jim Wurt, showing an open-faced 
smile and shaking the electee’s hand.

“Thanks, Mr. Wurt,” answered 
Matt Evans returning the same brand 
of smile.

“Have a drink with me,” said 
Wurt, taking Matt by the arm. He 
led the latter to his table and behind 
an affable mask, clipped out: “Didn’t 
I tell yuh not to come back ’til to­
morrer !”

Matt shrugged his shoulders, 
grinned. “Got lonesome for the 
Gulch.”

“What happened at the Palace?” 
demanded Wurt curtly.

“Met Bide, blast him!” muttered 
Matt, feeling his jaw. “He’s got 
dynamite in that fist. First thing I 
know I’m in the alley back of the 
place and a Chinee is maulin’ me.”

“Alley!” gasped Wurt. “Wilson 
told me the Vigilantes came for yuh 
—so I sent Black Henry.”

Matt Evans wrinkled his brows, 
then burst into a loud gaff aw. “Ha!” 
he roared. “The committee got Bide. 
Wait ’til Black Henry learns. Ha!”

Wurt reddened. “It ain’t funny,” 
he glowered. Then, “Yore brother 
came for yuh.”

Matt said: “He told me.” He 
grinned widely, showing his teeth. 
“But the badge’s on my vest this 
time—not his.”

Wurt rose. “Foller me into the 
back room, Matt,” he said. “I want 
to talk to yuh.”

THE lone candle wove its musty, 
flickering web of light around 
the table. And like a huge, 

grotesque spider, Wurt’s face, with 
its glittering black eyes and short, 

bold eyebrows, lay enmeshed in the 
strands.

It was almost six months since Jim 
Wurt had arrived in Hangman’s 
Gulch. Six months in which his 
schemes had grown and matured un­
der his facade of respectability—the 
frock-coat and white, linen shirt; and 
the ownership of a * aloon.

He was an ambitious, farsighted 
man; and thus, when he entered the 
Gulch, came alone. He brought with 
him no telltale followers. Matt 
Evan’s subsequent arrival had been 
an unpleasant accident and surprise; 
but Matt had proven useful—and 
amenable. Later, of course, it be­
came a purely business matter to sup­
ply the drinking wants of the hard- 
faced, tough-looking crew who made 
the Star their rendezvous.

Soon, the smallish man with the 
high forehead came to sit in the 
councils of the town. And when the 
Committee of Vigilantes was formed 
to combat the wxve of killings and 
robberies and claim-jumping that had 
broken out, Jim Wurt became Num­
ber Eight Vigilante.

Thus, while he took with one hand, 
he gave with the other. But his giv­
ing was dust in the eyes of the cit­
izens of the Gulch, who watched 
with dismay the unchecked succes­
sion of crimes.

There had been but one minor 
flaw in the setup. Among the things 
Wurt wanted in the Gulch, beautiful 
Kate Larson inflamed his desires 
most. And because of Sam Larson’s 
opposition, she seemed furthest from 
his grasp.

But that only whetted his passion 
for the girl and his hatred for her 
father.

Tonight, he should have been ju­
bilant. His man had become sheriff, 
and his claim-jumping scheme was 
working perfectly and filling his gold 
bags. Yet the unexpected appearance 
of Bide Evans was a grave threat to 
the continued success of his plans—• 
and demanded immediate action.

This was what Wurt considered as 
he waited for Matt to come. The 
candle’s cone sucked toward the door 
as it suddenly opened and shut. 
Matt drew up a chair to the table in­



stead of taking his usual place 
against the wall. Wurt noticed the 
change.

“When we’re ready, Matt,” he said 
shortly, “we’ll sit out in the middle 
of the street together.”

“Never mind that,” muttered Matt. 
“I want to show yuh somethin’.” He 
went into his pocket and fetched a 
wad of paper. He uncreased it and 
spread it flat on the table. It was 
the Wanted Poster his brother had 
handed him. “Pead it,” he told 
Wurt. frowning.

“What?” repeated Matt. “This 
thing says I put two slugs into old 
man Symes. I told yuh how it hap­
pened.”

“What’s the difference?” said 
Wurt disinterestedly. “Yuh killed 
the old man—”

“Sure,” said Matt. “I ain’t denyin’ 
it. But it was an accident. I ain’t a 
cold-blooded killer.”

Wurt’s voice sounded as if his 
mind was on something else: “Yuh 
were drinkin’ heavy that night. Matt. 
When yuh came up to my place, I 
had to drag yuh off the boss.”

“Yeah,” grated Matt bitterly. “But 
I wasn’t that drunk in the bank.”

“What’s the difference, Matt?” 
cried Wurt, annoyed. “"What this 
means,” nodding at the Poster, “is 
we got to get rid of yore brother. 
I didn’t have yuh elected sheriff for 
nothin’.”

“Yeah,” muttered Matt grimly, 
touching his bruised face. “I’ll take 
care of Bide.” Then his eyes showed 
a puzzled light and he shook his 
head. “It’s kind of vague, that night. 
Maybe I did pull a gun on Symes. 
But I could’ve sworn I didn’t. ’Sides, 
the safe was cleaned and ten thou­
sand dollars disappeared from it. 
Don’t recollect touchin’ that. Yuh 
know I never cared a hoot for mon­
ey, Jim. If I took it—what happened 
to it?”

“Look, Matt,” cried Wurt brusque­
ly, “Let’s forget this. It ain’t im­
portant. Maybe yuh did take it—and 
spent it, or lost it.”

“Maybe,” said Matt slowly. He 
frowned, “There’s somethin’ about 
that night I ought to remember-—-but 
can’t.” He had found something in 

his pocket and now came out with it. 
He played with it in hand for a 
moment. Then he tossed the object 
onto the table. It gave off a metal­
lic clink and glittered brightly un­
der the candle. “Can’t understand 
it,” he grunted.

T?” demanded Wurt, 
WW again showing annoyance.

“How in heck did my charm get 
into Symes’ hand—when I lost it the 
week before?” cried Matt.

“Lost it?”
“Sure,” said Matt. “Don’t yuh re­

member? I asked yuh if yuh’d seen 
it. Thought I left it at yore place.”

“Yuh’re loco, Matt,” declared 
Wurt. “I saw yuh wearin’ it the day 
yuh killed Symes.”

“I—” began Matt quickly; then he 
quit talking. He heaved his shoul­
ders, then lazied back in the chair. 
He waited, knowing beforehand what 
Wurt was going to say.

“Yore brother has to go,” Wurt 
said coldly.

“Looks like,” muttered Matt. “He 
was always a lawman — tellin’ me 
what to do. Even as kids. He was 
always right—and me wrong.” He 
was whipping up his rage.

Wurt chose to add fuel to the 
flames. “Sure,” he said. “I seen him 
take it out on yuh, Matt. Throwin’ 
the holy family name in yore face—” 
He stopped abruptly, aware that he 
had taken the wrong track. Matt’s 
eyes were glued on his face, and 
their shine was cold and bright.

“The Evans family, Wurt,” said 
Matt slowly, putting out one word 
at a time, distinctly, separately, “was 
the first to settle in southwest Texas. 
We got one of the biggest spreads in 
the state and the toughest longhorns 
yuh ever seen—”

Wurt got excited. “I don’t want 
to hear no more about yore family,” 
he cried. “I’m tired of it. Just re­
member one shorthorn by the name 
of Matt Evans. And remember that 
I’m runriin’ this outfit. I made yuh 
sheriff and yuh do as I say. Yore 
brother’s—”

They suddenly heard the door 
open and close, and then a huge, 



bulking form loomed out of the dark­
ness.

“Yuh got out?” grunted the new­
comer.

Matt’s face abruptly acquired a 
taunting smile. “Out, Black Henry?” 
he asked innocently. “Out of where?”

“What do yuh mean?” growled 
Black Henry. He was within the 
arc of candlelight now and his fox­
eyes glinted suspiciously.

“He means,” cried Wurt, “the gent 
yuh went for is his twin brother.”

“Brother!” cried the hairy man. 
Comprehension whipped across his 
broad, pocked face. “Say—I knew 
that hombre’s voice sounded famil­
iar! And that was Farrell then! Yore 
brother was the gent who spoiled my 
play this evenin’ up at Dutch Dig­
gin’s.”

“Yuh filed that jumped claim in 
my name?” demanded Matt sudden­
ly-

Black Henry grinned widely, 
puckishly, in his beard. “Sure,” he 
said. “Yuh said yuh was tired of 
not bein’ a millionaire, so I fixed it 
for yuh. All yuh got to do is go out 
there and dig pay-dirt eighteen hours 
a day—”

“So that’s what Bide meant,” mur­
mured Matt.

“Yuh dumb fool!” cried Wurt, 
eyes blazing. “Yuh tryin’ to spoil 
everythin’ now?”

“An hombre’s got a right to file 
for his friend,” grunted Black Henry. 
“And Matt’s my friend—ain’t he?” 
He gave Matt a mocking smile.

Wurt stood speechless with anger, 
his forehead bursting with blood.

“This ties Matt to yuh,” he cried 
finally. “The Committee’s lookin’ for 
somethin’ like this.”

“The Vigilantes can’t prove any­
thin’ by that,” declared Black Henry. 
“My name may be black, but my rec­
ord’s white. The official record.” He 
laughed hoarsely.

“Besides,” added Matt. “I’m the 
law in the Gulch now. They won’t 
try anythin’. They made their last 
stab tonight when they grabbed Bide 
thinkin’ it was me.”

Wurt shook his head. “They won’t 
stop tryin’,” he declared. “I know 
’em. And I don’t want ’em thinkin’ 

yuh two are tied together.” His gaze 
swung around and snagged on the 
table. A grim smile crept under his 
beaked nose. Then he fetched a 
pocketknife out and cut a jagged, un­
even strip from the Wanted Poster 
He tore the strip into tiny pieces.

Black Henry leaned on the table. 
“Hey!” he cried. “It’s Matt. Want­
ed in Texas—”

“Sure it’s Matt?” asked Wurt, in a 
gently hinting voice.

Black henry looked up
sharply “Yuh mean—?”

“That’s right,” nodded Wurt. “His 
brother. Ain’t it, Matt?”

For an instant, Matt stared at the 
smaller man. Then he laughed. 
“Yph’re smart, Jim,” he said.

“What’s goin’ on here?” growled 
Black Henry.

Wurt explained briefly. “So to- 
morrer mornin’,” he concluded, “yuh 
tell the Claims Clerk yuh made a 
mistake. ’Stead of Matt Evans, yuh 
meant Bide Evans. Then Dan Riv­
ers’ll run Matt off some fresh ones 
of these—and Matt’ll plaster ’em up 
around town.” He wore a satisfied 
look. “That ought to take care of 
Bide Evans, and the Committee.”

“But I sent some boys to work 
that claim,” protested Black Henry.

“Keep ’em there,” said Wurt. 
“He’ll never be able to turn it over 
to Farrell, and he’ll never get 
around to usin’ it himself.”

Matt chuckled. “Bide’s goin’ to 
be kind of surprised,” he said. 
“Claim-jumper and killer.” He 
laughed again.

“We’ll be shut of him now,” said 
Wurt grimly.

“Maybe,” said Matt slowly. He 
picked up the gold charm, dropped 
it into his pocket and went across 
the room. The other two heard his 
hand touch the doorknob. Then the 
candle burned brighter as fresh air 
struck it.

“What’d he mean?” demanded 
Black Henry, when the door closed.

A queer light came and went in 
Wurt’s eye. “Don't know,” he said 
quietly. Then he added in a softly 
pushing voice. “Matt’s been actin’ 
-kind of funny tonight. Got an idea 



he may decide to ride a straight trail 
from now on.”

“What?” cried the big man. “Why 
the—”

“No,” said Wurt. “Let’s just wait 
and see if he does.”

CHAPTER X

On the Move

Descending the rickety 
stairs to the lobby next 
morning, Bide Evans found 

the hotelkeeper rocking in a chair. 
It swung to a halt as he hit the land­
ing. .

The nervous twitch was working 
back and forth.

“Leavin’?” asked the hotelkeeper. 
His voice scraped, like a file on 
edge.

“No,” said Bide, his eyes touching 
the other’s face, coldly.

“Need the room,” said the hotel­
keeper. Stitch marks showed red on 
the remaining half of his left ear.

“When I leave—yuh’ll get it,” said 
Bide. Evidently the other had 
learned of his error. His gaze caught 
and held the small man’s shifting 
eyes. “Who were those three gents, 
last night?”

The hotelkeeper showed him a 
blank face, with lips kicking back 
into a wolfish grin. “Which men?”

Bide swung from him and went 
through the archway to the dining 
room.'The Mexican waitress brought 
him a flashing smile with his break­
fast.

“Caro mio,” she told him. “You are 
a brave.”

She was pretty he saw, with white 
even teeth, bold eyes and inviting 
red lips. “Gracias,” he said. “It is 
quiet here this mornin’,” he added 
with quirking lips.

She matched his half-smile and 
added to it. “Si. Pero they are 
wicked hombres at the Star.”

“So they came from Mr. Wurt’s 
place,” mused Bide. The waitress 
lingered a moment trying to catch 
his eye again, then went away with 
a saucy toss of her shapely shoulders. 
She stopped at the kitchen door, 

turning hopefully. But Bide was di­
gesting the piece of news she had 
given him and his eyes weren’t in the 
room. She shrugged and went in­
side.

When he had finished eating he 
went out to the street. It lay warm 
and quiet under the fresh early morn­
ing sun; and he stood a moment, 
eased against the hotel wall, taper­
ing up a cigarette.

The town showed him a different 
shape than when he rode in with Ed 
Farrell. The night shadows had ob­
scured its buildings and its spread 
was larger than, he had suspected. 
Frame houses and buildings stood 
where he had only seen black shad­
ows.

It was, he reflected, like the many 
other gold-field towns he had seen. 
It was big and full of life now; but 
as soon as the pay-dirt began to pan 
less than an ounce of gold-dust, a 
day, the town would suddenly con­
tract. Overnight its inhabitants 
would vanish and its buildings 
empty. And his thoughts wandered 
around to Kate Larson, and he won­
dered what could keep her in a town 
like Hangman’s Gulch.

He got the feel of the sun in his 
bones, then cut diagonally across the 
warming street in long, easy strides.

But even as he moved, the doubts 
of last night again surged up against 
him. Certain questions remained un­
answered. Questions aroused by 
Matt’s story; by the curious coinci­
dence of Wurt’s presence in the 
Gulch; his role of respectability; by 
the fact that the three gunnies came 
from his saloon; by the Vigilante 
trail—by everything that had hap­
pened since he had arrived.

His thoughts took a new drift. Al­
though the men had come from the 
Star Saloon it didn’t necessarily 
mean they were sent by Wurt. But 
it was a possibility which he had de­
nied before.

If it were so, the note might also 
have been Wurt’s. He recalled the 
animosity Wurt bore him—and as­
signed that as a reason if the prem­
ise was correct. Well—there were 
ways of finding out.

He shrugged his shoulders. But it 



was Matt he sought—not the sudden­
ly respectable saloon-owner. There 
was a course o£ action he pursued in 
involved circumstances like these. It 
was straight and to the point; for he 
was a man of direct action. More­
over, his body craved the bite and 
play of muscles in sweat and motion; 
and was impatient with delay. It 
was a weakness in him, he knew, but 
it was part of his make-up. At any 
rate, he had one or two calls to make 
first.

KATE LARSON was behind the 
counter, when Bide Evans 

closed the door behind him. Her 
back was turned.

“ ’Mornin’, ma’m,” Bide said, mov­
ing over. He saw her start and swing 
swiftly around. Then he felt her 
eyes reach out to him, touch his face, 
consider him.

“Who are you?” she asked. Her 
voice was without warmth. Yet he 
knew that it held great capacity for 
depth and emotion, and the knowl­
edge troubled him.

He touched his vest. “Matt’s 
wearin’ the badge this mornin’,” he 
said. She wasn’t in a dress today. 
Riding trousers shaped her into a 
slender, boyish figure. And the pearl­
gray shirt she wore was open at the 
throat, showing the soft, graceful 
lines in her neck. Her wide-set 
brown eyes were lighter than he had 
thought. Almost hazel.

“When you’re through staring at 
me,”, she told him curtly, “perhaps 
you’ll tell me what you want?”

Bide’s eyes narrowed slightly; 
then a faint, amused smile slow- 
travelled his lean lips. This girl 
touched him to the quick, stirred his 
pulse. He found here something he 
had lost when he left the rolling 
plains of Texas.

“Sorry, ma’m,” he drawled. “Just 
dropped by for a box of cartridges— 
a .45 Colt. You were kind of in a 
rush last night, so I figgered I’d may­
be better come back this mornin’.”

A deep flush stained her cheeks. 
“You’re not Matt?” Her eyes held 
uncertainty.

“Bide Evans, ma’m. Matt’s my 
brother.”

“You—were here last night?” she 
asked, troubled. When he nodded, 
she put him another question: “And 
then you fought with your brother 
in the Palace?”

Again he nodded. “Matt and I 
always been scrappin’—since we 
were younkers.”

“He told me about you, once,” she 
said unexpectedly. “About the 
Evanses—and their land and their 
herds.” A curious, soft look sat deep 
in her eyes.

Surprise stirred in Bide. “Matt 
told yuh about the Evanses?” he 
asked. Once more Matt was showing 
him a new side.

“Yes,” she replied. “He sounded 
proud— But that was when he first 
came here.” Anger was a faint note 
in her voice. “He’s done nothing 
since to justify that pride.”

“We were a proud family,” he 
murmured.

“You look alike,” she said. Then 
hesitating: “But—your eyes are dif­
ferent.”

He nodded. “Gray. Matt’s are 
green—maybe one purple one this 
mornin’.”

For the first time since he entered 
the store, a smile played on Kate’s 
face. “My father came home angry, 
last night,” she said. “Angry and 
puzzled, I think.”

Bide said: “There’s been one ques­
tion I been wantin’ to ask yuh since 
last night.”

Her eyes met his and he felt an 
almost physical shock in the contact.

“What?” she asked quietly.
He made a lean, loose shape in the 

room, yet there was a suggestion of 
power and pride in him. But instead 
of asking, he told her, for the im­
pression was strong in him.

“Yuh ain’t made for a town like 
this, Kate,” he said, using her first 
name unconsciously; nor did she 
seem aware of it. “Yuh belong on a 
good hoss, ridin’ tall grass country, 
with Texas winds blowin’ through 
yore brown hair and in yore face. 
This town is gold-mad, like every 
other town in California, And the 
people here are kind of loco with it. 
It ain’t fit air for a person to breathe 
—for yuh.” He smiled faintly. “I 



reckon yuh just don’t belong here, 
Kate.”

HE HAD made an impression 
upon her. She stood there, her 

eyes locked on his lean face, color 
strangely absent from her cheeks, 
her red lips slightly parted.

Then the moment was gone, and 
the curious light he had seen kindled 
deep in her eyes, gone with it. Blood 
flashed in her face and her glance 
was smileless. Her voice held the 
same quality.

“I hardly see how it concerns you,” 
she said.

Bide flushed. “Sorry,” he said. «J 99
“Get ’em lifted, Evans!” the voice 

sprang harsh from the end of the 
counter. Bide wheeled, found him­
self staring into the muzzle of a big 
Colt .44. Behind the gun was grim, 
shaggy-headed Sam Larson. Bide’s 
lips flattened. He had been wool­
gathering and had not heard Kate’s 
father come through the door at the 
side.

“Yuh’re makin’ a mistake, Larson,” 
he said, raising his arms slowly.

“This is Bide Evans, Father,” Kate 
put in. “Matt’s brother.”

For a moment, Larson glared at 
him. Reluctantly, then, he lowered 
his gun.

“Yore temper’s goin’ to lead yuh to 
trouble, Larson,” Bide pointed out 
coldly, hauling down his arms. “Bet­
ter not try that against Matt. He’s 
got a bigger temper- -and besides, 
he’s lawman in the Gulch now.” It 
was his own temper talking, he real­
ized.

Sam Larson remained grim-faced. 
And the words he put out were hot 
and vehement: “I don’t want no traf­
fic with the Evans family—yuh or 
yore brother! Get out of the store 
and stay out! And tell yore brother 
the same.” He added: “It would be 
a good thing if both of yuh left the 
Gulch.”

Bide tensed and the call of action 
flared wildly through his muscles. He 
made a tough, hard figure haunched 
there with the threat of violence sit­
ting him. Then out of the corner of 
his eye, he caught Kate’s face abrupt­

ly gone white; and the harshness 
went out of him.

“Maybe yuh and yore Vigilantes 
know somethin’ about the note I got,” 
he said. “And the three gents who 
were worried about my health.” If 
Bide thought to surprise Larson, he 
was doomed to disappointment, for 
the latter’s face remained unmoved.

“Get out,” the store-owner cried.
Bide showed father and daughter a 

thin, windless smile, then turned and 
quit the store.

He turned down the street and 
halted in front of Dan Rivers’ Print­
ing Shop. He went in.

The shop looked like the printer, 
Bide thought, big, disorderly and not 
especially clean. Behind a railing 
stood a fairly large press which a 
kid was washing down. A shelf be­
side it was loaded heavily with 
black-stained ink-tins. Across from 
the press were two or three type 
cases; and throughout the shop, pa­
pers lay scattered.

A roll-top desk in the corner had 
concealed Dan Rivers’ bulk until 
now. He rose and shifted it to the 
rail. His glance, owlish and wide, 
angled from Bide’s vest to his face.

“Yuh’re Bide Evans,” he mur­
mured.

Bide nodded: “What’s the bill, 
Rivers?” If asked to explain his pur­
pose in paying his brother’s debts, 
Bide might have been stumped for a 
minute, then answered, “Family 
pride.” But he wouldn’t have been 
certain.

Rivers’ eyes lay thoughtful in his 
face. He unhooked the pencil-stub 
from behind his ear and fooled with 
it. “It don’t add up,” he said. “What 
was Black Henry doin’ there last 
night?”

“Complete surprise to me,” said 
Bide.

For a second, the printer stared at 
him from lidded eyes. Then Rivers 
stuck his pencil back into place. 
“Reckon maybe I’ll try collectin’ 
from the sheriff.” His voice had lost 
its friendliness.

Bide’s cheeks pulled in and his 
lips lost their bantering shine. Then 
his shoulders moved up and down in 
a shrug. “Got a piece of news for 



yore paper, Rivers,” he said, and 
watched the embers of interest glow 
in the printer’s eyes.

Rivers’ flabby jowls moved with 
his words. “I don’t turn down news 
that’s of interest to "the public, Evans 
—no matter who it’s from.”

“Yuh can write in that paper of 
yore’s,” said Bide evenly, “that Matt 
Evans is goin’ to resign his office 
and leave the Gulch.”

Rivers blinked at him. “When?” 
“Soon,” Bide said. “Soon.”

THE printer watched the Texan 
leave his shop, cut info the dust 
and stride off. He kept watching un­

til Bide Evans walked out of his 
angle of vision. It was a look of 
perplexity he turned on his son at 
the press.

“Bud,” he said, “there’s somethin’ 
goin’ on in this town whose drift I 
don’t exactly get. But whatever it 
is, I got the feel of gun-powder in 
my bones. Somethin’ goin’ to pop— 
and pop damn soon.”

Bide Evans stopped by at the sta­
ble to pick up his black.

The greasy hostler with his straw 
hat pulled over his eyes watched 
Bide cinch the saddle straps.

“Spittin’ image,” Bide heard him 
mutter. Then aloud, “Leavin’?”

Bide said: “Reckon,” and swung 
up into leather. He threw the 
hostler a silver and shook his horse 
down the street.

“Spittin’ image,” murmured the 
hostler after him. He poked a dirty 
finger under the straw and scratched 
his head. Then he called to his sta­
ble-boy.

Bide left the Gulch the way he 
came, from the east side of the town. 
He knew it was impossible for him 
to shoot his own brother and did not 
want to be put in the way of doing 
it. Of Matt he had his doubts; but 
he, Bide, always played the game ac­
cording to his own lights and not 
anyone else’s.

A pressure in the small of his 
back told Bide that eyes had watched 
him go—and that soon word would 
get around that he had pulled town. 
That was all right, too.

He took the east trail along the 

stream. Soon Hangman’s Gulch 
dimmed off behind him, the build­
ings and stores growing small and 
vague. When he rounded the bend 
that took him completely out of 
sight of town, he angled off sharply 
toward the slope on the left—and cut 
back.

He went up among the jack-pines 
and oaks, picking his way in a diag­
onal line with the heating sun on 
his back. He worked the horse 
steadily until below him, on his left, 
the housetops of the Gulch showed 
between the trees, and the stream 
lay thin and gleaming.

He rode on for a short time, then 
dipped down toward the town. The 
day was showing a bright surface, 
but the sun was behind him and not 
sufficiently strong under the tree­
shadows to narrow his eyes and fur­
row his brow.

The habits of his life had trained 
Bide Evans to be observant and criti­
cal. That was why he was faintly 
disturbed now. There were elements 
in this situation which whispered 
softly for attention. He had heard 
the low voice of trouble before, and 
the way it sifted ominously through 
the streets of the Gulch, and in the 
glances men gave each other, and in 
the subtle undercurrent of their con­
versation, was enough for him. It 
was like a pattern he had seen traced 
many times in the past—traced in 
gun-smoke and blood, in deceit and 
treachery and killings. And his 
brother was there in the center of it.

Yet his thoughts were suddenly 
taking a new course. If certain 
things were true—simple things, like 
Matt’s story of the killing of Symes, 
then other things became equally 
true, such as the possibility that 
Matt hadn’t killed Symes at all.

These were the considerations 
which Bide turned over in his mind 
as he left the slope, cut across a 
clearing and came into sight of his 
destination—the Gulch juzgado.
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CHAPTER XI

Visitor’s Day

T
HE stream which poured 
through the Gulch, narrowed 
to a thin, shallow trickle as 
it passed the rear of the part-clay, 
part-wooden structure whose bars 

fixed a crisscross pattern on all its 
windows.

Bide dismounted and cautiously 
led the big black across the stream, 
then along the side of the jail. There 
was a rear door, but it seemed locked. 
It was the last building at this end 
of the town and to Bide’s right lay a 
stretch of brush, piney country.

He came to a halt near the corner 
of the jail, shed his sombrero and 
snapped a quick look over the end 
window jamb. His brother was alone 
in the office. Restoring his hat, Bide 
left his horse standing there, moved 
quietly around to the front, and 
stepped boldly through the open 
door.

“Yuh cornin’, Matt?”
Matt Evans was seated at a bat­

tered, roll-top desk. At the sound of 
the voice, he wheeled fast, and went 
smoking for his guns. He pulled up 
as he faced into the Colt in Bide’s 
hand. He grimaced, and fell back 
into the chair, from which he had 
half-risen.

“Damn yuh,” he growled.
Bide surveyed his brother briefly 

in the bright morning light. He saw 
nothing there he hadn’t seen the pre­
vious night, except the slightly 
blackened eye. Possibly the taint of 
dissipated living was etched more 
clearly; that was all.

“Toss me the badge, Matt,” he 
said.

Matt scowled at him: “What’s the 
idea?”

“The Vigilantes made a mistake 
once,” Bide replied. “I won’t be 
takin’ any chances when yuh and me 
ride out of the Gulch together.”

His brother suddenly grinned, 
wickedly. “Yuh out-foxed yoreself 
last night, brother,” he declared.

Bide said: “The badge, Matt.”
The grin rolled off Matt’s face.

He shook his head. “No,” he said.
Bide wiggled his gun. “Get up,” 

he told his brother, his voice solid, 
hard. “And drop yore gun-belt.” His 
lips were flat against his teeth, and 
his eyes slate gray on Matt’s face. 
For a brief instant there was a clash 
of wills, then Matt’s eyes dropped 
away. Reluctantly, Matt rose, un­
did the belt-buckle and let the belt 
slide to the floor.

“An Evans $hoot an Evans?” he 
asked bitterly.

“If necessary,” said Bide softly— 
lying. He moved forward, hooked 
his boot-toe into the fallen gun-belt 
and kicked it aside. Then, carefully, 
he slipped the star from Matt’s vest 
and stuck it on his own.

“Well — what’s next?” growled 
Matt.

Once more a faint pang of sym­
pathy touched Bide unexpectedly. 
By some perverse trick of Fate his 
brother had been endowed with a bad 
streak. Otherwise they were pretty 
much alike—and not only in appear­
ance. For a moment, a puzzled frown 
came to sit on Bide’s forehead. In 
the drift and tide of his days, he 
had met up with a score of killers— 
dissolute men, thoroughly evil. He 
could have sworn Matt did not be­
long to that tribe. Yet the evidence 
of Symes’ killing was too strong to 
deny. And there were other things, 
here in Hangman’s Gulch.

“Before we go,” Bide said, “I want 
yuh to make out a bill of sale to Ed 
Farrell and Ming Foy on the claim at 
Dutch Diggin’s—the one yuh didn’t 
know anythin’ about.”

Matt laughed unexpectedly. “Sure,” 
he said. “Be glad to do it for yuh, 
brother. It was all a mistake—the 
whole thing.” He sat down prompt­
ly, scribbled off some words on a 
paper and handed it to Bide.

Bide glanced at the paper, nodded, 
then eyed Matt curiously. There was 
something in this acquiescence which 
disturbed him. It was too easily got­
ten.

^►WTORE friend, Black Henry—” 
JR. he began.

“No friend of mine,” growled 
Matt.



“Maybe that’s why he called for 
yuh at the Vigilante trail—huh, 
Matt?” snapped Bide. A faint, un­
reasoning anger whipped through 
him. His brother had spoken quick­
ly, like the reaction of a finger to a 
hot stove. It had sounded like the 
truth. Yet it couldn’t be.

“Mistake,” said Matt.
Bide’s annoyance increased. He 

could feel the lie in this; just as he 
felt the truth in the other. But to­
gether they didn’t make sense. His 
eyes were narrow as he drove words 
like bullets at his brother.

“Just like the mistake yuh made 
with Symes—huh!”

“Yeah!” cried Matt, anger riding a 
rough wave across his face. “It was 
a mistake—and an accident!” he fair­
ly yelled. “And I didn’t gun the old 
man. Why should I—after he was 
dead?”

Bide breathed heavily and the imps 
of temper danced remotely in his 
eyes. “Let’s settle this once and for 
all,” he snapped, “Sit down, Matt.” 
He pulled up a chair ten feet away 
from his brother. He sat with his 
back to the door and let his gun­
hand sag against the arm-rest. He 
searched Matt’s face but found noth­
ing in it—nothing but resentment.

There were such obvious discrep­
ancies between the story his brother 
was telling and the story as he read 
it in Symes’ office, that he could not 
be satisfied until the two were rec­
onciled.

“Can yuh prove yuh lost yore gold 
charm a week before Symes died?” 
he demanded.

Matt hesitated a moment. “No,” he 
answered, finally.

“What did yuh do with the mon­
ey yuh took?” Bide asked.

Matt frowned, then flared: “I 
didn’t take any money! How could I 
when the safe was locked?”

A cold chill went crawling down 
Bide’s spine. “Locked?” he cried. 
“Why didn’t yuh tell me that last 
night?”

“Just remembered Symes clicked 
the combination shut on the safe 
when I came in,” cried Matt, glaring 
at him.

“Yuh’re lyin’ again,” cried Bide.

“Yuh can go to hell!” yelled Matt.
Bide flushed, the blood whipping 

his face like pelting rain. He rose 
to his feet. “I don’t know why I’m 
botherin’ here with yuh. Yore whole 
story’s a lie from beginnin’ to end. 
’Cause if the safe was locked, yuh 
didn’t put them two slugs into Symes 
—-and he was alive w’hen yuh left 
him!”

Matt’s anger had equalled his own 
and the latter was on his feet now 
too—rigid, boiling. Then suddenly 
Matt’s face underwent a change. The 
rage simmered off and a slow, dawn­
ing light came to his eyes. He spoke 
words slowly, and they seemed to 
come from all the way down in him.

“Yuh mean,” he said, “maybe I 
didn’t kill him?”

Bide caught the change and felt 
the chill again. He repeated a ques­
tion he had put before. “Yuh were 
alone with Symes?”

“Yeah,” said Matt.
“I found a set of .hoof-prints be­

hind the bank made that night,” said 
Bide.

“Huh?”
“C’mon,” said Bide, suddenly im­

patient. “Let’s, get movin’.”
“I don’t think I’m goin’,” drawled 

Matt abruptly, triumphantly.
A warning signal flagged Bide, but 

for once his instinct was late. He 
had begun to wheel, when a familiar 
voice rapped out behind him:—

“Reach, Bide Evans!’
Bide froze, then slowly lifted his 

arms. Out of the corner of his eye 
he caught the frock-coated form of 
Jim Wurt stepping into the office. 
The smallish man had a small black 
derringer in his right hand.

“Sure glad to see yuh, Jim,” called 
Matt. He moved up, relieved Bide 
of his guns and threw them on the 
desk. He took off the uadge and re­
stored it to his own vest. Then he 
picked his belt off the floor and 
buckled it on.

“I wouldn’t have known the differ­
ence between yuh, Matt,” said Wurt, 
coming around, “if yore brother 
hadn’t fixed yore eye.”

“He fixed my eye,” said Matt, the 
grin wearing off, “But now I’m on 
the fixin’ end.”



BIDE’S glance swung between 
them like a pendulum. Wurt 

was standing on his right and Matt 
directly in front of him at the desk. 
His eyelids drew together as his 
gaze finally settled on Wurt.

“So yuh two ain’t together?” he 
said.

“Not at all,” declared Wurt 
smoothly. “Just came in to offer my 
congratulations to the sheriff. Saw 
him in trouble—” He lifted his well- 
groomed shoulders and let them fall,

“Mighty sudden interest yuh’re 
displayin’ in Matt—and law and or­
der,” said Bide. “Reckon it came 
with them fancy clothes.” His voice 
twisted against the other with the 
bite of sarcasm in it.

Wurt flushed deeply and he wet 
his lips with his tongue. But he 
maintained control over his voice. “I 
told yuh before how I stand, Evans,” 
he said. “What happened in Texas 
ain’t no worry of mine. Matt and I 
have no reason to be together.”

“Yeah,” drawled Bide. “’Cept that 
yuh ran his election campaign for 
him—after gettin’ him out of town. 
Yuh knew the Vigilantes would nev­
er let him run. So now yuh came 
to collect—huh?”

It was a guess, backed by sudden 
intuition, by the pattern this situa­
tion was tracing and by knowledge 
of the men involved. And watching 
Wurt’s face through narrowing eyes, 
told him it was a good guess.

Wurt cast a quick, enigmatic 
glance at Matt. “Well—” he began.

“He’s fishin’,” Matt cut in.
“In a cesspool,” said Bide quickly, 

deliberately trying to crack through 
Jim Wurt’s armor. He was almost 
certain there was something between 
these two, and he was deeply inter­
ested in it.

“Damn yuh!” cried Wurt, blood 
crowding the veins in his neck. He 
brought up the gun in his hand.

“Take it easy, Jim,” Matt cried, 
laughing bluntly, waving his heavy 
Colt at him. But there was a curi­
ous stiffness in his voice. It hooked 
Wurt’s attention; and then he let the 
derringer fall back. “Can’t yuh see 
he’s baitin’ yuh?” added Matt.

“No I ain’t, Matt,” said Bide quick­

ly. “Did yore friend Jim tell yuh 
he pushed a note under my door last 
night sayin’ the air in the Gulch was 
kind of unhealthy for me—and then 
sent three gents to prove it?” Slit, 
his eyes were tight on Wurt’s face. 
Already stained red, it acquired a 
deeper hue. But Wurt’s black eyes 
remained unreadable. Bide threw 
his glance swiftly at his brother and 
saw surprise spring to his features.

Bide paid out a grudging admira­
tion to Wurt. For the latter had re­
gained his self-possession and was 
considering him with composure. 
Then the saloon-owner turned lifted 
eyebrows on Matt and said casually: 
“I think yore brother is loco, Sheriff. 
Maybe he ought to be locked up.”

A wilting smile ran off Bide’s lean 
lips. Wurt wasn’t asking Matt—he 
was telling him. This was confirma­
tion of his guess; and it also indi­
cated where his brother stood in the 
relationship. •

“Yeah,” declared Matt. “Reckon I 
ought to keep him locked up for a 
while—’til he cools off.”

“What’s the charge, Sheriff?” 
asked. Bide, using sarcasm again.

Matt laughed in his face. “Yuh 
got me, brother,” he said mockingly. 
“But while yuh’re in there-—” he 
threw his thumb over his shoulder at 
a door which obviously led to the 
cells, “—I’ll figger somethin’ out. 
Don’t fret. Maybe resistin’ arrest, 
or—”

“Yuh mean like Sheriff West?” 
said Bide softly. He saw the sar­
donic gleam fade in Matt’s eyes. 
“Speakin’ to some Vigilantes,” he 
drawled, “and they told me they 
wasn’t sure of gettin’ the sheriff’s 
cooperation. So I told Rivers this 
mornin’, he could say in his paper 
that Matt Evans is leavin’ the 
Gulch.”

“Yeah,” said Matt, suddenly smil­
ing again. “Rivers told me. So I 
told him yuh were kind of confused 
—that it was yoreself yuh meant. 
And another thing—I pay my own 
bills.”

BIDE shrugged his shoulders. 
“Good- idea—-about the bills, I 

mean.” An idea struck him. “Wurt,” 



he said casually. “Maybe I’m wrong 
about yuh and Matt here.” He hes­
itated, and the idea grew stronger in 
him. “But yuh and him ran together 
for a time, back in Dudley.”

“So what?”
“Nothin’,” replied Bide gently. 

“ ’Cept I never asked yuh where you 
were—the night Symes was killed.”

The opaque depth of Wurt’s black 
eyes seemed to lose focus and grow 
lighter. “Why?” he asked.

“Nothing,” said Bide slowly. “But 
the one who plugged Symes made a 
little mistake.”

Just then, Bide heard the faint 
rumble of hoofs, approaching from 
the west. He knew he had to move 
fast if he was going to get out. So 
he took a chance, wondering whether 
his brother would use his gun.

He twisted abruptly and broke the 
distance between him and Wurt in a 
single leap. It carried him to Wurt’s 
left, putting the latter between Matt 
and himself. Before the smallish 
man could bring his derringer up, 
Bide clamped his hand on Wurt’s 
shoulder and using it as a pivot, 
whipped behind him. A lead pellet 
tugged at his sleeve before he heard 
the echo of a gun roaring in back 
of him.

Instantly hugging Wurt to him 
and seizing the latter’s gunhand, 
which waved wildly about, in a grip 
of steel, Bide fell back toward the 
door with Wurt writhing in his 
grasp.

A wisp of smoke was curling from 
the Colt in Matt’s fist, and there was 
a savage, fighting gleam in his eyes. 
Matt had moved forward with the 
shot, but now he came to an abrupt 
halt as a bullet plowed the planks at 
his feet.

Bide had managed to fasten his 
hand over Wurt’s and had squeezed 
the latter’s trigger finger. He smiled 
thinly, grimly, as he continued back­
wards, using Wurt as a shield.

Jim Wurt was no longer a well- 
groomed man. His hair was dis­
heveled, his frock-coat twisted. His 
face was livid with hatred as he lay 
helpless in Bide’s grasp, trembling 
with the intensity of his outraged 
emotions.

“Get him, Matt,” he shrieked. “Get 
the damned son!”

“Hold him still,” cried Matt. “Turn 
him around.”

Bide laughed in his throat. For a 
moment he would have sworn he had 
seen a glint of sardonic humor in 
Matt’s eyes.

“Throw yore gun here-—at my feet, 
Matt,” Bide cried. His right hand 
now fitted like an iron glove over 
Wurt’s gun-hand, solid, hard. He 
laid a shot across his brother’s chest 
to show he meant business. But time 
was running out. Those hoof-beats 
were nearer now and he saw that 
Matt had heard them. Slowly, face 
flushed, wicked-looking, Matt com­
plied.

“Now the other one,” ordered Bide. 
When the second gun clattered near 
his feet, he rapped out: “Yuh’re corn­
in’ with me, Matt.”

Matt shook his head slowly and 
showed Bide a wide, mocking smile. 
“Not today, brother,” he said.

Grim words rose to Bide’s lips, but 
the beat of those nearing hoofbeats 
was ominous and loud in his ears. 
Instead, he said: “I’ll be back.” Then 
he wrenched the derringer from 
Wurt’s hand and with his knee 
shoved the one-time rustler sprawl­
ing in Matt’s direction.

Tossing the little black gun over 
his shoulder, Bide stooped fast, 
snatched the Colts off the floor, 
threw a warning shot across the 
room and wheeled out of the jail.

CHAPTER XII

Shifting Plays

B
IDE EVANS hit the dust 
running. As he made the 
jail’s corner his eyes, 

caught a group of horsemen entering 
the clear stretch of trail between the 

brush and the jail. Even in the dis­
tance, he could make out the huge 
bulk of Black Henry. He triggered 
two shots in that direction, jammed 
the Colts into holsters and went sail­
ing into leather.

The long-legged black, with only 
the stiffness worked out of him by 



the morning’s ride, lit out fast when 
spur-steel raked his sides. The ani­
mal took the stream in its stride and 
flashed across the clearing behind 
the jail.

Gun-echoes set up an insistent 
clamor and Bide felt bullets begin 
to hum around him with a steely 
tune. He threw a look over his 
shoulder. His two shots had evident­
ly halted and dispersed the group of 
horsemen for a moment. But now, 
with Matt standing there gesticulat­
ing fiercely and Wurt beside him fir­
ing a gun like a madman, Black Hen­
ry and his men were after him.

It was hardly likely, Bide thought 
briefly, as he hunched low in the sad­
dle, that Black Henry had recognized 
him in the distance, although the 
former’s size made him easily identi­
fiable. That meant that Black Henry 
was following Matt’s direction in 
this; which proved that Matt had 
lied when he denied being friendly 
with the big, black-bearded man. But 
where did Wurt stand—if at all—in 
relation to Black Henry?

He suddenly gave up his thinking 
as shouts and shots fell clearly 
around him. A tight grin, cut a severe 
slice out of his lips and he set up a 
zigzagging, curvetting course; until 
he hit timber. Here, under the shad­
ows of low-spreading oaks, he angled 
sharply to the east. The cries of 
pursuit swelled up to his rear and 
he chopped up his trail, cutting and 
angling, and working his horse hard, 
but still keeping generally eastward.

Finally the grim lines eased off his 
face as the sounds behind him fell 
away, and then were swallowed up 
by silence. He continued up the slop­
ing side of the Gulch for a time and 
then halted to give the black a 
breather.

It was, he knew, no more than four 
or five miles back to the bend of 
the stream—and from there a short 
distance to> Dutch Diggings. He rode 
a comfortable pace listening to the 
low-pitched gurgle the down yonder 
water made, and to the way the 
breeze faintly rustled the pine tops.

The situation with Matt had hard­
ened into a clean-cut, arbitrary pic­
ture. Either Matt’s story was a com­

plete falsehood and Matt guilty as 
hell; or, Matt was telling the truth, 
which meant he was entirely inno­
cent of Symes’ death.

For an instant, hope shot through 
Bide. Luke Evans was bent and bat­
tered; Matt’s innocence would per­
mit the old man to raise his whitened 
head and spend his declining years in 
peace and dignity.

Bide laid the hope aside as he re­
called Matt’s confession. Yet other 
facts were equally important. If he 
assumed that his brother’s story was 
true: the charm lost and the safe 
locked; it would mean, simply, that 
Matt had erred in believing Symes 
dead. Symes had merely been uncon­
scious.

It would mean that after Matt had 
left the bank, someone else had en­
tered, possibly the man whose horse 
stood at the bank’s back window, 
forced the reviving banker to open 
the safe and then cold-bloodedly shot 
him. Then the killer had placed 
Matt’s charm in Symes’ hand and de­
parted, assured that blame would fall 
on Matt Evans’ head.

Yet this explanation was so obvious 
that Bide was chary of it. It would 
mean that his six-month chase had 
been for nothing; that he had been 
blinded by overt evidence and his 
own family pride; that his customary 
methodic habits had been swept aside 
by prejudice.

Matt may have been bad, but he 
was not a cold-blooded killer. Of 
that Bide was certain. Then Matt 
could have shot Symes in a fit of 
temper? But there was his story. He 
had pushed Symes and the banker 
fell on his head. The whole question 
then turned- on whether Matt was ly­
ing—which was where he had started.

The circle was complete in Bide’s 
mind when he set his black down 
near the bend in the stream. The 
sun had by now climbed to the top 
of the sky and sat there, big and 
warm. Two long-legged cranes, gray 
and dappled against the water, rose 
in abrupt flight and wheeled off. A 
hawk plummeted down out of a lazy 
overhead drift and came up with 
water glistening on its wings, and a 
silvery fin gleaming from its beak.



Bide felt a sudden longing for the 
sweeping plains and rolling herds of 
Texas. Perhaps that was why he was 
thinking of Kate Larson and the calm 
of her hazel eyes, when the clatter of 
hoofs and querulous pitch of voices 
coming down the trail smote his ears.

He pulled over and waited behind 
a tree. Circumstances of the past 
twenty-four hours had made a care­
ful man of him. In a moment a burro 
hove in sight. A pig-tailed Chinese in 
a mandarin costume, led the animal, 
and astride it sat a thin, wiry miner. 
Their gesticulations might have been 
amusing to Bide, except that the 
rider had a bloodied bandage tied 
around his head—and that it was Ed 
Farrell.

“What happened, Ed?” demanded 
Bide, leaving the tree.

“Bide,” yelled Farrell, his face 
lighting up. “Plenty,” he said, an­
swering the question. “But first meet 
up with my pard, Ming Foy. Ming, 
this is Bide Evans.”

The Oriental bowed gravely. “I am 
grateful,” he said, “to meet the 
savior of my friend.” Then he stood 
erect, his pigtail swaying from un­
derneath the black mandarin hat, the 
bright orange blouse he wore, shin­
ing brilliantly in the sun. His age 
was indeterminate, for his yellowish 
face was smooth and unwrinkled, and 
his slanting, black eyes, bright.

“Howdy,” said Bide nodding, smil­
ing faintly at the courteous manner 
and speech. It was, he thought, a 
little strange for a white man and 
yellow to be partners. He had seen 
many Chinese in the gold-camps and 
towns, but they were the cooks and 
launderers, and placer miners among 
themselves — never the partners of 
whites. Yet they had a reputation for 
honesty and he saw no reason against 
a partnership. Moreover, Ming -Foy 
had a solid and substantial look that 
he liked.

BRIEFLY, the gray-haired miner 
told the story. He and Ming 

had returned to Dutch Diggings the 
night before and in the morning had 
begun to work their claim.

“Then two gents come ridin’ up,” 
continued Farrell, “and tell us to get 

off Matt Evans’ claim. Said they was 
hired to work it. I tried to get ’em 
to wait ’til yuh came—and told ’em 
why. They laughed and told us to 
get movin’. So I went for my rifle, 
but they had the jump on us.” He 
shrugged his thin shoulders.

Shadows darkened momentarily 
around Bide’s deep-set eyes and his 
lips thinned. He went into his pocket 
and fetched the paper Matt had given 
him. Without comment he handed it 
to the miner.

Farrell’s blue eyes gleamed and he 
thrust the note at Ming. “Told yuh,” 
he cried, “he’d get it back for us.”

Ming looked at it, then lifted his 
gaze to Bide. “It is written,” he said, 
“that a true friend is worth twice his 
weight in gold.”

“Let’s go back,” cried Farrell 
eagerly.

“Wait,” said Bide, his eyes sud­
denly twinkling. “I got an idea.” In 
a few words, he explained what he 
had in mind. It drew chuckles from 
Farrell and sober assent from Ming.

“Justice is a rare fruit,” observed 
the latter. “When it ripens and falls, 
good people are stricken dumb with 
admiration.”

“In the meantime, Fd,” said Bide, 
“You can ride to town and show the 
note to the Claims Clerk. There’ll be 
plenty of time, and we’ll wait for yuh 
at the trail.”

Back at the juzgado at Hangman’s 
Gulch, -when Bide Evans left in such 
a hurry, Jim Wurt gave a demon­
stration of how an angry man acts.

After he picked his derringer up 
on the run and emptied its chambers 
at the back of the fleeing horseman, 
with no apparent results he slammed 
it to the dust and fell to cursing and 
swearing. His face boiled with blood 
and he foamed at the mouth. And if 
the respectable citizens of the Gulch 
had seen their colleague, they might 
have wondered. For Jim Wurt looked 
anything but respectable.

“Take it easy, Jim,” said Matt, 
watching the other with a kind of 
curiosity. “Yuh’re actin’ more scared 
than angry.”

It was a shrewd observation, for it 
abruptly wrung the rage out of Wurt. 
He stooped for his gun and was slow 



in picking it up. But when he came 
erect, all vestiges of the emotional« 
storm he had passed through, had 
vanished from his face.

He straightened his. frock-coat, ad­
justed his tie and combed his black 
hair smooth. Once more he became 
Jim Wurt, respected citizen and sa­
loon-owner of Hangman’s Gulch. It 
was an amazing metamorphosis, but 
Matt Evans was not impressed; he 
had seen it before. They went inside.

“Noticed yuh weren’t shootin’, 
Matt?” Wurt said briefly.

“Yeah,” muttered Matt, his brow r 
contracting. “First place, I don’t 
shoot men in the back. And in the 
second place,” his voice slowed, 
“Bide’s an Evans.”

“He’d have shot yuh!” snapped 
Wurt, venom laying exposed in his 
eye.

Matt considered Wurt with nar­
rowing attention. “Maybe,” he said. 
Then he added: “He said maybe I 
didn’t kill Symes.”

“No?” Wurt’s voice became polite­
ly disinterested. It said he was weary 
of discussing past history.

“Found hoof-prints behind the 
bank,” said Matt. His gaze was on 
the wall now, therefore he did not 
see Wurt start suddenly.

“Well,” demanded Wurt evenly.
“Did he trace ’em?”'

Matt shrugged his shoulders. 
“Reckon not if he came after me,” 
he said. “But if the killer made a 
mistake-—”

“Yeah?” Wurt’s voice was hardly 
a question.

“If I didn’t kill Symes like I fig- 
gered I did,” said Matt abruptly, 
“then I was framed.”

Wurt covered a yawn and rose. 
“Yore brother’s got to go, Matt,” he 
said brusquely. “He’s in my way here. 
If yuh don’t want to do it, I’ll turn 
the job over to Black Henry—and 
maybe get myself a new sheriff.”

Matt gave him intent consideration, 
then his expression lightened. “I’ll 
play the game, Jim. ’Course, if Bide 
finds I was framed—he’ll clear out 
anyhow.”

“Yore brother is nobody’s fool, 
Matt,” said Wurt earnestly. “He sus­
pects we’re together and maybe is 

tryin’ to break up our play. But he 
can’t do it.”

“No,” agreed Matt. “Not with that 
Poster Rivers is printin’ up. He 
can’t come near the Gulch.”

Wurt stood on the threshold. “If 
Black Henry brings him back,” he 
said, “keep him here ’til I—we de­
cide what to do with him.”

“All right,” said Matt! then he 
added softly. “Say Jim—” Wurt 
swung back, eyebrows arched. “—did 
yuh send three of the boys after 
Bide?”

For an instant Wurt glared at the 
newly elected sheriff, then without 
answering went abruptly out of the 
jail office and strode down the street. 
There was a look on this smallish 
man’s face that boded no good for 
someone.

"■IM WURT brushed an imaginary 
Hil speck of dust off his shoulder, 
ran a finger along his mustache to 
bring out the shine, and entered Sam 
Larson’s general store.

Kate Larson was standing near one 
of the windows. Wurt darted a quick, 
slanting glance around the store. It 
was empty, save for the girl.

“Good mornin’, Kate,” he said.
“Good morning, Mr. Wurt,” she 

said pointedly, emphasizing the word 
“Mr.”

“Kate,” he insisted, flushing. “We 
been friends for a long time. Why 
can’t yuh call me ‘Jim’?” He lowered 
his voice. “Is it yore father?”

“My father has nothing to do with 
it,” she said, her eyes cool, distant.

Wurt felt a stab of bitterness. But 
there was a hard substance to this 
man—part of his fierce, driving am­
bition, and he had to know.

“Then what’s the reason?” he asked 
evenly. But his eyes betrayed him.

She shrugged her shapely shoulders 
and her voice, like her eyes, seemed 
remote. “I don’t know,” she said. 
“I’ve never thought about it.”

It seemed like a faint hope to 
Wurt and he clutched at it desperate­
ly. “Yuh mean maybe—” he began, 
when she interrupted him.

“Have yuh ever been to Texas, Mr. 
Wurt?” she asked unexpectedly.

If he was surprised, his face be­



trayed no sign. But an intent ear 
might have heard his voice harden. 
“Why?”

“I heard,” she said, and the fara­
way look was again in her face, “that 
there’s grass for miles, and great 
herds--”

“Who’s been tellin’ yuh stories 
about Texas?” His voice was almost 
harsh. “Was it Matt Evans?”

She gazed at him a moment, then 
shook her head slightly. “No,” she 
said. “His brother.”

This time Wurt showed his amaze­
ment. His mouth fell open and his 
eyes widened. Then he snapped his 
lips shut, almost with a snarl. “That 
killer?” Somehow, he managed to get 
the proper mixture of loathing, sur­
prise, dismay in those two words.

Kate Larson’s hand flew to her 
throat and her eyes clouded. “Kill­
er?” she asked in a small, oddly flat 
tone.

Wurt disguised the pleasure he got 
in telling her. “Sure,” he said. “Stuck 
up a bank, robbed it and shot the 
banker.”

“Are you certain?” Her voice was 
low, husky.

“Yeah,” growled Wurt; but the 
pleasure was somehow gone. “Rivers 
is printin’ a Wanted Poster on Bide 
Evans right now. Just saw a copy.”

Kate Larson turned from him and 
looked out of the window. They were 
standing like that when a harsh voice 
cut across the room. Wurt turned 
quickly and saw Sam Larson storm­
ing over to them.

“Kate,” ordered the shaggy-headed 
man sharply. “Leave us for a minute.”

His daughter left them and went 
out the front door. Had they 
watched, they would have seen her 
walk down two stores and enter Dan 
Rivers’ Printing Shop.

Jim Wurt spoke first. Having been 
on the defensive so many years of 
his life, he knew the advantage of 
the offensive.

“Yuh’re takin’ a lot on yore own 
shoulders, Larson,” he said. “Don’t 
forget, yuh ain’t runnin’ the Gulch.”

“What do yuh mean?” demanded 
the big-boned store-keeper.

“Yuh know what I mean,” cried 
Wurt, with .a pretended indignation.

“There was a meetin’ of the Com­
mittee last night—without me.”

Larson’s honest face flushed. “Yes,” 
he declared. “I told the Committee 
that if yuh were informed of the 
meetin’, I wouldn’t attend. Yuh or 
me, I told ’em.”

“So they took yuh—huh?” cried 
Wurt, stung despite himself. But he 
kept up the pretense of the offended 
citizen. “I’d like to know what yuh’ve 
got against me, Larson?”

“There’s someone in the Gulch,” 
cried Larson hotly, “who’s behind ev­
ery rotten thing that happens—”

“Meanin’ me?” spat Wurt.
“Meanin’ yuh!” yelled Larson, his 

wide mouth quivering.
“Maybe yuh got proof?” demanded 

Wurt, his voice falling low — and 
menacing.

“No, but I—” began Larson.
“Then yuh’d better keep yore trap 

shut!” snapped Wurt.
“Yuh’re the one!” shouted Larson. 

“And by the great horn spoon, I’ll 
get proof if it’s the last thing I do.”

“It will be the last thing yuh do,” 
gritted Wurt. He strode to the door, 
jerked it open and slammed it vio­
lently shut.

CHAPTER XIII

The Hideout

T
HE mid-afternoon sun was 
settling westward when a 
much perturbed Ed Farrell 
kicked his burro out of Hangman’s 
Gulch.

His leathery, weather-beaten face, 
under his black, battered hat, was 
close-webbed with bewilderment, 
anxiety. It sat in his faded blue eyes 
and ran in a dejected line across his 
thin shoulders.

Ed Farrell, placer miner, was a 
simple man, who like thousands of 
others had followed the will-o’-the- 
wisp of the rich bar or rich diggings 
through the passes and gorges and 
ravines that honeycombed the gold­
fields. But unlike the others, he had 
finally struck it. Yet despite his good 
fortune, possession seemed to elude 
his grasp.



The oldster had no mind for the 
complexities of the present situation. 
He was a man who always believed in 
the simplicity of black and white. 
But here he was suddenly confronted 
with other colors. Colors he could 
not recognize.

In a while, the wiry miner began 
to search the trail ahead of him with 
more than ordinary care. He knew 
by the clotted brush and tangle of 
distant trees he was nearing his 
claim.

“They ought to be ’round here,” 
he muttered anxiously, “if they’re 
goin’ to be here a-t-all.”

He slowed his pace. Then wide re­
lief showed in his face, as the brush 
parted and Bide Evans and Ming Foy 
pushed to the trail.

“All set, Ed?” asked the lean, red­
headed man.

Farrell shook his bandaged head 
despondently.

“What’s wrong?” demanded. Bide 
Evans. The oldster, he saw, wore a 
haggard, puzzled expression.

The gray-haired miner shook his 
head again. “Everythin’,” he said. 
“Everythin’.” He glanced despairing­
ly at his partner.

“Talk is sometimes good,” said 
Ming.

“The Claims Clerk says,” declared 
Farrell, “that to transfer a claim in 
the Gulch, all parties got to be pres­
ent.”

“Why didn’t yuh get my brother?” 
asked Bide. “He would have—”

“No,” interrupted Farrell. “It 
wasn’t that.” It was painful for him 
to get it out. “The claim wasn’t en­
tered in yore brother’s name.”

“What!” cried Bide. Now he began 
to understand Matt’s willingness to 
comply. If the claim was not record­
ed for Matt, then obviously any bill 
of sale Matt might give on it wasn’t 
worth the paper written on. But—

“It was entered in yore name— 
Bide Evans.” Farrell had said it final­
ly, and he lifted a pair of question­
ing eyes to the Texan.

“My name!” For an instant, sur­
prise flared through Bide Evans; and 
a graying grimness came to his eyes. 
“There’s somethin’ else, Ed.” It was 

less a question than a hunch working 
him.

“Yeah.” Almost reluctantly, Far­
rell pulled a white, folded paper from 
his pocket and handed it to Bide 
Evans.

The ghost of a smile touched 
Evans’ face. Then, he gave the 
paper into the hands of Ming Foy,

The Chinaman’s slant eyes were in­
scrutable as they scanned the sheet. 
Finally he handed it back.

“Ming Foy,” he declared blandly, 
“cannot read English.”

“Then I’ll read it to yuh,” said 
Bide. “ ‘Wanted for Murder,’ ” he 
read. “ ‘One thousand dollars reward, 
dead or alive—for Bide Evans.’ ” It 
was the identical poster he had 
shown Matt, except that his name 
had been substituted for his broth­
er’s. His glance swept the two part­
ners.

The pig-tailed man from China 
spoke. “The price of every man,” he 
said unblinkingly, “is set by himself. 
And it is written,” he added, “that 
printers are lazy men and their mis­
takes are without number.”

“Sure,” cried Ed Farrell, certainty 
returning to his face. “It was a mis­
take.”

The Texan felt a sudden warmth 
for these two men. “Ming’s right, 
Ed,” he declared. “I’ll drop toy at 
the printers’ later—” He broke off 
abruptly, as he realized the problem 
confronting him. To protest the mis­
take would uncover Matt. But he 
was not ready for that yet.

Farrell thought he followed Bide. 
“That’s the trouble,” he said. “They 
got this Wanted Poster plastered all 
over town. Someone’s bound to see 
yuh and take a shot at yuh before the 
mistake’s fixed.”

Bide let it pass. “Looks like some­
one gave me a present of yore claim, 
Ed,” he said. “But didn’t intend me 
to give it back to yuh—or to get to 
use it myself. But we’ll fool ’em.” 
He smiled grimly.

“What are yuh goin’ to do?” asked 
Ed, anxious-eyed.

“Since a transfer’s no good in the 
Gulch without the parties appearin’.” 
replied Bide, “I’ll make yuh and 
Ming my heirs,” Taking a pencil 



from his pocket, he wrote some 
words on the back of the Wanted 
Poster. “So in case I die, yuh get the 
claim back in yore names. In the 
meantime, I’ll add a note to this, say­
in’ yuh’re workin’ the claim for me. 
That’s so no one can put yuh off.”

Ed Farrell grinned. Things were 
back to black and white again. He 
accepted the paper from Bide.

“A clever man fools himself,” said 
Ming Foy solemnly. “But an honest 
man fools no one—even himself.”

“Let’s go,” said Bide, a smile gath­
ering at the corners of his eyes, “and 
see them two gents who been workin’ 
yore claim so hard all day—without 
pay.”

The two partners laughed and Bide 
joined them. It was evident to the 
Texan that his two friends were not 
exactly clear on the business; but 
were whiling to wait his explanation.

A STIFF wind had come up and 
was working the trees. There 

was a hint of rain in it. The sun had 
already slid past the shoulder of the 
west. But it would not be dark for 
yet another half hour. In the mean­
time, Pete and Slim, the two hard, 
tough-looking men who had been 
working Farrell’s claim, were knock­
ing off for the day.

Slim had a fire going by the time 
his companion had transferred the 
scrapings from the riffle cleats at 
the bottom of the rocker, to a milk­
pan.

They then heated the pan over the 
fire, and in a few minutes were able 
to blow away the hot sand. Dusk was 
fading into night as they stared, al­
most hypnotized, at the result of 
their day’s diggings. The fire caught 
the feverish gleam in their eyes. Fi­
nally, the one named Pete spoke.

“Slim,” he cried, and his voice was 
almost violent, “if this ain’t the rich­
est piece of pay dirt we worked yet, 
then I’m a Chinaman.”

“Yuh’re right, Pete,” declared the 
other harshly, “Must be about two 
pounds in that pan.” Avariciously 
he watched his friend pour the dull 
yellow flakes into a small bag. 
“ ’Pears to me, Pete,” he said sudden­
ly, “that them’s that work should get 
the benefits of their work.”

“Huh?” Pete’s mouth fell open. 
Then he understood. “Yeah,” he 
cried. “Why should they get it— 
when we worked for it?”

“Yuh’re right, friends. They 
shouldn’t get it.” A soft, mocking 
voice came floating to them across 
the clearing.

Like snarling, snapping wolves, 
Pete and Slim went hauling for their 
guns.

“Reach!” The voice suddenly 
crackled like a whip-lash. “And don’t 
go up limpin’!”

The two men were half-drawn 
when the owner of the voice slid into 
the clearing. He made a loose, tough 
shape against the semi-darkness and 
the Colt in his hand was infinitely 
menacing.

The gaunt man, Slim, decided to 
complete his draw. But it was a sad 
mistake. The gun in the newcomer’s 
hand bucked and Slim’s howl of pain 
rose and mingled with the shot’s 
echo. Blood gushed from the nick 
in his hand. Without further delay, 
the two men complied with the stran­
ger’s request.

“All right, Ed,” called Bide Evans, 
for it was he. “C’mon out, Ming.”

The two partners came out of the 
shadows. Farrell carried his heavy 
rifle and a big six-shooter gaped in­
congruously from Ming’s hand.

“Take the gold,” directed Bide, 
“and throw their guns away.”

“What’s the big idea?” growled 
Pete. “Yuh damn claim-jumpers, we 
threw yuh out of here this mornin’.”

Bide considered them briefly. 
“Didn’t Matt tell yuh he sold the 
claim this mornin’ to Ed Farrell?”

“Sold?” cried Slim. “He’d be a 
fool to—. Say, who are yuh?”

“Matt’s brother,” said Bide. “Now 
get movin’, yuh two,” he ordered.

The Texan and his two friends 
took the angry, baffled men down to 
the stream and saw them ride off. 
Bide, watching, suddenly saw them 
stop in the distance and separate— 
one going into the brush, the other 
continuing. An idea seized him.

“Ed, Ming,” he said quickly. “I 
want yuh to tail that hombre who 
went off the trail. I’ll ride after the 
other. We’ll meet here later.”



EP FARRELL slapped his burro 
and started off. Ming Foy’s 

pigtail piggled behind as he clung 
to his partner. The gray-haired min­
er had no difficulty in picking up the 
trail, for the man—hi turned out to 
be the one called Pete—was making 
noise aplenty going through the 
brush scrub. Evidently Pete gave 
little thought to being followed, or 
was still angry enough at being de­
prived of the fruits of his labor, to 
care. In addition, a silvery moon 
showed fleetingly among dark, heavy 
masses and caught Pete’s shadowy 
outline from time ,to time as he 
pushed his way through the night.

The wind was making a raw file 
on the treetops, whipping through 
the brush—so that the underfoot 
sounds made by the burro were lost 
in the scuffle. Minutes slipped by.

AheAd Pete suddenly plunged into 
a dark cluster of trees and vanished 
from sight. Farrell prodded the bur­
ro and soon entered the tree span. 
He pulled rein and listened intently. 
Just then, the moon slipped behind a 
large, black mass; abruptly all be­
came darkness.

“Lost him,” muttered Farrell.
“Tto stand still,” said Ming from 

behind, “is to go nowhere.”
“Yeah,” muttered the oldster, “but 

where do yuh go in this danged 
dark?”

“Perhaps our patient friend be­
neath us,” said Ming, “will show us 
the way.”

Farrell shrugged his shoulders. 
“We can’t be worse off.” He lifted 
the reins and gave the burro its head.

The animal legged it ahead. For 
perhaps ten minutes it worked 
through the inky blackness, carrying 
its double load. Then it seemed to 
Farrell that the night became less 
durable. He strained his eyes, squint­
ing.

Suddenly the moon sailed free and 
lighted the landscape with a hoary 
luminescence.

“By the great horn spoon!” Farrell 
cried softly. “Look, Ming.”

Their burro had led them to the 
entrance of a narrow, rocky defile. 
A giant fissure of nature had appar­
ently occurred here. Enormous boul­

ders dotted the steep sides of the 
gorge; and the two men ‘ started 
through it.

After a few hundred yards the 
gorge widened and spread flat into 
an almost oval-shaped pocket, cov­
ered with scrub and tangles and stub­
by pines.

It was eeri’y silent here. The wind 
was cut off by the palisades and each 
time the burro’s iron-shod hoof 
struck a pebble, it clanged sharply in 
the night.

WITH startling clarity Farrell 
suddenly heard a horse neigh. 
He drew rein abruptly. The sound 

seemed amazingly close at hand. 
Quickly the oldster dismounted and 
leading the animal with Ming Foy 
still up, skirted the dense cottonwood 
clump directly in front of them.

He completed a virtual half-circle' 
of the clump, then hastily withdrew 
into the fringe. There, in the clear 
moonlight that filtered through the 
overhead divide stood a log-wood 
cabin. Lamp-light streamed through 
the windows, and the rough jumble 
of man-talk spread thinly across the 
clearing.

To the right of the building was a 
small horse corral. And the chuff 
and grind of horses putting their 
weight against the corral-planks to 
scratch their hides sounded in the 
night.

“I’m goin’ to have a look-see,” said 
Farrell. “Yuh stay put, Ming.”

Ming Foy demurred. He pointed 
out that as equal partner, he was en­
titled to share the risks as well as the 
profits.

“Sure,” whispered Farrell. “But 
this ain’t a minin’ prop’sition. ’Sides, 
I’m older than yuh are and that kind 
of gives me the right to decide— 
don’t it?”

Ming shook his head stubbornly. 
“My honorable friend and partner is 
too aged to take such risks. He 
should permit a man of younger 
years to assume the burden.”

Farrell covered his mouth and guf­
fawed: “Aged my tin dipper!” he 
cried. “Yuh told me only yesterday 
yuh’re only a year younger’n me. 
Nothin’ doin’. I’m goin’.” He took 



the big Colt from Ming, shoved it 
into his trouser, belt and clapped his 
partner affectionately on the knee. 
Then cautiously he angled off across 
the clearing and made it to a mes­
quite thicket halfway to the left of 
the cabin.

Stopping to recover his breath, the 
oldster gazed upward, past the over­
hanging cliffs. He grimaced. The 
moon was shining with a silvery bril­
liance that overlaid the clearing with 
a lucid, white light. But in another 
moment a black streamer enveloped 
the bright disc.

Considering this a happy omen, 
Farrell quit the mesquite and cat- 
footedly made the corner of the 
building. With his back to the wall, 
the aging placer miner edged along 
until he reached the shutterless win­
dow. Thon removing his hat, he 
crouched and inched up to the sill.

It was a bare, one-room cabin, with 
a big round-top table and some 
chairs. At one end was a small stove 
and supply box.

There were six or seven men in 
the room—men with the stamp of the 
outlaw breed on them. Some were 
playing cards, others eased against 
the wall. Tobacco smoke drifted 
hazily about the one lamp hanging in 
the cabin’s center.

Over in a corner, Farrell picked 
out the man he and Ming had trailed, 
Pete. The latter was talking and 
gesticulating to a huge, pock-marked 
fellow, whom Farrell suddenly rec­
ognized as Black Henry.

BLACK HENRY’S voice came 
through the window in loud, 

strident tones.
“That name ‘Evans,’ ” he cried, “is 

beginnin’ to rile me.”
One of the card players at the ta­

ble looked up. A knife had made a 
jagged scar from ear to mouth. Buck- 
teeth sawed the air as he talked.

“Yuh said that last time, boss,” he 
said. “When he done for, Lem?”

Black Henry wheeled on him. 
“Don’t make no mistake about that 
hombre,” he cried. “He’s plenty 
tough.”

“When are we movin’ to town?” 

asked the buck-toothed card player. 
“I’m gettin’ tired of this shack.”

“Soon,” declared Black Henry. 
“Maybe day or so. Wurt’ll give us 
the word.”

“Never savvied,” muttered a Hound 
tilted aga.inst the wall, “how yuh ever 
took up with that two-bit saloon­
keeper, boss?”

“That two-bit gent’s,” said Black 
Henry softly, his glance swinging 
the room, “got more brains than all 
of yuh put together. ’Sides, the ar­
rangement’s been profitable — ain’t 
it?”

“But we do all the work,” protest­
ed Pete. “And he gets half the gold- 
dust.”

Black Henry looked thoughtful. 
“Maybe,” he said. “Maybe.”

“Understand,” offered Pete, “the 
sheriff and his brother don’t get on 
so good together. What’s between 
’em?”

Black Henry laughed raucously. 
“Just a killin’,” he cried. “This jas­
per came lookin’ for Matt with a 
Wanted Poster in his pocket.” He 
laughed again. “But when Wurt 
seen it, he snipped out the front 
name, had Matt print it up with his 
brother’s name—and now it’s Bide 
Evans that’s a wanted man. Yuh 
seen the posters all over town this 
mornin’. Can’t, tell ’em apart.”

“Never looked,” said the scar-face 
Hound. “Figgered it might be me.” 
Harsh laughter circled the room.

The blue eyes of Ed Farrell, peer­
ing over the window sill, blinked 
furiously. Here was the explanation 
for the poster. He cursed himself for 
having doubted the redheaded Texan.

CHAPTER XIV

Ming Foy

SO INTENT was Farrell on 
the scene before him, that he 
failed to hear the soft-footed 

tread of booted feet. Not until they 
were directly behind him.

Then he whirled with agility amaz­
ing in a man of his age, and grabbed 
the big Colt from his trouser belt. 
But he was too late. Already a gun­
butt was descending on his head. By



turning, he merely deflected the 
blow a trifle and was stunned instead 
of knocked out cold.

Dizzy, Farrell fought back weakly, 
trying to trigger his gun; but coarse, 
callous hands wrenched the weapon 
from him. Then he heard shouting 
and knew that men came rushing out 
of the cabin.

He was mauled and booted and 
could put up but little resistance. He 
felt his pockets being emptied and 
heard the yell go up when the gold 
bag was found. Then he was seized 
roughly, dragged into the cabin and 
thrown on a straight-backed chair 
under the lamp.

Slowly, as the scene crystallized 
before Farrell, he realized he was 
seated in a semi-circle, with himself 
as the focus, and slit-eyed men star­
ing at him as the arc.

An explaining voice was speaking: 
“—so I left Ed at the entrance and I 
followed this jasper—” Moe Wilson 
squinted hard at the gray-haired 
miner. He sucked in his pinched 
cheeks. “—could of sworn he wasn’t 
wearin’ a black shirt.” He shrugged 
his shoulders. “Well—I watched him 
leave his burro at the trees out there 
and creep up and listen. So I came 
up behind and knocked him. - Good 
thing Wurt sent me after yuh.”

“All right, Moe,” grunted Black 
Henry. He turned to Pete, scowling. 
“He followed yuh here. The next 
time yuh get so danged careless—” 
Pete paled. “—there won’t be a next 
time. Now get that burro into the 
corral.” Without a word, Pete swung 
on his heels and went out.

Black Henry’s eyes slanted to Far­
rell’s face and sat there a moment. 
Then a coarse smile spread broad 
over his pock-marked face. “So Mr. 
Farrell got lonesome and decided to 
pay his amigo Black Henry a visit. 
And he brought his visitin’ card 
— and his friend’s picture.” His 
eyes wandered to the little leath­
er pouch on the table and the Want­
ed Poster on which it sat; and then 
back again to Farrell. His expres­
sion changed. When his face lost its 
smile, it became ugly. He was no 
longer smiling. “Who’re yuh play­

in’ spy for, Farrell?” he rasped. “And 
how much did yuh hear? Don’t fig- 
ger on yore old pal, Bide Evans, to 
help yuh this time—’cause he ain’t.”

Farrell hid his drooping spirits be­
hind a tough grin. “Maybe not,” he 
cried. “Maybe it’ll be the Vigilantes 
this time.”

The huge leader of the Hounds 
roared. “Tomorrer mornin* yuh start 
diggin’ all over again! How much 
did yuh hear?”

“Enough to hang yuh!” snapped 
the oldster angrily. “All of yuh— 
yuh danged killers!” There was a 
deep contempt in him for the breed 
that Black Henry represented and it 
poured out in his voice. Moreover, 
inasmuch as his fate was settled, he 
felt that nothing he might say could 
affect a change for the worse. Be­
sides, it made him feel better.

“Why yuh—!” cried Black Henry, 
stepping in and swinging his huge 
hand. Farrell stiffened, waiting for 
the blow to fall. Somehow it didn’t. 
The smile came suddenly again to 
the black-bearded leader’s face. 
“Yuh’re an old coot,” said the latter, 
“and Black Henry was never one to 
go beatin’ old men. ’Sides, yuh paid 
yore way in.” He took the leather 
pouch from the table and dropped it 
into his pocket. Then he picked up 
the Wanted Poster and read the 
writing on the back. He smiled 
crookedly.

“Mighty considerate of yore friend 
Bide Evans,” he said, “to make yuh 
heir to yore own claim.”

“That’s a little more than yuh was 
willin’ to do,” cried Farrell grimly.

Black Henry’s eyes glinted yellow 
in the light. “That’s ’cause I’m a 
businessman,” he said, his heavy lips 
lifting in a grimace.v “And he ain’t.” 
Slowdy, the big man tore the Poster 
into small pieces and let them drift 
from his hand to the wooden floor. 
His smile was wider now. “There 
goes yore claim, Farrell.”

“It was yuh,” Farrell cried, “who 
stole the claim paper from Ming and 
entered it in Matt Evans’ name. And 
then yuh switched it to Bide Evans. 
Wasn’t it?” His blue eyes clung to 
the big man’s face.



EAH,” admitted Black Hen­
ry. “It won’t make no dif- 

f’rence if yuh know that. Yuh ain’t 
leavin’ the gorge. ’Sides, yuh’re the 
only one who ever saw me at work. 
Can’t afford to have yuh breathin’.” 

Farrell said: “They said yuh’re 
playin’ the smartest claim-jumpin’ 
game in the whole gold-fields.”

Faint amusement and pride sat on 
Black Henry’s thick lips as they 
pulled back in a smile. “So far,” he 
admitted modestly.

“How does this Wurt hombre fit 
in?” asked Farrell.

Black Henry considered him care­
fully. Then he shook his head and 
sniggered in his beard. “Maybe I 
better not tell yuh, Farrell,” he said. 
“Got to keep the game clean of com­
petitors.” He roared and his men 
roared with him.

Pete came back. -Farrell could not 
refrain from heaving a sigh of re­
lief, for the tough, stubbled gang 
member came alone. But his relief 
was short-lived.

Black Henry was watching his face 
through shrewdly narrowing eyes. 
“Where’s yore pardner—that China­
man?” he snapped suddenly.

Farrell showed him a bland, un­
blinking front. “Ming?” he said 
evenly. “Left him at the diggin’s.”

The huge leader’s fox-eyes lifted 
and swung to the pinched, scarred 
face of Moe Wilson. “Moe,” he said 
quickly, “what was the color of the 
shirt yuh thought Farrell was wear­
in’?”

Moe Wilson screwed his eyes up. 
“Huh?” he said. “Oh—I thought it 
looked kind of red like.”

“Red?” cried Black Henry, turn­
ing back to the oldster. “Maybe the 
color was orange—-huh, Farrell? Left 
him at the diggin’s, huh? Yuh danged 
liar!”

“No I ain’t,” cried Farrell, with a 
sinking feeling, knowing suddenly 
what was coming next.

Oddly, Black Henry wasn’t angry. 
As a matter of fact he seemed pleased 
with his deductions. He turned to 
face his men.

“That Chinaman’s in our gorge, 
boys,” he cried. “Go out there and 
find him. He can’t get out, Ed’s at 

the entrance. But we can’t have him 
runnin’ loose in here—even if he is 
harmless. I’ll wait ’til yuh grab him.” 
As the men started through the door, 
guns drawn, he called back two of 
them: “Pete, Wilson—tie up this old 
coot.”

In a few moments, the gray-haired 
placer miner was neatly trussed, arms 
tied behind his back and bound to the 
chair-legs. Black Henry looked on 
with amused interest. But eyes, 
other than the latter’s were watch­
ing Farrell made helpless. The 
slanting eyes of Ming Foy.

MING FOY was an obstinate 
man with cautious habits. But 

underneath the black mandarin hat 
he wore, was an agile, quick brain.

He had attended, in his youth, the 
University of China, and on the 
news of the gold strike, had with 
much trepidation, embarked for the 
new world. He had moderate ambi­
tions and wanted no more than 
enough gold to bring his wife and 
seven children to California, and to 
be able to '•upport them without fear 
of the morrow. He had seen the 
possibility of the fruition of his am­
bition, when he and his partner had 
struck pay-dirt at Dutch Diggings. 
Then had begun the series of events 
which had taxed his patience and 
good-will—and led him to where he 
was at this moment—looking on 
while his partner and friend was be­
ing tied hand and foot. The last 
event happened thus:

He had been watching Farrell’s ac­
tions for a few moments. The lat­
ter was no sooner at the cabin win­
dow when he heard a faint crunching 
sound to his left rear. Sliding off 
the burro, Ming stepped back fur­
ther into the shadows.

Just then, a man, gun in hand, 
passed by the tree fringe, so close 
that Ming might have touched him 
with his rifle. There was no doubt in 
his mind that this man boded no 
good for his partner. But Ming 
Foy ’was not a fighting man—nor 
were the instincts of a fighting man 
his.

Otherwise, he might have leaned 
out and tapped the newcomer on the 



heald with the heavy wooden stock 
of the rifle, and thus ended abruptly 
the danger to his partner. But he 
didn’t think of it until the man had 
passed—and then it was too late.

He watched the man cautiously 
follow in Farrell’s footsteps. He was 
tempted to call out several times, 
just as he was tempted to follow this 
newcomer. But he did nothing, for 
he knew the slightest noise would 
bring the men inside the cabin tum­
bling out. Moreover, Ming Foy 
had cautious habits, and was chained 
by them. But only for a while.

He started forward as soon as he 
saw the man with the gun move up 
on his partner. He was at the mes­
quite bush when the fight occurred 
and the men came shouting out to 
subdue Ed Farrell. Ruefully he 
measured his chances in the fray—- 
and decided they weren’t good.

Then when the clearing became de­
serted and quiet, he made the side of 
the cabin and leaned against the wall 
next to the window. Nothing said 
inside escaped his ears, for the win­
dow was open and Ming Foy atten­
tive.

He smiled faintly when Pete went 
for the burro and realized how his 
partner must have felt. But his 
smile departed when he heard that 
the entrance and exit to the gorge 
was blocked. That meant that even 
if he could get his partner released, 
they wouldn’t be able to leave this 
place. Then, when Slack Henry de­
duced that he, Ming, was in the pock­
et, and sent his men out to search 
for him, he knew it would not be 
long before he was found.

Ming Foy was definitely not a 
man of action. But he realized that 
the time had come for him to act. 
Even so he hesitated, but again rec­
ognizing the necessity, he squared 
his shoulders, put the rifle down, 
v/alked to the cabin door—and gave 
himself up.

Ed Farrell, seated facing the door, 
got the surprise of his life when 
Ming Foy walked in alone. His 
eyes widened, his chin dropped; a 
queer disbelieving look came to his 
face. Black and white were the 
only colors the aging placer miner 

could see; and this didn’t look white.
“How are you, gentlemen?” Ming 

Foy said blandly. And he smiled a 
wide, foolish smile.

“Well I’ll be—” cried Black Hen­
ry. “Here he is!” He drew for his 
gun, but half-way through decided 
against it and let the weapon slide 
back into holster. “Search him, 
Pete. Moe, call the boys back.”

Pete handled Ming Foy roughly. 
“Nope,” he told his chief, and pushed 
the Chinaman into a chair next to 
his partner. Outside, Moe Wilson 
could be heard yelling; and soon the 
men came drifting back.

WHEN they were all returned, 
Black Henry said: “He’s 
harmless, boys. Gave himself up. 

Just keep him tied. I’ll be back to­
morrer mornin’. C’mon, Wilson, and 
yuh three; we’ll pick Ed up on the 
way,”

Farrell heard the sounds of horses 
moving off in the night and then 
fade away in the distance. A card 
game started between Pete and a 
second outlaw named Lippy, wide- 
lipped, squat; and the scar-cheeked 
member of the gang stood before 
Ming Foy and gave his considera­
tion.

"Well, Chinee?” demanded this 
one, as he started coiling a rawhide 
around Ming Foy’s limbs. “How do 
yuh like this country?”

“How are you, gentlemen?” said 
Ming Foy blandly. “Me belly hun­
gry,” and he patted his belly.

The buck-toothed outlaw gaffawed 
and turned to Farrell. “What kind-of 
a pardner did yuh pick yoreself, 
miner?”

A puzzled frown sat Ed Farrell’s 
brow. “Don’t know,” he answered. 
“Don’t know.”

“Me belly hungry,” repeated Ming 
Foy. “Me fine cook.”

The two men playing cards looked 
up suddenly. “Cook!” cried Pete. 
“Why the heck didn’t he say so? 
Bill,” he cried to the buck-toothed 
outlaw, “lay off that. Our problem’s 
settled; we just got ourselves a 
cook.”

Ed Farrell’s eyes twinkled. The 



color was white again. His partner 
had something up his sleeve.

“The boss said to tie him,” ob­
jected Bill.

“Yeah,” cried Pete. “But he didn’t 
know he could cook. ’Sides, Black 
Henry said he was harmless.”

That settled it. In a moment, the 
coils fell away from Ming Foy and 
soon he had a dinner sizzling on the 
fire that kept the outlaws’ heads turn­
ing continually toward the stove.

Ming’s first meal was a great suc­
cess and he was permitted to partake 
of it and to feed his partner.

Afterward, the card game broke 
up. Outside it started to rain. Ming 
Foy was bound and placed on the 
dirty brown blanket on the floor next 
to Ed Farrell. Soon the lamplight 
was blown out and the chatter of the 
outlaws’ talk dwindled avray. Only 
the sound of the rain that found its 
way past the narrow overhead gap, 
was heard on the cabin roof.

Much later, when steady snoring 
made the cabin sound like a hornet’s 
nest, Ed Farrell felt pressure against 
him. Then he heard Ming’s soft 
voice at his ear.

“Will bring help in morning,” 
breathed the Chinaman, “if I can get 
away.”

Morning broke bright and clear. 
The cabin woke up slowly. Then 
Ming Foy was roused and let loose 
to prepare breakfast.

Ming worked a while at the stove 
then turned to Pete who was keep­
ing an eye on him. “Need water,” 
he said.

“C’mon outside,” said Pete. “Show 
yuh where it is.”

Ed Farrell watched them go out 
and thought he caught a steely glint 
from his partner’s black eyes. Min­
utes passed.

Bill finally got restless. “Say 
what happened to ’em?” He rose 
and went to the door. Suddenly, 
Farrell saw him dive back into the 
joom for his gun-belt, seize his guns 
and let loose at the doorway. Then 
the gray-haired miner heard the thud 
of driving hoofs, pounding the turf 
hard.

The two .outlaws went flying out of 
the cabin. Anxiously, Farrell wait­

ed. In a few moments, Pete came 
in, holding his head. He was. com­
plaining to Bill:—

“—damned Chinee hit me on the 
head with the bucket—and I went 
out like a light.”

“Harmless—huh?” cried Bill, look­
ing over to Farrell. “All right, mis­
ter,” he told the miner grimly. 
“ ’Stead of breakfast—yuh’re goin’ to 
start diggin’. Now!”

CHAPTER XV

Murder

B
ACK at Dutch Diggings 
Bide Evans pulled his 
black out of the brush and 

swung into leather. The claim­
jumper ahead of him was fading into 

the moonlit distance. Bide let his 
mount out and soon the other hove 
in sight. It was the one called Slim. 
The man’s bandaged hand made a 
white blob against his horse’s dark 
skin.

Slim kept a warm jog along the 
stream. After a while, Bide realized 
the man he followed was heading for 
Hangman’s Gulch. It no longer mat­
tered then, when the moon slid out 
of sight. He merely held to the 
stream and listened to the steady 
thud of hoofs ahead. The wind that 
had sprung up moist to his face, blew 
from the west and brought the clip­
clop of Slim’s horse clearly to him.

Once the wind veered and Bide 
reined up abruptly, aware that the 
horse sounds had suddenly ceased. 
Then after a moment the wind beat 
back, and up ahead hoofs began to 
fall again. Evidently Slim had 
thought he heard something, then de­
cided he had been mistaken. None­
theless, the Texan proceeded with 
greater caution and stayed further 
behind, keeping to the shadows when 
the bright moon was in the clear.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have sent ’em,” 
he worried half-aloud, his face trou­
bled with a frown.

He had begun to feel sorry that 
he had set the partners on the trail 
of the other claim-jumper. There 
was a definite risk of danger for Far­



rell and Ming. Moreover, what he 
expected to learn was yet hardly 
clear in his own mind. Perhaps that 
was why he had to collect all the 
information he could.

He realized that unwittingly he 
had become involved in an odd and 
highly dangerous situation. He had 
entered the Gulch with a single, sim­
ple purpose— that of taking his 
brother back to Dudley, Texas, for 
the murder of old Abe Symes. And 
overnight he had become the hunted 
instead of the hunter.

The Vigilantes had become acute­
ly suspicious of him; his brother’s 
unsavory reputation had fallen on 
him; the murder charge had been 
switched to him; and Matt had be­
come sheriff—all in all, a ticklish sit­
uation,

Yet more and more he was com­
ing to feel that Matt had been 
framed. This despite the trick that 
Matt had played on him with the 
Wanted Poster. Ruefully, he real­
ized that the Gulch now regarded 
him as a desperado. He thought of 
Kate Larson and wondered about 
her.

Abruptly he remembered some­
thing that had slipped from Wurt: 
that it would be awkward for him if 
Matt were elected. Well, Matt was 
sheriff—and it was awkward, A 
connection? Bide shrugged his 
shoulders. Perhaps.

Fragmentary incidents passed fleet­
ingly through his brain: the three 
men from Wurt’s saloon; Matt and 
Wurt waving Black Henry and his 
men after him—then he had as­
sumed it was Matt—perhaps it had 
been Wurt; and the fear in Wurt’s 
face at their first meeting.

His mind stopped short on that 
Fear! That was the key to Wurt. 
Wurt feared him. Why? Before 
Bide could turn this over in his 
mind, he saw Slim’s gaunt figure sud­
denly etched against the lights of 
Hangman’s Gulch.

Bide Evans hitched his black un­
der a wide oak at the outskirts and 
came in afoot. It began to rain as 
he entered town—a light, misty driz­
zle. Ptilling his wide-brimmed hat 
well down, he hastened up the street.

He smiled grimly as he passed fresh 
posters tacked on walls, with his 
brother’s picture, but bearing his 
name.

The drizzle had cut the street 
crowd and his long stride took him 
quickly toward the Star saloon, 
where he had seen Slim dip off his 
mount and enter.

In a few moments, Bide shouldered 
past a grou^ of greasy-faced, drunk­
en miners and quietly pushed past 
the batwings. He blinked in the yel­
low glare of the overhead lamps and 
flash of the back-bar mirror, and 
moved aside to the wall. A kind of 
Babel filled the room, with drinking, 
swearing miners shouting at each 
other to make themselves heard over 
an increasing din.

IN THE brief glance he cast over 
the saloon, Bide noticed that the 

Star had a second floor with an open 
balustrade showing several doors. 
There was a stairway leading up 
there at the right end of the bar. 
Eyes narrowed, he searched the haze 
and smoke lifting to the lamps—and 
found Slim at the bar.

The latter had just downed a 
drink, weaved through the crowd and 
went through that door.

Swiftly, Bide wheeled out of the 
saloon. Stepping off the porch to 
the right, he went into the alley and 
cut through its darkness. The room 
Slim had gone into was at the oppo­
site side of the saloon; he therefore 
had to circle the building.

Quickly, he made the end corner, 
and noticed the sloping shed that ran 
off the second floor. He filed that 
away in his mind. Silently he turned 
the second corner and footed it for­
ward, now in the direction of the 
street. As he ran, he felt the cool 
drizzle trickle down his neck.

He slowed, feeling that there 
ought to be a door near. Still mov­
ing forward, he groped along the 
wall. Suddenly, a form, darker than 
the blackness, came lurching out to­
ward him, almost knocking him 
down.

A gasp of surprise was wrenched 
from this other man. Reaching out 
to keep from falling, Bide threw his 



hands out instinctively and caught 
on to the other’s coat. There was a 
ripping sound and Bide felt the coat 
give way. It was wet to the touch. 
A muffled oath escaped the man’s 
lips and he lashed out.

Bide felt it coming and threw his 
fist. As his knuckles scraped against 
his opponent’s jaw, his boots slipped 
in the alley mud, made £oggy by the 
rain, and he went down.

He was up in an instant, but only 
just in time to hear a door clicking 
shut. Then, realizing that the alley 
wasn’t going to be a safe spot in the 
next few minutes, Bide retraced his 
steps on the run, circled the building 
—and then after brushing off his 
clothes, sauntered onto the porch 
again.

He placed his shoulder against the 
shadowed wall under the front shed 
and tapered up a smoke. He had 
thrown a scare into someone, and 
wondered idly who it was.

He sent out a ring of smoke into 
the cool night air, and noticed that 
the main street had grown much 
darker. The rain had put the flares 
out. Three or four riders whirled 
out of the increasing gloom of the 
town. They came up to the Star in 
a flurry, threw their reins over the 
hitch-rail and stomped into the sa­
loon. A whisper ran across the 
porch, “Black Henry.”

Bide took a long drag on his cig­
arette, slowly exhaled the whitish 
smoke and then flipped it into the 
middle of the street. He watched it 
cut a glowing arc through the night 
and sizzle out as it hit wet dirt. 
Then he pushed out from the wall, 
felt at his Colts and once again en­
tered the Star.

Hunching slightly, he sidled along 
the edge of the room, making his 
way toward the table at which sat 
the huge, black-bearded man and his 
followers. They were passing a bot­
tle around, laughing roughly. One 
of the men rose and Bide heard 
Black Henry’s deep-chested voice:

“Tell him to come down here, Moe. 
I’m gettin’ tired of candles. ’Sides, 
ain’t he a good friend of the sher­
iff’s?”

Bide edged into a chair, tipped it 

back against the wall and pushed his 
hat down over his face. He had seen 
the man named Wilson start up the 
stairs to the second floor. He waited, 
listening. Suddenly he stiffened. 
Black Henry was talking.

“Yuh two,” he was saying, “will 
work Farrell’s claim startin’ tomor­
rer mornin’; it’s a good one.” He 
chuckled in his beard. “Farrell and 
that Chinaman are goin’ to be too 
busy at the cabin to pay it any at­
tention from now on.”

SHADOWS flurried darkly around
Bide’s deep-set eyes, and his lips 

became one thin, tight line.
“Shouldn’t have sent ’em,” bitterly 

escaped him.
He shifted his-.hat slightly and saw 

Jim Wurt coming down the stairs 
with the man named Wilson behind. 
Wurt was a well-groomed man, he 
had to admit; long frock-coat, care­
fully brushed hair, freshly shaven. 
Then the latter was at Black Hen­
ry’s table.

Bide’s hat came down again and if 
anyone had looked his way, they 
would have seen what appeared to be 
a drunken cowboy.

“We agreed to meet in the back 
room,” Wurt said in a curt voice.

“Too dark for me,” grunted Black 
Henry. “I like the light and noise. 
Anyhow, it’s time.”

“Yeah,” agreed Wurt finally. “It’s 
time.” Evidently Wilson had told 
Wurt of Farrell and Ming, for his 
next words were: “Understand yuh 
want to cash some gold-dust, to­
night?”

“That’s right,” cried Black Henry, 
laughing hintingly. He thumped his 
pocket. “Dutch Diggin’s gold—-the 
best there is.”

“Then come into my office,” said 
Wurt, rising. “I’ll weigh it for yuh.”

Black Henry got to his feet and 
pushed the chair back, when a voice 
with a by-now familiar drawl, drifted 
past his ear.

“Just a second, gents.”
The thick-chested man whirled 

fast, hand shooting for holster. Six 
inches from gun-butt, it froze, as if 
meeting a stone wall. Staring at him 
was the black, gaping end of a big 



Colt, His men behind him stared and 
froze with him.

Bide made a rough, crankling 
shape back against the wall, his grim 
smile definitely tough, his Colt a vio­
lent, hawking menace.

“I’ll take that gold, Mr, Henry,” 
he said softly.

“It’s Bide Evans!” Wurt cried, his 
lips drawn in a sudden snarl. “Don’t 
give it to him.”

“Shut up, Wurt!” snapped Bide, 
his attention on the big man. The 
latter stood silent, his fox-eyes fixed 
carefully on him, watching—waiting 
for the attention of the crowd to pull 
this way. Bide put his hand out. “The 
bag, hombre. Don’t forget, the claim 
at Dutch Diggin’s is in my name.”

A slow smile rolled over Black 
Henry’s pocked face. His big teeth 
showed white. “Yeah,” he growled. 
“It is yores.” Slowly he pulled the 
bag from his pocket. Then he began 
to laugh and his huge body shook 
with mirth. “Yeah,” he agreed, tears 
rolling down his eyes, “the joke is 
on us.” He threw the leather bag.

Bide caught it with his left hand 
and pocketed it. “Thanks,” he said. 
Through the corner of his eyes, he 
saw that the crowd was watching him 
now. He could feel the tension 
mount. A heavy, oppressive silence 
began to weigh against him. He 
pulled his other Colt and backed to 
the door. Black Henry grinned and 
put pressure on him.

“What’s yore hurry, friend? Stay 
and have a drink.”

Bide’s mouth was dry at the roof. 
But he grinned back, a hard, hot 
grin. Then, a break came, but from 
an unexpected source. The batwings 
were suddenly flung open and a man 
came in on the run, his face red with 
excitement.
, “Hey, Wurt,” he called, not seeing 
Bide for the moment. “Larson’s been 
found shot. Murdered—” His voice 
petered out suddenly.

But the Texan was already taking 
advantage of the interruption. As 
the newcomer pulled at the strings 
of the crowd’s attention, he hipped 
around and bolted the saloon,

Hubbub rose shrill after him. 
Wurt’s voice sounded high, frantic. 

“Get him!” the latter cried fiercely. 
“There’s a thousand dollars on his 
head. I’ll add another to it. Get the 
killer!”

Roistering his Colts, Bide legged 
it across the street on a diagonal run. 
Shots came roaring, nipping after 
him as he made the corner of a 
building and hugged the alley-side to 
catch his breath. Wood splinters 
ricocheted past his face and the 
sound of yelling men came close.

“So he’ll add a thousand to it,” he 
muttered. Then, “I better get mov­
ing if I don’t want the whole Gulch 
down on my neck.”

WWE PLUNGED into the dark-
. ness of the alley. He pulled up 

abruptly at its end, almost plunging 
into the stream. He cut left and 
sped toward the west end of the 
town, following the course of the 
waterway. Sounds behind him trailed 
off.

“Shook ’em,” he muttered, panting. 
Then, “This ought to take me to the 
hoosegow.”

It did. In a short while, he pulled 
up behind the town jail. He snaked 
around the far side, as he had done 
that morning and quietly made his 
way to the front. A yellow shaft of 
light came from the office window; 
and with it the murmur of two or 
three voices.

As Bide paused at the edge of the 
jail, the door suddenly opened and 
two shadows were cast into the yard. 
An unfamiliar voice sounded.

“Three hours of poker with yuh, 
Matt, is aplenty for me.”

“Me, too,” a second voice added.
Bide heard Matt’s voice now. 

“ 'Night, Clark. ’Night, Smith. Yuh 
got to come from Texas to have the 
savvy.”

“ ’Night,” the two called. The 
light from the door faded and Bide 
heard the two men mount up and jog 
off. Then he came around the front, 
and without hesitation, opened the 
door and walked in.

Matt had just taken his gun-belt 
off and hung- it on the wall. He 
flushed and made a motion for it 
when he saw his visitor.



“Don’t trouble, Matt,” said Bide, 
wiggling his drawn gun,

“Yuh again?” muttered Matt sul­
lenly.

“Yeah,” said Bide, his eyes touch­
ing his brother’s face. Something 
odd stirred in him. “I’m in a hurry, 
Matt. Give me the badge.” '

Wordlessly, scowling, the latter 
took off the star and handed it to 
him. Bide glanced briefly around 
the room, searching. Then he found 
what he wanted. A pair of steel 
handcuffs were lying on the desk. 
The keys lay next to them.

Bide went there, picked the cuffs 
up and pulled a chair over th 5 
grilled window. Snapping one stee 
cuff shut around one of the window 
bars, he motioned Matt to sit down.

“What’s the idea?” growled Matt; 
but he complied.

Bide clicked the second steel cuff 
on Matt’s wrist. “Want to keep yuh 
here ’til I get back,” he said. “Lar­
son was just murdered—know any­
thin’ about it?”

Matt said: “No.”
Bide considered him. “If yuh give 

me yore word yuh won’t yell,” he 
said, “I won’t have to gag yuh.”

Matt sneered. “What’s my word 
worth to yuh?”

“Whatever yuh say it is, Matt,” 
Bide said evenly.

Matt flushed. “All right,” he said 
after a moment.

Bide thumbed his finger at the 
bulletin board. “Yore idea, Matt?”

Matt looked at the Wanted Poster, 
and suddenly grinned. “Looks like 
yuh—huh?”

Bide said: “Don’t think it’s fun­
ny.”

Matt said: “I do.”
Bide smiled thinly, again noting 

the likeness between his brother and 
himself. He blew out the lamp and 
went to the door. He turned. “Where 
did yuh say yuh lost yore gold 
charm, Matt?”

“Thought I lost it at Jim’s—” be­
gan Matt. He halted abruptly. 
“What diff’rence does it make to 
yuh?”

“Some,” said Bide. “Where did 
Jim get the money to buy a saloon?”

“Poker,” grunted Matt.

“See yuh later,” Bide said, and 
went out.

CHAPTER XVI

Sheriff Evans Takes Over

4^ n OWDY, Sheriff,” some- |E~|K one called, and Bide JHUE- Evans nodded.
The crowd in front of Sam Lar­

son’s general store made way for the 
man with the tin star pinned to his 
vest. There was a jam in the store 
also and Bide had to shoulder his 
way through. When he got to the 
counter over which the one lamp in 
the place shed a yellow glow, he 
turned.

“All right,” he said. “Clear out.”
Slowly, the crowd thinned, and in 

a few moments only a small group 
remained in the corner, near the 
railed-off desk with the scale and 
weights on it.

Bide went over to them, his eyes 
sizing the scene. A blanketed fig­
ure lay stretched at the rail, and a 
thin, red trickle of blood showed 
from one end of the blanket. Kate 
Larson was there, a strain pulling 
white at her face and making her 
eyes wide, tragic. Judge Carter was 
there, his goatee a silvery triangle 
in the half shadows. Tay Brown 
was there, dark-faced, grim; Dan 
Rivers, hard-mouthed; others.

Behind the desk, he noted, the 
large safe doors were open. They 
showed him a wide hostility as he 
came up. A curious resolve came 
suddenly to Bide Evans, His broth­
er had a bad name. Perhaps—

“Sorry, Miss Larson,” Bide said. 
To Rivers: “Who found him?”

“Yuh’re not wanted here, Evans,” 
said Brown curtly. “We’ll find the 
ornery killer ourselves!”

Bide’s eyes rested on Brown’s 
face, cool, deliberate. “I’m lawman 
in the Gulch, Brown,” he said quiet­
ly. “When I want yore help I’ll ask 
for it.”

“Why yuh—” cried Brown, flush­
ing.

Bide’s elbows hooked back fast— 
then relaxed. “I wouldn’t start any 



trouble, Brown,” he said, cold steel 
in his voice. “I came in to learn 
what happened.”

Unexpectedly Judge Carter spoke: 
“He’s in the right, Brown. He’s the 
legal arm of the law in Hangman’s 
Gulch. We’ll just have to—er, put 
up with him.”

Bide drawled: “Thanks, Judge.” 
A thin smile edged off his lips. “Now 
—who found Larson?” Just then the 
store door opened and Jim Wurt 
strode in. He doffed his hat and 
came immediately to the girl. His 
black mustache caught a glint from 
the lamp.

“I just heard,” Wurt told her. 
“I’m terribly sorry, Kate.” Then he 
said, nodding: “Howdy, Sheriff—hel­
lo, men.”

Bide’s eyes widened imperceptibly 
and they rode back from Wurt’s face 
to Kate Larson’s. He read nothing 
in the latter—perhaps a faint tinge 
of annoyance. But Wurt’s face had 
flushed faintly as his eyes rested on 
the girl.

That told Bide something; and as 
his gaze went to the others, their re­
serve toward the newcomer told him 
something again. Then hulking, flab­
by Dan Rivers spoke up, answering 
the question he had asked.

“I found Sam, Sheriff,” Rivers 
said. “Came in for some tobacco 
’bout half an hour ago— He was 
layin’ there with two bullets in him 
—the safe cleaned out.”

A certain coincidence leaped at 
Bide and hit him between the eyes.

“I had just left my father,” Kate 
Larson added, her voice flat, her eyes 
cold. “He was closing up for the 
night—putting away all the miner’s 
gold-dust bags for safe-keeping—”

UDGE CARTER patted her on 
the shoulder, ‘Maybe you’d bet­

ter get home, Kate,” he advised. 
“Brown, will you—•?”

“No,” declared Kate. “I’ll stay.” 
Bide felt her eyes on him, chill, un­
friendly. “Rivers,” she said slowly, 
“says he saw a redheaded man go 
through the back door, just as he 
came in.”

Wrinkles ran webs circling Bide’s 
eyes as they narrowed to thin, gray 

slits. Abruptly, he grabbed off his 
wide-brim and stepped back under 
the lamp. “This color, Rivers?” he 
snapped.

A damp, tricky silence clamped 
down on the store. A rat, scamper­
ing behind the counter, made fast, 
clicking sounds as it ran. Then the 
faint echo faded away.

Dan Rivers moved his bulk slowly 
to the light, his baggy, ink-stained 
trousers making him shapeless from 
the hips down. He blinked owlishly.

“Looks like,” he muttered finally. 
He took his pencil out and fooled 
with it.

“Listen to me—all of yuh,” cried 
Bide, his voice driving out at them. 
“I know none of yuh trust me, and 
maybe yuh have reason for it. But 
I had nothin’ to do with this—and 
I’d like to see the killer hung as 
much as any of yuh!” Later, when 
he thought of it, he realized it was 
neither he nor Matt speaking, but 
an Evans. Family pride, they 
called it,

For a second, his voice held them. 
Then Tay Brown broke through with 
a contemptuous sneer. “Sam always 
said yuh were a good speechmaker, 
Evans,” he declared.

Hot words leaped to Bide’s lips, 
then he caught Kate’s eyes on him. 
There was a strange change in their 
hazel depths and they regarded him 
queerly—almost curiously. Quickly 
he replaced his hat, remembering she 
knew he had gray eyes, Matt green. 
He wondered if she had noticed the 
scar on his neck, and moved away 
from the light.

“Clark and Smith,” he said evenly, 
“have been playin’ cards with me for 
the last three hours. Is that good 
enough, Judge?”

“After we checked on it,” snapped 
Tay Brown.

Jim Wurt’s voice sounded, unan­
ticipated, from the semi-shadows near 
the railing. It was empty of expres­
sion.

“I think we can believe the sher­
iff,” he said.

“Why?” demanded Brown brusque- 
iy-

“Because I saw the party that did 
the killin’,” replied Wurt evenly.



A second’s surprise held them.
Bide said: “Suppose yuh tell what 

and who yuh saw, Mr. Wurt.” A 
premonition rankled through him as 
he caught the glitter in Wurt’s black 
eyes.

“Sure, Sheriff,” said Wurt. There 
was an obvious deference and respect 
in his voice when, he addressed the 
Gulch’s lawman. “I was standin’ on 
the porch of the Star, ’cross the 
street, ’bout half an hour ago and was 
just goin’ in, when I see someone 
come runnin’ out of the alley along 
here—.” He paused, then continued:

“Then this gent cuts across the 
street to where his black horse is 
hitched. I got a good look at his 
face when he went up into saddle. 
Then he lit out—out of town.”

“And who was this gent, Wurt?” 
asked Bide softly, knowing the an­
swer in advance.

“Yore brother, Sheriff,” said Wurt. 
“Bide Evans.”

A TIGHT-DRAWN gasp was 
touched off. Bide’s eyes, slant­

ing over, caught Kate’s hand at her 
face, her lips pressed tight.

“So it was that killer?” cried the 
gambler.

Bide said: “Sure it was my broth­
er, Wurt?”

“I didn’t like to say it, Sheriff,” 
said Wurt earnestly, “’cause I don’t 
exactly know how yuh feel about 
him. But I’d swear it was Bide 
Evans on a stack of Bibles.”

“Heard a Chinaman once say,” de­
clared Bide softly, “that if yuh pile 
them Bibles too high, they’re likely 
to fall.”

Jim Wurt took a step forward. The 
light touched his face—showed it 
grow sallow, dark.

“What do you mean by that, 
Evans?” he demanded angrily.

Bide closely watched the puzzled 
light dance in the opaque depths of 
Wurt’s 'eyes. About to speak, Bide 
was cut off by the girl. Surprising­
ly, she asked the question he was go­
ing to put.

“How can you tell the difference 
between the sheriff and his brother?" 
she demanded. “They look alike. I’ve 
seen them both.”

Something else came into Wurt’s 
eyes, Bide saw. The spectre of fear. 
Then it vanished. But Wurt’s an­
swer was right and held no hint of 
that fear. Again Bide paid out an 
unwilling admiration for this small 
man’s nimble, swift-thinking mind. 
Despite the fact that the story Wurt 
told was a lie from beginning to end.

“Clark and Smith,” said Wurt, 
“came into my place five minutes ago 
for a drink. They told me they had 
just spent a few hours with the sher­
iff.”

“It was Bide Evans, all right,” 
cried Tay Brown. “His poster’s all 
over town. He’s wanted in Texas 
for murder.”

“Looks like,” Bide said evenly, 
“the Evans family’s gettin’ itself a 
bad name in Hangman’s Gulch.”

“You earned it!” cried Kate Lar­
son angrily, flushing.

“I ain’t so sure,” said Bide slowly, 
his face building up hard. “In Tex­
as we .had a good name.”

“That’s right,” put in Judge Carter 
surprisingly. “I stopped by at the 
Evans ranch several years ago. You 
were away, Sheriff—and so was your 
brother. But Luke Evans* your fa­
ther, has one of the best names in 
Texas.”

“Thanks, Judge,” said Bide. “But 
before we jump to conclusions and 
accuse my brother of murder, let’s 
make sure he did it.”

The printer’s voice floated in the 
room: “Yuh mean Wurt was seein’ 
things, Sheriff?”

Bide’s eyes shifted from face to 
face. Wurt was puzzled, angry—un­
certain. Kate Larson’s eyes were un­
comfortably steady on his face. 
Judge Carter was watching him 
thoughtfully. Tay Brown had lost 
his aggressive assurance. They all 
had the look as if something had 
come into the room—something new 
and disturbing.

“I ain’t sayin’ anythin’,” Bide de­
clared, “until I’ve looked into it. 
First place, Wurt didn’t see my 
brother come out of the store — he 
came out of the alley. Second place, 
all Rivers seen was red hair. Big 
town like the Gulch can have more 



than two heads of red hair-—huh? 
Third place, Bide ain’t a killer.”

“Ain’t he wanted in Texas?” de­
manded Brown.

Bide said: “Mistake,” and let it go 
at that. He had the makings out and 
was tapering up a smoke. But his 
eyes were on Wurt. The latter had 
been listening to him with a peculiar 
intentness. Blood came and went 
across the saloon-owner’s face, leav­
ing it ghastly one minute, red the 
next. He suspects, Bide thought.

HE TURNED to the girl, aware 
that her eyes hadn’t left his 

face. “Miss Larson,” he asked, “did 
yore father have any enemies? Did 
he quarrel with anyone lately?” 
Again he felt something respond in­
side him as he looked at her.

“Yes,” she said evenly. “He quar­
reled with your—brother. And with 
Mr. Wurt.”

“Ah,” he said. It was evident from 
the glances directed at Wurt and 
then at Kate, that the others knew of 
the quarrel between Wurt and Lar­
son and were aware of its reason. 
Then he too suddenly divined its ori­
gin. Unaccountably it made him feel 
better. “Mr. Wurt,” he said casually, 
“I reckon yuh can tell us where yuh 
were half hour ago?”

It was actually an idle question, 
but for a moment, he thought some­
thing cracked inside the blank mir­
ror of Wurt’s eyes. But the latter’s 
voice was entirely unruffled,

“Of course I can,” said Wurt quiet­
ly. “If necessary.”

“Where?” asked Bide, gently in­
sisting.

Wurt flushed, “I don’t see any 
reason for it,” he said half-angrily. 
“But I was in my saloon.”

“Good enough,” said Bide. “I’m 
goin’ to have a look-see around,” He 
moved toward the side door, through 
which the murderer had left, accord­
ing to Rivers. He smiled thinly as 
he went into the next room, He knew 
he had done two things in there. He 
had made them uncertain that the 
evidence was sure-proof of Bide 
Evans’ guilt; and he had begun to de­
stroy the picture they had in their 
minds of Matt Evans.

He left the door open and the light 
that ran along the store’s counter 
drifted in here, and showed it to be 
a small room, used for an office and 
for storing excess merchandise. Flour 
and coffee bags were piled against 
the walls. There was a desk and 
chair in the corner.

There was another door at the op­
posite end. He crossed over and 
pushed it open. The sound of the 
rushing stream smote his ears. Water 
flowed directly behind the building; 
there was no more than a ridge of 
three or four feet between the stream 
and store. In the dark he could make 
out the white froth eddies formed by 
rocks at the edge of the bank.

If anyone came out of here on the 
run, he reflected, they couldn’t help 
but hit the stream. Recent memory 
cut across his thoughts like a whip. 
That man he had run into in the Star 
alley had been wet. The coat he had 
grasped and torn had been wet. And 
the man had vanished into Wurt’s 
saloon!

The pressure of the thought eased 
off. It was drizzling then and he re­
called the feel of the rain on the back 
of his neck. Yet the thought persist­
ed that the man’s coat had been very 
wet. He shrugged his shoulders and 
went back into the store.

The store was empty now, save for 
the water-eyed, bo^y undertaker, Dud 
Harvey,, and a helper. Apparently 
they had just entered; and were mak­
ing their lugubrious preparations. 
Dud Harvey looked up and his sad 
face became sadder.

“Howdy, Sheriff,” he said hesitat- ! 
ingly.

“What kind of a gun—?” asked j 
Bide. And he nodded toward the ! 
figure lying under the blanket.

“Derringer, looks like,” replied 
Harvey, and turned back to his work,

THE juzgado lay dark and silent 
when Bide approached it. There 
was nothing about it to indicate a 

change had taken place. Yet subtle 
indications of danger reached out to 
him and slowed his pace.

His hands were on his pistol butts 
when he pushed the door open with 
his boot. Nothing stirred in there.

“Matt,” he called.



“Yeah?” It was Matt’s voice from 
the window.

Then Bide saw his brother’s 
blurred outline in the dark and 
stepped into the room. Something 
moved behind him. He twirled—. His 
instincts had been right, but he had 
not listened carefully. The point of 
a pistol ground into his spine, and 
he brought up stock still as a voice 
cracked in his ear:—

“Freeze!”
A light went on. Wurt stood there, 

his eyes full of hatred, a hectic flush 
on his face. Matt sat at the window, 
but the steel handcuffs were off his 
wrists. And a mocking smile rode 
his face as he came up, took the 
badge from Bide’s vest and the guns 
from his holsters.

Two other men were there. One 
Bide recognized as the man called 
Wilson; the other was his old friend, 
Slim, who leered at him as he held a 
gun against his back.

“A smart gent that likes to play 
games—huh” cried Wurt. “Yuh’re 
goin’ to stretch for that killin’ to­
night, Bide Evans.”

Bide saw Matt’s eyebrows lift. “He 
done in Larson?” the latter asked 
Wurt.

“Yeah!” cried Wurt sharply.
Bide said: “The killer made a mis­

take, Matt—just like he did in Dud­
ley. He used a derringer tonight. 
That other night, he planted a gold- 
charm in the paralyzed right hand of 
a left-handed man.”

CHAPTER XVII

Turned Tables

B
IDE EVANS stirred rest­
lessly on the wooden plank 
bunk. Finally, finding sleep 

impossible, he got up and took to 
pacing the small, stuffy cell. But he 

found no outlet across the short floor 
for the muscles that craved action, 
for the crowded feeling that cried 
out for release. A foreboding stirred 
in him like the first faint ruffling of 
a wind-boding storm.

He stopped at the cross-bar ’ win­
dow and looked out into the night. 

It lay dark and heavy—and without 
rain now. He saw nothing; heard 
only the rush of the stream. The 
moon remained hidden behind scab­
rous, dingy masses and the cool 
breeze had been stifled into close, 
choking air.

He wheeled away from the window 
and fell to pacing again. Angrily, 
like a man who had made a mistake. 
A latent temper that matched the 
color of his hair was seeking a focus.

He forced his teeth into his lips 
and felt the bite of pain. It eased 
him somewhat. He faced his mistake 
squarely. He had been proud and 
had let Wurt find him out. He 
should have known Wurt would be 
at the jail waiting for him.

The thought of Farrell and Ming 
quickened his sense of frustration. 
He had sent them on an errand; and 
now he had failed them. He set 
down Matt as a personal failure too. 
Again it was his pride and stubborn 
sense of right and wrong that had 
stopped him from treating Matt as a 
brother. That’s why, he felt, Matt 
had stood by tonight and let Wurt 
run things—let Wurt lock him up in 
this cell. The thought rankled.

Something stirred in the night and 
he was at the window again. He 
strained his eyes, listening intently, 
yet nothing touched his senses. But 
the cold chill that crawled down his 
spine kept giving him messages.

Out there, half-strangulated echoes 
whimpered through an implacable 
gloom. He felt the stifling, breath­
less night coil like a tightening noose 
around his neck. Blurred darkness 
swelled, expanded, contracted. The 
night held a deadly menace that hov­
ered like the bird of death, ready to 
feed on carrion.

A pale shaft of light swinging sun- 
denly down the dusty jail corridor, 
brought Bide Evans around, rigid. 
A lantern, dangling from a man’s 
bandaged hand, approached his cell. 
Reaching the grilled door, it lifted, 
revealing the face of its carrier— 
Slim, gaunt, ugly-eyed.

Slim tilted the lantern against the 
bars and sent his eyes peering after 
the small light into the cell. He saw 
Bide leaning against the wall.



“Yuh’re up,” he said. Unease shift­
ed through his eyes like a shadow.

Bide waited, the muffled sounds of 
the night a shrill warning in his ears. 
Slim hung the lantern up on a nail, 
fetched a key from his pocket and 
unlocked the cell door. Oddly, he 
held no gun, although two six-shoot­
ers sagged low at his thighs.

“C’mon,” said Slim.
Slowly Bide walked out of the cell. 

“What’s up?” he asked, his eyes 
agate-cold on Slim’s face.

“Yore brother,” replied Slim, look­
ing past him, “sent me to release yuh. 
Said he didn’t want yuh to stay in 
the Gulch. It wasn’t safe for yuh. 
Said he was doin’ it for the Evans 
family.”

FOR A BRIEF instant Bide felt 
a warm glow go through him. 
Then it faded. The message was too 

obviously rehearsed. Slim was nerv­
ous, kept shifting his eyes, moving 
his hands near his thighs,

“Yeah,” said Bide, with a show of 
relief. “That’s mighty good of Matt. 
Where is he? I’d like to see him 
’fore I go.”

“He ain’t here,” Slim said hurried­
ly. “This way,” he pointed to the 
rear door at the end of the corridor. 
“There’s a hoss waitin’ for yuh.”

Bide started moving toward the 
door with Slim beside and to the rear 
of him, when he stopped and turned 
abruptly. He surprised a pale glitter 
in Slim’s eyes.

“Forgot my Colts,” said Bide. 
“They’re in the office. I’ll get ’em.” 
He turned about and took one step 
toward the office door, when Slim’s 
hand fell on his left arm.

“Yuh’ll do without ’em,” Slim cried 
shortly. “There ain’t no time,” he 
added. “It’ll be sun-up soon.”

Bide shrugged and nodded as 
though accepting the answer. But in­
stead of turning back, suddenly 
pushed Slim aside with the latter’s 
own hand. Then wheeling swiftly 
behind the gaunt claim-jumper, he 
slid his arm around Slim’s neck un­
til he had it locked in the crook of 
his elbow. Slim’s hands pulled fran­
tically at his circling arm.

He exerted sudden pressure and 

Slim began to choke. Snaking the 
claim-jumper’s gun with his left 
hand, Bide released him, twisting 
him around as he did so.

“Stand hitched!” snapped Bide.
Slim’s face was red and he gasped 

for breath. His eyes glinted with an­
ger as he looked into his own gun 
muzzle.

“What’s the idea?” he cried final­
ly. “Here I’m lettin’ yuh out—and 
yuh go loco.”

Bide relieved him of the other gun 
and then considered him through 
graying eyes. “Slim,” he said, “may­
be I’m loco. But you and me are 
goin’ to change places. Yuh’re goin’ 
out this way, and I’m leavin’ by the 
front door. Oh—so yuh don’t ’dmire 
that idea?”

A sudden change had swept Slim. 
The rage left his eyes—to be re­
placed by stark, abject fear. His 
mouth fell open and his lower lip 
trembled. He tried to speak, but no 
words came past his teeth. Finally, 
he shook his head.

“So yuh were goin’ to send me out 
to be bushwhacked,” muttered Bide 
grimly. “Then tomorrer the Gulch 
would say, ‘Killed—tryin’ to escape. 
Good riddance.’ ”

“It was Matt’s idea,” cried Slim 
fearfully.

“Matt?” said Bide, staring stonily 
at the other. Then, “Get back into 
the cell,”

Willingly, the latter went into the 
cell Bide had occupied. Whipping 
off Slim’s belt, Bide lashed the claim­
jumper’s hands behind his back and 
stuffed a handkerchief into his 
mouth. Then he went out and locked 
the door with the key.

He left the lantern hanging in the 
corridor and cautiously let himself 
into the office. Over in the east, a 
dull, gray morning of impending 
light came tenuously to the night. 
But outside the jail the inky pitch 
was still impenetrable.

The office was empty and Bide 
catfooted across the room. The front 
door creaked slightly as he opened it. 
Another sound reached him—the soft 
heave of horses. He placed them at 
the front left corner of the building.

Slowly he reached dust and then 



groped silently along the wall. His 
reaching hand suddenly touched 
horseflesh. Then a man close by 
cried out. Bide realized someone had 
been left to keep the horses quiet.

THE TEXAN lashed out fiercely 
in the direction of the cry, and 
felt his fist make a pulpy sound’ as 

it connected with bone and flesh. 
Again the man cried out—this time 
loudly, stridently, his voice cleaving 
the darkness:—

“This way! This way 1”
Bide caught the bridle of the near­

est horse and tried to get aboard. But 
the horse was nervous, kept plung­
ing. Time was running out and the 
crunch of booted feet beating across 
the dirt rang menacingly in his ears.

Finally, desperately, he made leath­
er and jabbed his spurs fast and deep. 
The animal lurched away at a dead 
run. Gunfire began to rattle in his 
ears. Gunfire and curses. Then the 
night seamed wide open in long scar­
let splashes. Flaming muzzles cut 
jagged designs into the darkness. 
Blood suddenly ran warm down his 
arm as a bullet scored his shoulder. 
And the hot breath of death fanned 
his cheeks.

He let his horse run out the gaunt­
let of questing lead, crouching low 
in the saddle. Halfway down the 
main street, headed east, he looked 
back. Guns were still blazing yon­
der at the jail, and it looked like a 
Fourth of July celebration.

In a few moments he had made the 
other end of the town. Sliding off 
his mount, he went into the brush 
where he had left his black and 
pulled the horse out on the trail. 
There were no signs of pursuit, so he 
set a leisurely pace into the dawn­
breaching sky.

THE SUN hatched out of its east­
ern shell with blood on it. It 
rose big and fiery—and hot before its 

time. The early morning earth had 
coolness along its banks, but that 
soon vanished in face of the raw­
looking menace that hung over the 
ragged lip of the eastern fringe of 
hills like a bloody omen.

The morning matched Bide Evans’ 

temper as he stomped the clearing 
at Dutch Diggings. Inside him 
there was something at work that 
seethed like a volcano. It set fire to 
his gray eyes and molded his jaw 
into a rough-hewn line.

“My own brother,” he muttered. 
“Havin’ me drygulched.”

That, more than anything else, 
whipped him like a rawhide. All the 
bitterness of his six months’ search 
returned. All his reasonings on 
Matt’s possible innocence were wiped 
away. Matt was guilty as hell; and 
last night had proved it!

He was finished with doubts. From 
here on he moved in a single, straight 
line.

His thoughts shifted abruptly to 
Farrell and Ming. Black Henry had 
delegated two of his men to be at the 
diggings this morning. It was for 
these that Bide was waiting. They 
would lead him to Black Henry’s 
hideout. Otherwise he might spend 
futile days combing these hills and 
gullies.

He hoped fervently he would be in 
time. He had seen an example of how 
Black Henry worked—and the sight 
hadn’t been pleasant.

The distant crackling of twigs un­
der the hoofs of a running horse 
came suddenly to his ears. He moved 
quickly behind a clump, where he had 
hidden his horse, and waited.

His forehead corrugated into a 
frown. Only one horse rode the ap­
proaching trail. Moreover, the ani­
mal was moving fast, with a hint of 
urgency in its fast-thudding hoofs. 
In a few moments a rider flashed into 
the clearing.

“Ming!” cried Bide, coming out of 
hiding.

Ming Foy’s ordinarily placid, yel­
low face was a queer color with blood 
pumping into it. A great wave of 
relief swept it as he saw the Texan.

“Heaven smiles on Ming Foy,” he 
cried excitedly. “You are here.”

“Where’s Ed?” asked Bide.
“In grave danger,” replied Ming, 

briefly for once.
Bide Evans wheeled and went for 

his horse. Up in saddle he listened 
grimly to Ming’s tale as they swung 
along.



“We got to get back there fast,” 
Bide cried. “They’ll take out their 
anger on Ed.”

The bright-garbed Oriental brought 
his hand down hard on his mount’s 
flank and the animal sped away. JBide 
followed on his heels, a streak of raw 
color in his face, his lean lips taut.

Along the base of the slope raced 
Ming, hunched in the saddle, his pig­
tail flying horizontally behind him. 
Ahead now, a short distance, lay his 
goal—the dense clump of trees that 
hid the ingress to the gorge. Speed­
ily he made the fringe and then 
slowed his pace.

CAREFULLY, he wound his way 
among the trees and shrubs. 

Bide, alongside Ming momentarily, 
caught sight of the entrance to the 
gorge through the brush. Abruptly 
he motioned Ming to halt. His nar­
rowing eyes had seen a man on guard. 
The latter was seated, propped 
against a boulder, dozing. A rifle lay 
across his lap.

Slipping silently out of leather, 
Bide eased forward. Then warily he 
pulled up behind a tree—the last tree 
between him and the guard. In be­
tween them was a clear stretch of 
about twenty feet.

Gun palmed, the Texan stole softly 
across the rocky patch. Six feet from 
the nodding guard, the latter stirred 
uneasily. Bide stood rigid, held his 
breath. If the guard awoke he would 
give the alarm to the camp.

A warning signal must have 
clanged in the guard’s brain, for his 
eyelids fluttered open suddenly. A 
low growl burst from his lips and he 
started to bring his rifle up. Des­
perately, Bide Evans moved. In a 
single leap he lunged forward and 
brought his gun-butt down hard on 
the man’s twisting head. There was 
a sickening crunch as steel met bone 
—and the guard toppled and lay still.

Bide took the rifle and handed it 
to Ming, who came up on foot. “We’ll 
have to leave the horses here,” Bide 
told him, as he speedily bound and 
gagged the guard in the same manner 
he attended to Slim. “Can’t take any 
chances on their bearin’ us.”

Ming gazed at the guard and shook 

his head. “This blot on nature,” he 
said, “was not here before when I 
left.”

Bide frowned. “That means there 
may be more than three of ’em there.”

Quickly he passed along the nar­
row footing, picking his way among 
the large rocks and boulders. Ming 
followed nimbly behind. Then the 
defile spread out and Ming pointed 
to the brush tangle ahead.

But Bide needed no directions, for 
the ominous clump of a pickaxe bit­
ing into earth had reached his ears. 
With Ming at his heels he made the 
trees. He turned to the Chinese.

“Yuh stay put, Ming,” he whis­
pered. Then cautiously he began to 
circle the right flank of the clump. 
Hugging the protection of outhang- 
ing branches, Bide gradually worked 
his way around. A corral hove in 
sight. He thought he saw four horses. 
Actually there were five; but he 
didn’t see the fifth because it was 
rolling at the time.

The edge of the cabin came into 
view. Then his lips pulled down in 
straight parallel lines. Ed Farrell 
stood there, swinging a pickaxe—dig­
ging another grave. Three men stood 
around watching. One Bide recog­
nized as Pete, Slim’s sidekick. Then 
he saw that his gray-haired friend 
had finished, so he pushed out from 
the brush, his guns levelled.

“Reach for that sky!” he cried 
sharply.

THE three men whirled on him, 
then their hands fell away as 
they caught the deadly gleam of his 

Colts in the sun. They paled, recog­
nizing him.

“Bide!” cried Ed Farrell, relief 
broad in his face. “Ming made it.”

“Yeah,” nodded Bide. “Take their 
hardware, Ed.”

A smile washed the oldster’s fea­
tures and he began to pull their guns. 
Suddenly he let out a yell: “Bide! 
In the doorway!”

A gun blasted in the sunlight, and 
a triumphant yell rose from the cabin. 
Before the echo of the shot died 
away, another one, louder, more stri­
dent, beat across to the cabin. The 
yell there died suddenly, and the



snaa holding a smoking gun in his 
hand abruptly collapsed in the cen- 

. ,ter. His knees buckled and he pitched 
out on his face into the yard. He 
lay without moving and the mounting 
cries of the three outlaws fell away 
with his dying plunge.

Bide had turned at, Ed’s yell, but 
he was late. A hot stabbing pain 
seared through him as a bullet found 
his left shoulder. His eyes suddenly 
saw black and his stomach began to 
roll. For a second he thought he was 
going to pass out, and his hands felt 
weak and powerless. But with a 
wrench of will he pulled himself to­
gether—just in time to hear Ming’s 
voice come gently from the other end 
of the tree clump:

“How are you, gentlemen?”
Then Bide saw him emerge with 

the rifle in his hands. A wisp of 
smoke lay wreathed around the 
muzzle.

CHAPTER XVIII

Showdown

T
HE early morning sun glinted 
brightly from the star that 
Matt Evans wore on his vest. 
He cut his mount’s pitching canter 
to a jog as he came into sight of the 

Gulch jailhouse.
He approached the building warily, 

his green eyes going to the three 
corners visible. Apparently satisfied 
that no one was lurking about, he 
drifted up and swung off his horse.

His clothes were rumpled, as 
though he had slept in them and his 
face was stubbled with a two days’ 
growth. His guns shifted low against 
his thighs as he mounted the few 
steps and kicked the door in.

Hearing nothing, he entered, then 
closed the door with his boot. A sar­
donic smile came to his face as he 
passed the bulletin board.

“Mornin’, Bide.” he said to the 
Wanted Poster there. He laughed 
briefly. “Reckon yuh’d- be proud to 
know that yore lawman brother high- 
tailed on account of a pack of store­
keepin’ Vigilantes.” He shook his 
head and he grimaced. “Sure makes 

me proud.” He added, muttering: 
“Maybe I better change my name.”

He frowned when he came to the 
door leading to the cell’s corridor 
and found it slightly ajar. He con­
sidered it, then went past the door 
with hastening strides. Pulling up at 
the cell into which he had thrown 
his brother, he suddenly gave vent to 
a cry of surprise.

“Slim!” he roared. “What in hell 
are yuh doin’ there? Where’s my 
brother?”

But the gaunt claim-jumper was 
unable to answer. His mouth was 
stuffed with a red kerchief.

His lips flattened in a wolfish snarl, 
Matt feverishly unlocked the cell 
door and in a moment had the gag 
out of Slim’s mouth.

“Well?” yelled the Gulch’s lawman.
Slim breathed deeply, his sunken 

cheeks blowing in and out.
“Dang him,” he cried finally. 

“Wurt told me to bring some food 
for him. So I did. When I get to 
the door, yore brother wraps his arm 
around my neck and takes my gun 
away. Then he shoves me in here.”

Matt’s green eyes burned hard into 
Slim’s face, then he turned on his 
heel and crossed to the door. Slim’s 
cry stopped him .there.

“Hey! Ain’t yuh goin’ to let me 
out of here?”

Matt turned again. As he came 
back, his eyes swept the floor. Then 
something came into his face that 
was tough and bright — something 
that made his eyes glitter with a 
queer light.

“Slim,” he said softly. “What kind 
of food did yuh bring him—with no 
plates?”

Slim’s eyes widened, and fear rode 
into them. He stepped backward to 
the wall as Matt advanced on him.

“Yuh danged liar!” Matt yelled. 
He reached out and seized Slim by 
the throat. Rage gripped the tin- 
starred, redheaded man and he shook 
his prisoner savagely. Slim’s face 
grew red, purple, black. Finally Matt 
loosened his strangle-hold.

Gradually the colors faded away 
from the gaunt man’s face. He gulped 
air into his mouth in deep sobs. Be­
tween pantiijg breaths he told Matt 



what had happened. “He forgot about 
me—-Wurt did, dang him!” Slim con­
cluded.

FOR an instant Matt glared at him, 
then with set teeth let go and 
drove his balled fist, hard and clean 

into Slim’s mouth. There was a sharp 
smack; then Matt wheeled out of the 
cell, not waiting to see Slim sag to 
the floor.

Matt Evans went through the office 
looking neither to the right nor left. 
A murderous expression was build­
ing up in his face. When he hit the 
yard he was running and he went up 
into saddle with a savage kick.

“Playin’ me for a sucker, huh?” he 
bit out through clenched teeth.

In a moment his mount was racing 
down the Gulch’s main street, a swirl­
ing dust streamer, yellow in the 
morning sun raising in its wake. 
Then the animal went back on its 
haunches and reared as Matt pulled 
the reins sharply in front of the Star.

He was off the horse and pushing 
through the batwings before the ani­
mal quieted. The saloon was virtually 
empty, except for one or two drunks 
sprawled in chairs. The baggy-eyed 
bartender, polishing the mahogany 
bar, looked up.

“Howdy, Matt,” he called.
“Highpockets,” said Matt.“ Where’s 

Jim?”
“Upstairs—in his room,” replied 

the bartender, half-smiling, half- 
dubious. He wrinkled his sallow face 
and scratched his head as he saw the 
sheriff go up the stairs three at a 
time. “Kind of in a hurry, I reckon.”

Matt reached the landing and 
whirled down the open corridor. 
Then without knocking, he went into 
Jim Wurt’s room.

Jim Wurt was putting the finishing 
touches on his morning’s dress; comb­
ing his hair and smoothing his mus­
tache, The owner of the Star raised 
his eyebrows at the abrupt entrance. 
Then something in his visitor’s face 
caused the blood to wash out of 
Wurt’s high forehead; made him 
move back a step.

“Howdy, Matt,” he said, his voice 
ragged around the edges.

Matt stared at him, his wide chest 

rising and falling rapidly. Then 
words chopped out of his mouth in 
short, spaced intervals.

“Wurt,” he said. “I’m goin’ to give 
yuh the worst beatin’ yuh ever got 
in yore life.”

If there was any blood left in 
Wurt’s face it went away now. Fear 
tame fresh to his eyes, and his chin 
seemed to tremble.

“Yuh’re loco, Matt,” he cried, tak­
ing another step backward.

“No,” grunted Matt. “But I been 
blind loco up to now.”

‘■What are yuh talkin’ about?” cried 
Wurt.

“Send me out on a wild-goose chase 
—huh!” Matt cried, his eyes nar­
rowed to green pin-points. “So yuh 
could get Bide. Yuh sent him three 
of the boys, all right. And last night 
yuh sent all of ’em—huh? But he 
got away—didn’t he? Maybe yuh 
could fool one Evans—but not two—- 
huh Wurt?”

“Yuh’re loco, Matt,” repeated Wurt, 
pantingly. His tongue was out, lick­
ing his full red lips. He was a small­
ish man compared to Matt, but now 
he seemed to grow smaller, to shrink.

“Yeah,” continued Matt slowly, dis­
regarding the interruption. His eyes 
were glued to Wurt’s smooth-shaven 
face. “It was Bide yuh was out for 
since he got here. And why?” He 
paused and his lips went back over 
his teeth.

“Yuh’re wrong, Matt,” cried Wurt. 
“Yuh’re wrong!”

“Sure,” Matt went on relentlessly. 
“ ’Cause Bide suspected Abe Symes 
was alive when I left the bank that 
night. Yuh were afeard, Wurt, ’cause 
yuh knew Symes was alive. I let yuh 
talk me out of rememberin’ I lost the 
gold charm at yore place—didn’t I? 
And I let yuh feed me whiskey so’s 
I’d forget. So’s I’d forget the steam­
in’ hoss I saw in front of yore place 
that night. The hoss that was in back 
of the bank. So’s I’d forget to ask 
yuh who yuh suddenly won the 
money from to buy a saloon—huh?”

WURT was back now against 
the wall and the truth lay bare 
in his bloodless face.

Matt went on, his rage a tempo­



rarily controlled volcano: “But yuh 
slipped up, friend. Yuh got careless. 
Maybe yuh wasn’t in Dudley long 
enough to find out Symes’ right arm 
was paralyzed—huh? So yuh pinned 
it on me ’cause everyone would be­
lieve it. Yuh framed me, Wurt— 
friend!” He spat the last into Wurt’s 
face. And then his arms went flash­
ing back as Wurt fumbled at his 
sleeve.

“Go ahead, Jim,” Matt‘called taunt­
ingly. ought to drill yuh ’thout 
waitin’ for yore draw. But I never 
shot a man down in cold blood—and 
I ain’t goin’ to start on a skunk like 
yuh.”

Wurt dropped his hands to his 
sides. “I was wrong, Matt,” he plead­
ed. “I tried to make it up for yuh 
by gettin’ yuh elected sheriff.”

“Yuh’re a liar!” cried Matt. “Yuh 
got me elected ’cause yuh wanted to 
run this town. But this is yore last 
day in the Gulch, Mr. Wurt. Yuh’re 
goin’ to sign a confession to the mur­
der of Abe Symes, and take yore 
beatin’.”

“I ain’t signin’ nothin’!” snapped 
Wurt.

He had overstepped himself. A 
wicked grin tore across Matt’s face 
and he drawled: “Them’s the words I 
’dmire to hear, friend.” He moved 
slowly across the room.

BOWNSTAIRS, at the bar, High- 
pockets suddenly stopped shin­

ing his glassware and cocked an ear. 
Over his head, the floor began to 
shake. And the back-bar mirror 
started to quiver.

He screwed his eyes up and lis­
tened intently. “Sounds like a fuss,” 
he muttered dubiously. “In Wurt’s 
room, too.” His angled shoulders 
moved in a shrug.

For a while, the scuffling, smacking 
sounds overhead went on unabated. 
Several times there was a sudden, 
heavy noise, as of something falling. 
Highpockets shook his head per­
plexedly. There was a short space of 
time when all noise ceased, except a 
kind of sighing wheeze.

The high-built bartender sighed 
too; but even as he was releasing his 
breath the sounds above started all 

over again. But now their duration 
was brief. There was a sudden crash 
and then a scraping, as if a body 
were being dragged across the floor. 
But that was impossible, Highpockets 
knew.

Complete silence now reigned, so 
the bartender went back to work. He 
was so engaged when Matt Evans 
came sauntering down the stairs: The 
sheriff, he noted, was folding a piece 
of paper with a highly pleased look 
on his face.

“Set one up for me,” called the lat­
ter. He came over with a light step 
and wide grin and tossed the drink 
off in a gulp. “On the house, High­
pockets,” said the sheriff. And he 
turned and walked out of the saloon.

The bartender stared after Matt 
Evans and scratched his head. He 
had never seen Evans acting coltish. 
Matt had always been the morose 
kind.

PAINFULLY, Jim Wurt dragged 
himself across the floor to the 
dresser. With great effort he propped 

himself up and stared into the mirror. 
He groaned aloud. His face was 
smeared with blood that streamed 
from his nose. Red bruises, where 
Matt’s knuckles left their marks, 
showed up high and puffy on his 
cheekbones. His lower lip was cut 
and his white shirt was blood-spat­
tered and dirty. Only his eyes had 
somehow escaped damage. And now 
they glared back at him balefully, 
full of a burning, lustful hatred.

“Damn yuh!” His voice was hoarse 
and his words a croak. “Damn yuh, 
Matt Evans! Both of yuh!”

He left the dresser, made it across 
the room to where a filled washbowl 
stood on a small table, and staggered 
back with it. With a towel he washed 
his bruises. The water burned his 
face and he grimaced into' the mirror.

In a couple minutes, he wobbled to 
the door and holding on to the frame, 
called down for a bottle. When High­
pockets came up, he thrust his hand 
through the slight-opened door and 
took the bottle from him.

“Is Black Henry still here?” Wurt 
put his voice through the wedge.



“Think so,” returned Highpockets 
from the soutside.

“Send him up,” ordered Wurt 
thickly and closed the door. He 
quickly tilted the bottle and let the 
liquor trickle down past his swollen 
tongue to his throat. Wurt was not 
a drinker, but this made him feel 
better. He took a second swig and 
the whiskey began to burn him. He 
shook his fist at the door.

“I ain’t leavin’ town, Matt Evans,” 
he cried, a sudden mad glint in his 
eye. “ ’Cause yuh’re leavin’ first—by 
way of Dud Harvey’s.” His voice 
cracked, split shrill. “And I’ll buy 
yuh the best box he’s got, Matt. The 
best one! That’s because I’m a good 
friend of yores. Ha! ha! Maybe I’ll 
buy yuh two. Sure—yore brother’ll 
need one also.”

He took one more drink, he put the 
bottle away from him. The hectic 
flush receded from his face, the fever 
left his eye, and he calmed. Jim Wurt 
had had his ups and downs, and knew 
the value of a coldly sober head. And, 
for what he had in mind, he would 
need a cool brain.

Outside of the marks on his face, 
Jim Wurt was a well-tailored man 
when Black Henry came into the 
room. His black hair was carefully 
brushed, his mustache shiny with 
bear grease, his white linen shirt 
spotless.

“By the great horn spoon!” cried 
Black Henry, catching sight of 
Wurt’s face. “What happened to 
yuh?”

“Matt let the star on his vest go to 
his head,” said Wurt curtly. “He’s 
feelin’ righteous—and he’s cleanin’ 
up the town. He started on me.” His 
voice broke as he put a hand to his 
face. “Blast him!” But it was momen­
tary and his voice fell even again. 
“He told me to hit the trail.”

“Why the ungrateful son!” roared 
Black Henry. “Yuh make him sher­
iff, and he wants to run yuh out of 
town. Why—it ain’t natural!”

“He told me yuh’re next on the 
list,” Wurt said calmly. “Yuh and 
the Hounds;”

THE thick-chested man broke into 
a round of profanity. His fox­

eyes grew small and his pocked face 
red. He wound up with: “I’ll go get 
that son now,” and started for the 
door.

Wurt halted him. “Wait,” he said. 
“I got other plans first. I think may­
be we’ll leave the Gulch anyhow. 
’Cause when we get through here 
there won’t be much of a town left.”

“What do yuh mean?” demanded 
the huge man.

Wurt told him briefly, succinctly, 
and his black eyes glittered with a 
strange light as he wove his web of 
death and destruction.

Black Henry listened carefully, his 
eyes roving the room. His gaze came 
to rest and stayed in the far corner 
where a trunk lay with some clothes 
piled on the top.

“What about the Vigilantes?” he 
asked.

“They’re lost without Larson,” re­
plied Wurt. “And I can handle ’em 
now.”

“And my cut?” asked Black Henry 
quietly.

“The same.”
The heavy-set man shook his head. 

“No,” he said.
“We have an agreement,” declared 

W urt.
“Times change,” said Black Henry, 

rising. “The boys are complainin’.” 
He crossed the room casually to the 
trunk, poked his finger among the 
clothes and came up with a red wig. 
He gazed quizzically at Wurt. 
“Thought I heard somethin’ about 
Larson’s killer bein’ redheaded?” He 
screwed his eyes, and then as an aft­
erthought : “Safe cleaned out, too.”

Fresh blood whipped into Wurt’s 
cheeks, and he glared fiercely at 
Black Henry. Then his gaze fell 
against the other’s growing smile.

“All right,” he said. “Fifty-fifty.”
“On Larson’s gold too?”
“Yeah?” The word W’as wrenched 

out of Wurt.
“See yuh tonight, pard,” said Black 

Henry. He came back across the 
room, dropped the wig into Wurt’s 
hand and went out the door.

Wurt ground his teeth, slammed 
the wig to the floor, stamped on it 
with both his feet, and kicked it 
away from him. It slid along the 



floor like a leaf in a gust of wind, 
and came to rest under the bed.

CHAPTER XIX

The Red Wig

T
HE RIDE back to Dutch 
Diggings was a dim and pain­
ful memory to Bide Evans. 
Every stride of the horse sent a jar­
ring pain stabbing through his shoul­

der. It seemed to swell, grow larger; 
then throb like the pulsating artery 
in his throat.

The pounding reached his head 
and set an anvil clanging there. It 
became a deafening roar in his ears. 
His stomach gripped with bitter 
nausea, and sheer agony fluttered at 
his eyes.

He grew dizzy and would have 
fallen several times but for the arm 
Farrell threw about him. Remotely, 
the anxious voice of the oldster 
reached him.

“Easy, Bide,” called Farrell. “We’ll 
be there soon and Ming’ll get to work 
on yuh. He’s a genuine doctor.”

His smile was a grimace of pain 
and words formed on his lips, but he 
heard no sound of them. It seemed 
days before he finally reached the 
lean-to at Dutch Diggings.

For a time, the world eddied 
around him, then things cleared and 
he found Ming bending over him. 
The latter was holding a cup to his 
lips.

Farrell stood at Ming’s shoulder, 
nodding his grayed head.

“Drink it, Bide,” he said. “Do yuh 
good. Ming’s own brew.”

Bide drank it down. It left a deep, 
bitter taste in his mouth. It took ef­
fect almost immediately and he felt 
as if he were floating.

He saw Ming make preparations to 
remove the bullet. A fire was built, 
clean strips of cloth prepared and the 
small, sharp knife played over the 
fire. Deftly, Ming went probing for 
the lead pellet.

A momentary twinge shot through 
Bide’s shoulder, and then the bullet 
was out Quickly Ming washed and 
cleansed the wound, bandaged it and 
then gave him another cup of the 

bitter brew to drink. Bide was on 
the point of saying something, forgot 
what it was, and fell asleep.

W
HEN HE woke, the sun was 
making a red-rusty splash of 
color over to the west. He jumped 
to his feet, something urgent press­
ing him, then almost staggered back.

“Heck!” he muttered. “Forgot I 
had a bum shoulder.”

A sharp, clean pain went through 
the shoulder as he steadied himself. 
But he found his legs firm and dis­
covered as he walked to the door, 
that if he carried the wounded shoul­
der a trifle higher than the other, 
there would be almost no pain at all.

Farrell, carrying two filled buckets 
down to the stream’s edge where 
Ming sat at the rocker, caught sight 
of him and let out a yell:—

“Hey! Get back to the bunk.”
Bide smiled faintly, shook his 

head, “I’m all right, Ed,” he declared. 
“Doctor Foy fixed, me up good.”

“Yeah,” argued the oldster, setting 
down his buckets. “But yuh shouldn’t 
be up yet.”

Instead of answering, Bide brought 
out the .question that must have lain 
in his mind while he slept, for he 
woke with it on his tongue. “What 
did yuh learn back there, Ed?” He 
already knew part of the answer.

“Plenty,” cried Farrell. Briefly, 
he told Bide what he heard at the 
cabin. That Black Henry, Jim Wurt 
and Matt Evans were linked togeth­
er in a claim-jumping outfit. That 
Jim Wurt was the “brains” behind 
the organization and the latter was 
going to give Black Henry and the 
Hounds the word to move into the 
Gulch in a day or two. “And,” he 
continued, “that it was yore broth­
er’s picture on the Wanted Poster— 
not yores.”

“Yeah,” muttered Bide grimly. 
“But leave that to me. It sure looks 
like hell’s goin’ to pop soon.”

“Maybe sooner,” said Farrell.
Bide said: “What do yuh mean?”
“Miner come out of town down the 

streqm this afternoon,” Farrell re­
plied. “Asked me if I wanted to buy 
a saloon. Said the Star was for sale.”

“It’s tonight!” cried Bide, forebod-



ing strong in him. “Whatever’s goin’ 
to happen, will be tonight.”

“What’s the diff’rence?” demand­
ed the oldster. “Don’t matter to us.”

Bide said slowly: “I think it does, 
Ed. Saddle up for me, will yuh?”

“Yuh’re loco,” cried Farrell. “Yuh 
can’t ride with that shoulder.”

Bide shook his head. Farrell ar­
gued it a minute, but he found the 
Texan adamant, and finally gave in. 
In a short while three horses stood 
saddled.

“ ’Bout time we paid the Gulch a 
visit — huh, Ming?” said Farrell. 
“Good thing we borrered two bosses 
this mornin’. How does she feel, 
Bide?”

As Bide climbed awkwardly into 
his saddle, pain raked him. He 
grunted: “All right.” But as he head­
ed the black down the trail with his 
two friends bringing up the rear, his 
shoulder gave him plenty of trou­
ble. He set his teeth and by riding 
the stirrups found he could make the 
pain bearable.

He could think of nothing else as 
he rode through the accumulating 
gloom. Complete darkness fell be­
fore he finally saw the flares set into 
the main street of the Gulch. Then 
he got down and walked the rest of 
the way.

THERE was a roaring, drinking 
crowd filling the town this night, 
Bide saw, and he nodded. He kn®w 

that he and his friends would be 
watched for—they were too danger­
ous on the loose for Wurt and his 
gang.

“Ed,” he said to the gray-hair be­
side him, “yuh and Ming find Tay 
Brown or Dan Rivers and tell ’em to 
warn the Vigilantes — ’cept about 
Matt. I’ll see him. Tell ’em to be 
on the close watch tonight. And aft­
er yuh find ’em—meet me in front of 
Larson’s. Hurry.”

He saw them angle across the 
street and disappear into the crowd. 
Then he walked quickly down the 
left-hand side of the street, and 
pulled up at a darkened warehouse, 
three buildings from the Star.

With a quick glance around to see 
if he was observed, Bide sidled into 

the darkened alley of the warehouse, 
pulling his black behind. No light 
from the street reached to the back 
of the building, but a moon was com­
ing up. It gave enough light to per­
mit the Texan to move without crash­
ing into water barrels.

The pain was beginning to run his 
left side. Then he reached the back 
shed of the Star. It was harder this 
time to get up into saddle and the 
sweat started under his wide-brim 
before he made it. He sat a minute 
letting breath pull in and out of his 
chest. Then, with his hand on the 
end pole of the shed to steady him, 
he climbed to his feet on slippery 
leather.

His head and shoulder came up 
above the shed, and the rising moon 
glinted ba^k at him from the row of 
lightless windows at the upper end 
of the shed’s slope.

Grasping the rough edge, he slow­
ly began to haul himself up. Pain 
worked him in earnest now. Sweat 
covered his back, glued his shirt 
tight. Hot tears of agony blinded 
him. He bit his lip and felt the 
warm blood spurt into his mouth.

Finally he made it, and lay gasp­
ing on the shed’s roof. He spewed 
out the blood and felt the rough shin­
gles rasp his cheek. He sprawled 
there until the wave of pain receded.

Slowly, carefully, he moved up the 
slanting roof. He had firmly fixed 
in his mind the night before, the 
room from which Wurt had emerged.

Reaching it, he raised the window 
cautiously, and stepped into the 
room. The strengthening light of the 
moon filled the place; and a yellow 
streak came from under the door.

“Looks like movin’ day,” Bide mut­
tered.

The room lay disheveled, clothes 
strewn on the floor. An open trunk 
sat in the corner, piled high with 
odds and ends of stuff. Quickly, 
Bide went over there and began emp­
tying it.

He was down on his knees. It 
eased his shoulder that way; and he 
kept reaching into the trunk. A crack 
in the dresser mirror caught a light 
beam and threw it in his face. It 
showed building disappointment.



He was down at the bottom when 
his hand touched something damp. 
He hauled up with it and came fast 
to the window. It was a wet miner’s 
coat. His eyes filled with a cold, gray 
light as the moon showed a clean 
rip, near the pocket.

BIDE LAID the coat aside and 
went scouting around the room. 

He pulled the two dresser drawers 
and emptied them on the floor.

He shook his head. “Not here,” he 
muttered. “Can’t be half-right. Or 
maybe Charlie Oaks was dreamin’ up 
that actin’ troupe with the imperson­
ator?”

He circled the room again, unmind­
ful of the pulsing fire in his shoul­
der. Sounds from the saloon below 
seeped through the walls, but he paid 
them no attention. The circle he 
made became narrower. Finally, pull­
ing up in the center of the room, he 
kicked a red-spattered shirt aside in 
exasperation.

Suddenly his eye hooked on some­
thing beneath the bed. Kneeling 
quickly, he thrust his hand under­
neath—and came up with a red wig.

He started for the window. A flood 
of light sprang suddenly into the 
room as the door flung open—and 
caught him squarely in its center. A 
yell burst from the man at the door.

Wheeling, Bide’s good arm flashed 
back in a blur of speed and plucked 
his gun from holster.

“Shut up, Wurt!” he cried. “And 
get in here.”

But Wurt remained there, a con­
torted smile on hfs face.

“It won’t do yuh no good, Bide 
Evans,” he cried. “The place is sur­
rounded. Yuh were seen cornin’.”

Quickly, Bide backed to the win­
dow and cast a downward glance. 
Shadowy forms of men were moving 
there.

“So a redheaded killer done in Lar­
son?” he cried, coming up to Wurt 
and waving the wig in his face.

The latter stood his ground, and 
laughed hoarsely. “Yeah,” he yelled. 
“Sure it was me. So what?”

“This!” clipped Bide, stuffing the 
wig into his pocket and jabbing the 
Colt’s muzzle into Wurt’s ribs. “Yuh 

and me are goin’ out the front door 
together. The Vigilantes will be glad 
to see yuh.”

Fear flooded Wurt’s face momen­
tarily, then he sneered and laughed 
again. “Yuh won’t get out,’ he said. 
“My boys won’t let yuh.”

“We’ll see!” cried Bide grimly.
“Get movin'.”

He pushed Wurt ahead of him 
slowly along the open corridor that 
ran over the bar.

“He’s here, boys!” shouted Wurt 
loudly, suddenly.

A sharp abrupt silence fell over 
the crowd as they lifted their eyes 
and watched the two men overhead.

Eyes narrowed to thin slits, Bide 
sized them warily; he took Wurt to 
the landing and started moving down 
the stairway.

“By the great horn spoon!” gasped 
someone in a far corner. “The gent’s- 
got his nerve!”

But silence swallowed the sound 
of his words and clamped down hard 
over the tense and breathless room. 
Bide felt it press against him; felt 
Wurt sending frantic signals out 
with his eyes.

He reached the foot of the stairs 
and began to work his way toward 
the door. His back suddenly felt 
chilly. Pressure was building up in 
the room, expanding. Abruptly it 
broke open to the jammer of six-guns 
in action. Shouts, wild screams filled 
the air as lead shattered the hanging 
lamps and plunged the saloon into 
darkness.

SWIFTLY, Bide clouted Wurt on 
the head with the Colt butt. 

Wurt slumped to the floor and Bide, 
jamming his gun back into holster, 
leaped over his body and made for 
the door.

Stooping low he ran, and gun muz­
zles cut brief orange patterns at him 
across the pitch-black depths. A big, 
shapeless mass of flesh tangled his 
way. Desperately Bide ground his 
fists into the man’s belly. There was 
a grunt of pain and the circling arms 
fell away.

Stabbing agony knifed through the 
Texan and he felt sticky warmth 



spread over his shoulder, As he 
crashed through to the doors, he real­
ized that his shoulder wound had 
opened. Already his shirt was wet.

He fought back the faintness that 
threatened to overwhelm him and 
came out running. He caught sight 
of Farrell and Ming reining over 
from the other side of the street, and 
then he made the leather of a horse 
standing at the hitch-post, in a last 
burst of strength.

“C’jmon!” he yelled at them and 
sent his mount whirling down the 
street. They spurred after him quick­
ly. Over his shoulder he saw men 
burst out of the saloon, shooting, 
yelling; then climb their horses and 
set out in hot pursuit.

He was rapidly growing weaker 
from loss of blood. He waved Farrell 
and Ming ahead of him and yelled at 
them, “Keep movin’,” threw a couple 
of shots at his pursuers to slow them 
up—and went flying off his horse.

He landed on his feet, but the mo­
mentum hurled him forward into the 
garden bed of a house near the end 
of the town. He crashed into some 
shadowy bushes and lay still. Faintly 
he heard the drum of hoofbeats and 
rumble of gunfire pass him by. Then 
all became quiet.

ALIGHT fell suddenly athwart 
his back. Slowly he turned over 

and saw that the door of the house 
had opened. A girl stood in the door­
way—Kate Larson, with a rifle in her 
hands. He lurched to his feet, stood 
swaying, staring at her.

For an instant, terror filled her 
eyes, then anger blazed through with 
recognition.

“You!” she cried. She pointed her 
rifle at him, fresh blood pumping to 
her face.

He smiled, but realized it was a 
foolish smile, for he had momentarily 
lost control of his face muscles. 
“Sorry, Kate,” he mumbled. “Smashed 
yore garden.”

“Murderer!” she cried at him.
He shook his head wearily. “Mis­

take,” he mumbled, his tongue thick. 
“Mistake.”

He felt her eyes on his face, dark 

and piercing, probing his heart, 
searching his soul. Then something 
came to her lovely face, touched it, 
lightened it. Slowly, her breast 
heaving, she lowered the rifle.

“That’s what—” she began, then 
she saw his shoulder. “You’re wound­
ed,” she cried.

She came quickly from the door­
way and helped him into the house. 
He leaned upon her and felt her 
warm and ' Hve against him.

He slumped into a chair and 
watched her face as she cut his shirt 
open and brought basin and band­
ages. Her motions were fast, effi­
cient as she washed his shoulder.

He spoke, but his tongue was ad­
dled and his voice sounded far away. 
“I’m taking yuh back to Texas with 
me, Kate,” he said.

Blood stained her face. “Be quiet,” 
she said sharply. “You’re feverish.”

He shook his head. “Mind’s clear 
as a bell,” he protested weakly. Her 
eyes were intent on the bandages. 
“Yuh’ll like Texas, Kate. Grass for 
miles, the plains as big as the sky, 
bellowin’ longhorns—yuh’ll like it.”

He couldn’t see her face, for she 
was carrying the basin away. When 
she came back slim-waisted, graceful, 
hazel eyes steady, he could read noth­
ing there.

“It was you wearing the sheriff’s 
badge last night in the store?” she 
asked suddenly. “Wasn’t it?”

“Our spread stretches for miles and 
miles,” he answered softly. “Take 
yuh eight days to ride from one end 
to the other.”

“You’re eyes were gray,” she said. 
“And I remembered the scar on your 
neck.” She touched his neck lightly.

“ ’Course,” he said, his tongue 
growing thicker, “I can’t be home all 
the time—’specially durin’ round-up. 
And maybe have to take a herd across 
the nations—”

Kate Larson had a far-away look 
in her face and her red curving lips 
were parted slightly. She brought 
her eyes, around to him, and even in 
his addled state, he could feel the 
shock.

“Do both your father’s sons drink, 
Bide?” she asked softly.



CHAPTER XX

Favor for a Favor

EFORE KATE’S meaning 
came home to him, the clat­
ter of horses suddenly rum­

bled up out cf the night. Bide bare­
ly had time to turn, when the door 
burst open. Masked, armed men 
crowded into the room.

“All right, Bide Evans,” cried the 
leader, in a voice unfamiliar to Bide. 
“C’mon. Don’t be alarmed, Miss Lar­
son. No harm will come to yuh.”

“What are you going to do with 
him?” Kate cried, concern in her 
voice, in her eyes.

“The Vigilantes will give him a 
fair trial, ma’m,” said the leader.

Then two men pulled Bide to his 
feet, took his guns away and tied his 
hands behind his back. They hus­
tled him to the door. A kind of pa­
ralysis held Bide, shaken only by the 
renewed pain in his shoulder.

He was hauled outside, searched 
and pushed up on a horse. The cool 
night air brushed away some of the 
cobwebs in his brain.

His mount moved with the rest. 
Then they pulled up at the jailhouse 
and another group of masked men 
joined them.

“Well?” demanded the leader.
“He ain’t here,” answered the one 

addressed. There was disappoint­
ment in his voice. “Must’ve flew the 
coop.”

“We got one of ’em,” said the lead­
er.

Suddenly Bide’s eyes widened. His 
two friends, Farrell and Ming, sat 
there among the second group— 
bound and gagged.

“Hey,” he cried. “What do yuh 
want with them two? They’ve done 
nothin’.”

“Shut up!” shouted the leader.
A sense of something wrong, out­

side of his own predicament, came to 
Bide. If Ed and Ming had warned 
the Vigilantes, why were they pris­
oners? His captors had called him, 
“Bide Evans”; there was no mistake 
this time.

Then one group headed back to 
town, but left the gray-haired miner 

and his Chinese partner behind. Now 
they drifted up to the first tree span 
this side of the jail and halted. The 
masked men got off their horses, 
stuck a few flares into the earth and 
lighted them. And then under a 
low, outstretched limb of an oak, 
they were fixing ropes. A chill, not 
of the night, touched Bide.

“What was that word about a trial 
I was supposed to get?” he demand­
ed.

The leader laughed roughly. “This 
is the only trial yuh’re gettin’, 
Evans—yuh and yore two pals.”

The men handling the ropes had 
finished. Now, three lengths of raw­
hide with loops at their ends, hung 
silently next to each other from the 
branch.

Dryness parched Bide’s mouth, and 
his shoulder got worse. He had 
known that one day the inevitable 
would occur, but he hardly fancied 
this method of making his exit. 
Moreover, there was a girl with hazel 
eyes—

“Walk their bosses under the tree,” 
cried the leader. “C’mon now. We 
ain’t got all night. We got impor­
tant business.” .

The masked man alongside Bide 
pushed his mount forward. Bide 
caught Farrell’s face in the flare­
light. It was pale, but resigned. 
Ming’s face and eyes were absolutely 
unreadable.

A CLEAR unexpected voice broke 
over the hanging party.

“Get ’em lifted, gents.”
A gasp of surprise was wrenched 

from underneath several masks as 
the riders wheeled and went clawing 
for their guns.

Crash!
A six-shooter roared and a masked 

rider cried out in brief torment, 
dropped the gun he pulled and 
slumped across the horse’s neck. The 
horse reared and the rider slipped 
out of saddle. He lay still.

“Get ’em lifted, gents,” the same 
voice drawled — and now they did. 
The newcomer drifted into the light­
ed area ahorse. Apparently he had 
been hiding in the nearby brush. The 
flares gleamed in the star pinned to 
his vest.



“Matt,” cried Bide.
“Howdy, Bide,” said his brother. 

“Favor for a favor. Move up, I’ll 
cut yuh loose.”

Frowning, Bide kicked his horse 
over to his brother, turned and felt 
a knife cleave through his bonds. His 
shoulder was beginning to work a 
sweat through him and he started to 
get dizzy again. But he took the 
knife from his brother and set Far­
rell and Ming free. The latter two 
went among the riders and took their 
guns.

“Have a look under their masks, 
Matt,” said Bide, eyeing his brother 
curiously.

“Don’t try it,” cried the masked 
leader.

“That’s an invitation,” said Matt 
grinning. “Is yores cornin’ off or do 
I have to shoot it off?”

The leader shook his head stub- 
■, bornly. His hat suddenly blew off 

his head, and then came the report 
of Matt’s gun.

Trembling, the leader now raised 
unsteady fingers and took off his 
mask. He was a wide-lipped, squat 
man. Rumbling hoof-thuds abruptly 
beat across to them from the west. 
Apprehensively, the masked men 
looked at each other.

“All right, Lippy,” Matt told the 
leader. “Start movin’ that way. All 
of yuh.” He pointed his gun in the 
direction of the oncoming horses. 
“Pronto.” To help them along, he 
put a couple of shots at their horses’ 
legs.

Bide started to say something, but 
the chills had turned to fever, his 
head grew hot and heavy, and then 
things went suddenly black before 
him.

Later, Bide regained a fevered con­
sciousness. He frowned, trying to 
remember where he was. Farrell’s 
voice cut through his daze.

“Brother brought yuh to the jug,” 
he heard the latter say.

Another question struggled to 
Bide’s mind. “The Vigilantes,” he 
said weakly. “Did yuh tell ’em?”

“Couldn’t find ’em,” replied Far­
rell. “Someone sent ’em on a wild 
goose chase. But I think it was the 
Vigilantes yore brother sent them 

masked hellions backin’ into. We was 
in here by then.”

“Where’s Matt?” asked Bide, His 
voice sounded faint in his ears.

“Went out,” answered the oldster. 
“Left a note for yuh. I’ll put it in 
yore pocket,” Farrell’s voice was re­
mote. It went on: “Yuh’ll read it in 
the mornin’. Ming,” the gray-haired 
man apparently turned to his partner 
close by, “give Bide another swig of 
that brew yuh brought along.”

The yellowish, oriental face of 
Ming Foy swung before Bide and 
then a bottle was put to his lips. The 
taste was bitter to his tongue; then 
his eyes grew heavy and he drifted, 
off into a deep sleep.

FAINT sounds of gun-fire, fol­
lowed by a crash, roused Bide. 
Bright sunlight lay across his bunk, 

and he blinked as he opened his eyes.
“Where the heck am I?” he mut­

tered, pushing up from his bed. 
Swift pain reminded him; and with 
a sudden rush, all the hazy memories 
of the past night swept before him. 
Through the bars of the adjoining 
cell he could see the two partners 
still asleep.

He struggled up despite the pain, 
swung off the bunk, took three steps 
toward the open cell door; and then 
his knees almost buckled. He real­
ized that although his fever was 
gone, he was still plenty weak. He 
moved back to his bunk wondering 
about the gun-fire and crash and sat 
down. Then he recalled the note 
that Farrell stuffed into his pocket. 
His hands fumbled for it, then found 
it.

Before he had a chance to read it, 
he heard the sudden, rapid drum-beat 
of hoofs on surf away from the jail. 
He turned and looked out of the win­
dow. Cold hackles rose on the back 
of his neck.

“Wurt and Black Henry!” he cried.
A grim foreboding rankled through 

Him and he looked abstractly at the 
note in his hand. Its meaning sank 
slowly into his mind. Then he left 
the bunk like an uncoiling spring, 
whipping anger giving new energy 
to his limbs.

“Matt!” he cried, hauling through 



the cell door, “They got Matt.” As 
he wheeled down the corridor, he 
caught Farrell and Ming stirring. 
Plunging past the office door, he 
pulled up abruptly, his fears con­
firmed,

His brother lay prone on the floor, 
two fresh pools of blood forming 
near him. He kneeled down beside 
Matt, his own pain forgotten; his 
face grim, his eyes green with Arctic 
cold.

For a minute he thought his broth­
er was done for. Thei. Matt stirred 
and his eyes fluttered open.

There was great pain in them, and 
Matt’s lips flattened back against his 
teeth. His voice was hoarse and low.

“Them two skunks done for me, 
Bide,” Matt gritted out. “When my 
back was turned.” His face muscles 
contorted.

“I’m sorry, Matt,” cried Bide, the 
blood gone from his face. That cov­
ered everything. His harshness to 
Matt, his pride, his obstinacy, his 
mistakes. Everything.

“Thanks, Bide,” breathed Matt. 
“They burned half the town down 
last night and looted it.” Then, 
slowly,. “Yuh can do somethin’ for 
me—” His voice petered out, his 
eyes closed, his breathing became in­
audible.

“Sure,” cried Bide hoarsely. “What 
is it, Matt?”

Matt wet his lips and his hand 
groped up to his vest. With great 
difficulty he unpinned the star.

“Take it,” he said, “and show ’em 
the kind of sheriff an Evans can be.”

Tears came unashamed to Bide’s 
eyes. He took the badge and pinned 
it to his vest. “Favor for a favor, 
brother,” he said softly. “I’m goin’ 
to show ’em the kind of sheriff Matt 
Evans could be.”

Warmth turned the green light 
gray in Matt’s eyes a moment. 
“Thanks, Bide.” Then the warmth 
abruptly left them. And Matt 
turned his face away, and died.

For a brief moment, Bide remained 
kneeling at Matt’s side. Then he 
took his brother’s Colts and arose, 
Farrell and Ming were standing 
quietly at the corridor. Without a 
word to them, he left the jail office.

There was a tight, constricted feel­
ing in his throat as he went up onto 
Matt’s horse and sent him along the 
main street. There was a hardness 
and toughness in him now that could 
only be resolved by vengeance, by 
the splitting roar of guns.

His eyes were wary as they went 
along the sides of the street. But 
they barely noticed the desolate, 
charred half of the town.. Then he 
found what he was looking for, Two 
horses made a pair in front of the 
Star.

He left leather and went up the 
porch steps with a stiffened stride. 
A gust of coarse, familiar laughter 
swept through the batwings. Then 
he was past them.

“Black Henry,” he called to the 
huge man at the bar. “Turn around 
and take yore call from Matt Evans.”

SLOWLY, as though he had not 
heard right, the black-bearded 

man turned. His fox-uyes opened 
wide.

“Matt!” he cried hoarsely.
“Start workin’,” cried Bide coldly. 

“This is goin’ to be a mite harder 
than gettin’ me in the back. Draw, 
damn yuh!”

“Matt!” Black Henry cried, unbe­
lieving. Then, abruptly, his elbows 
faded backward. His body was away 
from the bar, his feet planted wide, 
his right shoulder slightly hunched 
from the draw. And that’s the way 
he was standing when Bide Evans’ 
bullets crashed against his chest.

The shots echoed through an empty 
saloon, for Bide was already wheel­
ing out through the swinging doors. 
The sight of the big man suddenly 
growing rigid, then buckling and 
fading down into the sawdust, was 
already a memory.

Across the street he strode, mak­
ing for “Sam Larson’s General 
Store.” Then he pulled short. Jim 
Wurt had come flying out of the 
store, apparently having heard the 
shots. The smaller ma went dead 
white at the sight of the lean, starred 
figure.

“Matt?” His voice cracked high, 
wavered, fell.

(Continued On Page 92)
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(Continued From Page 90)
“That’s right, Jim,” Bide said soft­

ly. “And I’m arrestin’ yuh for the 
murder of Sam Larson—and Abe 
Symes.”

Desperation was in Wurt. It 
showed in the frantic way he pulled 
the derringer from his sleeve holster.

Coolly, Bide placed a shot into 
Wurt’s arm. The derringer flew to 
the street. Wurt cried out in pain— 
and fear.

Dan Rivers came blinking out of 
his store. “What’s goin’ on?” he 
called.

“Rivers,” said Bide sharply. “I’m 
deputizin’ yuh here and now. Take 
the prisoner—” he wagged his gun at 
Wurt, “to jail.”

“Yuh bet,” cried Rivers, coming 
over.

Bide said: “Murdered Larson.” He 
handed the printer his gun and went 
up the steps past Wurt.

Rivers steadied the gun against 
Wurt, shaking his head. “Complete 
change in the man,” he murmured. 
“Beats everythin’. Almost cleaned 
up the Hounds singlehanded last 
night—’til the Committee came back. 
And now — c’mon, Wurt.” He 
watched the latter move down de­
jectedly.

“We were lookin’ for yuh, mister,” 
he said. “One of yore friends con­
fessed last night. Smart scheme 
keepin’ a man at the Claims Office to 
copy down all the new claims entered 

■—and then sendin’ Black Henry to 
jump ’em. Very smart. Come on, 
now.”

Kate Larson was moving toward 
the door when she stopped short, her 
face suddenly white. Her eyes went 
from the badge to Bide Evans’ face, 
and eyes.

“I been tryin’ to get a box of car­
tridges—for a .45 Colt, ever since I 
came to the Gulch,” he began.

“Bide!” Kate cried, the blood 
pulsing back to her cheeks, her lips 
parting.

Then the two of them met in the 
middle of the empty store. His arms 
went around her shoulders, crushed 
her to him; then his lips were down 
on hers, bruising, hard. The world 
swam and tossed about them.

Laughing, her eyes wide and star­
ry, Kate pushed away after a while.

“I didn’t hear the answer to the 
question I asked last night,” she 
said.

Once more he pulled her toward 
him. “Does it make any difference?” 

“No,” she said, and surrendered 
eagerly to his hungry embrace.

TWO weeks later, Dan Rivers 
stood in the doorway of his 
printing shop and watched the forms 

of Hangman’s Gulch’s recently re­
signed sheriff and his pretty bride, 
the former Kate Larson, fade down 
the street. He took his stub of a 
pencil from behind his ear and fooled 
with it. Then with an air of perplex­
ity, he turned to his son Bud, and 
said:—

“Somethin’ mighty funny ’bout 
that gent Evans, Bud. Could have 
sworn he was Bide, yet he kept say­
in’ he was Matt, and that the one 
they buried was Bide. Farrell and 
his partner kept callin’ him both. 
Kate slipped up and called him ‘Bide’ 
yesterday. Then, he wanted to pay 
me again for bustin’ up the place. 
Mighty queer, I call it. Somethin’ 
very funny, bout that gent Evans.”

“Maybe he’s both, Dad,” suggested 
Bud, brightly. “Say, whatever hap­
pened to the gold Wurt took out of 
Larson’s safe?”

“I’m holdin’ that information for 
the next edition, Bud,” said Rivers.

“What happened to it?” insisted 
the youngster.

“Well, if yuh can keep a secret— 
for more than two minutes,” declared 
his father, “I’ll tell yuh. Yuh know 
what happened when Farrell’s claim 
petered out?”

“Sure,” cried Bud. “He and Ming 
Foy bought the general store from 
Miss Larson.”

“That’s right,” nodded the hulking 
printer. “Ming found the gold in 
the back room, stuffed under a cof­
fee bag. Wurt was cornin’ back to 
get it that mornin’.”

“Here comes the new sheriff, Dad,” 
said the youngster.

Rivers turned to the dark-faced 
man who was coming up. “Howdy, 
Brown,” he said.



WAS JESSE JAMES A SOFTIE?
Article By Banger Z. Bobin

WAS Jesse James, one of the 
most notorious train, bank, 
and stage coach robbers, really a 

good, kind, honest, peace-loving man 
at heart? Here are a few peculiar 
facts about the outlaw:

He carried a well-read Bible in his 
pocket as long as he lived. The worst 
swear word he knew when he joined 
the guerrillas was dad-dingest, which 
caused him to be called “Dingest” for 
years. His mother said he was a lov­
ing son.

His wife, a Miss Ralston, of good 
family, whom he married in Jackson 
County in 1874 said that he was the 
best man that ever lived, that he 
didn’t like whiskey, and . .he nev­
er drank, smoked nor chewed. He 
never swore in my presence and he 
wouldn’t allow others to do so,”

Jesse said that he considered him­
self a good man and that he would 
have been better if he knew how.

Having killed a horse once from 
under a pursuing enemy, he, in later 
years, paid the man’s son full value 
for the horse. He was known to pay 
feed bills for stolen horses (this 
Crime he only committed when in 
great need of a mount) when he was 
short of funds.

Jasse Woodson James, was born in 
Centerville, Mo., September 5, 1847. 
His parents came from Kentucky, 
both of good parentage. Jesse’s fa­
ther was a minister.

He served under Bill Anderson in 
the Border-Bandit Guerrilla War be­
tween Kansas and Missouri. Because 
of this, after the Civil War was over, 
he was forced into outlawry.

Missouri was mostly settled with 
people from the slave states, while 
Kansas was mostly settled with peo­
ple from the North and New Eng­
land, The Border War lasted from 
1954 tol 861, keeping the people of 
both states in terror, with Quantrill, 
Anderson and Todd, the bloody lead­
ers.

It was a bad part of the country 

for a lad; Jesse was but five years 
old when these wars started. The 
neighbors said Jesse was a good boy 
and had been “drove” into banditry.

He always loved the old farmhouse 
in Clay County where he was born 
and reared. His mother lived there 
and Jesse came back to it whenever 
possible.

The elder James left home when 
the child was very small to make his 
fortune in the California gold fields 
in order to help his family, but he 
soon died in California and in later 
years Jesse was never able to find his 
father’s grave.

When Jesse was about fifteen years 
of age, the Federal Militia persecut­
ed the James family for being South­
ern sympathizers, and chastised him 
so severely at that time that he want­
ed to join the guerrilla’s to “get 
even.”

It was some time before they took 
him, and then he served under An­
derson, not Quantrill. This was vi­
cious company for a country lad.

It was while living under an as­
sumed name in St. Joseph with his 
wife and two children, that Jesse was 
killed by Robert Ford, a traitor out­
law, who was living in the same 
house with them.

At first no one thought it possible 
that the real Jesse James had been 
killed, but it was soon proven by his 
wife and mother.

Jesse was buried twice. Once in 
the yard of his farmhouse home, and 
twenty years later in Kearney.

While living, Jesse James had a 
creed. He always said, “Never go 
without your guns.”

For years he was heavily armed 
both day and night.

Why, then, after years of such pre­
caution, did he take oil his coat and 
vest and guns, one warm day, and put 
them on the bed, get up on a chair 
to adjust a picture on the wall, giv­
ing Robert Ford a chance to shoot 
him in the back?
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By Lee Floreo
(author of ''Boothill Brand," "Sixgun Lead 

for Sheep Men," etc.)

Pedro had no guns with 
which to fight those 
American bandits who 
were after him. But he 
was going to capture 
them, and return the 
money they stole from 
the poor children's fund, 
anywayl

P
EDRO GONZALES w a s 
sleeping under the saloon, 
the Cantina del Oro, when 
the bullets started coming through 

the floor. One bullet plowed into 
the moist earth and threw pebbles 
into his face. Pedro awoke with a 
start.

He reared up and violently struck 
his head against a four-by-four plank. 
He howled and shook his head. He 



remembered drinking mescal and te- 
quilla but he knew now, from the 
rotten taste in his mouth, that he 
had drunk some beer, too. His head 
felt like a herd of wild goats was in­
side leaping on his brain.

Then another bullet came ripping 
through the floor. It zipped through 
Pedro’s flimsy pants and burned 
across his thigh, Pedro forgot his 
aching skull. Waddling like a terri­
fied cub bear, he scurried on his 
hands and knees from under the sa­
loon, and landed all sprawled out on 
Hidalgo’s main street.

Carlos Corrubias, the storekeeper, 
stopped and stared at Pedro. A 
short stocky man, he balanced him­
self drunkenly on his thick legs.

“You are dirty, Pedro,” he said. 
“And you are moving, fast. Never 
before have I seen you move with 
such agility. What is the matter, 
compadre? You do not feel well, 
no?”

“They are shooting,” said Pedro.
Carlos’ dark eyes showed surprise. 

“Who is shooting?”
“In the cantina,” said Pedro. “The 

bullets come through the floor and 
chase me out of my bedroom. One 
almost hit me in the leg.”

“You sleep under the Cantino del 
Oro now?”

“Where do you think I am sleep­
ing?”

“You used to sleep under the Can­
tina Morales.”

Pedro tried to spit but his mouth 
was too dry. “I was sleeping there,” 
he told the merchant. “But that goat 
of Maria Jesus’—the little one—he 
could creep in under the floor. He 
would sleep with me. He would blat 
and he stinks. So I moved.”

“I see, amigo,” said Carlos.
“What time is it, Carlos?”
“Midnight, I guess. I do not know 

for sure. My watch is to be fixed 
and until then I have to guess at 
the time.”

“You have no watch,” accused 
Pedro. “Ever since I have known you

I have heard you talk about your 
watch.”

“Someday I show it to you,” said 
Carlos.

“That is a good one,” declared 
Pedro. Another gun-report sound­
ed from the Cantina del Oro and 
Pedro involuntarily flinched. “Who 
is doing that shooting, Carlos?”

Carlos gestured. He almost fell 
down. “Americanos, probably,” he 
said. “They are the only ones who 
have money to buy guns and bul­
lets.”

“Go home,” said Pedro. “Va 
casa!”

“I think I do that,” muttered Car­
los. He turned and wobbled down 
the rutted, potted main street, his 
knees getting more rubbery every 
step. He turned and waved and 
hollered, “Buenos noches, Pedro!” 
Then, he fell flat on his belly in a 
rut.

“The pig,” growled Pedro.
Pedro stood before the cantina 

and rubbed his pounding head. Then 
he remembered that he had forgot­
ten his hat. It hung on a nail driven 
into the wall of the cantina. Pedro 
put it on carefully, seeing that the 
brim—and there was only one-half 
of it left—was to the front. Maria 
Jesus’ goat had eaten away the other 
half.

THE hat properly adjusted, Pedro 
frowned and tried to think. He 
remembered part of the party Pan­

cho Cajon had put on for Bigbelly 
Gregoria, who was going to Sangre 
de Cristo to work in the lettuce 
fields. And, even at that, the part he 
remembered was rather blurred. But 
he did not remember crawling to his 
home under the Cantina del Oro. He 
shook his head sadly.

“Tequilla and mescal, they shall 
be the ruination of me,” he lamented. 
“But Pancho, he is one grand man to 
entertain his guests. I wonder if he

’ has anything left to drink.” He wet 
his dry lips.



Just then, the gun in the Cantina 
roared again. The sound of the gun 
reminded Pedro that a bullet had 
burned across his thigh. He felt of 
his bell-bottom pants and when his 
fingers came back he saw they were 
tipped with blood.

He went around the saloon’s cor­
ner and hobbled along the bumpy 
plank sidewalk and halted in front 
of the Cantina del Oro’s swinging 
doors. The saloon was built up a 
little higher than the sidewalk and 
Pedro was so short he could look 
in under the doors.

A group of his friends, seated on 
the tall stools, was drinking beer at 
the bar. But Pedro spent no time 
looking at them. He had eyes only 
for the two Americanos. One of 
these Americans, a wide-shouldered 
homely fellow, stood with his back 
to the bar, a whiskey glass in one 
hand, a wide grin on his whiskered 
face.

The other, a lanky man with a long 
nose and narrow eyes, stood wide­
legged, his six-gun pointing at the 
floor. The stocky man grinned 
crookedly and said, “You doin’ your­
self any good, Mike?”

Mike let the hammer of his Colt 
fall. The bullet whammed into the 
softwood floor. Mike's thick lips 
showed a faint smile.

“Maybe I’ve connected with him, 
Bill,” he said. “An’ maybe I ain’t.”

“Shoot again,” growled Bill. “If 
you run outa shells, I got a few you 
can have.” He pounded a hamlike 
fist on the bar. “Set ’em up again, 
bartender!”

PEDRO watched with his heart 
beating quickly. These Ameri­
canos were not shooting into the floor 

just for the fun of it. They were 
shooting to hit him because they fig­
ured he was still under the Cantino 
del Oro.

Pedro’s knees were unsteady. He 
came a trifle closer and studied the 
Americanos. He was standing like 

that when a drunken friend came 
along. Pedro did not see his friend 
because he was so interested in the 
Americans. The friend cried, “Como 
esta, Pedro,” and slapped him on the 
back with both hands.

Pedro lurched violently ahead. He 
tried to stop himself but he could 
not. He fell through the swinging 
doors and landed inside the saloon on 
his face: The Americanos stared 
drunkenly at him.

Pedro scurried to his feet. “I go,” 
he said hurriedly.

Mike gestured with his .45. “Wait 
a minute, spic,” he ordered.

Pedro stared at the gun. “What’d 
you want?” he asked in broken Eng­
lish.

Mike spoke to Bill. “Get these oth­
er Mexes out of here.”

“Beat it, greasers,” snapped Bill.
Pedro’s friends took one good look 

at Mike’s weapon and gulped their 
drinks and left the saloon. Bill glared 
at the bartender. “Get out,” he or­
dered,

“This.is my cantina,” declared the 
bartender. “I am not going, hom­
bres.” He stood behind the bar with 
both hands under the mahogany. 
Pedro knew that he gripped his 
sawed-off shotgun.

Bill looked inquiringly at Mike. 
“Let ’im stay,” said Mike. The two 
Americans both looked at Pedro. And 
Pedro did not like the way they stud­
ied him. They reminded him of two 
bobcats looking at a rabbit.

THE SILENCE lengthened out 
monotonously. Pedro’s dark eyes 
vacillated quickly between the two 

men. His throat was drier than ever 
when he spoke.

“I want no trouble, hombres,” he 
said.

“It ain’t what you want,” said 
Mike. “It’s what you’ll get. Just 
what do you know, Pedro?”

“Nothing,” said Pedro.
Mike’s .45 was as steady as a rock. 

“You lie,” he said crisply. “Me an’



Bill saw you this evening when we 
was out surveying that section-line 
that runs along the railroad right-of- 
way. Did you see us?”

“Yes,” said Pedro.
Bill spoke, now. “That was about 

the time the express train came along. 
Did you see it?”

Pedro paused, “Si,” he finally said.
Bill’s glance met Mike’s. “He seen 

the whole thing, Mike. Damn fool 
Mex, if he had been herdin’ them 
goats of his on the other side of the 
mountain, he wouldn’t have seen 
what he saw; Then we wouldn’t have 
to kill him.”

Pedro said, “Don’t kill me!”
The bartender had been listening 

carefully. He did not know what it 
was all about, but he knew that the 
Americans intended to kill Pedro. He 
Sid not have much use for Pedro be­
cause Pedro spent most of his hard- 
earned pesos over to the Cantina Mo­
rales. But he was determined there 
would be no murder done in his sa­
loon.

“Give him the works,” said Bill.
Mike’s grimy thumb eared back his 

gun-hammer. The clicking sound 
seemed loud in the silent saloon.

“No gun,” cried Pedro. “I have no 
gun, Americanos!”

“That’s all right,” growled Mike.
Never before, in his thirty-odd 

years, had Pedro moved so quickly. 
He had to get behind something—and 
the bar was the closest solid object. 
He lunged forward so fast for the 
corner of the bar that he almost left 
his shoes—his currachos—behind.

Mike let the hammer fall. He 
missed Pedro and his bullet whammed 
into a window. Glass cascaded to the 
floor in rhythm to the roar of the 
gun. Mike cursed and turned to shoot 
again. Pedro stubbed his toe in a 
spittoon and fell beside the bar.

Pedro picked up the spittoon. To­
bacco-juice from the copper vessel 
splashed over the sleeve of his dirty 
shirt. But Pedro did not pay any at-
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(Continued From Page 97) 
tention to that. He flung the spit­
toon wildly at Mike.

The stinking spittoon hit Mike 
squarely in the face. He got his 
mouth full' of tobacco juice and a 
mixture of cigarette and cigar stubs. 
He cursed and slapped the spittoon 
like a bear slapping at a bee and the 
vessel slid across the floor. But Mike 
was blinded and lie could not see to 
shoot.

But already Bill’s weapon was leav­
ing its holster. Pedro rolled over hur­
riedly, one eye on Bill, the other on 
the bar. He knew he could never 
make it to the bar and safety.

But Bill never got to shoot. The 
bartender swung his shotgun up and 
leveled it on him. Bill looked at the 
big bores of the shotgun and dropped 
his gun back into its holster. Mike 
wiped his eyes clear with his forearm.

“Don’t shoot, hombres,” warned the 
barkeeper.

“Why not?” demanded Bill. “This 
Pedro gent a relative of yours?”

Pedro was running for the back 
door. He heard the bartender say, 
“You would get blood all over the 
floor. And there is nobody in Hidal­
go who would wash it up, everybody 
is working in the lettuce fields. And 
the delgado would have an investiga­
tion and I would be fined five hun­
dred pesos—”

Pedro heard no more. He was run­
ning too fast down the illy lighted 
hall. In his haste, he forgot to open 
the door. He crashed through the 
thin panel and landed in the alley 
outside.

“My hat—my sombrero,” he panted.
His hat had hung up on the door. 

He snagged it up and ran down the 
alley, cramming it on.- He was so 
excited he put it on backwards.

FIVE MINUTES later, he entered 
the adobe casa of Pancho Cajon. 
Pancho, snoring loudly, slept on the 

floor in a drunken stupor. A pig was 
sleeping beside him. Pedro booted



the pig in the ribs so hard he almost 
broke a toe.

“Get out, swine! Vamos’”
The pig grunted and ran outside. 

Pedro shook Pancho violently. Pan­
cho’s heavy head dropped on his 
thick chest and his loose mouth 
drooled.

“Wake up, Pancho!”
Pancho pulled himself into a sit­

ting position. He studied Pedro 
drunkenly. “Your sombrero is on 
backwards.”

Pedro righted his hat. “They want 
to kill me, Pancho!”

“Who wants to kill you, amigo?”
“The Americanos!”
Pancho stared owlishly. “But 

why?” he asked. “They hold no 
grudge against you. They are sur­
veyors for the railroad and you are a 
goatherder.”

“They are not surveyors, they are 
robbers—banditos!”

“The mescal has gone to your 
head,” said Pancho.

“They robbed the express train to­
day. I was out with my goats and 
I saw them do it. They have already 
tried to kill me because of that.”

Pancho came wide-awake. “This 
calls for a drink,” he said. He shook 
his jug thoughtfully and listened to 
the liquor splashing inside. Then he 
tipped it up and drank noisily. Pe­
dro told him hurriedly about the fight 
he had had in the Cantina del Oro. 
Pancho’s eyes widened with each 
word.

“Leave my casa,” Pancho declared. 
“They will come hunting for you 
and if they find you here they will 
kill you and they will kill me, too. 
They will know that you told me 
about the robbery.”

“But I need your help, Pancho.”
“How can I help you?”
“I need your gun.”
“My gun, she is no good. She has 

no bullets and, besides, the hammer 
is broken. And the barrel is rusted 
in two in one place.” Pancho rolled
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(Continued From Page 99) 
over and pillowed his head on his 
arm.

Pedro thought wildly. Suddenly 
he shook Pancho. “They are looking 
for you, too,” he declared.

“Why would they look for me?”
“I told them you were with me 

when I saw them rob the train.”
Pancho hurriedly sat up. “Why 

did you lie?”
“I don’t know, Pancho.”
Pancho crossed himself reverently. 

“You pig!” he said excitedly. He 
got to his feet and picked up his 
jug and threw it at Pedro who 
ducked and let the jug land against 
the wall. Fists up, Pancho came to­
ward Pedro, his fat body assuming 
a ludricious fighter’s stance.

Pedro hissed, “Listen!”
Pancho halted and dropped his 

fists. He, too, heard the approaching 
boots. “The Americanos, Pedro! 
They come here to find us and kill 
us!”

“The back door,” said Pedro.
Pancho hitched up his pants and 

ran out the back door with Pedro 
pounding his heels. Pedro noticed 
that the jug had not broken so he 
snagged it up. They ran down the 
alley and halted in the dark shadow 
of a goatshed and watched Pancho’s 
house.

Mike and Bill were tramping 
around in the casa. Pedro could hear 
them talking. “We gotta get that 
spic,” growled Mike. “ ’Cause if we 
don’t, he’s liable to blat off what he 
knows, and that’ll be too bad for us. 
Wonder if he seen us hide that stol­
en dinero?”

“I reckon he did, Mike.”
Pancho nudged Pedro. “Do you 

know?”
“Si, Pancho. They hid it in the 

Canon del Muerte.”

ANCHO’S dark eyes glistened. 
ST “We get the dinero,” he said. 
“We keep it, Pedro. Think of the 
tequilla—the mescal—the whiskey— 
we can buy.”



“No, Pancho, no.”
“Why not, chicken-hearted?”
“That money was going to the 

poor children at Santa Maria. It is 
the money that was raised for the 
poor-home there. For months the 
peons have been saving their cen­
tavos and pesos.”

Pancho crossed himself. “How 
could I be so cruel-hearted, Pedro? 
Truly, the Padre Currumpas must be 
correct about me when he says I 
have the heart of a devil.” He looked 
at Pedro steadily. “Why did you 
not report this to the delgado?”

“The delgado is out in the hills 
looking for the robbers. He does 
not suspect the Americanos. I in­
tended to tell him but I decided to 
wait until he came back. I did not 
know at that time that the Ameri­
canos knew I had seen them.”

“We must kill them,” declared 
Pancho.

Pedro tipped the jug, and drank. 
Pancho also drank. “But we have no 
guns,” declared Pedro.

“We must out-trick them,” said 
Pancho.

“I have a plan,” said Pedro. “And 
pray to the Virgin that it succeeds, 
amigo. Here give me another drink.”

Maria Jesus had dug a well in his 
backyard. But, in the course of time, 
an alley was run through the yard 
and Maria Jesus had moved his 
fence, leaving the well in the alley. 
Pedro and Pancho worked like de­
mons. Never before in their lives had 
they worked so hard.

“Perhaps the Americanos will go 
to their stolen plunder and dig it 
up,” said Pancho, wiping his sweaty 
forehead. “Then, all our plans shall 
be wasted.”

“They will not go,” said Pedro. 
He spat on his hands and jammed a 
crowbar under a plank. “There is 
more dinero coming through on the 
railroad and they probably know 
about it. They will not leave until 
they have stolen it all. Here, help 
me with this, Pancho. It is heavy.” 

(Continued On Page 102)
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Double Action Western
(Continued From Page 101)

They put their combined weights 
upon the crowbar. Nails grunted 
and slowly but reluctantly left their 
holes. One side of the wooden plat­
form covering the well was lifted 
loose.

“Now the other side, Pancho.”
Grunting and straining, they pried 

that side of the platform loose. They 
had already unscrewed the pump and 
laid it aside. Now they dragged the 
platform in Maria Jesus’ backyard 
and went back and looked into the 
open well.

“The well, she is deep, no?” asked 
Pancho.

“Very deep,” said Pedro.
Pancho’s dirty forehead showed a ' 

wide frown. “Now, how will we get 
the Americanos to run into it and 
drown themselves?”

^JWSVHAT is a problem,” said
JE Pedro. Maria Jesus’ goat was 

picketed in the alley. Pedro went to 
the beast and got the chain-picket 
and took it from the goat’s collar. 
The goat started chewing on the re­
mains of his hatbrim.

“Go away,” said Pedro.
He came back to Pancho dragging 

the chain. The goat kicked up its 
heels and galloped up the alley, hap­
py in its newly acquired freedom. 
Pancho’s frown became deeper.

“What is next, Pedro?”
Pedro ran the chain between two 

posts and it stretched across the al­
ley, about as high as a man’s ankles. 
Pancho’s frown departed.

“Bueno,” he grunted. “They hit 
the chain and stumble and fall into 
the well. But what if they come 
from the other direction? There is 
no chain there.”

“We must hope,” said Pedro.
They went down the alley to Hi­

dalgo’s main street and halted be­
side a dark building. The store­
keeper, Carlos Corrubias, came 
lurching drunkenly along. Pedro 
spoke to him.

(Continued On Page 104)



DO YOU KNOW HOW 
TO BURN < AUDIES? 

TH/S AMAZING BOOK WILZJJlj^YOU HOW!

HERE’S WHAT
Miss G. W. Says: "Wish

Ta 
To 
To 
To 
To

Today, in this war-torn world, when people are trying t'o over- 
com.© suffering and sorrow and to attain, the fulfillment of their 
desires, the art of BURNING CANDLES is more important than 
ever.
Here, in this amazing book, you will learn WHY and HOW 
people bum candles to ATTAIN THE FULFILLMENT OF A 
DESIRE—TO OBTAIN HEALTH, WEALTH, SUCCESS AND 
HAPPINESS. You will learn why so many find solace and 
new spiritual values in the art of Candle Burning to which 
SO MUCH POWER has been attributed. Everything in this 
book is RECORDED TRUTH based upon the Bible and 
Ancient Writings!
Stop groping blindly in the dark' Learn WHEN to burn, 
HOW LONG to taro, the COLOR and SIZE of candle to 
burn! Know what Psalms to read While burning! Learn 
the NAMES of the various candles. Find out how to pre­
pare an ALTAR IN YOUR OWN HOME! Read WHERE 
to place the candles upon it, HOW and WHEN to MOVE 
each candle!

BVW tK*0U\ 

for hern M°«

OVER 40,000 ALREADY SOLD!
Yes, over forty thousand books have already been sold! 
That shows you what people think of this ancient and 
noble custom. Clergymen, Evangelists, Students of Esoteric 
Arts as well aa every day folks like yourself find it a 
tremendous aid in meeting their daily problems.

THEY SAY: 
I had been fortu- 
25 years ago.”mate enough to have it

Mrs. I. B. B. Says: “This time last' year 
everything was very bad for me, I do not 
know how to thank you for What you have
done.” „
Ij. Li. Says: “It has done one all the good m 
the world. I would not be without it. May 
God Bless You.”
YOU, TOO, WILL DELIGHT IN YOUR 
NEW FOUND POWER AND KNOWLEDGE 
WHEN YOU HAVE READ THIS BOOK, 

OVER 20 ACTUAL

MANY STRANGE CUSTOMS
FROM Persia, Arabia, Egypt and Darkest 
Africa are revealed. Weird practices 
which have brought UNEXPLAINABLE 

, RESULTS. Legends of Witchcraft, Sor­
cery and Black Art Rites connected with 
candle burning. Candles molded in HU­
MAN FORM! Tells about Astral or 
Birthday Candles . . . and many other 
thrilling subjects.

RITUALS DESCRIBED 
complete with easy-to-follow ■diagrams. ©very ritual is set forth just as it was said to have been used 
by followers of the Philosophy of [Fire to attain fulfillment of these desires:

To 
To 
To 
To 
To

Settle a Disturbed Condition in Wie Home..
Obtain Happiness.
Obtain Money.
Win the Love of Man ©r ©f W©wawo 
Gain Prosperity.

Gain Power Over Others. 
Protect Against Evil Influences* 
Heal an Unhappy Marriage* 
Break Up a Love Affair.
Change One’s Fortunes. . * * ®»nd many.

many more.

SEND NO MONEY
Fill out and mail the coupon today for your copy of this EaS
amazin? book. 'The (postman will collect — NOT the gM
original publisher's price of $3.00 — BUT ONliY, $1.00 
plus a few cent® postage! Your money back in •» days 
if not 100% satisfied. =“
rarw When money is sent with order WE prepay the |||| 
rnL£. postage and include an inspiring Psalm printed 
in raised gold together with an Ancient Seal from the MB 
Kabbalistic Bible called the “Magic Circle.’’ _ Rgj

M. L. Sales, Dept. C
160 West B’way, Rm. 315, New York 
Rush a copy of The Master Book of Candle 
Burning to me at once. I agree to pay post­
man $1.00 plus postage on delivery.

Name

1HURRY! AMU TOMY,
Address

City ... State
□ Check Here il you enclose one dollar bill. 
Bemetuber we PBBPAY postage and giro 
FBBB Psalm and Seal with PAID order.



Double Action Western

Your Hospital 
and Doctor Dills

PAU)/

HOSPITALIZATION

* > PLAN

SICKNESS or
Ihsvre NOV/, before it's Wo late! Pro­
tect your savings agolntf Hospital 
expense. Here’s an amazing offer of . 
•afft. dependable coverage under I 
America’s most popular Hospitaliza- I 
libn Plan. Family or. individual I 
Eligible. NO Medical Examination. I 
When sickness or accident strikes, I'
you may go to any Hospital in U. S> f ,a
or Canada under any Doctor's I fif}
'core. YOUR EXPENSES WILE BE I

”35.001

Accmsm ggWf

PAID exactly os Policy specifies. I* ot Ufa 
•WAR coverage included.The Com- | IQftft flfll 
pony under supervision of the I tygf _ "’vyj 
tnsuranceDept.Noagentv/illcall. I ..an2J

I I
MAIL COUPON AT ONCE!

I NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO. 
» Dept; D3-11 Wilmington, Def.
« Please send me, without obligation, details about 
J your "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan".
| Name—
J Address..----............  »—............—•••
| City--..-..-. Stale--------------......

(Continued From Page 102)
“I thought you went home, drunk­

en pig?”
Corrubias smiled goodnaturedly. 

“I did, senor. But my wife, she 
would not let me in. She said I 
should sleep this night with the 
dogs.”

“Then why are you not in bed?”
The storekeeper gestured. “The 

dogs, they have fleas.” He looked 
owlishly at Pedro. “But why are 
you not in bed, amigo? The hour is 
late.”

“I look for the Americanos.”
“They will not be hard to find,” 

said Corrubias. “Just now did I see 
them down the street. They have 
their guns out and they ask me about 
you and Pancho.” Corrubias stared 
back into the shadows. “Is that Pan­
cho I see hidden there?”

“It is,” said Pedro. “I ask a mis­
sion of you, senor.”

Corrubias’ wide chest expanded. 
“Only too glad will I be to help you, 
Pedro. What is the nature of this 
mission?”

“You go to the Americanos, senor. 
Tell them that Pancho and I are 
waiting for them in the alley behind 
the casa of Maria Jesus.”

“I go, amigoes.”
Pancho and Pedro lay belly-down 

on a shed’s roof and watched the al­
ley. “There they come, Pancho.”

Bill entered one end of the alley 
and Mike entered the other. They 
came toward each other and their 
guns were ready for action. Pancho 
and Pedro watched. Pedro took a 
long drink and Pancho crossed him­
self. The tequilla was making 
Pedro’s vision sort of blurred.

Just then, Maria Jesus’ goat came 
bounding out of the shadows and 
galloped across the alley. Bill’s gun 
rapped out flame and the goat 
dropped.

“I got him!” hollered Bill.
“They are so drunk they cannot 

tell a goat from a man,” said Pedro.
Mike came running forward. He 

(Continued On Page 106)
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Cain love of opposite sex
Make people do your 

bidding
Be Sucky in any game 
Cast a spell on anyone 
Better your condition 
Bring happiness to brok­

en lives

Haw Ta,
Unite people for marriage
Remove the source ,of un* 

happiness
Interpret your dreams nu­

merically
Gain mastery of occultism
Develop your psychic pow­

er
Know what others are 

' doing
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

Remit with order to save C. O. D. and shipping charges.

CONTINENTAL CO.
126 Lexington Ave., Dept. FD, New York, N. Y.
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hit the chain and stumbled. He slid 
on his belly into' the well and his hat 
was the last thing that Pedro saw. 
They heard a sickening crash inside 
the well.

“He fell into the four-by-four that 
Maria Jesus used to brace up the 
sides of his well,” said Pedro. “I 
wonder if he broke it?”

Pancho swore, “Carramba, if we 
only had a gun we could kill Bill, 
no? Look at him, on his knees look­
ing into the well.”

“But we have no gun, Pancho.” 
“We could sneak up behind him. 

We could push him into the well.”
“No,” said Pedro. “He would hear 

us and turn and shoot us.”
“Hey, Mike!” hollered Bill.
No answer.
Bill hollered again. He got to his 

feet, swearing lewdly. “The dirty 
spic hellions, they won’t fight open­
ly. You dead, Mike?”

Still no answer.

ILL glanced anxiously into the 
-»> shadows. “Mebbe they’re hid 
aroun’ here an’ watchin’ me,” he said 
half to himself. “I better get outa 
this burg before I stop a knife or a 
gun blasts the insides outa me.” He 
turned and ran up the alley and 
Pedro looked inquiringly at Pancho.

“Where will he go now?” asked 
Pancho.

“If you were he, where would you 
go, Pancho?”

“But I am not him.”
“Imagine that you are, Pancho.”
Pancho scowled. “I would go aft­

er the treasure. I would leave the 
country. I would take the money.”

“Look, Pancho!”
A horseman was leaving Hidalgo. 

He was riding at a gallop toward the 
hills to the south.

“That is Bill,” said Pancho. “He 
is going for his treasure. That is 
good, Pedro. He will get his stolen 
money and leave this country and 
then he cannot kill you and me.”

(Continued On Page 108)



er Hous© forecaster made like a little .Swiss cot-

and

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER

□ I enclose $1,69, You Fay Postage.□ Send C, 0, ©,

Namegive them away as gifts.
Mrs. Booth Bay,

Address

StateCity

pearance, 
mometer

. They are wonderful. 
Maine.

Why pay 
$5 or $10 
for a barom­
eter when you 
can predict the 
weather yourself,

The Weatherman, Dept. DO-2 
29 East Madison Street,

at home, 8 to 84
hours in advance, with this accurate, inexpensive Weath-

itage, with a thatched green, roof and small green shut­
ters. Inside the house is an old witch and 
a little boy and girl. When the weather’s

When planted in earth, 
grows two feet tall 

blooms beautifully.

______ on the front of the cottage that 
shows you the exact temperature ....

going to 
come out 
is on the

Here is positively? the most amazing intro­
ductory advertising offer ever made. But 
you must act .quickly—©rices may rise

be fine, the little boy and girl 
in front. But when bad weather 
way the old witch makes an ap- 
There is an easy-to-read ther-

"I saw your Weather House at a friend’s home 
and the way they raved about it, I decided to 
order one for myself.” Mrs. L. R., Chicago. Illi­
nois.
“Ever since I got my Weather House I’ve been 
able to plan my affairs a day ahead. It’s wonder­
ful.'' Mrs. D. L. B., Shenandoah, Iowa.

Here’s What Weather House Owners Say: 
"My neighbors now phone me to find out what 
the weather is going to be. We certainly think 
the Weather House is marvelous." Mrs. I. S. 
Amsterdam, Ohio.
"Please rush 6 more Weather Houses. I want to

Chicago, Illinois
Send- at once (1) "Swiss” Weather House. On arrival I will pay 

postman $1.69 plus'.postage with the understanding that the Weath­
er House is guaranteed to work -accurately. Also I can return the 
Weather House for any reason within 10 days and get my money 
back.

When your Weather House arrives just deposit through your Postman 
$1 69 (your total cost), plus postage. Then test the Weather House for 
accuracy. Watch it closely, see how perfectly it predicts the weather 
in advance then if you don't agree it’s worth many dollars more than 
the small cost, simply return your Weather House within 10 days and 
get your money back promptly. r-

Almost every day of your life is affected in some way by the weath­
er, and it’s such a satisfaction to have a reliable indication of what 
the weather will be. With the "Swiss” Weather House made in the 
U. S. A. and easy-to-read thermometer you have an investment in 
comfort and convenience for years to come. The Weather House comes 
to you complete and ready to use. Ideal for gifts and bridge prizes. It 
will bring new pleasure to everyone in your family. The price is only 
$1.69 C. O. D. You must act now to secure this price.

NOW YOU CAN 
BE YOUR OWN 
WEATHERMAN!

w Good Luck Leaf
Lives On Air Atone 

jv The greatest novelty 
7 plant ever discovered! 
’ Tradition is—a person 
' owning one of these 
plants will have much 

good luck and success.

OUTGUESS THE WEATHERMAN

ANIAl

SEND NO MONEY

DOUBLE VALUE COUPON—MAIL TOMY



Now ydti can learn to dance in tfte privacy of your own home with 
the help of these 3 books I All the newest Swing steps—-the Rhumb®, 
Susl-Q, Truckin’, Bomba, as well as the Fox Trot, Waltx, and 
basic tap steps—are explained with simple, graphic diagrams in 
"Dancing”—and the two books we include FREE with each order,

GET MORE FUN OUT OF LIFE!
It is the person who can dance the new steps that gets invited to 
the dances and parties where Fun begins. Watch your own popular­
ity increase as you learn the grace, the swing of dancing! No more 
wall-flower nights, or days of waiting for the phone to ring! This 
is your chance to fill your future with Romance.

Make this FREE test!
"Dancing,” by Betty Lee, Includes every­
thing you need to know about dancing. 
Instructed by this well-known teacher, you 

learn the fundamental steps in the right 
way. . . Quickly- But you need not take 
our word for it! You may return the 

book in 5 days and got your money 
back if you are not delighted with 
results! And remember, we includ® 
two books FREE of extra charge. ..

"Tip Top Tapping” and "Swing 
Steps." Let these three books teach

TWO BOOKS EQ EE 
j rixcc

, you to dance for fun or monsy—or 
1 it costs you nothing!

S^ND NO MONEY!
i When your books arrive, deposit 

$1,98 plus postage with the postman.
a Practice these simple dance steps 
* each day and in 5 days if you have 
■ not learned to dance, we will refund 
I your money at once. Act now and 
I surprise your friends at the next 
I party!

Pioneer Publications, Inc., 
1700 Broadway, N, Y.

I PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INC. I
S 1730 Broadway, Dept. DA-II, New York 19, N. «. |
I Gentlemen: Send me "Dancing” by Betty Lee. I will pay s
I postman $1.98 (plus postage) on arrival If in 5 days I have g 
I failed to learn to dance, I will return the book and you will - 
■ refund purchase price. Include FR’KS of extra charge Swing _ 
> Steps" and "Tip Top Tapping." ,

B Name........................................... . ................................................

j Address......................................... ................. . ............................
• City.................. ......................................................State...........
■ Orders from Foreign Countries, 10/- in advance.
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“But he will have the money, Pan­

cho.”
“Let him have it,” declared Pan­

cho.
Pedro shook his head dolefully. 

“No, we cannot let that happen. 
Those poor and crippled children— 
the ninos and ninas—they have need 
for that. Even my brother’s little 
boy, the lame little fellow, is at the 
home.”

“But what should we do?”
“We can also go to the treasure 

and keep him from getting it.”
“But we have no horse.”
Pedro’s eyes glistened. “Bill did 

not take Mike’s horse. We could 
ride him, Pancho.”

“I do not like to go,” said Pancho.
“Then you are a coward?”
“I am no coward,” declared Pan­

cho. “I can beat you with my fists. 
I did it one time at a bailie. Re­
member?”

“But still, you are afraid.”
“I am not afraid!”
Pedro smiled. “Then let us hurry, 

Pancho.”
Mike’s horse, an iron-gray gelding, • 

was still tied to the hitchrack in 
front of the Cantina del Oro. Pedro 
climbed into the saddle. He still car­
ried the jug. Pancho sat behind him.

The gray did not like to be rode 
double. He bunched his back to buck 
but Pedro hit him over the ears with 
the jug. The gray left Hidalgo at a 
wild lope. Pancho bounced up and 
down.

“Hang on, Pancho.”
Pancho ,grunted. “I’ll hang on, 

amigo. Keep your beast on the trail 
and do not worry about Pancho Ca­
jon.”

“There are shortcuts I can take,” 
said Pedro. “Perhaps the Americano 
does not know about them.”

Pedro drank from the jug and 
passed it back to Pancho. Pancho 
hung on to the saddlestrings with 
one hand and tipped the jug with 
the other. Pedro let Pancho hang 

(Continued On Page 110)



' “The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” The author says, “All the Mysteries of Life from the Cradle to the Grave—-and Beyond.
It tells you the particular day and hour to do anything you 
darkness.”

desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total

He claims, ‘'The power to get what you want revealed at last, for 
the first time since the dawn of creation. The very same power 
which the ancient Chaldeans. Cuthic, Priests, Egyptians. Baby­
lonians. and Sumerians used is at our disposal today."
He says. “Follow the simple dtreetipns. and you can do anything 
you desire. No one can tell how these Master Forces are used 
without knowing about this book, but with it you can mold anyone 
to your will."

as practiced by the Ancient Priestly Orders. Their marvels were 
almost beyond belief. You, too. can learn to do them all with the 
instructions written in this Book," Lewis de Claremont claims. 
"It would be a shame if these things could all be yours and you 
failed to grasp them."
He claims. "It is every man’s birthright to have these things of life: 
MONEY! GOOD HEALTH! HAPPINESS! If you lack any of these, 
then this book has an important message for you. No matter what 
you need, there exists a spiritual power which is abundantly able 
to bring you whatever things you need."

^OVERCOME ALL ENEMIES. OBSTACLES ̂ HIDDEN FEARS
From this book. He says. “You can learn the arts of an old Science

Address
City

TttEOtfLY

ARE YOU CROSSED IN ANY WAY?
Wen Kvj< tn Power, Lewis <lc Cl.ircinuiit says, shows vuu how to remove and cast'it back

THE BOOK PURPORTS TO TELL YOU HOW TO—
Gain the love of the opposite sex.
Unite people for marriages.
Obtain property.
Make people do your bidding.
Make any person love you.

Make people bring back stolen
goods.

Make anyone lucky in 
games.

Cure any kind of sickness 
without medicine.

any

Get any job you want.
Cast a spell on anyone, no matter where 

they are.
Get people out of law suits, courts CF 

prison.
Banish all misery.
Gain the mastery of al! things.
Regain your youth and vigor.
Choose words according to ancient; 

holy methods.

This is the Power. He says, from which the old masters gained their knowl­
edge and from which they sold limitless portions to certain favored Kings, 
Priests, and others at high prices, but never to be revealed under a vow, 
the violation of which entailed severe punishment.

THE VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKEN
This book. He claims, shows you the secrets of old which when properly 
applied makes you able to control the will of all without their knowing it. 
If you have a problem and you wish to solve. He says, don’t hestitate. 
Advertisements cannot describe nor do this wonderful book justice. You 
must read it and digest its meaning to really appreciate its worth.

GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED
Only a limited number available for sale, so dorft wait. It is 
worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will rush 
your order for this book NOW.

RED STAR NOVELTY HOUSE. Dept. 71
6605 Cottage Grove Ave., Chicago

This coupon is worth $1.00 to you, Attach a Money Order for $1 to 
this coupon and we will send you your copy of The Seven Keys to 
Power—Regularly $2 for only $1.

Name.............................................. ............
a

......................State
SEND NO MONEY!

a
If you wish we Trust You . , . Pay Postman $1 on delivery plus a few pennies 
Postage, Check here Q.
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Plastics
Electrical Engineer)no
Drafting and Design 

for Men and Women
Diesel Engineering 
Mechanical Engineering 
Aviation □ Radio

□ Automotive Engineering 
n Architecture & Buildinj
□ Shipbuilding
□ Business Management
□ High School Courw

AMERICAN SCHOOL., Dept. P86, ‘ t
Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago 37, ill.
Send me FREE information covering special training 1D
subjects checked below. No obligation on my part.
- — □ cost Accounting for

Manufacturing

Get In at the Start — and Grow 
Plasties is a new industry which the nation’s 
war needs is forcing to Quick maturity. Already 
Plastics are indispensable in practically every 
branch of the Service—Aircraft, Ordnance, 
Chemical, Marine, Signal Corps, etc. Opportu­
nities? Nearly everything, from homes to cloth­
ing, from gadgets to tools, will be affected by 
Plastics.
Spare Time Training Now Ready 
The time to get started is now. You can pre­
pare at home* in your spare time, to take your 
place in an infant industry that even now is 
leaping into prominence. A new. practical train­
ing plan is now ready to help you realize your 
ambitions and build your future security. Act 
now. Don’t delay. Mail this coupon today.

□ □ □
□ □□

Song Poems Wonted
To ba set to Music, Phonograph records, and Piano 
Arrangements made—Music Printed—Pay As You 
Go Plan—MELODIES OR LYRICS REVISED—FREE
EXAMINATION.

THE TUNE DOCTOR
Dept. DA-11 G. P. O. Box 551, New York 1

JOKE BOOKS ™“LTS
The kind they like. You will be both 
a Riot and the Life of the Party, with 
a set of these pocket size joke books. 
They are full of Entertainment, Fun and 
Humor. The set of six books only 50c 
or a special assortment of 12 books al! 
different for $1.00. Print name and ad­
dress, send cash or stamps to:

LEONARD NOVELTY CO.
72 5th Ave., Dept. DA«I I, New York, 11, N.Y.

Perfect Dice. Magic Dice. 
Magic Cards— READ THE 
RACKS —Inks, Daubs, 
Poker Chips, Gaming 
Layouts/ Dice Boxes, 
Counter Games, Punch* 
boards. WRITE FOR
CATALOG TODAY.

DICE * CARDS

K. C. CARD CO. 1224 W. Washington Blvd., Chicago, HI.

Alt® YOU UONEUY?
If you are sincerely seeking a sweetheart, or mates we 
can help you. Thousands have found happiness through 
our method. Sensational proven results. All ages, 
religions. Many wealthy. Confidential, prompt» 
courteous. Write now, for free, sealed particulars.

NANCY JORDAN CLUB
G. P. O„ BOX 374-D. NEW YORK. N. Y.

(Continued From Page 108) 
onto the jug while he untied the las­
so rope from the fork of the saddle. 
It was a thin maguey rope. He beat 
the gray with the rope for more 
speed.

“Here is a shortcut,” grunted Ped­
ro.

The thorny bushes of catclaw 
scratched at them. They rode 
through tangled masses of manza- 
nita. Once from a high ridge they 
saw Bill in a gully.

“We are ahead of him,” said Pan­
cho.

They slid the gray down a talus 
cone and came into Canon del 
Muerte. A blacktail deer leaped 
away through the brush and a covey 
of quail whirred away. Pedro reined 
the gray to a halt.

“The treasure, she is ahead,” he 
said. “Hidden in the rocks we can 
see from here. Dismount, Pancho.”

“What we do now, Pedro?”

PEDRO worked quickly. Two 
oak trees grew on each side of 
the trail. He tied the maguey rope 

to these and formed a noose.
“Get on the horse, Pancho.”
Pancho climbed on the gray.
“Ride up to the loop in the rope,” 

said Pedro.
Pancho rode until he came to the 

rope. It caught him around the chin 
and settled around his neck. He 
backed the gray away,

“It is just right in height, Pedro.”
Pedro hid the horse in a brushy 

side-coulee. Then he and Pancho 
climbed up on a ledge. The trail 
lay below them, weaving and twist­
ing through the brush. Pedro took 
a long drink.

“The jug is getting dry, Pancho.”
“You are drunk now,” said Pancho 

disgustedly. “Your eyes are blurred 
and your tongue is unsteady.”

“The tequilla is making you see 
crooked,” said Pedro disgustedly. 
“Your knees are weak.”

Pancho stood up. “My knees are
(Continued On Page 112)



FUN FOR A SOLDIER
—“KEEP ’EM LAUGHING"

will have any Man in the 
Service roaring with laugh­
ter. Jammed from cover to 
cover with the best of all 
material ever- written 

i about, for and by our 
I fighting men. TEN 
I COMPLETE STU- 
l PENDOUS SEC- 
1 TIONS —over 200 
il pages — JOKES, AN-
11 , ECDOTES, BROAD- 

SIDES — A Pri- 
8 B vate's Romance —
S* SQUADS WRITE

— and How they 
write — HAND

GRENADES—dizzy, rowdy—MADEMOISELLE FROM AR- 
MENTIERES — and bther famous songs — SOLDIERS' 
VERSES —LIMERICKS ON PARADE —MOTHER GOOSE 
FOR DOUGHBOYS—MILITARY TOASTS—GLEEFUL, HI­
LARIOUS ILLUSTRATIONS—the at my with $ 
its lid ou—the army from the inside. Begins vU

• where the U. S. 0. leaves off. It’s only $1-00— Id
but it’ll give fun for the duration. SPECIAL "

AMERICAN JUDO Illustrated
Complete Self-Instruction Course in the Secrets of Jiu-Jifsu 

Brand new 194:> book. Packed frqm cover to cover 
with TOUGH HOLDS — KNOCKOUT BLOWS—DIS­
ABLING STROKES — CHOKES — JOLTS — SHOVES
—TRICKS, etc., foi1 self-defense and attack! Each action 
is clearly and completely illustrated. Makes you lough 
regal'd less of your size or strength. Shows you how to 
{Hoteet yourself against attack of any kind, even though 
you have only your bare hands to defend yourself with. 
Don't let anybody bully you. You can be Tough as Steel. 
In these times every man—boy (and women, too) should 
have this ability Special , FAe

re,. SI.00 «=l«. 30

ANYONE CAN DRAW!
Am one who has learned even to write, can

removes the my.'tic ism that has surrounded 
art foi .reais. By reducing the elements of 
drawing to its essence, it teaches THE BE­
GINNER — to draw, and to advance into 
more and more difficult subjects. For the 
practiced artist, it is a source book and 
veritable mine of mfoimatton. This book 
guides you from the first stroke on paper, 
to selling the finished art woik. Includes 
specific instruction, advice, tricks, time- 
savers. special effects, on.—Still Life, Ani­
mals, Human Figure, Portraits, Lettering,

Color-work, Include j
glossary of Ait Terms, Supplies, SPECIAL 
Use of Such, Guides, Types oi Aft 
Work, Mediums, etc., etc Com- # ■ v 
pletely illustrated. |

SISTER OF THE ROAD
The frank, uncensored story of a wandering woman 

hobo. Tells the story of a restless, adventurous girl who 
"took to the load" lo satisfy her lust for living end ex­
citement. What happens to her during 15 years of wan­
dering is detailed and revealed with a candor usually re­
served for a confessional l>>x. Brimful of stark happen­
ings—unashamed facts—amatory experiences—etc., etc 
Proves that truth is stranger than fiction. A startling 
exciting book that stirs the blood and QO
the senses strangely 31-1 pages—hat d ONLY 
cover bound. |

©
■V>
a>

as fold to Or. Ben L. Reitman

HOW TO ORDER; Fill out coupon and mail today- Ail booKs 
guaranteed satisfactory, or money back at once. All books full 
library size, beautifully printed, durably bound. If remittance 
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Develop Mighty Muscles
Wouldn't YOU like to have a healthy, might), handsome 

body that women will admite and men envy? A powerful 
physique that can dish it out and take it too. Muscles of 
steel in your arms, legs, back — and every pari of jour 
body. New book, just published — "A GUIDE TO PHYSICAL 
FITNESS" tells you simply and surely how you can change 
yourself into n Mighty Man! Shows you how to inciease the 
size and power of jour muscles, in very short time. Give.* 
jon COMPLETE COURSE OF EXERCISES, which you can 
pertain In the privacy of your home, and which are GUAR­
ANTEED TO ADD INCHES AND MIGHT TO EVERY 
MUSCLE AND PART OF YOUR BODY! Book also contains 
latest info i mat ton on food, sleep. hygienic functions, clothes, 
anatomy, organs, reducing or gaining weight, 
etc., etc. Complete book of over 200 pages with 

jnany illustiatiohs—a remarkable value at only

Rote that you are tvri lino to loved ones (at home-—or in 
the service) almost daily—pep up your tetters!

How To Write Good SOCIAL LETTERS
by MARIANNE MEADE

ComuteU* and nulhcnti

in

Gypsy Rose Lee
(the most famous "Strip Tease Artist" on the 
stage today} WROTE

THE G-STRING
MURDERS

The Story of a Burlesque Girl
Here is the behind-the-scenes portrait of burlesque— 

with assorted deaths thrown in. It is as if the reader 
himself goes back-stage at The Old Opera*- Theatre 
(Giris’ Girls! Laffs! Laffs! Laffs?) with its four-a« 
day, pin spots, gazeeka boxes, grouch bags, pickle per­
suaders, cash-register hearts and three corpses. The 
G-STRING MURDERS take place against a new, 
gaudy back-drop of crime with death in a brand-new, 
plush-lined, bead-fringed form. Here are some 300 
pages right out of burlesque’s *<00 I
most talented individual. only T

Special Edition ■

v J
... It it weren’4 for ths. married men, w cuuldn't 

ha\e carried on nt all and if it weren’t for the (.heat­
ing niarriei' women, we would have made another 
million dollars.’’. .. Said one of tne Evcrleigh Sisters 

COME INTO MY PARLORby Charles Washburn
,Tills is an authentic and intimate account of Chicago’s notorious 
Evcrleigh Club conducted early in the century when a whole sec­
tion of the city was 'wide open." Many famous and wealthy men 
patronised this '‘gilded palace.” The author formerly a Chicago 
newspaper man, in this Biography of the Aristocratic Everfeigh

• Sisters, tells the inside story—describes "parties,” name* and give# 
colorful detail. of the aristocrat1? sisters and 
how they changed the ''joy of life” into a pot r ' 
of gold. It is swell reading from front door to jp?Clal 
back, with good stop-overs in between.” — f)nlv N. Y. Morning Telegraph.WnlJ **

CONVERSATION, PLEASE
How to Make Yourself an Interesting 

Speaker

by LOREN CARROLL
The author insists that, “conversation is the most* 

neglected of all the arts'’—“That it can be vastly im­
proved by anyone who takes the trouble’’—and “that 
it can win more friends and influence more people than 
a five-foot shelf of the self-help books.”

Mr. Carroll tells you innumerable anecdotes and 
stories to illustrate and point up his adviceI

And after you have finished being entertained by 
“Conversation, Please,” you will find that vou know a 
lot more about how to handle s„c,a) MW
your talk—and your silences— Special
than you thought possible. ■

MAKE IT YOURSELF
S book for every Amateur Craftsman Who likes 

to Make Things St Home With Tools!
Gives Icformation for si-lling up a home woikshop, 

the tools i (lined, and methods of work; and piovides ■■ 
COMPLETE DETAILED INSTRUCTIONS, TOGETHER 
WITH WORKING DRAWINGS, for some SIXTY DIF­
FERENT PROJECTS—including: chairs, tables, trellises. 
vCreens. fences, gates, shutters, flower boxes, child's play­
house; clocks, beds, bais, fire-places, book-shelves, a 
studio couch, a colonial corner cabinet; Games, Toys— 
shuffleboatd court, table-tennis ceuit. child’s swing, a 
complete Home Plat ground; weather vanes, biid house,' 
metal bays; Venetian Blinds, Decorative and Useful 
Shelves. Cellar Playioom, Attic Rooms, a complete Boy's 
room; diffeienf ash-trays, dog furniture, window silhou­
ettes, inlay pictures in wood, gaiden furniture, etc., etc, 

331 pages of real helpful AA
information and fun—hundreds llsj

of illustrations ~ ■
Special ■

Name

in full payment 
plus postage.

KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO., Depf. A. D. 10
116 Greenwich St., New York, N. Y
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Is Epilepsy iMlierited? 
What Causes It?

A booklet containing the opinions of famons 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing to 
the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Ave., DB-11, 
New Yorii, N. Y.

SONG POEMS
(4] of my popular songs alone sold over a HALF MILLION 
phonograph records, led by VICTOR! Seeing is believing. 
Write me NOW! Ray Hibbeler. C-28, 2157 N. Avers Ave.. 
Chicago. 47, HL

LONESOME?
JOIN RELIABLE CLUB "’Slj?"'’
Members everywhere—■'beautiful' girls, nurses, teachers, 
widows, businessmen, farmers seeking congenial mates. 
Many claim wealth. Dignified, dependable and sure, we 
get results. WRITE FOR BOOK OF PHOTOS AND 
DESCRIPTIONS FREE. SEABED.
The Exchange, 3827 E. Main St. Kansas City, Mo.

CARDS—BICE
Inks, daubs, ink & tailor-made readers, three-way dKce, 
tops, shapes, books, jokes, novelties. Magical supplies. 
Catalog Free.
VINE. HILL & CO., Dept, D, Swanton. Ohio

r-MEET NEW FRIENDS-, 
Thru our PERSONAL SERVICE dedicated to the promotion oT 
interesting, worthwhile friendships. Large membership over en­
tire country. Discriminating clientele—AH religious faiths. 
AH ages and types. Write today or telephone Grace Bowes 
any weekday

ASSOCIATES IN PHILADELPHIA, BALTIMORE, 
PITTSBURGH AND CLEVELAND 

AMEBICAN SERVICE 
ESTABLISHED I95S

236 West 70th St. (Dept. DAI. New York, N. Y.
—— TELEPHONE ENDICOTT 2-46S0

CASH for your surplus unused (I. S. stamps
Mail Order Dealers: Collectors: We buy accumulations, surplus 
UNUSED TJ S. Postage stamps at 90% face value for denomina­
tions %c to 19c. 85% face value for denominations 20c to 50c. 
Small lots 85%. MAIL STAMPS REGISTERED. Money eent by 
return mail Garher Service, 72 Fifth Ave., Dept. D-ll, N. Y. C.

Beat Any Dice Game
Have Gold In Your Pocket, 
When There’s Silver in Your Hair

Send me a Stamped Self-Addressed Envelope, and 
I will tell things about DICE you never Itnew.

Print Name and Address Plainly
J. F. STEWART

Box 526 Houston, Texas

QbjI Using Tobacco! 
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded, 
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.

THE NEWELL COMPANY
140 Clayton Station St. Lours* Mo-

200,000
Satisfied 

Users

LONELY?
NO NEED TO BE WHEN YOU BECOME A MEMBER OF 
THE JULIA DELANEY LETTER SERVICE. OUR SERVICE 
PROVIDES THE AVENUE WHERE LADIES AND GENTLE­
MEN OF SIMILAR INTERESTS MEET THRU CORRE­
SPONDENCE. WE HAVE MEMBERS ALL OVER THE 
COUNTRY. WRITE TODAY IN CONFIDENCE TO: JULIA 
SELANEY LETTER SERVICE. P. O. BOX 58?. SAN PEDRO, 
CALIF.

(Continued From Page 110) 
strong.” Pedro jerked him down. 
“You fool,” said Pedro. “If you 
stand up he can see you. Look, there 
he comes now.”

Bill came at a gallop. He stood 
on his stirrups, hands braced on his 
saddle-fork, and he came fast. Pan­
cho nudged Pedro.

“Has he gone past the rope yet?” 
“No,” said Pedro, “See, there he 

hits it!”
Pancho leaped to his feet. “It 

worked, amigo, it worked! See, he 
is dangling in the air, he has hung 
himself!” He crossed himself slow­
ly. “Death, she is a bad thing, no?”

“He was a bad man,” said Pedro. 
“He robbed from the poor and blind 
and innocent. Death waits for all 
men who do that. The Good Book 
says so.”

“What do we do now, Pedro?”
“We unsaddle their two horses, 

Pancho. We turn the beasts loose.”
“But they are good horses, Pedro.

FAMOUS WESTERN
Gives you 10 complete action 

stories for 10 cents

And you and I need caballos—we 
would be the only peons in Hidalgo 
to own horses.”

“Fool,” said Pedro. “If we ride 
back on their horses, the delgado 
will become suspicious—and we will 
go to jail. No, it is better we go back 
to Hidalgo on foot instead of going 
back as thieves.”

“But the money?”
“Someway we shall get word to 

the delgado, and he can come for 
the money.” Pedro yawned and 
took another drink. “I have been up 
all night, Pancho. Now it is time to 
get back to my goats. The sun is 
rising.”

Pancho frowned. “That is bad,” 
he admitted. “I am sleepy too. Per­
haps a wink or two before we start 
back—” He stared at Pedro. “Al­
ready you are asleep, dog!”

Pedro had no answer.
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ORBER NOW!
ENJOY 81 IO ©AYS FtSl

, For prompt ddwery, Gentlemen, tear out the 
cwpen, end send at once. ' * *’ ‘ ~ ‘

Pleaiute
A .CONNOISSEUR'S CHOICE

I yl ERE is a book for open minds and ticklish 
•pines. Hers is a book of a highly tempting flavor 
spiced to the liking of the most esquirish teste. 
Here is lusty, merry entertainment for and about 

agios to non©. Collected, selected from the best 
there is, this zestful Primer is guaranteed to make 
the lassies giggle and he-men erupt in boisterous 
bellyfuls.

Here is no refuge for the straight-laced or satisfacJ 
iion for the morbid. Served tn a highly inviting 
manner, this pleasureful Primer is a blueprint for 
ka!» end hoar+y Kring, Coll if a goy ®voning‘» en­
tertainment or an ideal bedside companion, you’ll 
dally over its contents time and time again.

What more can be said of any book other than thfi> 
self-appointed bearers of FORBIDDEN signs won't 
like it? Send along your orders, gentlemen, for this 
rarest of tomes just off the presses. Of course it’s 
guaranteed, you either like it or IT DOESN’T COST 
YOU A CENT,

to o^a seeb jm stow • •
STRAVON FUSUSHEaS Dept. P-3611
342 Madison Avenue
New York, Hew York
Gentlemen:
Rush The Pleasure Primer for 10 days inspections 
understand that unless highly pleased. I may retamj 
for e prompt refund!
O Enclosed is my dollar—-send postpaid.
□ Send C.O.D. end 1 will pay postage.

sa
AcJdrsu-------_____-------------- „______--------------

CHy---------------------„---------------------------------- State—..

£] MARK HERE IF YOU PREFER
THE DELUXE SOUND SDH10N—



Here's the Greatest BILLFOLD BARGAIN in all America
Year LODGE Emblem or Army or Naiy teigafc
and Name Engraved in 23K. Gold- 
Absolutely FREE
Special Introductory Offer

’198

These 
Billfolds Are 
Made of Fine 
Leathers, 
Such as 
Calf, 
Morocco, 
Steerhide, 
Etc.

YOUR INITIALS
HEBE

sH.c
Reimhit
Highest

Ctuoliiy Select
LGRAIN LEATHER

De Luxe VALUE

YOUR lodge
EMBLEM HERE

4!

FREI!

This beautiful three-color 
Flat® carries your full name, 
security draft number.

friend serv­
ing bi« coun-

Year LOSIE Emblem, ME, 
ADDIESS, od Social Security Bamber 
Engraved Io GOLO-FREE!

Here, without a doubt, is positively the 
greatest Billfold and Pass Case Bargain 
ever offered. Through a fortunate pur. 
chase we have a limited quantity of fine 
leathers such as Calfskin, Morocco, Steer­
hide, etc., available. For a high qual­
ity Leather Billfold, beautifully en­
graved in gold, with your LODGE Em­
blem and Name, you would expect to 
pay up to $4.50 and consider it a mar­
velous buy. If you take advantage of 
this sensational introductory offer you 
can get this superb genuine Leather 
Wallet and Pass Case for only $1.98, 
end we will send you absolutely free a 
specially designed three color lifetime 
Identification Plate, which carries your 
Social Security Number, your Name and 
Address or your Army Draff Number. 
This fine grain Leather Billfold must 
actually be seen to be fully appreciated. 
Besides the spacious compartment at the 
back which can be used for currency, 
checks, papers, etc., it has four pock-

eft each protected by celluloid to pre? 
vent the soiling of your vaiuebie m*m* 
bership and credit cards.
When closed this handsome Billfold hat 
the soft velvety feel you find only In 
quality Leathers. Your choice of Em» 
blems and Initiate, are beautifully am*, 
bossed in 23 karat gold on the face of 
the Billfold. Due to difficulty in ob? 
taming choice leather because of wa^ 
conditions, the supply of these Billfolds, 
is limited. Remember if you send your 
order promptly, we will include ebro* 
lutely FREE, a beautiful identification 
Key Tag and Gilt chain to match, all 
hand engraved with your Name, Adj 
dress. City end State. If after receive 
ing your Billfold and Free Gift, you don’t 
positively agree that this Is the molt 
outstanding bargain you Savs ever eom$ 
across, return them to us end your mon* 
ey will be cheerfully refunded In fulll 
Send your order today, without fall 
you won't be disappointed.

Bush This Coupon For This Once-ln-A-Lifetinie Bargain!
IMPORTANT!

212 ^SST

iLt.ir«vlS MSRCrtANDISc MAR), •
Dept. 245-E, 54 W. Illinois St., Chicago........ .... . .................. ....—- 8

If you want a LODGE. ARMY or NAVY Insignia, cUte oasae here I 
Gentlemen: I enclose $1.98. Please send me a Genuine Leather Billfold with ® 
my name and choice of Emblems engraved in 23k gold. Include absolutely free. ■ 
a life-time Identitlcation Plate carrying my full Name and Social Security Nu» ® 
ber. or Draft Number. Also include FREE an Identification Key Tag and Gilt B
Chain to

My Full

Address

City

match, ail hand-engraved with my Name, A4dre»s, City and State.

Name.
(Please print clearly)

Stele,.

Social Security Number... .Army Draft Number.
□ Send C.d.D. for $1.98 p. a a few pennies postage charges



^"SUPERJ»
ADD INCHES to your 

CHEST, BACK 
r-____ AND BICEPS

Super Power\ 
Crusher Grip- 
“MOULDER OF MEN”
The amazing super power Crusher Grip pictured in the four exercises, 
made of high tension steel, has been used by some of the strongest 
men in the world! America today has no place for weaklings. America 
needs STRONG MEN, men who will build the better world of tomor­
row. Prepare for tomorrow’s successes by developing crushing strength 
today! Complete illustrated instructions with each Crusher Grip.

Get Strong This Professional Way!
Follow the footsteps of professional muscle men to develop a superb 
body and muscles of steel. This fast-moving muscle developer gets you 
there in four easy steps. Simply follow the simplified instructions and 
use your Super Power Crusher Grip which is free with this offer. Act 
now while the entire outfit is available at a low price . . . the supply 
is limited.

(X) / Here is your chance to de- 
I velop a body packed with 
/ rock ribbed man-muscle, 
/ surging with vibrant, dy- 
/ namic power... a body 

• / that men and women 
/ must admire. Just these 
/ four easy steps, practised 

only a few minutes a day, 
/ will help build inches of

power packed 
muscle on your 
frame, develop 
crushing bi­
ceps, husky 
forearms, su­
per-strength 
back, chest, 
stomach and 
leg musclesj 
make a new 
man of you...
ALL MAN!

• DOUBLE Money Back GUARANTEE
If these muscle builders don’t bring you satis­
factory results in an amazingly short time, WE 

^WILL GIVE YOU DOUBLE YOUR MONEY 
•back.

SEND NO MONEY
Just fill in and send coupon. When postman delivers 
your Super Power Crusher Grip and free Super Power 
Hand Grips, pay him only $1.98 plus postage. Develop 
champion strength as champions do. Rush coupon...Now!

MUSCLE POWER CO.
Dept. 3611. P.O. Box 1 Station X. New York, 54. N. Y.

gers . • • ana ------

MUSCLE POWER CO.
Dept 3611, P. O. Box No. 1, Station X, New York, 54, N.Y. 
Send me the Super Strength Crusher Grip as described. I will 
pay the postman only >1.98 plus postage. Also enclose the 
Super Power Hand Grips free with my order.

Name.....................................  •............................... • ■ • ..........

Address........ . ............................................       '• • •
(SPECIAL) If you are aboard ship or outside



O'BRIEN

Charles Atlas’ Califor­
nian pupils.

Champion 
Winner
an ordinary 
of one of

J. G.
Atlas 

Cup
This is 
snapshot

HE Mailed This Coupon

I'll prove that YOU, too, can
Charles Atlasbe a NEW MAN

I can
shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise those inner organs, help you cram your
body so full of pep, vigor and red blooded vitality that you won’t feel there’s even

you 1’11

I myself developed
17 to my present 
physical specimens

room" left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I get through with 
whole frame "measured" to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

"standing 
have your

—my way. I give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. You learn to develop yuur 
strength through "Dynamic Tension." You simply utilize the DORMANT
muscle-power in your own God-given body—watch it increase and multiply 9 
double-quick into real, solid LIVE MUSCLE.

My method—"Dynamic Tension"—will turn the trick for you. No theory ■

and Here's the Handsome
Prize-Winning Body
I Cave Him /

J. G. O’BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. 
He got my free book and followed my instructions. He 
became a New Man. NOW read what he says:

“Look at me NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS!
I’m proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!” — J. G. O’Brien.

I don’t care how old or young you are, or how ashamed of your 
present physical condition you may be. If you can simply raise your 
arm and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your biceps—yes, on 
each arm—in double-quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in 
your own home—is all the time I ask of you! And there’s no cost if 
I fail.

I can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your 
whole muscular system INSIDE and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to 
your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of yours' lithe and powerful.

Only 15 Minutes a Day
"Dynamic Tension!" That’s the ticket! The identical natural method that 
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I was at 
super-man physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous

CHARLES 
ATLAS

An untouched 
photo of Charles 
Atlas, winner 
and holder of 
the title, "The 
World's Most 
Perfectly Devel­
oped Man."

—every exercise is practical. And. man, so easy! Spend 
a day in your own home. From the very start you’ll be 
using my method of "Dynamic Tension" almost uncon­
sciously every minute of the day—walking, bending over, 
etc.—to BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY.

FD E E D ft A If “EVERLASTING HEALTH K E E D V W Ik AND STRENGTH"
In it I talk to you in straight-from-the-shoulder language.' 
Packed with inspirational pictures of myself and pupils— 
fellows who became NEW ADEN in strength, my way. Let me 
show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can do for 
YOU! For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCE 
Charles Atlas, Dept. 411, 115 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y.

only 15 mjnutes

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 411
115 East 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y
I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic 

Tension" can help mak® me a New Man—give me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscle development. 
Send me your FREE book. "Everlasting Health and 
Strength.” %

Name ....................................................................
(Please print or write plainly)

Address

City .......................   State ..........
□ Check here if under 16 for Booklet A.


